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YOURE GETTING A GEM_FOR TWOPENCE,

HELPING THE NEW CAPTAIN ALONG!
Tora Merry & Co. have little time or inclination to devote to their new skipper, but they are always ready to “lend
bim @ hand," as shown in the incidant above. Read ** A Split in the School *’.—this week’s extra-long schoo! yarn of

St. Jim’s,




THE CAPTAIN’S ELECTIONT Aubrey Backe’s ambition is fo become junion captain of St. Jim’s—so that he and
his precious pals can smoke, gamble, and generally play the giddy goat, without fear or hindrance.
Aubrey jumps at the chance to put up for the captaincy when Tom Merry is deposed !

And the dreat

- A Magnificent Extra-Long Schqol Story of your old favourites at St. J‘:

e

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER 1.
Blake’s Good Turn! -

“Eyp OY 1

B Jack Blake, of the Fourth Form at St. Jim's.

returning from the village with a new pair of
football boots under his arm, stopped and stared

about him.

“Big boy! Stop, please!”

It was a child’s piping voice that addressed him, and in
another moment the junior caught sight of the owner. She
—a little tot about four—had been playing at the side of
the lane, and now she came troiting inte the open, some
twenty yards distant. What she could want presented
something. of a mystery to Blake, but he grinned and
halted obediently. .

“Tell me the time, please, big boy ?”

“Oh, T see!” i

Blake took ouf his watch and glanced at it.

“ Nearly two o'clock!” he responded, kindly eneugh:

“Thank you, boy!”

Toot! Toot! =

The little gir]l had turned, and begun to ecross the lane,
when that warning sound came.

“Look out!” roared Blake, perceivix;g the danger, with %

sudden alarm. “That’s right—run!”

Toot! Toot! Toot! :

A heavy lorry, judging by the rattle and clatter it made,
was approaching from beyond a bend in the lane. and the
little girl sped swiftly for the safety of the hedge. But
her foot tripped over a loose stone, and while Blake gazed,

fascinated, she fell—right in the path of the vehicle as it -

lumbered in sight!

For a second the Fourth-Former's gaze was riveted; and

then he awoke to action. There was no time to warn the
lorry driver—it was already a matter of yards. Blake put
on a desperate spurt, and arrived just as the lorry loomed
over the child. So far from seeing her-in time, the lorry
driver had barely time to observe Blake, as a shout testi-
fied. ]

“Hi! Look out. you young idiot

The lorry swerved violently, and it was fortunate indeed
that it did: Blake leaped forward, and, dragging the
child clear of the ground, he was just in time to evade the
wheel of the vehicle as it swung round, The junior almost
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| Blake.

tottered ax he leaned azainst the hedge, and pump
breath.
He had been within an inch of .death, and he k
The lorry driver pulled up in a féw yards, and
¢ full of concern. Blake gasped, and summone
n to meet him.
“That was a-close.call, kid!” said the driver serio
“A miss is as good as a mile; ‘you know!” responded

“1 didu't see the babe, and, but for you, T should have
been over her in a second. You're a good plucked wn,
kid! Bure you're all right?” :

“Right as rain!” said Blake calmly, taking the
child’s hand. Throughout the startling experience which
had befallen her, the tot Lad remained silent, and it seemed
as if she did not realise how near she had been to the
wheels of the lorry. -

“I'll take her back fo her parents—I've seen her playing
about. here-before,” said Blake. “She lives in the green
cottage over there, I helieve.”

“All right, then. .So-long, and good luck!” —d

And the driver nodded and returned to his car. Blake
turned his footsteps towards the little green cottage set
back froin the lane, with the kiddie still grasping his hand
tightly.

The junior kmocked on the door, and it was opened by a
neatly-dressed woman, who gave a gasp on seeing her little
daughter covered with dust.

“What ever has happened ?” she said in alarm.

“Nothing to worry about, ma’am,” said Blake modestly.

“Big boy pick me up when nasty motor try to run over
me!” piped the little girl, speaking at last; whereat Blake
crimsoned.

“Oh dear! Was that it, darling? And this brave boy
rescaed you?” - X :

“Yes, mummy!”

Blake’s cheeks fairly burned, and he- wished devoutly
that the ground would open and swallow him up. But it
did not, and the child’s mother turned to him with a warm
smile on her somewhat wan features.

“I cannot thank you enough, my boy!” she said. “It

i

. seems that misfortunes never come singly, and, but for you, -

£

my little daughter might——" she broke off. ST
“My daddy is ill!” interrupted the Little tot, eyeing Blake
quizzically. “Do you think the:nice boy could make my
daddy better, mummy ?* : : ™
“No, dear. “You must be quiet.” Then, turning to Blake
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again: “You see, Mr. Murphy is very ill—he has lost his
work—and we are under notice to leave this cotiuge fto-
morrow unless we can pay ten pounds. If my husband had
been able to work, we might have struggled on; but he
had an accident. and the doctor’s bills have run away with
the money. We cannot pay—it seems as if everything con-
spires against ust”

“Don’t say that, ma’am!” ejaculated Blake, feecling very
uncomfortable indeed. He appeared to have stumbled on a
family in the deepest distress, and the knowledge caused
Blake’s sympathetic heart to ache. “If there is anything a

_fellow could do——" he began; but Mrs. Murphy shook her

iead. e

“I don't think anything can be done!” she responded
miserably. “We cannot pay to-morrow—that is certain.
Several neighbours have helped us as much as they could
already, but this is the end, I am afraid.”

Blake nodded sympathetically. -

- “I'm sorry, Mrs. Murphy. I wish I had some money
to offer you, but, as it happens, I'm stony!”

“No. T could hardly accept it if you had, Master——"

“Blake.” -

“I am very grateful {o yvou for reseuing Dorothy, but 1
cannot trespass on your generosity, Master Blake. Could [
ask you to accept a cup of tea?”

“Oh, no!” Blake remembered, with a start, that he was
playing football that afternoon at Abbotsford. “I've got
to get back, ma’am. TI'll say good-afternoon!”

-
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= “Good-bye, and thank you again, Master Blake!”

And ‘the St. Jim’s junior, his mind full of the little
tragedy which was being enacted within the walls of the
g‘r]eenl cottage, resumed his interrupted journey back to the
school.
of food—Blake had caught sight of two or
voungsters, besides Dorothy—and on the morrow

three other
they

— -
——sauld -be homeless unless ten pounds was forthcoming!

Although actually it was none of his business, Blake could
think of nothing else till he found himself in the hall,
and paused from force of habit before the letter-rack.

“Letter for you, Blake!”

Julian of the Fourth tossed over an envelope, and Blake
caught it mechanically, and slit it open. He glanced super-
ficially at the contents, and then started. His letters did
not usually contain much more than a postal-order, and
-not always that, But now something crisp had fluttered
to the floor. The junior stooped and picked up—a ten
pound notel

“Oh, my hat!”

Blake had seen ten pound notes occasionally before, in
the possession of his aristocratic chum, Arthur Augustus
_D’Arcy, but he had to pinch himself to make sure that he
was not dreaming in this case. Then he turned his atten-
tion to the letter. It was from an uncle, and recalled
that Blake had had a birthday a week or two back—whereat
Blake grinned. The “tenner” was a belated, but none
the less welcome present, and the junior’s eves gleamed as
he crumpled the letter in his pocket, and his thoughts flew
back to the plight of Mrs Murphy and her family.

For a few moments he stood irresolute. The “tenner’
could not have come at a more opportune moment—and
his mind was made up. He was due to start for a foot-
ball match at Abbotsford in a very few minutes, but there
was just time to dispatch the note to the Murphy family.

There was nobody at home in Study No. 6 when Blake
entered: his chums were probably changing, or even wait-
ing at the gates for the rest of the team. It behoved him
to hurry, and in a few seconds the junior had taken pen
and paper, and commenced his letter. He scrawled the
school address, and added:

“Dear Mrs, Murphy——"

3

All that was needed then was a short but appropriate
note; bubt the composition of a short and appropriate note
scemed to be causing Blake some difficulty. ’

Iie stared and stared at those three words until they
swam before his eyes, but he could get no further. Time
flew, and there was a crash on the panels of the study door.
as Tom Merry looked in, ready to start for Abbotsford, and
lacking only his inside-right. The expression on the Shell
captain’s face suggested that he had been waiting some time,
and had become fed-up.

“Blake, you fat-headed jabberwock!” he wvoared. “Do
vou know we're all waiting for you at the gates? What on
earth are you sticking up here for? We're due at Abbots-
ford in less than an hour!” *

Jack Blake looked up with a start.

“Oh! I—I forgot!” he ejaculated, colouring.
know it was so late. You chaps ready to start?”

“T've just said so!” responded Tom Merry grimly.
up and get your footer togs, for goodness’ sake! What's that
you're busy with—lines?”

“1 didn’t

For all he knew, the family might even be short’

“ Buck:

The Fourth-Former hastily drew a blotting-pad over the
sheet before him, and celoured still more as he met Tom
Merry’s gaze. .

‘“No; not that!” he said, looking very uncomfortable.
“Just—only a letter. But I had to finish it, so as to catch
the post. - You. fellows had better go on. T'll come on in a
few minutes and catch you up!”

“Well,” said Tomu Merry, drawing a deep breath, “if
that doesn't take the cake! You keep the whole team wait-
ing for ten minutes, and then you have the cool rerve to
say you'll catch us up!” - :

“1 can do that easily if I scorch a bit,” said Blake
defensively. “No need to worry about me, Tom Merry. I
muost finish this letter. It's important, as you might guess,
but I shall be at Abbotsford in time for the match. Buzz
off, and let a fellow get on. You're only wasting time
interrupting me !”

The junior captain gave Blake a glance, and withdrew
from the study. :

“You'll be late if you stick there much longer ! he warned,
and hastened back to the gates, feeling rather disturbed at
Blake's obvious concern over the letter he was writing, A
letter which interfered with a junior football fixture must
be of some great moment, and Blake was not, as-a rule, fond
of using his pen. Still, if he arvived in time for the match,
there would be ne harm done,

The rest of the team greeted Tom Merry with a regular
chorus,

“Where is the ass?” .

“Why didn’t you lead him along on a halter, Merry 2”
“Couldn’t you find him ?” :
Tom Merry raised one hand pacifically,

R
HOPE YOU HAVE A JOLLY NIGHT
ON THE 5th, CHUMS—

BUT MIND YOU DONT GET
BURNT !

—ED.
LT T T T VT AT

“Blake’s catching us up!” he explained briefly. “He's
writing an important letter ¥
“Qh 1

“Mo;‘e important than a football match?” inquired

Levison,

“If he lets us down——"" began Figgins. “You'd do
better to play Lawrence and chance it, Merry {”

“I would—only Lawrence is about half Blake’s form at
inside-right !” grinned Tom Merry. “Come on! Blake will
bave to scorch, that's all

In a rather disgruntled mood the junior footballers climbed
on their bikes and cycled off down the lane, sped by a part-
ing- cheer from a crowd of juniors who were staying at St.
Jim’s to watch the first eleven match against Highcliffe, A
number of juniors had already started for Abbotsford, and
it behoved the team to put on the pace if they were to arrive
at the scheduled time.

9

CHAPTER 2.
Not Blake’s Lucky Afternoon!

AR from hastening to finish the letter which lay before

F him, Jack Blake had forgotten the time completely,

and was chewing desperately at his pen, as if he

hoped that it would afford him some inspiration. Bug

the matter was of so delicate a character that Blake felt

utterly at sea, and unable to think of a word beside the
opening, < =

The clock on the mantelpiece ticked on, and another ten
minutes slipped by before the junior scribbled away at last.
He paused to admire his handiwork with a critical eye, and
then, addressing an envelope, sealed and stamped the letter,
and jumped up from the table.

The matter could be dismissed from his mind now, and
he was free to join his chums at Abbotsford. He gave a
start as his eyes rested on the clock, and then threw open
the door. As he did so there was a howl in the passage—a
cry of pain which caused Blake's eyes to gleam angrily.

“Ow! Don't, Racke! Please, I—I didn’t mean to run
into you, honest Injun! Ow{”

Jack Blake stared grimly at the two juniors—Aubrey
Racke of the Shell, and “Curly ” Gibson of the Third. What
Racke wanted in the Fourth Form passage was not very

2 . Tue Gen Lisrary.—No. 977,



£ Eoery‘ Wednesday.

difficult to guess; he had come to visit one of his. cronies—
Mellish and Scrope—and while @way the half-holiday with a
game of ‘“‘nap.” - Sy, s

And it was just like Racke to pick upon a fag and indulge
his cruel sense of humour. Probably Curly Gibson: had
merely brushed against the Shell fellow in passing, and, but
for the arrival of Blake, would have had to pay dearly. .~

The fag gave a fresh yell, as Racke cruelly twisted his
arm.

“You're sorry you nearly butted me over now, young
Gibson 7 asked Racke coolly, “Quite gorry ?”

Curly Gibson opened his mouth to reply, but there was an
interruption. -Racke’s shoulder was taken in a sturdy grasp,
and the cad of the Shell was whirled away from his victim,
ic stagger speechlessly against the wall.

“That’s enough of your rotten bullying, you cad !” growled
Blake. “Cut off, Curly!” -

“Oh-F say! Thanks ever so, Blake!” gasped the fag,
delighted. ““The rotter was twisting my arm just because
he happened to bump into me—-" s

“You little beast!” hissed Racke venomously. “Wait till
1 catch you alone!” ’

“Vouwll not touch young Gibson, Racke [ vhserved Blake
cooily, “Tell me if he interferes with you again, youngster !
Now you can clear | :

Mnd before the enraged Racke could summon sufﬁment
courage to lay hands on him again, the fag scuttled off along
ihe corridor.

Racke gave Blake a glance of hatred, but made no move-
nient as the Fourth-Former passed on towards the cloak-
room. e would dearly have liked to knock Blake spinning

the matter of fisticuffs, he was hopelessly inferior to the
athletic junior.

THE GEM LIBRARY,

But his face lit up suddenly as he recol- |

lected that Blake was in the team that afternoon-—that he |

must at that moment be going for his cap and coat, pre-
paratory to cycling over to Abbotsford. Whereat a crafty

smile appeared on the cad’s narrow face, and he hastened |

out of the House and across the quad. .
He headed for the bike-shed, and found it deserted, as bfa
fiad hoped. It was the work of a few seconds to spot Blake's
machine, and up-end it. Then the cad produced two Iong
pins, and, with greab care, pushed them into the two tyres
vight up'to the heads, In another moment he had replaced
the bike on its stand, and, to all intents and purposes, it was

veady for the road. Tt was likely, however, that there would |

lio some trouble when the pins began to work loose, and
Racke chuckled merrily at the thought.

“Hallo, Racke! What’s the litile game, old man?”

The ead of the Shell started violently, and -spun round
fowards the door. A fat, podgy face had appeared ihere,
and Racke set his lips as he realised that Baggy Trimble had
very likely seen everything. But Blake would be along any
jninute now, and there was no time to tell Trimble exactly
what he would like to have done. Instead, Racke summoned
up. a sickly grin, and bhastily shoved his arm through
Trimble’s. .

“Come along to the tuckshop, old man!” he remarked
canningly. *This was only a little jape, you know. No
need to go blabbin’ to anyone, eh, Trimble?”

Baggy winked and nodded understandingly.

“Trust me!” he responded cheerily. *“I know how io
treat a pal. I see Dame Taggles has got some rather

-special custard tarts in to-day!”

And Racke, with a glance towards the School House,
took the hint, and footed the bill, while Baggy proceeded
to dispose of the tarts.

A few seconds later, Jack Blake strode cheerily across
to the bike-shed.and ran out his “jigger.” -He glanced
towards the gates, and grinned as he noted that the door
of Taggles’ lodge was shut.. He swung his leg over his
bike and rode swiftly down the drive. -

Juniors were not supposed to mount their bikes in the
school precincts, but this was an exceptional occasion. The
writing of his letter had taken longer than expected, and
time was short. In those circumstances, Blake felt justified
in' whizzing out of the gates at breakneck speed, and he
chuckled as he canght a glimpse of Taggles’ head protrud-
ing angrily from a window.

The lane wound invitingly before him,
covered the ground at a record rate. At this speed he
would reach Abbotsford in ample time for the game, oven
if the rest of the team had arrived there first. :

But, going through Rylcombe, Blake became aware of a

peculiar bumping, and out on the open road beyond the

village, the cause of the bumping was revealed. The bike
developed an absolute lurch, and the junior sprang off with
an exclamation. : e

He gazed in deepest dismay at the tyres—both of them

&s flat as a flounder! Punctures—not one, but two—and at’
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such a time! It was inexplicable, for the bike had beea
in the best of trimx only the day before. T

Breathbing hard, Blake up-ended the machine and began
to examine the tyres minutely for fragments of  broken
glass. He gave a grim exclamation as he drew from the
rear tyre a pin—a large and strong pin—which had evi-
dently been jammed into the. tyre right up to the head and
left to do its fell work on the principle of slow but sure.

He drew another pin of exactly the same size from the
front tyre, and surveyed them with feelings too deep for
words. Given time, the pins had worked loose, and the
bike as a means of transport was now useless.

The junior slipped the pifis'into the lapel of his coat, and
got out the repair set from the saddle, The task before
him was not a short one, and it was guite certain that he
would not get to Abbotsford in time for the match. He
glanced at his watch, and gave a grunt. In fifteen minutes
the game was due to start; he would have had to scorch
to do it in any case. And by ihe timé he had repaired the
punctures and ridden on, a substitute would be playing in
his place, :

. *““What rotten luck !” = =

Blake sat on a grassy bank and addressed himself to the
onerous task before him, with a deep anger maturing
against the unknown fellow “who had tampered with Lis
bike. The junior eleven, in an encounter with a strong
side, were booked to play with one of their best men off
the field.! And all through a thoughtless practical joker—
perhaps not quite so thoughtless as Blake imagined.

The job was done at last, and it was in a grim mood

1.that Blake swung his leg over the machine and set off
across the passage, but he was only too well aware that, in §

for his destination. He was too late to play now, but, at
least, he could explain and clear himself in the eyes of the
footballers, who would naturally think he had let them
down. The Fourth-Former drove hard at the pedals,

CHAPTER 8.
Trouble Brewing !
DAL
~ “Well shot, Lunn !”
“Go it, Abbotsford ™
Those were the shouts that greeted Jack Blake

—

L3 —
fairly whizzed along the Abbotsford road. R i

as he arvived on ‘the Abbotsford football ground, hot and ——

dusty, and eager to hear how the game was going in bis
absence. He hardly needed io ask. after that terrific burst
of cheering. The faces of the Abbotsford supporters were
jubilant, and those of the few St. Jim’s fellows round the
Topes were not. Evidently the visitors were finding it hard
going, deprived of a crack forward.

Blake glanced over the players as they lined up again,
and he saw Manners among the forwards. The Sheil
fellow had come over as a reserve, but his proper place was
half-back, and he was experiencing considerable strange-
ness in his new position. And Abbotsford were dealing
quite adequately with a weakened attack.

There was a gasp from the St. Jin’s supporters as Noble
was howled over, and the Abbotsford skipper dashed down
on- goal. TFatty Wynn saw the danger and rushed out
heroically to throw himself at the forward’s feef. Buf
Lunn, steadying himself miraculously, lobbed the ball
gently over Fatty’s head into the back of the net—where-
upon there was another roar of applause from the home
crowd.

Fatty Wynn’'s expression was lugnbrious as he picked the
leather out of the net and punted it to the centre again.

“Hard luck, old man!” said Figgins, slapping him on
the back. “It couldn’t be helped. If you hadn’t come onut,
he’d have scored anyway.”

“They won't do it again!” responded Wynn grimly.

While Blake watched with growing despair, St. Jim's
instituted a fierce attack on the enemy goal, and there was
a dashing sprint by Talbot, the leather going to Levison.
The Fourth-Former shot, and the ball rebounded off the bar
to Manners. Manners and a full-back leaped for it at
precisely the same moment, and collided with a crash—and
there was a yelp of pain from the Shell fellow.

Pheep! The referee brought the game to a standstill.

“Not hurt, old chap?” asked Tom Merry anxiously, as
his chum struggled to one knee, feeling his ankle and puil-
ing a wry face. - -

“T—I don’t think I can walk on it!” gasped Manners.
“T'll try—yow ! Ti's twisted or something!”

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Kangaroo. “This is the giddy
limit

“1 shall have to'go off |”’ said Manners dismally. “Lend
me a hand, ‘somebody ; 3

Tom Merry and Talbot helped the hapless junior to the
touchline, where the Abbotsford sports master speedily zef
to work to dress Manners’ ankie. Tt was not a serious
sprain, but precluded the junior from walking without aid.

/’—
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Blako;mt on a desperate spurt and arrived just as the lorry loomed over the helpless child.
as Blake leaped forward and dragged the child clear—only just in time.

The lorry swerved violently
(See Chapter 1.)

The game was resumed, but in another minute the whistle
blew for half-time, and the footballers trooped off the
ficld, looking and feeling very sorry for themselves. On
the other hand, Lunn & Co., though sympathetic over
Manners' injury, were grinning. It was not often that they
had the pleasure of walking over their St. Jim's rivals
like this.

*“You chaps will have to pull up your socks!” grinned
Lunn, joining Tom Merry.

“We shall!” assented Tom ruefully.
not lost yet, you know!”

“Hallo! Blake!” ejaculated Monty Lowther, suddenly
catching sight of the absentee.

“What the thump—why, here he is!” roared Kangaroo
excitedly. ““What do you mean by leaving us in the lurch
like this, you rotter?”

Jack Blake crimsoned under the far from friendly
glances of the footballers. The fault had not been his, he
knew, but just at present Tom Merry & Co. did not appear
in the mood to accept explanations.

“I'm. awfully sorry, you fellows——" he began. y

“S8o you jolly well ought to be!” grunted Figgins.
“(latch a New House fellow letting the team down in an
important match—why, I'd scrag him!”

Blake set his lips, but held on determinedly.

“Look here, Tom .Merry!” he commenced, addressing
hiraself to the Shell captain. “Naturally, you chaps want
an explanation. I can say at once that it wasn't my fault!”

“You said you would finish that letter and come on in
plenty of time,” said Tom Merry. “Was it so jolly
important that you had to risk losing us the match?”

Blake's face, already crimson, assumed a fiery hue. He
needed all his self-restraint to answer coolly.

“Don’t 1 keep telling you it was =

“Can’t be much to tell, so far as I can see,” interrupted
Noble ealmly. “ You dallied too long with a fatheaded letter,

“Qtill, the game's

vemainder on to the field.

and now you think an apology will settle the matter. Do
you know we're two down on the first half, and Manners
has crocked his ankle ?”

“11' suppose I'm not responsible for -all that?” said Blake
tartly.

“It wouldn't have happened .if you'd played up as you
should have done. A fellow who lets things interfere with
a school match——"

“I've told you I've got an explanation!”
angrily.

“Weli, let’s jolly well hear it!” retorted Kangaroo.

Perhaps the fact that Kangaroo had been bearing the
brunt of the work at centre-half added to his impatience.
But there was a murmur of assent from the other fellows.

Phee-eep!

The whistle, summoning the teams to a renewal of the
conflict, put a sudden end to the discussion. "Tom Merry
glanced at Blake's heated face before he followed the
Blake’s look was angry and

snapped Blake

inquiring.

“We'll hear what you've got to say after the match,”
said Tom, rather coolly. “If it’s anything reasonable——"

Blake’s eyes gleamed, and his temper, fast rising, gained
the upper hand at last.

“Oh, go to Jericho!” he grunted, and turned his back.

Tom Merry compressed his lips, and, without auother
glance, went on the field.

The whistle blew, and the ball rolled again, but Blake
was no longer an interested spectator. He could not alto-
gether grumble at the reception which had been accorded
him, and he had been fully prepared to explain the whole
matter, if given a chance. But the St. Jim’s eleven, with
two goals against them, were not in the mood to listen
calmly, and Blake’s own temper, roused by the trick which
had made him too late, was kindled.

He felt less and less inclined to eat humble-pie fo fellows
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who, apparently, were only too Willing to believe he had let 1 Racke licked his lips, and Crooke stared rather in alarr.

them down through carelessness. And when a fresh roar
from the home crowd announced that St. Jim’s were a
further goal in arrears, Blake did not even look towards the
field. He even derived some satisfantion from the reflection
that Tom Merry & Co. were probably growing more and
more incensed against him as the game wore on.

St. Jim’s attacked desperately now, and the ball went in,
hot from Tom Merry’s foot. But Abbotsford were soon in
the ascendency again, and Blake began to wheel his bike
towards the gates. He had no desire to stay and see the
finish of a match which was already well lost, and at the
end face an inquisition of angry fellows.  When. they
returned to the school, if they asked reasonably, they could
have an explanation. If not- Blake shrugged his
shoulders.

As for the fellow who had tinkered with his bike, Blake
yearned with a deep yearning to discover his identity and
mete out to him the fate he so richly deserved. As he
eyeled back to St. Jim’s, he revolved in his. mind who could
be the eulprit, without coming to any definite conclusion.

He jumped off at the gates, hardly notieing a fat figure
which stared rather fixedly at him. ‘

“Whose jigger, Blake” grinned Baggy Trimble.

“Eh? Mine, of course!”

“He, he, he!  What about the match at Abbotsford?”
chortled Baggy, apparently finding great amusement in his
reflections,

“What do you know about the match at Abbotsford?”
ingquired Blake, giving Trimble & rather steely glance.

“Oh, nothing! I thought you were playing, that’s all,
honest Injun ! gasped Trimble, realising, as usual, that he
had let his fat tongue run away with him.

“You don’t know anything about my tyres being pune-
tured, I suppose?” asked Blake, watching Trimble closely,
and with sudden suspicion.

“Nun-nunno! Nothing at all! I never saw anybody
stick pins in them. And if you think it was Racke—"

“Racke !” snapped Blake. ‘‘Choke it up, you fat rotter!
Was it Racke ?”

“He—he told me mnot to tell anybody!” spluttered
Trimble, quite alarmed at the expression-on the Fourth-
Former’s fat face. :

“If—if you don’t tell me all you know, I'll—I'll burst
you, you fat scoundrel!” hissed Blake.

“Ow! It was Racke, then, you beast! And if Racke
asks if T told you, tell him——"

But Blake was gone. Once in possession of the name of
the culprit, he stood not upon the order of his movements.-
One thought was uppermost in Blake’s mind—to get within
hitting distance of Racke and hammer him until he howled.
The cad had to be made to understand that tricks on the

. junior footballers were not profitable, and a grim smile

appeared on the Yorkshire junior’s face as he entered the
Shell passage and paused outside the door of Study No. 7.
He had spent an unhappy afternoon—perhaps he would find
solace during the next few minutes. After he had smashed
Aubrey Racke to a pulp, Blake felt that he could quite
cheerfully apologise to Tom Merry & Co. when they returned.

He -knocked loudly on the panels; and then threw open
the door. Racke, with his crony, Croocke, was at home.
Their occupation might have been rather a shock to a
master or prefect who had happened to drop in at that
time. Both of the young rascals were smoking, and Crooke
was reading -a pink racing paper. They looked up with
convulsive starts as Blake entered the study. Evidently one
of them had forgotten to lock the door. which was their
usual precaution prior to indulging in a “little smoke.”

“Oh, my hat! Blake!” gasped Crooke.

“What do you want, you cad 7’ ejaculated Racke, hastily
putting his cigarette out of sight.

Racke did not want that to be seen by any passer-by.

Normally, Blake might have felt disgust at the atmo-
sphere in the study, but now he hardly noticed it. His eyes
fairly glittered at Racke. i

“I've just heard that you were responsible for putting
my bike out of action, Racke!” he snapped. “I've come to
show you what I.think of your little joke. Will you step
out into the passage, or shall I make a mess of the study?”
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Neither of the cads had seen Blake in' this mood before,
and Racke in particular did not like the look of him. Ho
backed round the table, and eyed the junior with consider-
able apprehension. 2 ; s

“I—I don’t know where you got your information from,
Blake, but I assure you it’s quite wrong. I haven’t touched
your bike, Honour bright!”

“Your honour’s jolly bright—I don’t think!” agreed,
Blake grimly. “I'll repeat what I said before—will you
come out into the corridor, or shall I mop up the study with
‘ You can clear out, Crooke, unless you want a dose,
too I :

“Rally round, Crooke !”” gasped Racke desperately.” “We
can handle the rotter between us. Lend a hand!”

Craooke glanced at Blake, and shook his head.

“T'm off ! he remarked coolly. : 3

And, while Racke watched with gleaming eyes, Crooke
edged past Blake, leaving his crony to. his fate. = Blake
mg?e a movement, .and Racke shot further round the
table, -

“J—I say—" began Racke savagely.

“Wait till I get at you!” responded Blake.

He made a sudden grab across the table at his quarry,
but Racke was too quick for him. Prompted by despera-
tion, he made a frantic dive for the doorway, and fairly
flew through the aperture. Blake made a leap after him,
and Racke dashed wildly up the passage.

“

At the turn Blake all but caught up with him; buf

Racke darted on down the stairs, taking them two and
three at a time, with Blake a yard or iwo in the rear. In
another moment or two the chase would have ended, and
retribution—richly deserved—have overtaken the practical
joker. But Racke’s brain worked swiftly in the emergency,
and he turned his fleeing footsteps in the direction of the
Masters’ Corridor.
it, but the cad felt safe-enough from vengeance right under
the noses of the beaks, so to speak. :

He slowed down into a walk, and grinned as Blake, his

face red with wrath, dashed up to him. The Yorkshire

junior had no thought to devote to the masters at that
moment, and it is doubtful if the prospect of a licking
could have stayed him. Racke had no time to duck, and
he gave a wild howl as Blake’s clenched fist smote him on
the point of his sharp chin. In a few seconds there was a
whirlwind combat in progress outside Mr. Railton’s door—
a very one-sided combat indeed!

Racke was knocked right and left by the Fourth-Former,
his feeble defence being knocked aside with ease. = But,
although he was hopelessly out of the picture in asscrap, the
cad of the Shell could howl, and how! he did, at the
top of his voice. e

It was likely that, on a half-holiday, several of the masters
would be out, but one, at least, must be in his study, and
Racke’s roars were calculated to reach the ears of every
inhabitant of the House. It was not surprising that the
door of Mr. Railton’s study was opened suddenly, and the
Housemaster, looking extremely annoyed, looked out. Mr.
Railton had been marking examination papers, and he did
not like the interruption,

“Boys! Racke! Blake! Stop this immediately

Racke heard, and with deep thankfulness he dropped his
hands and reeled. panting for breath, against the wall. Blake
heard, too, and reluctantly stepped back. Mr. Railton
glanced from one to the other, his frown deepening.

“Which of you boys am I to understand started this—
this disgraceful exhibition?” he inquired grimly.

“I did, sir?” answered Blake coolly. -

“Had you any reason for attacking Racke in so furious
a manner?”’ asked the Housemaster. “You know that the
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gymnasium is the place in which to settle your disputes!” -

Racke made no reply, and Blake looked grim.

I“ Racke’-’—ahem!-—amloyed me, sir!” Blake said calmly.
(i e : : :

Mr. Railton looked at him for a moment, and then
motioned to his study. *: e ke

“Racke, as you appear to have been attacked, you may
go. I will deal with Blake. Go into my study, Blake!”

The Fourth-Former obeyed silently, and watched the
Housemaster select a cane. ]

“You must learn to control your temper, my boy!” said
Mr. Railton sternly.
savage treatment for some days!”? -

Blake held out his hand, and the cane swished. His lips
set tighter as the infliction continued. Mr. Railton felt that
this was a case for severe correction,:and he was not sparing
the rod. Blake’s face was white when it was over, and
he turned to go. 1 :

. “I trust that will be a lesson to control your temper better
in iilltgre, Blake !” observed the Housemaster coldly. “That
is all.

Jack Blake left the study with a glint in his eyves, and ie
hardly noticed the ache in his palms, Racke, by his scheming,

The corridor was deserted as he enteréd —

“Racke will bear the marks of your-
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Muck Hampers Waiting to be Won-—See Pages 14 and 15! : T

had kept him out of the match at Abbotsford;
when he tiad been called to account, he had landed the
subject of his jest in for a record licking. .

Blake made his way to Study No. 6 and threw himself
in an armchair to rest. Racke would keep—and the foot-
ballers would be in soon, demanding an explanation, In
his present mood, one of sulien anger, Blake was not likely
to prove very patient under the questioning and chipping
of his chums. 7

He went for a.stroll in the quad at last, and caught sight
of Trimble, lounging as usual, Trimble grinned as Blake
approached, and chuckled.

“Tom Merry and his pals are just coming!” chortled
Baggy. “I've seen them from the gates. Don’t you want
to meet them, Blake?”

Jack Blake glanced at Trimble, and made a movement.

* Yarpoogh t”

There was a wild howl from Trimble as a boot clumped
forcibly on his well-filled trousers, and he scuttled away as

* fast as his fat little legs would carry him.

Blake’s eyes were fixed sullenly on the school gates, at

which the 'junior footballers were just enteving.

CHAPTER 4.
A Rift in the Lute!

R HOY, there, Blake!”
It was a hail from Figgins. o

The St. Jim’s junior eleven, beaten at.the finish

by four goals to one, were approaching the School

House steps, and the New House leader was the first to
catch sight of the Fourth-Former.

The faces of the majority of the team were dark and

angry, and they wanted very much to meet Blake and tcll

—=dmm in plain language exactly what they thought of him.

T'hey knew how to deal with a fellow who thought nothing
of letting the eleven down with impunity. TUnless Blake
could offer some very concrete reason for his absence,
nobody, with the possible exception of Tom Merry, was
prepared to stand on ceremony with him.

Blake’s manner when questioned at Abbotsford had
appeared guilty—or so the juniors persuaded themselves—
and, in their opinion, it was up to him to give his explana-
tion promptly and frankiy—always supposing that he had
one, . ;

SWellex

Blake spoke grimly, and his manner was not apologetic.
His usual stolid, good-humoured demeanour séemed to have
disappeared entirely now, and his eyes gleamed as Tom
Merry spoke.

“I suppose vou're ready to explain now, Blake? You
must see the fellows are feeling sore over the whole affair.
Lot's hear it, and get it done with!”

- “Why didn’t you turn up at Abbotsford, you dummy?”’
roared Kangaroo, interrupting. “You left us in the lurch
and we were licked—four to one!”

'\I“ We're all waiting for an explanation, Blake!” said Tom
Merry.

“Sticking in vour study writing, while we wait at the
gates !” remarked Figgins, with New House disdain. “I'd
like to see a New House fellow treat the team like that!
I'd jolly well talk to him!”

“Hear, hear!” came a unanimous chorus from the New
House juniors present.

Blake's expression, far from softening at ithe storm of
questions which were hurled at his head, hardened still
more. He looked very unlike his usual cheery self as le
faced the footballers. .

“I seem to have heard that before, Figgins!” he remarked
coolly. “If T remember, I gave you my word at Abbotsford
—but apparently it isn’t good enough!”

Tom Merry set his lips. ;

“Talk sense, Blake!” he suggested. “Nobody’s doubiing
vour word—we only want to know why vou didn’t turn up
at the match—as we’'ve a right to, I should think!”

Blake was silent, his sullen expression deepening.

“Well, buck up!” urged Lowther. “You don't want time
to make it up, I suppose—like Baggy Trimble !”

.““Ha, ha,-ha!”

There was a chuckle, but it quickly died away. Blake's
obvious reluctance to reveal what had happened could only
be construed in one way—that he had no excuse which he
could offer them. And at that thought the faces of the
junior footballers became very grim.

As for Blake, he had decided that he would not reveal his
veason. If these fellows could not take his word that he had
zot deserted them——

“I was delayed!” he said coolly. “I give you my word
it was no fault of mine—you can take my word, T suppose.
]'r(g-(())llal(’ln’t be helped—that’s all T've got to say!”

“Oh 17 4

#“Delayed!” repeated Tiggins, with deep disgust, “That

and now, 1

may be. good enough for Tom Merry, but on our side of
the quad o

“So my word isn’t
his face flushing.

Figgins eyed him grimly in return.

“If you put it that way, I suppose it is!” he admitted.
“But all the same, you're offering a pretty lame excuse.
I think Tom Merry is entitled to a fuller explanation than
that—though we can all take your word, naturally!”

“Thanks!” observed Blake, not, however, appearing very
grateful. . g

The junior captain gave Blake a glance, and nodded
rather shortly.

“If you don’t want to explain, I suppose you needn’t
he responded. “I can take your word, of course.”

“Then I may as well say,” observed Blake calinly. *that
I don’t care a fig whether you believe me or not, Merry’
So you can put that in your pipe and smoke it!”

There was a silence after that remark, All the juniors
felt that the next move was up to Tom Meiry. The Shell
captain was silent for a few moments, but he responded
evenly. :

“If that's where we stand, there's no move to be said about
it!" Come oun, Monty. Give me your other arm, Manners,
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old chap!
And, in a'strained atmosphere, the Terrible Three passed
into the House, leaving Blake still with the steely look in
his eyes. 3
The rest of the team gave the Fourth-Former a glance
and followed their captain.

"

good enough, Figgins?” snapped Blake,

1
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They could not understand Blake's absence from the
match, and this open defiance, coming on top of it, found
thein somewhat ‘at a loss. Evidently something out of the
ordinary must have occurred to disturb Blake's equilibrium,
and the footballers tersely left it to the junior captain to
solve the mystery.

As for Blake, he stared after the retreating form of the
Shell captain with mixed emotions. Chief among them
was defiance, but at the same time he could not Lelp refleci-
ing that it was the trick played on him by Racke, and still
unavenged, that had rendered him so eager to take offence.
The questioning. of the team had stung his pride, but Le
was already repenting, in spite of himself, :

An arm was slipped into his, and a voice broke in on
his thoughts.

“Comin’ up to the studay, deah boy ?”

Gussy’s eyeglass beamed benevolently on his chum, and
Blake nodded without speaking, and suffered himself to
be led up to Study No. 6.

Prep.in the study that evening was done in a rather
strained silence.  Blake's chums were standing by him
loyally, but he offered them o fuller account than he had
given Tom Merry. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy wisely deduced
that Blake was feeling injured, and would unburden him-
self later, and Herries and Digby were of the same mind.

e Prep over, Blake rose, followed by Gussy; and the two
chums -strolled down to the Common-room in a rather
expectant mood. ;
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They found a crowd of fellows there already, and it was

scon obvious “that Blake’s desertion of the team was the
main topic of conversatian. The entry of the Fourth-
Formers was not noticed at first, and Blake grinned slightly,
though ~Arthur Augustus was looking very serious.

“If ¥ wore Fom Merry,” came Baggy Trimble’s fat voice,
“Pd jolly well lick the chump! Fancy letting the team
dO\\'].l’ in an important fixture, and then refusing to explain

“Oh, shut up!” grunted Cleorge Adfred Grundy from his
position in front of the fire. *“This is what comes of leaving
me ount of the team—almost a direct consequence, you
might say.” :

“Yaw-aw-aw!” interpolated Cardew rather rudely.

“Ves, do give your jaw a rest, Grundy!” said Kangaroo
irvitably. “This is a serious matter—not an occasion for
potty jokes ! R

*“Ain’t 1 treating it seriously?” hooted Grundy indig-
pantly. “If T were junior captain I should drop Blake for
a bit; just to make him remember his place.”

“Oh, ‘you would, would you?” murmured Blake.

“The cheekay wottah——"" began Arthur Augustus
heatedly,

"E;Lck?!” ejaculated his chum suddenly.

“Eh?’

“There’s Racke,” repeated Blake grimly.
speak to him a minute.”

Aubrey Racke of the Shell was the first to spot Blake's
presence in the crowd, and he would willingly have backed
mio the passage, had time permitted. But he was obliged
to stand his ground, as Blake grasped his shoulder,

“Now then, you cad!”’ said Blake grimly. s

There was a shout as Blake came forward, and the junior
was surrounded. ;

“You've got to explain, Blake!"”

‘“No time like the present!”

‘“Clough it up, you rotter!” hooted Grundy.

“Bump him till he does!” squeaked Trimble,_

The ecircle of excited faces did not ruffie Blake’s de-
meanour, but Racke was looking quite scaved. He had

“I want to

© a wholesome fear of his rascally trick coming to light, and

the anger of the footballers being re-directed upon him,
And Blake’s next words were mot re-assuring. .

“One thing ‘at a time,” said Blake coolly. “I'm ques-
tioning Racke at the moment. T'll give you my attention
when T've finished.” .

*“Why, you cheeky cad——"

“You Fourth Form swanker!”

“Serag him!”

‘“Make him tell the truth!®’ squealed Trimble.

“Look here, Racke=—"" recommenced Blake.

Aubrey Racke’s brain had been working swiftly during
the last few seconds, and now he had decided on his course
of &cl.ion, 5

“Yow've got rather a nerve, Blake!” he said admiringly.
“You object to being questioned yourself by the junior
captain, but you think you have a perfect right to tax me
in front of a crowd of fellows. Rather cool, what?”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Good for you, Racke!”

For once it seemed that Aubrey Racke enjoyed the
svmpathy of the junior school, and he made the most of
Lis opportunity. :

Blake stood speechless, quite nonplussed by the rapid
turn of events. If it came to that, Racke was right, he
reflected, and the thought was not pieasing.

“T'm willin’ to answer any questions Blake may care to
put,”” said Racke boldly. “But I don’t think he ought to
be a privileged mortal exempt from being questioned him-
self. T leave it to you fellows.”

The roar of appreciation which greeted Racke’s remark

. died away suddenly as Baggy Trimble's voice sounded

above the rest

“Here’s Tom Merry! Now for it!”

Loocking rather surprised, the Shell captain was pushed

forward until he was confronted by Blake and Racke in the
centre of the crowd.

A dozen juniors started to speak at once, but piece by
piece Tom Merry gathered the facts.

“It’s a matter for you to decide, Merry,” said Racke,
with a cunning grin. “Is Blake to be allowed to do just
as he likes. or——"’

“That’s enough, Racke!” snapped Tom Merry., “What
was Blake taxing you about?”

Racke paled, and found himself at a loss for a reply.

Tom Merry glanced at Blake.

“What was it, Blake?” he asked calmly.

Jack Blake’s lips set, and he shook his head.

*“Pve nothing to say,” he responded. “I seem» to be
regarded as a eriminal just at present, so I won’t say any-
thing further.”
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“And that’s the way you let fellows talk to you, Merry!”

. ejaculated Racke, almost gasping with relief.

Tom Merry's face hardened, but he held himself in check.
“Fm sorry we appear to be on bad terms, Blake,” he
“But ‘I can’t say I approve of your picking
on Racke when you're so secretive yourself.”

“Thanks!”” said Blake grimly. 5

“Well, what’s going to be done about the Abbotsford
match ?” roared Grundy. “We sha’n’t be satisfied unless
you do something to show your authority, Merry !”

“The least you. can do is to drop him out of the team
ars,” said Gore.

Blake started. That suggestion appearved to find favour
among the Shell fellows, at least. There was a chorus of
assent, with a few spirited protests from the Fourth-
Formers present.

“Look heah, Tom Mewwy
D’Arey. .

“Is Blake playing against Greyfriars or not?” asked
Grundy.

Tom Merry drew a deep breath and glanced at the mem-
bers of the committee. His eyes rested finally on Blake's

? began Arthur Augustus

' defiant countenance.

]

“I think there’s a majority,” remarked the junior cap-
“I’m sorry, Blake, but you won’t be wanted for the

to offer?” =

‘

i grimly. -

“Dash it ra.II‘,V there’s no need to keep anything dark!”

. ejaculated Tom Merry. “You miust expect to come in for

criticism if you persist in playing the giddy ox.”
“ All right!” responded Blake with surprising meekness.
“Only I don’t allow fellows to doubt my word. Is that

: enough for you?”

He stepf()ed' forward, and Tom Merry’'s cheek bur’x;l‘

' where Blake’s flat hand caught it with a resounding smack.

“Bai Jove!”
““You ass, Blake!” breathed Cardew. :
There was a pause, while the Shell captain gazed steadily

- at Blake. .

~“Any time you like, then!” he said at last.

“T'll send my second. There’s no time before bed,” said
Blake, yawning. “Coming for a sprint in the quad,
Gussy 7”7

“If you like, deah boy.”

And ‘in a dead silence the two juniors passed from the
C;)ommomroom, with Tomm Merry staring rather fixedly after
them,

CHAPTER 5.
Behind the Chapel!

(3 OM MEWWY !”
The captain of the Shell paused as he emerged

from the Form-room, and found himself confronted
by the elegant figure of Arthur Augustus D’Arev.
It was the day following the episode in the Common-roon:,
and although naturally incensed by being given the

- ““coward’s blow,” he had been content for Blake to decide

the time and place. Somehow, it went against the grain to
be really angry with the Yorkshire junior, but there was
no possibility of avoiding a combat now that Blake had
taken the drastic step of smacking the skipper’s face. Appar-
ently Gussy was acting as “second * to his chum.

“Tom Mewwy——" Gussy paused and coughed, almost

* apologetically, while Manners and Lowther and a number of

the Shell eyed him rather grimly.
“Carry on!” said Tom Merry quietly, “I suppose you've

ceme from Blake to fix the scrap. Monty and Manners are

. acting for me.”

“Yaas. Blake will be behind the chapel at six, if that
will suit your convenience, deah bhoy 7

“ Perfectly I assented the Shell captain, with the trace of
“I suppose we're still friends, though, Gussy 7

The swell of the Fourth coloured deeply.

“Of course, I am bound to stand by my fwiend Blake,”
he said slowly. “But I am glad you do not want this—this
wegwettable affaiah to terminate our fwiendship. Perhaps—
perhaps it will all blow ovah in a day or two !

“I hope so!” agreed Tom Merry heartily. “Anyway, you
can tell Blake T'll be there!” k

Arthur Augustus nodded, and strolled elegantly away,
leaving a buzz of conversation behind himm. The general
opinion of the Shell appeared to be that Blake had asked
for it, and now he was going to receive it. Gore charac-
terised the whale proceeding as “sheer Fourth Form: cheek,”
and most of the fellows agreed with him,

But Tom Merry was rather silent at tea in Study Ne. 10
that afternoon, in spite of the efforts of Lowther and
Manners to encourage bright and cheery conversation.

“Blake is an ass. It’s high time he was made to realisc

‘You syid my word was good emough!” said Blake -
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juniors. * less my soul !

The contest was raging at its height when a well-known voice, quivering with anger, brought the juniors to their senses. {

Wir. Rail airly stared as he beheld Kildare, his clothes torn and rumpled, gripping his ashplant in the midst of tha

Kiidare, can you explain t(lz'o cat;l:e of this remarkable demonstration ? *’ asked Mr. Railton.
See Chapter 5.3

that he’s not the giddy grand Panjandrum of the junior
school !” opined Manners.

“ And Tommy is the man to do it !” concurred Lowther.

To which Tom Merry’s rather paradoxical reply was the
classic monosyllable, “Rats!”

As the time fixed for the fight approached, Tom Merry
grew more and more restless, much to his chums’ surprise
and annoyance.

“I can’t help thinking that we don’t know all the facts
rogarding Blake’s desertion,” he said, as he left the study,
arm-in-arm with his chums, en route for the old chapel.

“Whose -fault's that?” grunted Manners, “‘He's had
enough chances to give an excuse—if he’s got one! Instead
of coming out into the open, he gets on his ear every time
the matter is mentioned !”

“That’s so!” said Tom Merry thoughtfuliy.

“1 jolly well wish he had turned up for the match,” con-
tinued Manners. “I shouldn’t have crocked my ankle then.
1 shall have to hobble about on it for a week or so!”

“Can’t very well hammer Blaks for that !” murmured Tom
Merry.

“Hallo! The rival champion is early on the field!”
ejaculated Monty Lowther, as they entered the ring of
juniors who had assembled to behold the battle.

“My hat! There’s a crowd of the Fourth !” said Manners,
“T think they’re in for the harrowing sight of seeing their
champion smashed |”

“Here they are!”

“Good old Merry !”

“ Hip, hip; hurrah!”

There sas no lack of cheering from the Shell fellows pre-
sent, hdt it was noticeable that the Iourth-Formers were
omipbusly silent, Fvidently ‘whether he was in the right

or{not, Blake had the support of his Form fellows—who

rather outnumbered the Shell. -

Gloves had been fetched, and the seconds busied them-
selve}" with bowls of water and sponges. Then Talbot, who
was }

1

("

efereeing, stepped into the ring, and Clive, the time-

keeper, sounded the gong—a tin ashpan—with the aid of a
cricket stumgp. :

The combatants, looking very cool and self-possessed, shook
hands briefly, and the fight began.

It began in a manner calculated to electrify the onlookers,
and it succeeded. Blake evidently. realised that his
opponent had the advantage in weight and reach, and had
decided that his best chance lay in reducing the Sheil cap-
tain to impotence during the first round, and finishing the
bout off quickly with a knock-out.

He led off in hurricane style, left and right getting home
on the body almost at once, and then a swift upper-cut sent
Tom Merry recling to the edge of the ring.

The Shell captain felt his jaw dazedly, and covered up
instinctively as Blake was upon him again, pummelling away
with fierce energy, and penning his adversary into a corner.
Only the timely intervention of the gong prevented Blake
from carrying his project into effect, and sending the junior
captain to the boards in the first round.

Lowther made a knee, and Manners fanned his man
desperately with a towel, but Tom Merry was obviousiy
“erogey ” as he stepped up for the second round. Blake,
too, had taken something out of himself during that
strenuous opening bout, but he came into action again as
fiercely and as grimly determined as before.

The junior captain warded off the blows with better sue-
cess for a while, but his right eye was fast closing as he
staggered to his corner at the end of the round, Blake, on
the other hand, was almost unmarked, though he was breath-
ing heavily as Gussy fanned his face.

The third round was less virile than those preceding. tor
the simple reason that Blake was beginning to tire, in spitoe
of himself, and Tom Merry was slowly but surely recovering.
The fourth and fifth rounds were fought with no guarter on
either side, and hard blows were exchanged. ‘he gong
found Blake with an eye to match Tom Merry’s, while the
junior captain was dabbing at a streaming nose.

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 877,
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“Phew! They’'ll have some marks to show to-morrow
rnin’,”” whistled Cardew.
“Sixth round!” said Levison. 5

Tom Merry stepped up briskly enough, but it was obvious
that Blake had shot his bolt, and could only hope desperately
for a knock-out blow. On points Tom Merry was an easy
winner of the round, but Blake held on grimly, and was
still taking punishment in the next. With victory in his
grasp, Tom Merry made a last effort to avoid the unpleasant
task of sending the Fourth-Former down for the count.

“Chuck it, Blake, old man!” he whispered, as they
entered a clinch, “I'm willing to call it square, if you are !”

“Cet on with it, Merry!” came Grundy’s emphatic roar.
“ Yow're playing with him !”

Blake flushed, and shook his head.

*“No, thanks, Merry!” he gasped.
the finish 1?

And he broke away, standing unsteadily, but with deter-
mination in every feature, :

“ Finish it quick, Tomn!” whispered Lowther uneasily.
“There’s been enough damage done already. We shall have
a beak along if we're not careful; they must have been deaf
not to have heard the shouting before this!”. et

The junior captain gave a brief nod, and feinted with his
left, preparatory to ending the matter with a lightning right.

There was already a running fire of eneouragement from
ihe Fourth-Formers urging Blake to “stick to it,” and
Blake’s face was red with sweat and shame.

He put up a desperate counter-attack to Tom Merry’s,
and almost succeeded in forcing an opening. There was a
sudden silence, hardly noticed by the combatants. Then
Blake -caught sight oz Kildare of the Sixth, staring grimly
at the contest, and he dropped his-guard.. In the moment
which followed Tom Merry’s fist shot out automatically, and
sent his man spinning on the grass, while a roar of anger
went up from the Fourth. i

The knock-out—for so it was—had been delivered while
Blake’s attenfion was diverted, and his supporters were
rot likely to consider the fact that Tom Merry had been
guite unable to stop himself from delivering that final
hlow, thouglt he would have given a term’s pocket-money
to have been able to do so.

The presence of Kildare at that moment, head prefect as
he was, had little or no deterring effect on the incenscd

“I'm going on to

juniors. In a few seconds they had swarmed into the ring . |

aud lifted their champions, while a series of cat-calls and
terms of opprobrium filled the air.

“Stop that, you young idiots!” rapped Kildare.

“He was licked to the wide, I tell you!” hooted Grundy,
in response to a loudly-expressed opinion to the contrary
from Roylance. In a matter of seconds, Grundy and Roy-
lance had closed in .mortal combat, and the . movement
spread with the rapidity of a prairie fire. Kildare dashed
among the excited juniors, wielding his ashplant to the
accompaniment of wild yells from the recipients, but hLe
was powerless to quell the general scrap which had ensued
on all sides.

To his complete astonishment and indignation, Kildave
found himself being bumped into and finally bowled over,
while a erowd of angry, shouting juniors surged over him
iike the waves of the sea. He struggled to his feet and
waded into the combatants after the manner of a hurricane,
but though he did great execution, the hostilities showed no
signs of abating,

The contest was raging at its height when a well-known
voice, almost quivering with anger, brought the juniors to
their senses, and soothed the rabble. Mr. Railton, the
Housemaster of the School House, was eyeing his pupils
with mingled loathing and disgust. He fairly stared as he
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beheld Kildare, his clothes torn and rumpled, gripping hig
ashplant in the midst of the juniors.

“Bless my soul! Kildare, can you explain the cause of
this remarkable demonstration?” asked Myr. Railton.

“I—I think so, sir!” gasped the captain of the school
grimly. “I found a fight in progress here between Merry
and Blake—Merry struck Blake a blow while the latter
was looking at me—with the result that the supporters of
the combatants went mad !’ - X

“So I obhserved!” remarked Mr. Railton dryly. “TUpon
my soul, I have never witnessed such a display of hooligan-
ism in all my life! A friendly ‘rag’ I can understand,

" but this———?

“It appears to have been a Form dispute, sir!” put in
Kildare. **Nearly all the Shell and Fourth ave here "

“I am at a loss to account for it!” ejaculated Mr. Rail-
ton. ‘““But every boy present will be severely punished.
Merry—Blake—step forward. One of you had better ex-
plain the cause of this disgusting encounter !” \

Tom Merry and Blake, both looking the worse for wear,
emerged from the crowd, the latter leaning heavily on the
arm of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. \

“You—you see, sir,” began the Shell captain, blinking
painfully with the eye which was not yet closed. “Blake
and I had an—an argument—-"

“Merry couldn’t help hitting me at the finish ! mumbled
Blake. *‘He didn’t see Kildare when I did. The fellows.
were a bit excited, sir.” He paused to mop & streaming
nose, while the Housemaster eyed them grimly.

“Every boy concerned in this will write me five hundred
“As for you two boys, 1
should feel inclined to increase the imposition, but for the
fact that you have already suffered severely at each other’s
hands. Kildare, I very much regret that you should have
been obliged to engage in a rough-and-tumble, with these
boys—the whole affair is disgraceful!”

There was a murmur from the juniors. The weaker
spirits had been completely subdued by the aivard of five~
hundred lines, but fecling still ran high in many breasts.

“What about the Greyfriars match?”

“We're fed up with Merry, sirl”

“Down with the Shell fish |

“Why, you cheeky Fourth Form fatheads——?

There were already the beginnings of a fresh row when
Mr. Railton, recovering from his surprise, silenced tile
juniors with a grim command.

“Silence, all of you!” he exclaimed angrily. “This is
unbearable ! This matter will have tp be thrashed out here
and now. Do I understand you Fourth Foixa boys are dis-
satisfied with Merry’s conduct for some rediyai’”’

“Yes, sir!”

“That’s it 17

“It’s time he chucked the captaincy, sir!”

“Bless my soul! The dispute would appear to be serious,
Kildare ! said the Housemaster.

“They want another dose of my ashplant!” said Kildare,
influenced a little, perhaps, by his recent rough treatment
at the hands of the “raggers.”

“I cannot tell you how much I deplore this manner of
expressing your opinions, boys!” said Mr. Railton. * Yon
are as well aware as I am that,the proper procedure would
have been to send a deputation tome in my study—however,
if yvou have a genuine cause for complaint, I will look into
it

“Tom Merry’s all right!” hooted Grundy recklessly.
“Better than Blake, anyway!”

“Yah! Down with the Shellt”

“Silence! The next boy that speaks will be flogged !
rapped out the Housemaster. “Now, I will put it to the
vote—hold up your hands all those who object to Merry
as junior eaptain.”

Jack Blake almost forgot his injuries as he beheld the
forest of hands which went up. Evidently the dispute had
become entirely a Form maiter by this time, and Fourth
voted solid for their own leader:

Mzr. Railton’s expression, as he received that answer o

his appeal, was a little mixed. There was no difference of
opinion in the Fourth—they were against Tom Merry to
a man.- Yet, what could they be holding against the junias
captain? The Housemaster pondered that question in vain.

“Very well, then,” he said, without troubling to count
the hands, which were easily in the majority. “The only
remedy for this state of affairs is a new election. I shall
expect intending candidates to hand in their nanies fo me
by Friday, at the latest. The election will be held in ihe
junior Common-room on Saturday at six o’clock. I think
that should settle the matter. Your lines will be hayded
in before the election. That is all. Now return i\z} the
House as quickly as possible, and remove the traces of your
dispute. Merry and Blake, you had better go to the Houze-
dame, and she will dress your injuries!” 7
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And the juniors trooped off obediently across the quad,
inwardly seething with excitement. Matters had taken a
dramatic turn—an election for the. junior captaincy had
devolved from the fight between Tom Merry and Blake!

Mr. Railton and Kildare were quite unable to explain
the reason for the sudden “set ” against Tom Merry, and

when the rest of the school heard of the election, they, too, .

wondered. - But Tom Merry kept his own counsel, and
Blake twas still further entrenched in his decision not to
explain—wherefrom great changes were looming ahead!

N

CHAPTER 6.
Racke’s Scheme!

“C ROOKE. old man, I’ve hit on the wheeze of a life-
time!” | :
Aubrey Racke, the cad of the Shell, made that
announcement, and he made it in tones of enthu-
siasm.

Gerald Crooke, his chum and study-mate, did not appear
very interested. Perhaps that could have been attributed
to a pink racing paper which was absorbing all his atten-
tion.

The two juniors had retired to their study when classes
were over for the day, and the next item on the agenda
should have been tea. But Racke, at least, was not giving
wuch thought to his inner man. The election was to be
held on the morrow, and a wheeze which had been simmer-
ing in his mind all day had suddenly come to fruition.

The position which the electorate of the Shell and Fourth
found themseclves in was very intrigning. If they were
School House Shell, they would naturally vote for Tom
Merry.. while the Fourth could be relied upon now to back

_up Blake, entirely oblivious to the rights or wrongs of the

matter. As the Fourth held a considerable advantage in
numbers, the present junior skipper appeared to have a
somewhat lean chance of retaining office. =y

But to-day another factor had been brought to notice:
for George Figgins, the lanky New House leader, had
seized the opportunity presented by the split, and handed
in hiz name as a third candidate. It went without sayirg
that Figgins would collar all the New Touse votes. thus
considerably lessening both Blake’s and Tom Merry’s
adherents, though the former was likely to suffer most
heavily.

The voters were thus split into three camps, all more
or less equal, and there would probably not be half a
dozen vofes between the candidates at the poll. Tt was
this position—annoying to the candidates; but quite un-
avoidable—whicli had given Racke so much food ~for
thought, and finally he had resolved to carry an audacious
scheme into exccution. ;

Perceiving that Crooke’s attention was fixed elsewhere,
he coolly snatched the paper from the hand that held if,
and tossed it aside,

“Here! What’s the little game?” ejaculabted Crooke.

“I want your opinion on a delicate matter, Gerald, my
boy !” grinned Racke.

“Gee-gees ?” asked Crooke hopefully.

“Not this time,” said Racke. “It's a little scheme that
occurred to me with regard to this election.”

“1 find it rather boring!” admitted Crooke frankly. “If
Blake or Figgins gets in, they will be just as down on a
fellow having a harmless flutter as Merry is—all of ’em
good little Georgies! I don’t think I shall vote at all.”

“Yes, you will!” announced Racke purposefully. “When
yvou've heard me sketch out my schemé,-you'll put your
heart and soul into it, an’ vote as I tell you. How ruany
fellows are there with votes in both Houses?”

“I don’t know. Nearly sixty, I suppose.”

“That's near enough. Well,- you can see the way the
wind’s blowing—the three candidates look like finishing
with about twenty each.”

“Well, what if they do?” asked Crooke uninterestedly.

“What I'm driving at is, if a fourth candidate were to
enter the lists, he’d only have to make sure of a score
of votes to romp home!” said Racke coolly. “In that
:la.sc, there would be only forty to divide between the other
hree,”

“Oh!” said Crooke in a different tone.

“Twenty ‘votes isn’t many, after all,” observed Racke
thoughtfully. “If a fellow were to set about canvassin’ the
weaker spirits—with a bribe or two—I think it could be
cone.’; X

“Ydqu as junior captain?” ejaculated Crooke.
~ Raelje’s smile widened, and he nodded.

““Wlhy not?” he inquired coolly. “I shouldn’t be so
down on a little game in the study as our respected Merry,

\
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‘junior eleven, through bein’ duds.

What a gorgeous life. Crocke—with me rulin’

the roost!”

“My only hat!” gasped Crooke, struck with the audacity
of the idea.

“Just think,” urged Racke calmly. “I could rely on
vour vote, for one. Then there’s Mellish, an’ Scrope, of
the Fourth—Mellish would sell his soul for a ten bob
note! Chowle and Clampe, of the New House, would join
up—they wouldn’t worry about deserting Figgins ii 1
promised them a good time afterwards. An’ then there's
Buck Finn—he'd gome into the fold for a consideration.
Lennox; too: Frere, an’ lots of fellows who don't care
much who -wins—fellows who don’t get a chance in the
T'll promise to play
chaps like that after I'm elected; that ought to fetch 'em!™

“My dear chap, you're a regular genius!” said Crooke
admiringly. “Dashed if I don’t think you could work it, by
scatterin’ a little cash, as you mentioned. An’ what a
smack in the eye for Merry an’ all that erowd—knucklin’
under to your orders! I can seec ’em doin’ it!”

Aubrey Racke chuckled with keen amusement at the
thought. He was full of enthusiasm for his scheme, and
eager to be up and doing.

“I'll just run along an’ hand in my name to Railton”
he announced. “Then we'll do a bit of canvassin’ before.
tea-time. With any luck, we ought to have made suve
of the votes before dorm.”

“Good man!” said Crooke.
will Railton think ?”

“Blow Railton!” grinned Racke. “I know he’s not in
love with me, but he can’t raise any legitimate objection
to my standin’. I.shall enjoy watchin’ the old bird's face
when he takes my name! Sha’n’t be two ticks!”

And, whistling blithely, Aubrey Racke hastened along the
passage to the Housemaster’s study and knocked. A deep
voice bade him enter.

“Well, Racke, what is it?” inquired Mr. Railton, look-
ing up from the pile of exercises he was correcting.

“I want you to take my name, sir,” said Racke cheer-
fuily,” “I'm standin’ as a candidate for the election.”

Thé cad of the Shell suppressed a grin as Mr. Railton’s
eyes opened ; but the Housemaster’s reply was calm enough.

“Very avell, Racke. I should hardly have thought——
But, never mind, I will add your name to those already on
the ‘board, my boy. 1Is that all you wished to see me
about?”

- “Yes, thank you, sir!” responded Racke, backing to the’
oor. : :

e was almost walking on air as he came down the
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passage. The last obstacle—so it seemed to him-—had been
removed. If Mr. Railton raised no objection to his stand-
ing——and it was difficult to see how he could abjes —Racke
had no doubt of his own ability to rally a sufficient number
of supporters round his banner.
“I say, Racke—" x s P
The great Aubrey halted abruptly as a fat voice broke in

on his pleasant thoughts, and he beheld the podgy form of’

Baggy Trimble in his path. Normally, he would have dis-
posed of Baggy by the simple expedient of placing an
elegant foot against the rear of Baggy’s ample trousers, and
force of habit was so strong that he even raised his foot this
time. But as Trimble scuttled back in readiness to flee,
Racke stopped, and an ingratiating smile appeared as if by
clockwork on his face.

“Hold on a minute, Baggy, old pal!” he ejaculated.

The “old pal” came easily to the cad’s lips at such a
moment. It was at moments like this that elections were
won or lost—and Aubrey Racke was taking no chances! He
medulated his voice to quite a chummy tone as Trimble
rolled up, rather suspiciously, it is true. ;

“ What is it, Trimble ?” asked Racke, in tones of the honey-
bee. “ Anythin’ a fellow could do for a pal?”

Baggy stared for a moment, quite unable to account for
this sudden friendliness on Racke’s part, but Baggy was not
the fellow to neglect an opportunity.

“To—to tell the truth——" he began, inwardly deciding
on the most advantageous tale to spin, “I—I'm in need of a
—a quid—it ought to have come by the last post—from my
pater, you know. Of course, I shouldn’t like to ask 2

“Don’t mention it, old bean!” said Racke airily, extract-
ing his handsome Russian-leather purse. “A quid, you say ?
Here you are, old man. A little loan between pals—what?
Pay me back any time.”

And with an affable nod, the cad passed on, leaving
Trimble staring after him in the deepest astonishment.
Aubrey Racke—philanthropist—was hard to believe, even
when seen ! >

Meanwhile, having laid the foundation-stone of a loyal
party, Racke, re-entered Study No. 7, and found Crocke
preparing tea. X

“How did you get on with Railfon7” asked Croole 31{, b

once.

“Great! An’ Pve just made sure of Trimble’s vote!”
grinned Racke. “I didn’t even ask him for it—just played
up like & real pal and lent him a quid—but I think he’ll
stick to me now ¢ill I throw him over.”

“Aw’ that will be the day after the election!” observed
Crooke.

“ Exactly I agreed Racke coolly. “But that’s neither here
nor there. We'd better do our canvassin’ after tea, as you've
got it ready.” 2

The two yonng rasecals soon had tea over, fortunately with-
out the addition of Baggy Trimble to the festive board. For
once, it seemed as if Baggy’s nose had failed him.

“Now for rallyin’ the fellows!” grinned Racke, as he rose
from the tea-table. “I’ve made a list of all the likely ones—
we'll begin on the Shell passage, then do the Fourth, and
after that the New House.”

A start was made at once, the first port of call being
Study No. 8, where Boulton and Walkley were discovered at,
tea. ?

“Hallo! What do you chaps want?” inquired Walkley,
quite surprised to see Racke and Crooke, to whom he rarely
il ever spoke. Neither Walkley nor Boulton ever took much
part in the affairs of the school, an: although they did not
approve of Racke, he was no enemy of theirs.

“I've got a proposition to put before you fellows,” said
Racke impressively. “It’s to do with the election.”

“Oh, I'm voting for Tom Merry,” said Walkley at once.

“Same here,” concurred Boulton.

“I thought so,” responded Racke. “An’ I just want you
fellows to think. If Tom Merry gets back to the captaincy—
or even if Blake or Figgins wins it—what kind of a show
will you chaps ever get in'the junior eleven, an’ the affairs
of the junior school generally ?”

“1 don’t know,” said Boulton rather thoughtfully.

“Not much,” responded Walkley frankly. “But then,
neither of us is up to first eleven form, so what can we
expect 77

“Modesty, thy name is Walkley,” grinned Racke. “But
what I’'m drivin’ at is this: How do you know you’re no
good forthe junior footer eleven—youw’re a passable forward,
an’ with a bit of coachin’ you’d make as good a man as
Blake or the rest.”

“Well, I've always thought I could do something if T was
brought out,” assented Walkley. “But I can’t see the idea.
Who do you want us to vote for'?”

“Me!” said Racke, with the utmost coolness.

“But—but I didn’t know you were standing !” ejeculated
Boulton.
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“My name’s just been shoved on the board,” answered

Racke. “Aw’ perhaps you.can see my meanin’ now? If I
can rely on your votes, fair’s fair. You can rely on your
places when I ecome to pick the junior eleven.”

“But—but you’d make an awful mess of it,” protested
Boulton, somewhat dazzled, nevertheless, by the prospect of
appearing in the junior eleven.

“Rot !” said Racke decidedly. “It’s sheer bosh to say that
you fellows aren’t up ‘to the form required—there’s lots of
fellows in the same boat, an’ I can warn you that I'm gettin™
a crowd of supporters. We're out to show St. Jim’s that the
back numbers can put up as good a show as the little tin
gods they worship now.”:

“Something in that,” said Walkley. “So_you want our
votes, Racke—and—and we shall both be picked for the next
match—against Greyfriars7” : £

“I promise,” assented Racke calmly. It will be rather
rippin’ to send the Friars home with their tails between
their legs, won’t it ?2”

“By Jove!” breathed Walkley.
Racke |”

“You're not promising a place to anyone who will vote for
you, I suppose?” asked Boulton, with a sudden gleam of
intelligence.

“Of course not!” responded Racke glibly. T mentioned
it to you fellows because you will be * certs,” that’s all. Il
shove your names on my list then?”

“Right-ho!” agrecd Walkley. “You might remember I
rather prefer inside-left, Racke.” ; 2

“Good !’ responded the cad, while Crooke smothered a
chuckle. “What about you, Boulton 7”

“ Anywhere for me,” said Boulton modestly. “I'm best as
a defender, though.”

Racke nodded and entered up Boulton’s preference with
perfect solemnity.

“We'll be goin’,
beans !”

Once in the passage again, Crooke burst into a chortle, but
Racke stopped him.

“It’s workin’ like an oracle!” he grinned. “XKeep your
faze straight, Gerald—we’re goin’ {o spin that yarn to every
fellow who's -the least little bit doubtful in the Shell and
Fourth.”

“Suppose they compare notes 2’ suggested Crooke.

“They won't—there won’t be time before to-morrow,”
pointed out Racke. “An’, in any case, I'm restrictin’® the
number of actual promises- to eleven—but I can throw ous
any number of hints—an’ I'm goin’ to !” ;

The two juniors spent the greater part of the evening in
a round of the junior studies, and, thanks to Racke's pes-
suasive tongue, their “bag ” was considerable. Even allow-
ing for a few backsliders, the position was extremelr
hopeful.

Besides Racke’s immediate circle, Walkley and Boulton.
Lucas and Frere, Gibbons and Lennox, all gave faithiul
promises. Then a patient combing of the Fourth Form
studies added such names as Clarence York Tompkins,
Wyatt, Lorne, Bates, Jones minor, and Lemmox to the list.
The New House proved difficult ground, but promises—for
what they were worth—were extracted from Thompson,
Digges, and one or two others.

At a conservative estimate, Racke had a score of votes, on
which he could rely, and with the slightest element of luck,
the scale would be turned heavily in his favour.

It was no wonder that Racke’s face as he slept that night
wore a bappy smile, in anticipation of the triumph awaiting
him on the morrow |

“Rely.on me for one,

then,” he observed, “RQo long, oid
: g

CHAPTER 7.
The Election!
“W ILL you fasten the door, Kildare? Thank#you!

We will now proceed !
There was a huzz of excitement throughous
the junior Common-room at St. Jim's. It was
six o'clock, and time for the election to take place. On a
raised dais at one end of the room stood Mr. Railton, with
Kildare and Darrell of the Sixth, behind him. The Shell
and Fourth were present to a man, and it was easy to
spot the division of the various parties. *

By the door, looking very cool .and ¢alm, was Tom
Merry, with a loyal band of adherents surraunding him.
Over by the fireplace, Blake and his suppdrters had
gathered, their leader showing. many traces of Mg recent
combat, but appearing otherwise keen and confiden He
did not glance towards Tom Merry,. though the Shel} cap-
tain’s glance rested on him curiously once or twice. '

Figgins & Co. of the New House, were present in! foree
and though farthest from the dais, numbered a #oodly
crowd—so much so that there were anxious glances from
several of the School IHouse voters. A
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#/ semarnionr }

the juniors.

Monty Lowther took a swift glance in Racke’s dirsction and let fiy with all his strength.
the air, and thera was a fiendish howi from Racke as he took it—mud and all—on his nose !
{See Chapter 8.)

“The ball fairly flew through
¢ Ha, ha, ha!"” roared

Apart from the rest, looking pale and excited now that
the crisis had arrived, stood Aubrey Racke and his coterie
of friends—a newly formed party, only too conscious of the
attention they were attracting from the other
Baggy Trimble had slipped an arm chummiiy through
Racke’s, and in the peculiar circumstances the cad could do
nothing but grin and put up with it. He was doing his
best, but with the success of his scheme depending on such
slender reeds, he did not look very happy.

“By Jove! Racke’s got a crowd of supperters!” ejacu-
lated Lowther, as Mr. Railton coughed, preparatory to call-
ing for a show of hands.

“Bought ’em, I expect!” grunted Manners.
knew, he'd be disqualified.”

“Hear, hear!” came from the
party.

“How much did Racke pay for your votes, you fellows?”
whispered Lowther, and several of the ecad's adherents
blushed deeply.

Racke had, indeed, spent the sum of three pounds five
shillings on “election expenses,” but, in his opinion, it was
money well expended.

“We will take the candidales in alphabetical order!”
announced Mr. Railton. “Blake first! All boys who. wish
to vote for Blake will raise their right hauds!”

Blake’s supporters shot their hands into the air, but
there was an interruption. Wrenching himself free from
the restraining grasp of Wilkins and Gunn, George Alfred
Cirundy charged up to the dais and faced the House-
master with a grim frown on his brow.

“Come back, Grundy!” gasped Wilkins desperately.

“Oh, you ass!” murmured Guunn help!essi\'.

But Grundy gave no heed to his chums, nor to the
g!iuzcc which Mr, Railton gave him as he presented him-
self,

“CGet back to your place, Grundy!” ejaculated Darrell.

“Sha’fi’t!” retorted George Alfred defiantly. “I'm going
to stand for election, and those silly aszes thought they
could fkeep me back! TI'll attend to them afterwards.
Just take my name, will you, sir? And if you call for a
show of hands for me first you'll save a lot of time. I'in
bound ¥ win, you see!”

7

“1f Railton

rest of Tom Merry's

.

fellows..

“Well, of all the nerve!” gasped Kildare involuntarily.
And the corners of Mr. Railton’s mouth twitched.
“Show for Grundy!” roared Monty Lowther.

on, you faithful supporters—up with your hands!”

There was a general laugh as not a single hand was
raised, and a terrific glare from Grundy as Wilkins and
Gunn grinned heartlessly,

“Why, you—you traitors!” he shouted fiercely. “TI'll
smash you, you rotters! Lemme gerrat you——-"

“You'll shut up and get back to your place at once,
Grundy !” interrupted Kildare, laying a firm hand on the
great George Alfred’s shoulder.

“If you do not cease this disturbance immediately, yon
will be removed from the room while the election is held!”
said Mr. Railton sternly. s

“QOh, crikey!” gasped Grundy in amazement.
stay.

“Come

“I-T'i

Only don’t blame me if St. Jim's gets a worse

junior skipper than they've got already, and goes com-
pletely to the dogs!”

“Shut up, Grundy!”

The egregious Shell fellow was swallowed up in the

crowd, and proceeded to tell his chums exactly what he
thought of their desertion—a monologue to which Wilkins
and Gunn listened with really remarkable fortitude.

“Silence!” rapped the Housemaster. “Will Blake's sup-
porters kindly raise their hands, please?”

The juniors in question obeyed with -alacrity, and Tom
Merry gave a wry smile as he perceived that his own band
were hopelessly outnumbered.

Kildare and Darrell came forward, and the counting
was quickly done.

“ Nineteen!” announced the captain of the school calmly.

Darrell entered up the total, and Mr. Railton called
for a show for Figgins. But the New House contingent
had been thinned by Racke’s election campaign, and they
were not nearly so numerocus as Blake’s.

“Eleven!” announced Kildare: and Figgins' face fell.

“Merry is next!” said Mr. Railton; and the School House
Shell shot up their hands. Bub again the counting was
almost unnecessary, and Kildare announced the same total
as Figgy’s—eleven.
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Tom Merry grinned resignedly as the total was made
known, and then there was a pause as Racke's name was
called.

The cad of the Shell gave a smile of triumph as the
hands went up, while Blake and his chums counted
anxiously.

“Nineteen! He’s tied with us!” gasped Bilake.

“Bai Jove! T make it the same, deah boy!”

“What a sell!” :

Kildare was counting audibly, and he came to the last of
Racke’s adherents,

“Seventeen—ecighteen-—nineteen

“Baggy, you fat idiot!” whispered Racke, suddenly be-
coming aware that Trimble’s other hand—the one that
was not through Racke’s arm—was stuck in the fat junior’s
trouser’s pocket.

“Nineteen!” repeated Kildare coolly, turning
Railton.

“Twenty!” squeaked Trimble.
dare ! .

“Oh! You—you—all right, old chap!
ing again!”

“Twenty!” announced Kildare finally. “Why couldn’t
you have stuck up your fat paw in the first place, Trimble 77

“Oh, I say, you know——" ejaculated Baggy.

“It counts, of course?” asked Racke anxiously.

“Yes,” sald Kildare shortly. “Mr. Railton, Racke
appears to have beaten Blake by one vote.”

“I am surprised!”. said the Housemaster, raising his

139

25

to - Mr.
“Don’t forget me, Kil-

Kildare's count-

brows.  “But if you are sure there has bcen no mis-
take = :

“None, sir,” responded the St. Jim’s captain.

«rp

hen Racke is duly elected junior eaptain of St. Jim's,”
announced Mr. Railton in a, rather doubtful voice.

The cad of the Shell gave an exclamation of satisfactior.,
and his supporters set up a terrific cheer. The rest of the
juniors eyed Racke with almost stunned expressions. Racke
—junior captain! It wanted a great deal of swallowing—
but it was a fact!

“Ahem! Step forward, Racke!” commanded Mr. Railton
thoughtfully. He coughed again before addressing the new
junior skipper.

“I am sorry, Racke
on an evil expression.

“You can’t refuse the verdict, sir!” he said insolently.

“I can order a fresh election!” responded the House-
master tartly. “But T have no wish to interfere more
than is necessary in junior affairs. But, in regard for
your general character, Racke, I must put you on proba-
tion for a week. If your schoolfellows are still of the
opinion then that you are the junior best fAtted to lead
them, so be it. That is all. hope you will make good
use of the exceptional opportunity which. has been given
you, my hoy!”

And, having shaken hands quite frankly with Racke, Mxr.
Railton left the Common-room with Kildare and Darrell.

Racke grinned happily as he was surrounded with juniors,
all eager to congratulate him.

At that moment he felt almost generous.

“I'm havin’ a spread in the study for supper !” he shouted.
“Any fellow who voted for me is welcome! T can’t say
fairer than that!” :

“Hear, hear!”

“Good old Racke!”

“Long live Aubrey !

“And that’s how he got his votes!” grunied Manners.

“He deserves to be exposed !” said Lowther angrily. “1Teo’s
got no right to the position-at all!”

“Never mind. He won't last long,” said ‘Tom Merry
pacifically, “Let’s get up to the study for prep.”

But, in spite of the erstwhile junior captain’s cheery
assurance, it was a subdued crowd which surged out of the
Common-room in the wake of the victorions Racke-ites.

George Figgins paused in the doorway to slap Tom Merry
on the back. ;

B

“Hard cheese, Merry!” he said sympathetically. “But
I

it's only for a week, thank goodness!”

“The Grammar School fixture is on Wednesday, and the
Greyfriars match comes on the last day of it—Saturday,”
pointed out Manners,

“It’s rotten!” agreed Figgins. “And the fellows
caying he bought half his votes, too!
Blake 7 i

Jack Blake had -been walking straight
chums, but he had no quarrel with Figgins.

“T'm sorry!” he said calmly.  “Youw had hard luck,
Figgy, old man!” : !

And the ehums of Study No. 6 passed on without even a
glance at Tom Merry. :

(Continued on page 15.)
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Tie had found a bad shilling in his pocket. He was pretty certain
jow he had come by it, and calling upon his tobacconist the next day,
aid: “I believe you gave me a bad shilling yesterday.” “ Hardly
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undreds of miles travelling on the English railways. “There are no
rains in the world to equal those of England,” he told his awe-
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Reading,” ‘ Bath,” ‘Sandwich,” aund lots of other things.”—A Tuck
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“No go!” said Figging monrnfully. “¥ .think Blakweculd
explain if he liked, but he’s on his giddy dignity.”

“We'll speak to him when he comes out of it, then—nob
before !” grunted Lowther; and Figgins nodded and strolled
on.

“Blake’s an ass!” said Tom Merry.

“Hear, hear! And it’s up to him to make the first move,”
said Lowther firmly. *“Come up-to the study for prep.”

And Tom Merry’s chums linked their arms in his and
walked him up to Study No. 10, still, however, wearing &
very thoughtful air, ;

CHAPTER 8.
R1cke’s Regime!

“ ERRY » ' ]
Tom Merry gave Racke a cool glance as the

Shell emerged from the Form-room. It was

Monday, and eclasses were over for the day.
The week-end had passed auietly enough, the new junior
captain spending a pleasant Sunday in his study with a
fow_ cronies, and until now Racke had not spoken to the
Junior whom he had ousted.

But it was too muech to hope that the week of Racke's
regime would pursne the even tenor of its way, regardless
of the change at the helm, and Tom Merry was prepared
for almost anything but Racke’s next words.

I shall expect you and your friends on Little Side at
six sharp, Merry! If you want your places against the
Grammarians and Greyfriars, you'll have to put in plenty
of practice!”

“What ?“ roarved Monty Lowther.

“Was that Racke speaking ?” inquired Harry Noble, in
tones of the deepest wonder.

“Of all the sheer,” undiluted nerve!” observed Manners.
“Why, I've seen Kildare drag you down to practice by the
seruff of your neck, Racke!”

The cad of the Shell flushed angrily and his eyes gleamed,

“Shut up!” he commanded. “Tve given voun fellows
your instructions; it’s up to you to obey them! Kildare wils
jolly soon uphold me if there’s any insubordination. You

can keep that in mind, Manuers!’

“You can’t jolly well order a praetice just when you like,
you dummy ! hooted Gore.

“Can’t 177 retorted Racke unpleasantly. “Well, I'm
doin’ it! Awn’ you'll be there, too, unless you want a taste
of a prefect's ashplant!”

“On second thoughts,” said Lowther, ‘“this may be worth
watching. We'll twrn up in force, and run dear Aubrey
off his feet. Ever been charged over in the mud, Racke?
There’s plenty to-day!”

Racke sneered. :

“T probably sha'n’t turn out at all!” he remarked loftily.
“But it’s necessary for you chaps. I shall be there to
watch you!” :

“You silly, swanking ass!” said Lewther, in measured
tones.

“You burbling jabberwock!” observed Manners.

“You footling imbecile!” growled Noble.

“Thanks for your kind opinions!” said Racke, with a
cool smile. ‘‘But I don’t care a fig what you think. I've
got my own supporters, an’ I'm in a majority. So you can
say what you like; only remember, you've got to knuckle
under !”

And, with a cheery nod, the junior captain:strolled on
with Crooke, .oblivious to glances which, if looks could
have killed, would have dropped him dead in the passage.

But, grumble as they would, there was nothing for the
juniors to do but obey their captain’s orders and turn out
on the football-ield at six sharp. It would have been some
consolation if Racke had been turning out himself, for it
would have been safe to say that he would not have left
the field whole; but evident!y the same thought had occurred
to the schemer, and he was taking no risks.

Tea in the study was not a merry meal that afternoon
but promptly at six Racke might have beheld the whole
of his flock gathered in readiness on Little Side. Tom
Merry and his chums were already punting a ball about
when six chimed from the old clock-tower, but there was
no sign of Racke. Punctuality was the politeness of princes,
but it was not Racke’s.

“Swanking duffer!” remarked Kangaroo, to the general
agreement. He thinks it looks big to keep us waiting.”

“We needn't wait,” suggested Talbot. “Let’s get on, just
as if Tom were still skipper.

There was general assent to that suggestion, for theve
was a_match on Wednesday against Rylcombe Grammar
School, and the juniors intended to gauge their strength
against Gordon Gay & Co., in readiness for the match on
Saturday with Greyiriars.

35

Tag Gev LiBrany.—No. 977.



16 Every Wednesday.

The practicé was in full swing when Racke’s voice called
from the ropes: ; - z
“Rotten, Merry! You ought to have scorved easily then!

Tom, who had just put a difficult screw shot over the bar;
coloured for a moment, but did not speak.

“Put some more life into i, for goodness’ sake!”
Racke. “Go-on, Blake, kick it! Oh, feeble!” s

Perhaps disconcerted by that cheery string of criticism,
Blake foozled quite an easy chance, and atforded Racke
u genuine opportunity for his unpleasant tongue.

The juniors, suppressing their wrath, continued; but
Racke maintained a running fire of comments that might
weil have' moved a saint to homicide. :

“Let him have the ball, somebody!” whispered Lowther,
as Racke gave his private opinion of the humorist’s drib-
bling—not a flattering opinion. -

“Here, chuck it!” shouted Racke. “Take off that
sweater, Wynn; you can’t keep goal for toffec! Boulton,
you'd better go in; you couldn’t do much worse! And give
somebody else a chance to shoot! I never saw such a lot
of foozlers in my life I :

With faces crimsoned with rage the footballers obeyed
Racke’s commands, and Boulton went in goal. Boulton
tiad never been in such a position before, but he need not
have worried. Under Racke’s directipn, he was only calied
upon to face the shots of Walkley, Clampe, Scrope, and
Wlellish, with one or two others—all equally at sea. When
these juniors had exhibited their prowess—or lack of it—
for a few minutes, Racke gave an encouraging cheer.

“Jolly good, you fellows! I ecan see you're the men for
the junior eleven! Well saved, Boulton!”

The fact that Boulton had quite accidentally bungled the
ball round the post when he should have caught and cleared
it, did not appear to strike the new junior captain.

“Oh, give me it!” gasped Lowther, at last. “Let me
tave the ball & minute; 1'll put an end to this!”

“(xo it, Mellish !” roared Racke excitedly, * Shoct, man,
shoot !”

Percy Mellish was dribbling—or trying fo dribble—the
ball up to the goal, with the intention of testing Boulton’s
powers with a flashing drive. But a gleam came into
Lowther’s eye, and he dropped back on goal.

“What do you think of this for a tackle, Racke?” he
shoubed: : - . .

Aubrey Racke had no time to reply. What happened
thercafter urred so quickly that he hardly saw it. Low-
ther bore ogg\m on Mellish like an avalanche, and the
latter went spinning in the mud, leaving Lowther in posses-
sion of the ball. But the humorous Monty did not remain
in possession for long. He took a swift glance in Racke’s
direction, and let fly with all his strength. 'The ball fairly
flew through the air, and there was a fiendish howl from
Racke ‘as he took it—mud and all—on his nose. The new
junior skipper went over like a ninepin, and a roar of
taughter burst from the players.

Racke sat up, plastered with mud, and gouging the slush
frantically from. his eye. He staggered up and shook a
fist fiercely at Lowther,

“ You—you——" he spluttered, and then ensued a torrent
of language which drew an angry murmur from the juniors.

“Stop that, you' lpw rotter !” ejaculated IMiggins feroci-

ously,
Racke—"’

urged

“*What's this? :

Kildare of the Sixth, his usually sunny face very grim,
strode up and took Racke by the collar.

“I've been watching this farce from Big Side for some
thine !” he remarked. “And now it seems you've descended
to language worthy of a hooligan! Follow me! You will
take charge of the practice for this evening, Merry!”

“*Right-ho, Kildare!” said Tom.

Kildare’s eyes gleamed at Racke, who tried to protest.

“But—but I'm junior captain, Kildare! You can’t—-"

“Are you coming with me now, or shall I drag you to
the Head?” inquired Kildare evenly.

“Oh! I'm—DIm comin’ i’ stuttered the cad.

And he followed the St. Jim’s skipper across the quad to
;.hz'rl accompaniment of jeers and cat-calls from the foot-
raHers,

When Racke emerged from Kildare’s study a quarler
of an hour later he was looking very white, and crawled
to his study to recuperate. Certainly, his first efforts at cap-
taincy had ended in tragedy. But this was only the first
round—Aubrey Racke wasn’t beaten yot !

CHAPTER 9,
Licked to the Wide !

6 Y only summer bontnet!”
“What a team!”

“Does he call it a team?”
: “The prize idiot!”
These comments, plentifully supplemented by others of
Tae Gev LiBRARY.—No. 977.
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a similar nature, procecded from the crowd of juniors who

had gathered by the notice-board to discover the eleven
selected by Racke to appear against the Grammarians.

The new junior skipper had kept rather out of the lime-
light since capturing that record licking from Kildare, and
he had delayed posting his teamn on the board till after
breakfast on the morning of the match.

Judging by the expressions of opinion which greeted his
selection—and they were “frequent, and painful, and
frée ”-—he had not succeeded in pleasing the junior school.
It had been expected, of course, that Racke would drop
one or two of the regular players to make rcom for him-
self and one or two pals, but that he would have the pure
effrontery to omit every one of the regular men had cer-
tainly not been expected. The list ran as foliows:

Boulton (goal); Lorne, Chowle (full-backs);
Crooke, Scrope (half-backs); Lennox, Mellish,
Walkley, Clampe (forwards).

_How Racke expected that remarkable combination fo
last five minutes against the go-ahead tactics of the Gram-
marians, was a deep and insoluble mystery.

“It’s ridiculous!” said Talbot, smiling.
make some alterations, that’s certain!”

“The potty idiot!"” snorted Grundy, with great contempt.
“Why, he hasn’t even got me down! I'd have excused the
rest if he had! But that crowd—""

“Even you could make rings round a defence like that!™
grinned Levison, and there was a chuckle.

George Alfred glared.

“Pity you fellows didn’t show a grain of sense and
clect me skipper!”™ he observed. “I'd have picked a team
that would have licked Gordon Gay & Co. to a frazzle!”

“ You couldn’t have done worse, anyway !” agreed Blaks.
“Don’t I wish Tom Merry——" He broke off suddenly.

“Go on!” grinned Digby.

“Blow Tom Merry!” said Blake decidedly. “He pio-
bably deserves this for not taking a fellow's word !”

“ Hear, hear !” said Digby loyally.

“ Hallo! Here's the merry skipper himself !
Cardew. “All hail, Racke!”

“Hail!” said Blake.

“Hail!"* ¢choed Digby.

- " Hail, deah boy!” chimed in D’Arcy.
ivacke halted and scowled.

“Yon fools!” he observed sarcastically.
think that’s funny?”

“Not half such a joke as your footer list!” said Herries
pointedly.

Racke’s scowl increased and he sneered.

“*When you’ve seen them play you’ll think differently i
he remarked coolly. “I may as well tell you that I'm not
makin’ any alterations, though I expect some of you are
feelin’ sore at hein’ left out!”

“We don’t intend to be left out!” said Grundy, his jaw
protruding. “At least, I don’t! Do you think you can
find a place for me, Racke?”

“No!” snapped Racke, though with an apprehensive
glance at Grundy’s huge fists, which he was clenching sug-
gestively. “If you weren’t a fool, you'd rezlise that you're
no more use on a football field than a wild bull 1"

“Oh!” ecjaculated Grundy, his eyes gleaming danger-
ously. *““No more use than a—— By George, T'll smash
vou for that, Racke! Wait a minute, though; I'm as good
as any man you've got in the team! You ecan shove me
in, Racke! That’s final. I dpn’t care what position, but
I'm in. Understand?” |

And Grundy presented a leg-of-mutton fist under Racke’s

Freve,
Racke,

“He'll have to

ejacuiated

“I suppose yon

nose, while the cad blanched.

“Tl—IKildare won’t allow this sort of thing!” gasped
Racke angrily.

“Junior captain is supposed to be able to lock after
himself !” retorted Grundy brightly. “Kildare won’t ap-
preciate you running to him for help as soon as youw've
started 17

“Oh!” said Racke.

Grundy had him in a cleft stick, and he knew if. At
any moment the burly Shell fellow could have knocked
him flying along the passage, and Racke had no desire to
sample one of Grundy’s formidable fists, 3

“All—all right! You'll play!” he pasped at length,
colouring deeply at that abject surrender,

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Blake, in deep disgust.
“And that’s the kind of chap we've got for junior skipper!”

Several of Racke’s supporters were locking at him ox-
pressively, and the cad turned to escape. But Gore
stepped forward and barred his path.

“Hold on a second, Racke ! said Gore.

“Out of the way, vou rottes!” hissed Racke, almost
beside himself with rage.

J“Am I playing this afternoon?’ inquired Gore, foldiug
hiis arms and giving Racke a glance that there was no mis-
taking. Gore was not such a hefty fellow as Grundy, but
he was quite capable of bandling a number of Rackes at
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the same time. if necessary. The scheming cad began to
realise that a junior captain needed to possess more than
cunning if his pesition was to be even moderately com-

fortable.

“You—you—-" stuttered Racke incoherently.  “Yes,
I'll put you down if you like, Gore. Now let me pass!”

And as the bell for morning classes sounded, Racke
made a dash along the corridor, followed by a chorus of
shouts and cat-calls—mostly emanating from fellows who
were eager to try the methods of Grundy and Gore to
gain admittance to the team.

Racke spent an apprehensive morning, wondering how
many more changes he would be obliged to make before
his team took the field. He almost contemplated- putting
the maiter before Kildare, as he had a right to do, but
1e knew as well as the juniors that in that case his chances
.t retaining the captaincy after the expiration of his trial
week would be practically nil,

After lessons, he locked himself in his study till dinner,
and immediately dinner was over he and his team took
refuge in the Shell dormitory, where they changed in
peace. At first a crowd of juniors yelled threats through
the keyhole. but upon Grundy offering to come forth and
do battle with anybody who wanted a place there was
silence, and the crowd melted away.

A few minutes before three, when the kick-off was fixed,
Racke led his men dewn to the gates, amid ironical cheers,

.to meet Gordon Gay & Co. 'The Grammarians were

— ;
————istounded when they learned of the change of captaincy,

- —
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T 1oments,

but a brief chat with Tom Merry & Co. explained the
position,

“Rely on us, Merry!” said Gordon Gay cheerily. “We’ll
run them off their feet!”

“We’re waitin’ to see you do it
_sneered Racke, who had overheard
that remark.

“Come on, said Gay.

“We'll

]
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then !
“Heads it is!”

“Tails I” responded Racke.
kick with the wind.”

There was a stiffish breeze blow-
ing the length of the ground, and in
a ihore serious encounter it might
have made a difference. But the
Grammarians had no doubt con-
“cerning the result, even in a blizzard.
Chowle had been dropped irom
the St. Jim’s eleven to make room
for Grundy, and Crooke shunted
over to left-half to admit Gore in
the centre, Scrope being dropped
altogether.

Gordon Gay set the ball rolling,
and there was a cheer for Racke’s
oleven as they dashed into the fray.
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But the visiting team began to play in real earnest now,
and, Gore, at centre-half, was powerless to stem the tide.
The ball went into the net, hot from the boot of Frank
Monk, with Boulton, the St. Jim’s custodian, full length
on the ground in a vain effort to save it.

Lennox attempted a run, but was skilfully checked, and
once again the play surged round the St. Jim’s goal.

“Keep ’em out somehow, you chaps!” hissed Racke, who
had fallen back to aid a sorely tried defence. “We simply
daren’t be licked!” 2

But the words were hardly out of the ecad’s mouth when
Grundy, in essaying a mighty clearance, caught the ball
on the edge of his foot and shot clean through his own
goal! :

“Goal I

“By Jove, Grundy’s changed sides!”

A series of derisive yells from the crowd did not serve
to ameliorate Racke’s already savage temper. .

“You fool, Grundy!” he hissed,” as Boulton picked the
ball out of the net. “I've a jolly good mind to send you
off the field!”

“Why, it was a pure accident!” hooted Grundy indig-
nantly. “For two pins I'd chuck you off, Racke!”

“Shut up, there, and get on with the game!” grunted
Lefevre of the Fifth, who was refereeing.

Racke suppressed his anger, and the game was re-
sumed. But in two minutes the Grammarians had gone
still further ahead, and a fifth goal followed soon after.

The St. Jim's captain began to resort to sly tripping and
ankle-tapping, and Lefevre stopped the game at last.

“Look here, Racke!” he ejaculated angrily. “If vou

can't play the game, for goodness’ sake get off the field!
(Continued overleaf.)
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In justice to the team which Racke
had got together, it must be said
that they were not at all hopeless,
and that in some cases—especially in
Grundy’s—they were full of enthu-
siasm. Bub against Gordon Gay &
Co. they were as chaff before the
wind.

The Grammarians came through
on the left, and a perfect centre
found Gay unmarked. The Austra-
lian junior coolly aimed and shot
well away from Boulton into the
corner- of the net. It was all done
so quickly that the spectators could
do nothing but gasp for a few -
Then they woke up.

“Come on, St. Jim's!”

“Put some beef into it!?

“Don’t let ’em walk over you!”

Racke rallied his men grimly, and-
a good run by Lennox saw the
ball bobbing about in the Gram-
marians’ goal-mouth. Racke shot,
ands missing the ball altogether,
rolled on the turf; but Walkley,
dashing up, took a blind kick, and,
wonder of wonders, the leather
sailed just over the goalie’s finger-
tips into the top of the net!

“Goal !

That yell might have been heard
at Rylcombe, fqr the equaliser was
as welcome as it was unexpected.
Racke’s eleven, feeling considerably
bucked, lined up, and restarted with
a roar of applause still ringing in
their ears.
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You seem to have forgotten that you represent St. Jim's
while yeu're on this field!”

“*Sorry, Lefevre!” said Racke, /infusing some meckness
inta his voice. He realised, perhaps rather late. that this
was not the way to consolidate his new: position. - From
that point the match was contested fairly enough; though

-there was only one side in it. = -« =

At half-time. the score stood .at 9—1_ against .St. Jim's,
and during the second half Gordon Gay & f€o. ran-the
total up to twenty without response. Racke’s team almost
crawled off the field at the finish, and hastened into the
House {0 hide their diminished heads. Never: within the
history of St. Jim’s had any eleven, junior “or senior,
suffered. such .a .defeat, and the junior school: was fairly
seething -with rage.

. “Twenty to omel!l”
“Ye gods, think of it1”

*Ican’t I” said Manners.
like to boil Racke in oil!” ‘

“Too good!” said Lowther, shaking his head. ‘“Much
ioo good ! N &

“1 say, Tom Merry——"

Gordon. Gay, grinning happily, tapped Tom Merry on
the shoulder.

“Hallo! Congratters, Gay!” said Tom Merry
“What on earth did you think of Racke’s crowd?”
- “I- was- thinking we might wipe that off—call it a
friendly game,” suggested Gay. *From what I hear, that
chap won’t last beyond this week; and it isn't fair to you
fellows to call that collection the St. Jim's junior ecleven.
They're not good enough for a kindergarten!”

“My hat! You're a sportsman, Gay!” ejaculated Tom
Merry, his-face lighting up

““Not at all!” grinned Gay. : '

“Well, come and have tea in the study,” invited Tom
sagerly. ““We're having“a bit of a spread, as it happens.
You're jolly welcome, you know.”: X

‘hanks! T will,” said the Grammearian. “Lead on,.

repeated Monty Loswther® dazedlv_v.:

“It’s simply too awful! I—T'd

glumly.

Aund in a cheery group, enlivened by the Grammarian
leader’s view ‘of the game, the -Terrible Three and their
visitors moved” off towards the House. 28

Blake and his chums of Study No. 6 followed thems in;
but made no attempt to join -up.' Blake headed far™the,

letter-rack in_the Hall, and abstracted- therefrom an enve-:

lope addressed -in rather uneducated handwriting:

Ma,gtet Jack ’kBi'ak’e,
ST St. James’ School,
’ Liocal, -

“By Jove! Mrs. Murphy!” ejaculated Blake, and then
ecloured. :
He read the letter, and then slipped it into his pocket,
Hoe screwed up the envelope and tossed it aside.
“Let’s get up to the study, you chaps. I'm hungry!”
“Yaas, wathah!”

As the four chums moved on something fluttered from -

Blake's jacket to the floor, and a junior, who had been
lounging close by, came languidly forward and picked it up.
“Careless sort of an ass, Blake!” mused Cardew, turning
over the letter. “I suppose I'd better take it up to the
study for him. What a fag. By gad!”
He stopped suddenly, as his eyes caught the first words
of the letter, though the fold hid the continuation.

“Dear Master Blake,—I am writing to thank you for
your letter of last Wednesday——"" 3

Cardew had not meant to read as far as that, bul the
words seemed to leap from the paper. Last Wednesday!
The day Blake had been writing in his study—the cause of
irouble between him and Tom Merry. Cardew stared at
that first line, and slipped the letter into his pocket.

Then he lounged into the quad. He had plenty of food
for thonght as he strolled under the old elms. . -

CHAPTER 10.
Persuading Racke!

6 ELL?” said Monty Lowther.
“Well?”? inquired Manners,
Merry seriously.

“Well what?” grunted Tom from the arm-

eyeing Tom

chair.

“What's going to be done about it?” asked Loiwther.
“You're not junior captain, Tom, but you're still head of
the Shell—for all intents and purposes, anyhow. If you
give the word——"

“ We'll collar Racke and lambaste him till he can’t how!!”
said Manners vengefully. :

* Something’s got to happen after that—that apology for
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a football match,” said Lowther. “T kunew Racke would

make a pretty rotten skipper, but twenty to nil—-"
*One!” corrected Tom Merry.
© “Sheer luck!” ejaculated Manners excitedly. - *That ass

- Walkley had no idea where he was kicking !”

“Which brings us to the same point,” said Lowther
grimly. *The question is, are we going to stand it?”

“If Racke plays a team like that against Creyfriars!”
breathed Manners.

“He won't!” said Lowther decidedly. *“My suggestion
is, that we hold a meeting of the footer committee, and
bring Racke to reason, even if we have to stand over him
with a cricket stump!”

“QGood idea!” concurred Manners heartily. “What do

¢ you thirk, Tom?”

Tom Merry had been silent through his chums’ urgings,

. and he was looking very thoughtful.

“Calling a meeting of the committee is the only thing
we can do at present,”  he said slowly, “We can protest
against Racke’s team to-day, and force him to revise his
selection against Greyfriars, .But—"

*“Yes?”

“Well, let’'s try 1t,” said Tom Merry non-committally,
“We can scout along the passages for the fellows, and one
of us can run across to the New House for Figgins and
Reddy.” S :

“T'l go,” volunteered Manners at once.

“Right-ho!” agreed Lowther. *“Then Tommy and T will
gather in the clans. Meeting in here in ten minutes.”

Manners nodded and left the study.
a moment later, and proceeded to put Lowther’s scheme
into execution. - 3

The effect of persuasion on a skipper of Racke's calibre
was a little doubtful, and the juniors realised it. But after
that terrific licking on Little Side it was obvious that
something would have to be done; it was unthinkable.that
Greyfriars should be opposed by a team such as took The
field against the Grammarians. - But it was with some un-
certainty in .their minds that Tom Merry and Lowthef
rounded up the members of the cowmittee—Talbot and

- Kangarpo of the Shell, and Blake, D'Arcy, and Levison
- ofsthe Fourth, - Feee Y

* Talbot and Kangaroo jommed up speedily enough, but the
“task of interviewing the Fourth-Formiers was & little more

difficult. The Form feud had slept during the period of

unanimous’ condemnation of Racke dnd his team, but if it
had revived in full force, it might be difficult to bring the

members of the committee together peaceably in Study

No. 10. ; ;

Levison was accosted first, and on being informed of
Lowther’s idea, agreed to be there, and even offered to
speak to Blake about it, which he was thankfully deputed
to do, considerably to Tom Merry’s relief. He had not
wanted a row with Blake in the first place, and the whole
affair was beginning to get on his nerves. The less he
saw of the Yorkshire junior, until he had come round, the
better.

A few minutes later the junior football committee had
assembled in the Shell passage, and a move was made to-
wards Study No. 7. Aubrey Racke was an unwanted bui
necessary adjunct. to the proceedings, and the juniors were
determined that he was coming, even if he had to be
carried. : :

Tom Merry knocked, and threw open the door in responsc
to Racke’s invitation.

“Hallo! Don’t remember askin’ you fellows to my study
ejaculated Racke, smiling calinly as he perceived the grim
looks of his visitors. “ Shut the door after you, won’t you?”

Lowther grunted, and several of the committee began fo
appear restive. Racke’s manner was not encouraging, and
it began to look as if he would have to be “carried” to
Study No. 10—a pleasant task which the juniors were only
too eager to perform.

“We've come on business, Racke!” said Tom Merry,
plunging straight into the matter. *It’s about the footer—
we are the rest of the committee, and we've quite a lot
to say before we go!”

Aubrey Racke raised his eyebrows,

“By gad! What a nerve!” he remarked coolly. *“But 1
think you fellows are takin’ just a little too much for
granted. Doesn’t there have to be a fresh committee after
the election of a new captain?”’

“It’s not necessary!” said Talbot. “In any case, the old
committee stands until re-elected, of course!”

“Not while I'm skipper!” retorted Racke grimly. “I'm
takin’ no interference from any of you—so vou ean put
that in your pipes an’ smoke it!”

“Yon won't come along to Study No. 10 and discuss the
matter?”” inquired Lowther calmly.

“No!” sneered Racke. “An’ I'll trouble you all to get
on the other side of that door—sharp! When I say a thing
I mean i§!” -

His chums followé?f;

=z
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‘" You can shove me in the team,’”’ said Qeorge Alfred Grundy.
And Qrundy presented a leg-of-mutton fist under Racke’s nose to emphasise his words.

but 'm in. Understand ? °

‘ That’s final, Racke! 1 don’t care what bosition—-—

(See Chapter 9.)

“So do we, Racke!” responded Lowther sweetly. “I
think that's about all, then. Collar him, you fellows!”

“Here! What the—" began Racke in alarm.

But his angry protests were not heeded. Eager hands
scized him from all sides, and he was lifted bodily from
his chair and dragged, howling fiercely, into the passage.
Crooke, his faithful henchman, stared askance at this drastic
step, but made no attempt to go to the rescue.

“You—you—"_ spluttered Racke, becoming
incoherent with rage.

“Bump him!” suggested Lowther, and the juniors pro-
ceeded grimly to bump their burden at intervals along the
Shell passage, each bump being accompanied by a roar
of pain and wrath from the junior captain.

The door of Study No. 10 was kicked open, and Racke
descended in a heap on the rug, where he sat up and glared
venomously at the circle of faces above him. Manners
locked the door, and Racke struggled to his feet.

“You—you interferin’” hounds!’”> he snarled. “I'lIl—1'1l
pay you back for this, you cads! I'm junior captain, an’
i I tell Kildare—"

“Kildare’s fed up with you already !” said Manners coolly.

“Look here, Racke!” said Tom Merry calmly. *This is
a meeting of the junior selection committee. We didn’t
w ant }o handle you, but you had to be brought here some-
how !’

almost

I can hold any meetin's T like in my own study, can't |

177 said Racke sourly.
“You wouldn’t listen to reason
patiently.
“And we can deal with him here—if he isn't open to
argument!” put in Figgins.
Racke’s face paled, but hi
“Well, get on with it!”
team, 1 suppose?”

11

there!” said Tom Merry

expression was still defiant.
ed.  *You don’t like my

“And we don’t intend to see it take the field against
the Friars!” said Tom Merry.

“When you were junior skipper, you didn’t allow much
argument over your selection, did you?’ asked Racke.

'om Merry drew a deep breath, and several of the fellows
made a move fowards their prisoner. - Really, Racke as
skipper was more than flesh and blood could be expected
to stand.

“Bump him!” suggested Lowther ecagerly.

“Give him one more chance!” said Figgins mag-
nanimously. “And you'll do well to make the most of it,
Racke,” he added warningly. “We're fed up with . your

rot ! ’

“We want the team against Greyfriars to be selected with
the approval of the committee !” said Tom Merry. “I know
it’s a bit arbitrary—but another display like this afternoon’s,
and St. Jim’s foothall will hecome a laughing-stock! If
the Friars had seen it 2

“The Friars will see it!” flashed Racke, with fierce anger.
“You cads may think you can bully me, but you can’t!
P'm quite-satisfied with the performance of my team, and
I'm stickin’ to it !”

“He’s quite satisfied I murmured Lowther dazedly.

“And he's sticking to it!” added Manners, his lips set.
“That means that St. Jim’s will collar a record licking
from Wharton & Co., and we shall never hear the last of it.
All because Racke gained the captaincy by a lot of rotten
trickery. Is it good enough, you fellows?”

The reply of the committee was unanimous.

“No P

“Bai Jove, T should imagine not, deah boys!”

“What shall we do with him?”?

Tom Merry turned to his chums with a rather peeulias
€xXpressions

“ We've got no right to do anything!” he said slowly,

“What!” hooted Kangaroo.

Tue Gear LiBrirY.—No. 977.
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“Junior captain is bound to listen to his committee—
bub he needn’t adopt their suggestions!” said Tom quietly.
“T'm afraid we can only refuse to play if we're dissatisfied,
and that won't make any difference. Racke's not likely to
play any of us in any case!”

The cad of the Sgell grinned at Tom Merry’s words.
He had authority on his side, and he knew it. The juniors’
hands were tied, and protests, however vigorously put up,
would roll off him like water off a duck’s back. But he
did not allow for the matural anger of the incensed juniors.
iven as he grinned, Blake gave a snort and led the attack

“ Sguash him !”

¢ Lack him till he gives in!”

“We'll teach him to drag St. Jim’s down intoe the mud!”

Tom Merry made a movement, but held back. As a
cdeposed captain, he was not sure oven of a position on the
committee, and he had no right to interfere. He could not
bring himself to disregard the rights and wrongs of the
affair—but the rest of the juniors could, and were doing o
with great. vigour and enjoyment. e

Aubrey Racke was whirled over and placed comveniently
for castigation. Then, while his arms and legs were firmly

grasped, Kangaroo wielded a cricket stump with deadly §-

effect.

Racke howled and roared, but the stump continued {o
descend on his wriggling form. Probably, in those agonised
moments, Racke regretted deeply that he had set up in
opposition o the committee. Now they had taken matters
into their own hands; they were a force to be reckoned with.
But the castigation was only half over when a knock sounded
at the door, and Kangaroo paused with his stump in mid-

air.

“Who's there?”

“It’s I—Knox! Open the door, yon young ruffians. You're
half killing somebody by the sound of it!”

“Oh, 'cwumbs ! ejaculated Arthur Augustus D'Arcy,
“That’s caused it!” murmured Monty Lowther. :
“Buck up?!’ snapped Knox irritably. “It’'{l be ail the
worse for you if you keep me waiting!”

“ Better let him
Racke’s arms, and stepping back.

The juniors silently allowed their eaptive to struggle into |

a sitting posture, and then Manners unlocked the door.

Knox’s expression, as his eyes fell on the ill-used Racke,
3 He glared from one to another of the |

became terrific.
juniors, till finally his glance rested on Tom Merry.
- “So this is how you back up your mew skipper, Merry
he asked grimly.

Tom Merry flushed and bit his lip.

lip. ]
“Merry refused to help us lick him,” said Blake quite |

unexp=ctedly.
Knox grunted, and motioned to Racke to leave the study.
“See here, you little sweeps!” said the prefect coolly.
“I've got to keep order for Racke—I rather expected he'd
have some trouble at the outset. You may think that you've

got Kildare’s sympathy, but that won’t help you. You will |

each write five'hundred lines, and hand them to me by the
end of the week.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“All fer handling Racke!”

“You rotter, Knox!”

“What's that?” roared the prefect, swishing his ashplant.
“By gl,rlata;' another word, and I'll cane the whole lot of you
as well!

The juniors eyed the prefect grimly, but nobody spoke.

Knox grinned, and tucked his ashplant under his arm.
“Remember,” he warned, as he left the study, “if the lines
aren’t done, they’ll be doubled—with a caning thrown in!”

And with a sneer the prefect strode away along the ;'

passage, followed closely by the grinning Racke.

Fom Merry & Co. glanced rather dismally at each other in
the study.

“Well, my hat !” said Kangaroo.

“That was pretty much of a frost, wasn’t it7” ejaculated
Lowther.
like anything to get them done by Saturday! I'd jolly well
sooner have had a caning !”

“The cunning rotter !” grunted Manners. “He knew that |

well enough.”

“Well, 'm afraid it’s no go,” said Tom Merry philesophie- |

ally. “We shall have to think of some other wheeze.”

“ Basier said than done,” grunted Figgins.

And that was the general opinion as the committee dis-
persed to their various studies, leaving the Terrible Three
to their prep. Blake glanced at Tom Merry as he left, but
did not appear to see him. ‘Tom coloured, and the door
“ ciosed. Evidently Blake was still “keeping it up,” though
Tom Merry would have welcomed a reconciliation.

“Prep,” said Lowther, opening P. Virgilius Maro without
much enthusiasm. -

“I suppose s0,” assented Tom Merry, getting out his

ooks. He was chewing his pen meditatively when there
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“And five hundred lines—we shall have to slave §

Rr'ice 2d.

was again a knock at the door—but not an authoritstive
rap, like Knox’s. <

“Eome in!” called Manners, without looking up from his
work,

. CHAPTER 11,
The Clouds Roll By !

HE interest displayed by the Terrible Three as Cardew .
entered the study was not very noticeable,

Tom Merry nodded and continued to chew his pen. __

Lowther glanced at the languid ¥ourth-Former
rather in surprise, for the Shell and Fourth were hardly
upon visiting terms, and Manners did not even look up.

Cardew must have noticed that his welcome was rot
especially warm, but that eircumstance did not affect him
in his present mood. He nodded and smiled, and lounged
gracefully towards the only vacant chair in the study.

“ Nobody goln’ to ask me to sit down?” he asked rathep

plaintively.
Tom Merry started, and came out of his reverie suddenly.
“Oh, yes! Take a pew, Cardew. Excuse us—we're trying®

“to_think of a wheeze for dishing Racke.”

. “My mistake,” murmured Cardew. “I thought I'd butted
into the middle of your prep. Ewidently all is not well with
Thomas and his childrent”

“Don’t rot, Cardew!” said Lowther, shoving P. Virgilius
Maro across the table and laying down his pen.
serious matter, though I
seeing that!”

The slacker of the Fourth inclined his head gravely.

“Of course, I know I'm not the authority on football you
fellows are,” he admitted. “But even I can see that Racke's
geottin’ a little too big for his shoes.”

don’t suppose you're capable of

“Much too big,” agreed Manners, abandoning prép, o0,

“Has he been treading on your corns, Cardew ?”

“I haven’t any corns,” said Cardew calmly. “But I've
already fallen out with the dear Aubrey—an’ I'm willin’ to
do all in my pewer to get Tom Merry back to his old job.”

“Thanks!” said Tom, smiling, and rather surprised by
Lardew’s expressions of good will, Apparently Cardew did
not approve of the Form feud, and it was just like him to
show it in this roundabout way.

“Tes a

“How did you come to cross purposes?” asked Lowther s

interested. =

“You fellows will agree that it wasn’t my fault,” said
Cardew. “T ask you, Merry, as an ex junior captain, is it
bullyin’ to kick Trimble in the quad?”

“T’ve kicked him all over the school {” grinned Tom. “In
the quad, in the passages, in this study, in the Form-
room——"

“Racke said it was bullyin’,” sighed Cardew, his eves
glimmering at the reeollection. “An’ he ordered me—in
front of a crowd of fellows—to stop it.”

“What did you do ?” ejaculated Manners.

“Stuffed his cap down his neck an' sat him down on the
asphalt,” responded Cardew.

“Good man!” chuckled Lowther, and his chums grinned.
hRacke’s path as junior skipper seemed beset all round with
thorns.

“T should imagine you chaps came on him in his study -

few minutes after that,” continued Cardew. “I've heard ali
that happened then, from Gussy. An’ now I've come io
speak to Tom Merry about somethin’ rather important.”

“Go ahead !” invited Tom.

Ralph Reckness Cardew paused, and drew a folded letier
from his jacket. He proffered it to Tom Merry with a grin

“ What's this 7” asked Tom, glancing at the address, “ Dear
Master Blake—why—— Great Scott!”

Tom Merry stared fixedly at the letter, while the meaning
of the first line—the only one visible—soaked into his brain.

“This is a reply to Blake’s letter,” he said at last.

“What letter 7’ asked Lowther.

“A reply to one he wrote last Wednesday,” said Tom
Merry calmly. .

“Why, wasn’t it something of the kind that started all the
trouble ?” ejaculated Manners excitedly.

“Yes. This must be from whoever he wrote to.”

“By Jove! But how did Cardew get hold of it?”

“Dear men,” said Cardew, smiling slightly, “I haven't
descended to the inimitable methods of our Bagegy, of
Trimble Hall—if you really want to know, I picked it up.”

“Blake must have dropped it,” said Lowther.

“Good old Ferrers Locke!” grinned Cardew. “As a
matter of fact, he dropped it within a yard or two of where
I was standin’.” -

“Why didn’t you give it him back ?” asked Manners.

“Merely because I thought it might be‘a clue to the giddy
mystery, dear man. Here’s Blake under a cloud that started
with the writing of a mysterious letter, an’ at the same time
the whole study is on the rocks. I know for a fact that Blake

"
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had a remittance last Wednesday afternoon. Yet he’s broke I his giddy authority. But if he’s breaking bounds—even a

to the wide now—an’ wherefore? Use your grey maiter, old
beans. He’s been sendin’ the money by post.”

“How do you know ?”” asked Lowther,

“By usin’ my eyes!” grinned Cardew, enjoying the sensa-
tion he was making. “By keepin’® my eyes peeled, and doin’
a bit of listenin’ just now, I've discovered that the recipient
of that mysterious letter is a Mrs. Murphy—

“She lives in a cottage off Rylcombe Lane !’’ said Manners
at Dn}iel}' “I remember we helped her once when her hushand
was ill—" :

¥ shouldn’t be surprised: to find that he’s ill again !”
vawned Cardew, “Funny Blake should send them his

worldly wealth—an’ even cut football matches—if there isn’t

somethin® wrong, isn’t it?”
The Terrible Three were silent.
They began to realise, as they digested Cardew’s informa-

1 *m, that the reason for Blake's delay on the occasion of
e Abbotsford mateh had been anxiety to send off a gift

to Mrs, Murphy, and at that thought their consciences smote
them. However careless Blake had been, it was due to his
kind heart, and not, as they and the Shell in general had
supposed, to his pig-headedness.

“You've got the letter from Mrs. Murphy,” said Cardew.
“I don’t know whether your high moral code wounld allow
you to read it in order to clear a fellow’s name, Merry——>

“I don’t want to read it!” said Tom firmly. “Ive half

e~ suspected that there was something behind it all from the

o
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first; but you chaps know I had no choice about fighting
Blake. I suggest we all go along to Study No. 6 now, and
put it to him that we’re sorry!”

: Lowther and Manners nodded, and Cardew lounged to the
GOoor. 2

_“T’H run along first, then, an’ let Blake have his letter

~  DbackP*he observed coolly. “I shall mention that I've been

givin’ you the benefit of my observation to try an’ bring
you to reason, Merry! An’ there’s just one other thing——>

“Yes?” -

“Racke’s breakin’ bounds after lights out. I got it from
Trimble !”

And Ralph Reckness Cardew nodded and lounged grace-
fully into the passage.

“He's a decent chap, though he will act the goat!” said
anners,

"By Jove! And Racke’s starting his little games again |”
ejaculated Lowther.

“Come on! We've got to see Blake and straighten this
rotten misunderstanding !” said Tom Merry, leading the
way out of the study. .

Jack Blake was engaged with his preparation when Tom

~ Merry looked into Study No. 6. Blake glanced up, stared,

and then nodded,

“Can a fellow come in?” asked Lowther, in a plaintive
voice from the passage, and the other inmates of the study
grinned,

“T've come to apologise, Blake!” said Tom Merry,
plunging into the business in hand.

“No need to!” said Blake grufily. “Cardew’s just been in

and tol(’l’ us that you had been thinking things over, and—
and—
— “We've found ount what silly asses we were!” said Tom
colouring. “Cardew opened our eyes a bit—and I must
say I never quite believed you were guilty, Blake. It was a
rotten mistake—"

“It was my fault I’ grunted Blake. “Racke stuck a pin
in each of my tyres—that was what stopped me getting to
Abbotsford ! T know T asked for it when I refused to explain
afterwards!”

“Not a bit of it, old man!” said Tom Merry happily.
“ Anyhow, ‘we’re all sorry, so let’s shake hands and forget
Pm jolly glad, for one!”

“Same here!” echoed all the juniors in the study. Blake
grinned and gripped Tom Merry’s hand firmly.

“Good man !” said Tom. “Now we can get together and
think out a wheeze to get rid of Racke !”

“We've been twyin’ to think of somethin’ evah since the

“~election, deah boy !’ said Arthur Augustus rather dismally.

“I’'ve got an idea !” said Lowther modestly.

“Shell ideas aren’t much good usually,” said Herries,
shaking his head.

“Why, you ass—*

In another moment therg would have been a heated argn-
ment between Lowther and Herries, but Tom Merry dashed
inte the breach.

“Hold on, you couple of idiots!” he ejaculated grimly.

« “Keep the peace now, for goodness’ sake! Cough up the
wheeze, Monty, and we’ll put it to the vote!”

“Go on!” said Dighy encouragingly.

“It oceurred to me just now, when Cardew told us that
Racke intends breaking. bounds to-night!” exclaimed
Lowther, “We’ve tried to bring the cad to reason, and ib
isn’t good enough, with prefects hanging round to uphold

- this rate!”

' off on their midnight jaunt.
' game is—he’s taken half a dozen fellows with him!”

| Lowther, roiling back the sheets. “Br-r-r-r!

 Manners, slipping to the door.
- minutes, and returned with the chums of Study No. 6, to

- responded Tom grimly.
i a good start!” .

. to bed while vou're safe!
. long as you don’t make a thumpin’ row fallin’ over boxes
' like you did just now!”

' start!” hissed Racke.
. P'm comin’ last, so as tp see the window’s left open.”

| behind the thickness of the door.

g %umor captain isn’t allowed to go gallivanting about after

ights-out without getting into hot water—he’s our mark!

' He will leave via the box-room window, most prohably.
. What do you fellows think of following him and shutting
. the window after him?

I think even Racke might be
inclined to discuss terms with us on the inside and himself
out in the cold |” :

“Bai Jove!”

“My only hat! What a wheeze!”

“Why, we could force him to agree to anything then !”

“Of course!” said Lowther, grinning delightedly at the
reception of his scheme. “I rather fancy Aubrey will climb
down in a hurry when he thinks of the Head finding him
locked out ‘in~the morning |”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good man, Lowther ! .

“Monty, you’re a public benefactor!” grinned Manners,
slapping his chum enthusiastically on the back.

“Yow! You'll burst my blessed backbone!” gasped the
humorist of the Shell, massaging his shoulder.

“Then it’s agreed that we adopt Monty’s wheeze 7 asked-
Tom Metry.

* Rather !'*

There was no doubting the unanimity of that response,

“And it will work like a charm !” said Monty Lowther

| confidently.

e

CHAPTER 12.
Racke’s Night Club!

o« OU fellows awake?”
| i Aubrey Racke whispered cautiously in the Shell

dormitory as the last stroke of eleven died away.
There was no reply, only the deep breathing of the
sleeping juniors,

Racke grinned in the darkness, and slipped out of bed.
He held one hand over Crooke’s mouth while he whispered
in the latter’s ear:

“Wake up, Crooke, old bean! It’s time to start 1?

Crooke gave a muffled grunt, and sat up, blinking at the

' pale starlight which came from the high windows,

“Ow! -T feel sleepy!” he whispered.
“Get your clobber on, and follow me!” said Racke
impatiently. “The other fellows will be waitin’ for us at

Leaving Crooke to-slip on his clothes, Racke moved silenily

. along the Shell dormitory, pausing at the bed of Beulton,

Walkley, and one or two others, in order to awaken the

[ occupants.

The juniors turned out swiftly enough once they haa

- cleared the mists of sleep from their eyes, and Racke led
( the.way silently to the door.

There was the faint sound of
the lateh, and then fainter footsteps in the passage.
A bed creaked, and Tom Merry, his eyes gleaming, shook

' Monty Lowther violently by the shoulder.

“Yaw-aw-aw ! Wharrermarrer? ’Tain’t rising-bell yet,
¥ g
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“Quiet, you ass! Racke and his pals have just started
Goodness knows what the

“Buck up, Monty!” came in a whisper from Manners.
“T'm nearly dressed.”

“Oh, all right! T'll be ready in a tick!” ejaculated
It’s cold !”
“T'll run along and tell Blake and his pals!” said
He was gone only a few

find Tom Merry and Lowther waiting in the corridor.
“Bai Jove! Mannahs says Wacke is takin’ a ewowd

' with him, Tom Mewwy !” whispered Gussy.

“He’s going the pace on the strength of his new job,”
“This way, you ¢chaps; he’s gob

The seven juniors hastened to the disused box-room,

| which often served as a means of ingress and egress io

juniors when breaking bounds. A slight scuffle from within

| warned them that the “blades ” were not yet gone, and

Tom Merry paused with his hand on the door knob.
Racke’s whisper sounded angrily from the box-room.
“You fool, Walkley! If you're feelin’ funky, get back

I tell you there’s no danger so

“I didn’t see that trunk!” came Walkley’s voice, raised

excitedly.

“Shut up, or.you’ll have the beaks on top of us before we
“All gone? Out you go, Walkley.

Monty Lowther stified a chuckle, and the juniors grinned
There was the sound of
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Walkley scrambling over the sill, and then Racke. The
window rattled faintly as Racke closed i, enough ‘te

deceive any prowling master or prefect, but leaving a slit¥y

in which fingers might be inseiced to raise it again.

Tom Merry pushed open the door, and the seven crowded
in behind him. In a moment they were peering through
the panes, keeping well in the shadow, but able to see
Racke -and his party with some distinctness in the star-.
light. -

“My . hat!
Blake. .

“Ten, at least!” said Monty Lowther, in astonishment.
" “Bai Jove! 1 wondah how they will all appweciate bein’
shut out togethah ?” grinned D’Arcy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There they go!” said Herries suddenly.
the merry thump! They’re heading across the quad!
can’t get out that way!” _

“This is a gidday mystewy!” said Arthur Augustus
D’ Arcy, with excitement.

Indeed, it was difficult to account for the movements of
Racke and his followers, if they intended breaking bounds
in the normal manner. Tom Merry & Co. had taken it
for granted that Racke was initiating some of his new
followers—secured at the election—into a little excursion to
the Green Man; but it was obvious that there was some-
thing else.in the wind on this particular evening.

Taking every advantage offered by the shadows of the
buildings, the breakers of bounds steered carefully across
the ‘quad and disappeared at last in the dense shadows
under the old elms.

“Well, my hat!”.said Blake.
than meets the eye, Tommy. We ought to look into it!”

“Tollow ’em!” suggested Herries eagerly. “Never
mind about shutting them out; we can get back in time
for that, after we've found out where they're going. Tt's
up to vou, Tom Merry!” . :

“Not now!” grinned Lowther. “Tommy isn't in a posi-
tion of authority now, Herries! But I don’t see any harm
in doing a bit of trailing—better than yawning our heads
off waiting for them to come back, anyhow!” .

“What do you think, Tom?” asked Manners. - - ;

“We'll investigate!” said. Tom Merry decidedly. “Up
with that window !”

The juniors quickly had ‘the window open, and one by
onc they dropped on to the leads beneath. The short
drop from thence to the quad was negotiated with ease,
and then, exerting all their skill as Boy Scouts, they set
off on the trail of Racke's party. :

Arrived in the shadow of the elms, they were somewhat
at a loss, till Blake pointed suddenly to a figure moving
by the old chapel.

There’s quite a party of ’em!” ejaculated

“Buat what
They

“There’'s more in this

“That’s Racke!” whispered Manners, and the trackers |

moved forward.

As they approached the chapel, the figure, if it was
Racke'’s, disappeared, and they found the strip of grass
whereon he had stood deserted. The gaunt old pile towered
above their heads, and dark clouds were scurrying across
the sky.

“Where, oh where——"" began Monty Lowther.

“The vaults!” said Tom Merry suddenly. “Of course,
we were potty not to have thought of that before. There’s
the entrance!”

“Grooh ! The silly asses will freeze down there!” ejacu-
lated Dighy.

“Come on!” said Tom Merry. “We're going down to
have a lpok, now we've come so fart”

‘“Hear, hear!”

Tom Merry led the way to the head of the stone steps
leading down to the vaults beneath the chapel, and com-
menced to descend. :

“It's jolly dark! = We ought to have brought our
torches!” said Manners. ; ; :

“All the better!” responded Tom Merry calmly.
“They’re bound to. have brought ‘a light of some kind
fhc-,'u’lselvcs, and in the darkness they“won't be able to see
us!’

“Something in that!” assented Blake.

The descent of the stone steps was accomplished without
mishap, and the juniors found themselves standing in
pitchy blackness in the first of the long series of vaults.

“This is rather creepy!” said Digby, glancing over his
shoulder a little apprehensively.

“Oh, rot!” grunted Lowther.
other time, Dig!” -

His voice echoed eerily above and around, but the juniors
determinedly suppressed their qualms.

“Hark! What’s that?” ejaculated Blake.

In the intense silence which followed, the echo of Blake's
voice sounded like a thunder-clap. After that, a pin
might have been heard to drop.
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But as they listened, a faint echo of voices ecame fa
their ears, and the conviction that Racke and his party
were not far off returned.

. “Follow your leader!” said Tom Merry determinediy.

“‘?’f;his way, and not a word, or they can’t belp hearing

it P :

The ‘rest nodded, and in silence they passed from the
first vault into the second, and so on, stumbling. occasion-
ally on the rough floor, till the voices which Blake had
caught echoed and re-echoed close at hand. A final turn
and a sharply indrawn breath from Tom Merry brought
them to a standstilt. ——

Then, creeping carefully forward in the dark, ther
beheld a further vault, brilliantly illuminated, it seerned,
after the- blackness, by a number of bicycle lamps and
electric torches placed on ledges and at intervals on the
floor. :

It was evident at a glance that the place had been care-
fully prepared for this *“spree.”

Beneath the illuminations, a little crowd of juniors,
every one wearing a black crepe mask, were gathered round
an oblong stone slab, over which a green cloth had beer,
spread. ¥

Trom where Tom Merry & Co. were concealed, they could
perceive that the cloth was ruled into spaces, each bearing
a number worked in gold, and on these spaces the occupants
of the vault were placing silver—and in some cases, notes.

At the end of the improvised ‘“table ” Aubrey Racke was
seated in state on a box, with a little bowl containing a—
numbered wheel before him. As the juniors gazed in amaze-
ment, he spun the wheel and tossed a small ivory ball into
the bowl, droning coolly:

“Rien ne va plus!” .

The ivti{ry 1l])all clicked into ba numbéred socket, and Racke
announced the winning number.

“Seventeen, black, ilgpaire. and manqgue ! e

Mouty Lowther, who had been staring at that remarkable
scene as if almost unable to believe his own eyes, gave a
soft exclamation, just loud enough to rveach the ears of lLis
chums. ;

_““Roulette !” .
~Tom Merry nodded, and continted to wateh. The sight

| of nearly twenty juniors—there were more than there had - 3
seemed at first—gambling at a roulette table presided over
by Racke, as croupier, appeared to fascinate him. — =

“Mhere's a lot of the Fourth there, too!” breathed Blak-.
“And one or two from the New House, as well! Racl g
must have arranged for a general gathering of the elans ™ -

“I've got an idea'!” exclaimed Mounty Lowther, in a tense
whisper. e : = :

His chums regarded him curiously. Monty possessed a
fertile brain and his wheezes were usually worth listening mf"/'d

“Get it off your chest, then,” muttered Tom Merry. :

“We can’t do anything against these rotters tonight.”
whispered back Monty Lowther. “They're in force. They'd
swamp us. But there’s nothing to stop us planning a raid
against them the next time they meet here. Then we'll
bring a regular army along with us.”

“Something in that,” agreed Tom Merry.

The rest of Monty Lowther's idea was unfolded in stage
whispers, but it appeared to meet with the approval of ihe
chums, for there was a general nodding of heads in favoue_
of it, :

“Right-ho, then,” said Tom Merry.
for to-night. Let’s get back.”

Quietly and stealthily the juriors made their way out of
the vault, and in less than five minutes they were on the
leads beneath the box-room window. The window was open,

Then they
separated, the Terrible Three going to the Shell dormitory
and Study No. 6 to the Fourth Form dormitory. 2

“We've seen enough

And it was with cheery anticipation that the juniors slept - g
that night—anticipations of the complete downfall of Racke
and the end of his tenure of office!
CHAPTER 13.

A Startling Climax!

¢ RIMBLE ! : ;
Baggy Trimble jumped, and hastily concealed

the paper on which he had been scribbling  be-
neath his desk,
“Trimble, it is your turn to construe.
from the point at which Levison ceased!”
Mr. Lathom. the master of the Fourth, Dblinked *re-
provingly at the fat junior, and waited for him to com-
mence. Several of the class had seen Trimble’s furtive con-
ccalment of that paper, and they grinned heartlessly as
Bflgg._v stood up and rapidly turned over the pages of his
irgil.
“We are waiting, Trimble !” said M. Lathom mildly.
“Oh, yes, sir!  Certainly, sir! Just—just beginning !

Pray continue % .
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stopped suddenly. ** Now !’’ yelled Tom Merry.

In at the doorway swarmed the raiding party, and in a few seconds

“ This is where we step in, ! think,” murmured Tom Merry. ‘‘ Lay your stakes, gentlemen——'' hegan Racke, and l

the members of Racke’s night club ware engagsd in a hand-to-hand encounter with Tom Merry & Co. (See Chapter 13.)

gasped Baggy, finding the passage which had been set for
prep at last. : ;

“Pray continue, then!” ;

“Quite — quite “so, sir!” stuttered Trimble, painfully
conscious of the faet that he had mot the foggiest notion
where Levison had left off, and, more important, that
he had not even prepared a single sentence of the work.

“Well 7 ejaculated Mr. Lathom irritably.

Sundry whispers had informed Baggy of the place by this
time, but he boggled miserably at the first words, unable
to make head or. tail of them.

“Y—I——" he began.feebly. . -

“Am I to understand that you did not prepare this
passage yesterday evening, Trimble?” thundered Mr.
Lathom, his face crimsoning. The Fourth Form master
was a mild little man, but he objected to having his time
wasted by a slacker like Baggy.

“Nun-nunno, sir!” gasped Trimble, with an apprchensive
glance towards the cane. “I—I really dido’t have time,
sir. That was it. There was the maths, and the essay,
and—and the history—" b el

“Ridiculous!” ejaculated Mr. Lathom.
first time you have omitted to prepare your
Trimble! You will write out to-day’s passage, with a fair
copy, five times, And now, supposing you bring me the
paper which was occupying so much of your attention a
few minutes ago??

Baggy gave a gasp of alarm, and blinked hopelessly
at the sheet beneath his desk. The imposition—much as he
disliked hard werk—he could have borne with equanimity;
h]ut the paper—he must on no account let anybddy see
that! i
. “You—you see, sir
tion.

“J .perceive that you are taking great pains to conceal
what you were writing from me!” said Mr. Lathom acidly.
“ Kindly bring the paper here at once!”

“This is not the

* he began, with obvious perturba-

Virgil,

“Oh dear!” murmured Baggy, walking miserably oul in
front of the class. “Here—here it is, sir!”

“Thank you!” responded the Form master, examining
Baggy’s handiwork closely. “Why, what is this, my boy?
Certainly nothing to do with your schoo! work.”

“QOh, no, sir!”’ said Baggy eagerly. “I mean, yes,

5

is, sir! Yon—you see, it’s a liftle problem thai suggested
itself from the maths lesson. I—1'm interested in maths,
sir i

“A—a problem, Trimble!” said Mr. Lathom at last.
“Perhaps you ecan explain more fully?” -

“I—I can’t—not just now, sir!” stutiered Trimble. “1t’s
incomplete, you see. 1f—if you could let me have it back,
sir—* :

“Certainly, I have never seen a problem of this kind
before!” said Mi. Lathom. staring with puzzlement at
Baggy’s paper. “But I suppose I musi take your word for
it, Trimble.”

“Of course, sir!” said Baggy virtuously.

“I will, however, put it in my desk for the present!”
observed the Form master dryly. “You must remember
that the Latin prose hour is not the time for mathematical
exercises, however absorbing!  Perhaps the imposition I
have awarded will impress that upon your mind, my boy.
You may sit down.”

And Baggy, with thoughts teco deep for words, rolled
back to his place, and sat down, glowering. For the
remainder of classes he was in an extremely disgruntled
mood, yearning for -the recovery of that which had been
taken from him. And, had Trimble only known it. Mr.
Lathom was interested by that peculiar “problem,” asd he
puzzled in vain ‘over it in ‘morning break:

Mr, Lathom was a man of mild pursuits, and he had
never been to the gaming tables at Monte Carlo. Had he
done so, the double column of figures recorded by Trimble
» Tre Gen Lisrany.~No. 877,
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would not have presented such a mystery to him. For the | “Rien ne va plu.?” droned Racke; and the ivery ball

paper ran:

Red. Black.
25
" 2
15
16
. 4
33
22
34
: 9
19

There was a lot more, for Baggy had carefully taken
down the numbers during the previous evening at Racke's
“Night Club,” with a view to working out a system of
“beating the bank ” afterwards. ~ And it was the loss of
that double column of figures, just when he felt that he had
evolved a winning system, that roused Trimble’s ire.

At dismissal the fat junior rolled morosely into the pas-
sage, and merely grunted when Cardew tapped him on the
shoulder. .

“Ieelin® down, old bean ?” asked Cardew cheerily.

“That rotter Lathom!” said Baggy vengefully.

“Sneakin’ a fellow’s notes?” grinned Cardew.
was it you were workin’ out, Baggy? A system?”

Trimble gave the dandified slacker a suspicious look.

“How did you know ?” he ejaculated. *

“Dear man!” smiled Cardew. “I know all
I may not have voted for Racke at the election, but I take
it that doesn’t exclude a fellow from the delights under his
captainecy 7 Anv chance for a chap with a bit of money
to-night, Trimble 7’

“Lots!” said Baggy eagerly. “I'll take you, and—and if
you could lend me a quid—or two 7 :

“Some other time, old fat man!” smiled Cardew, quicken-
ing his pace. “So long, old bean!” :

The slacker of the Fourth merely grinned as he heard
Baggy's comment, “Beast!” floating after him. He had
discovered what he wanted to know—that the night club
was meeting again that evening. Arrangements could now
be made to deal with Racke and his pals as soon as they
had assembled. :

“What luck, Cardew?” asked Monty Lowther, as the
dandy put his head into Study No. 10.

“To-night—as usual!” grinned Cardew. “Trimble told
me—we're such pals, you know. Count me in the expedi-
tion, Tom Merry!” .

“Good man!” said Tom, smiling.

And Cardew, nodding, strolled on to inform the rest of
the juniors concerned,

Quite a strong force of the Shell and Fourth had been
let into the secret, and the proposed raid on the night
club. had been greeted with instant acclamation. The
thought of catching the new junior captain fairly “on the
hop ™ was a pleasant one to the juniors who had writhed
under his regime.

The day could not pass guickly enough for Tom Merry
& Co., and bed-time was welcomed when it arrived at last,

Between the sheets, the raiding party waited expectantly
for Racke and his cronies to move, and on the stroke of
eleven their vigil was rewarded. First, Racke, and then
several shadowy forms began to flit in the gloom, and
muffled whispers came to the watchers’ ears.

_The door closed with hardly a sound, but it was the
-signal for the majority of the Shell to slip out of bed and
dress expeditiously .in the darkness.

Then, led by Tom Merry, the juniors crept along the
corridor to the box-room, where they were met by a
Yourth Form contingent, headed by Study No. 6.
_“Careful, now!” breathed Tom Merry; and in perfect
silence the raiders climbed out on to the leads and dropped
into the quad. All were wearing rubber-soled shoes, and
they made no sound as they hastened towards the school
chapel, keeping in the deepest shadows.

They halted to listen at the head of the stairs leading to
the vaults, and then began to descend.

In a few minutes the whole party was creeping towards
the large vault used as a gaming-den by Racke, and to
which voices guided them without resorting to a light.

“Hist!” ejaculated Tom Merry warningly: and the |

juniors halted, blinking in the sudden glare of light.

“My hat! They're going the pace!” murmured
Kangaroo, staring in amazement at the roulette-table pre-
sided over by Racke. ¥

“What price the masks?’ chuckled Cardew.
them a reckless look, doesn’t it, Merry ?”
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“What |

about it! -

1 clicked into a numbered space.

“Thirteen, black, impair and manque!” announced the
croupier, raking in the stakes—and there were a good
many—which were forfeited to the bank.

He paid out on red, but therc was a substantial margin
of profit.

“This is where we step in, I think!”
Merry grimly.
collar them!”

“Right!”?

Tom Merry waited till the round tas finished, and then
gave the signal.

“Lay your stakes, gentlemen--—7
stopped suddenly. =

In at the doorway a crowd of fellows had swarmed, and
in a few seconds they were engaged in a handto-hand
struggle with the youthful gamesters.

“You rotters!” hooted Racke, striking out ficrcely,
catching Blake full upon the nose.

Blake gave an indignant roar, and fell upon the junior
captain like a tornado.
knocked spinning on the floor; while Blake, breathing hard.
stood over him and invited him to get up and have some

more.

“I'm done, hang you!” gasped Racke, his face white
with rage. “Oh, I'll get even with you for this, you cads[”

The rest of the gamblers had knuckled under quicki;
enough, none of them being of the stuff of which heroes
were made, and were looking apprehensively to Tom Merry
to take the lead. Junior captain or not, the “gay dogs”
realised that his word was law at present.

murmured Tom
“Wait till I give the word, and then

began Racke, and

an

“So this is how you intend to run the junior school,
Racke 7 asked Tom griml,g;@ g
“I'll do as I please, hang vou!” snarled Racke. “And

you'll be made to suffer for this to-morrow, Merry !
“I fancy it'll be you who will suffer,’
coolly. “If the Head knew of this 2
“Suneak !” hissed Racke. “Go on, sneak to the Head, you
rotter! The fellows will know what to think of you after-
wards!”
Tom Merry flushed.
“I shall not sneak, Racke,” he observed evenly.  Bet

we—the majority of the junior school—have decided to take
action before the Greyfriars match is mucked up as the
last one was. Our plan issquite simple=%e intend to lock
you and your precious pals down here tilfthe morning!”

There was a gasp of alarm from Racke's sufiporters, and
Racke himself paled again.

“You—you wouldn’t dare " he burst out.

“That’s the programme,” said Blake.,  We're not stand-
ing on ceremony, Racke !”

“Rather not!”

There was general agreement on that point.

“Look here,” began Racke desperately, “what do von
want? I'm willing to be reasonable.”

“You've got to chuck the captaincy,” said Tom Merrs
coolly.
and you'd never have got in but for rotten trickery!”

“Indeed!”

Every eye in the old vault was turned to the doorwar,
in which a fresh figure had appeared--the figure of Mr.
Railton, the Housemaster of the School House!

’ retorted Tom

—

CHAPTER 14.
The Old Order,
6 RAY continue what vou were
Mr. Railton calmly.
“Oh, my hat!”
“Railton!”

“It's all up!”

“ Yow-wow-wow ! I shall be flogged! Oh dear!”

The startled exclamations of the gamblers terminated in 5
fearful howl from Trimble, but Mr. Railton did not appear
to notice it. =

“I rather suspected that Racke had not won his positior.
on his merits alone,” remarked the Housemaster sternls.
“Go on, Merry. I desire to know the whole story

“There’s—there's nothing much to tell, sir,”, gasped Tom,
colouring.
—were——"

He hesitated to “sneak ” to a master, but what could he
say?

“I see. You may save vourself further embarrassment,
Merry,” said- Mr. Railton, ¢ Racke purchased sufficient

saying, Merry.” said
“I am interested.”

“We found out that some of Racke’s votes were

PR

In a very few seconds Racke was ~

“ Your style isn’t quite good enough for St. Jim's, _
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votes to win the election; and now he has instituted some
kind of a club—vroulette, I perceivel :
Frimble for this, Racke. It was through Mr. Lathom bring-
ing to me the truly remarkable problem which was exercis-
ing Trimble’s mind that I became suspicious, 1 have been
a %ittle fortunate in sby investigations, and especially in
hitting on your retreat so easily; and I shall require an
explanation from you, Merry. As you do not wear ‘masks,
I presume that you amd your friends do not belong to—
ahem—Racke’s club 17 D S
“We came down here to raid them, sir,” said Digby.

~ —— The Housemaster nodded,

> b

- the sack !

‘T’\\. “Hard luck, Aubrey !” chuckled Cardew.
i

“I accept your explanation, then,” he said. “You may

release your prisoners—they will follow me to the House,

and the Head will deal with them in the morning. Racke
and the rest of you—come !” :
“But these fellows, sir—" protested Racke, seeking to
involve Tom Merry & Co. in his downfall. s
“Obviously are a raiding party, as they term it!” re-
« torted Mr. Railton. *‘You personally bear evidence of that
fact !” 3
Racke scowled and felt his nose tenderly. He r_eahsed‘,
too, that his left eye was far from normal. Under his mask
the effect was hideous, and he ripped it off with an exclama-
tion.
“You win, Merry !” he hissed. “Never mind, T'll get even
soon ; don’t think you’ve finished with me!”
~ ““Oh, get out! You make me sick !” grunted Kangaroo.
~Racke set his lips, and followed his supporters through the
vaults and into the epen, the way being illuminated by Mr.
Railton’s torch. The little party was in the lowest of spirits,
in dire apprehension of the woes of the morrow, and Racke
came in for a unanimous “slanging ”—which he bore with
buarning animosity towards Tom Merry. X
. The raiders, feeling very cheery, hastened back to bed,
aifd awoke next morning feeling like giants refreshed. The
dramatic finish of Racke’s regime seemed to have acted like
a tonic on them, and their safisfaction on gathering before
the notice-board in the Hall knew no bounds. There was a
new notice pinned up, and it bore a brief but pregnant
message:

L1

“NOTICE !

#There will be an election in the Junior Common-room
[o-day (Saturday) at 2 p.m. to appeint a fresh junior cap-
tain. A. Racke will not be eligible for election.

= “(Signed) Dn. Houmes, Headmaster.”

“You're for it, cke !’ grinned Blake. “That looks like
“It had to come
in the end, but it’s saddenin’ when you actually come to the
point, isn’t it ?” :

“Hang the lot of you!” snarled Racke, turning away from
the notige-board. <1 shall be jolly glad to leave a rotten
hole like this, if it comes to that! But if I stay, I mean to
get even with you rotters for bringing Railton into it—"

“Shut up, you cad !

“We should have dealt with you ourselves if Railton
hadn’t!” said Blake coolly. “You know that as well as
1 do!”

“Oh, let the cad say what he likes!” said Tom Merry.
“He's only gassing, as usunal. Hallo! Here’s Kildare !”

“Nice for Racke !” murmured Monty Lowther.

The captain of St. Jim’s eyed Aubrey Racke grimly as he
came up.

. “You’re wanted in the Head’s study, Racke—at once!”
he said. “The rest cf the juniors concerned in the escapade
are to be flogged after breakfast. Follow me!”

And Kildare strode away, with Racke looking like a
whipped cur in his wake. Now that the blow had fallen, the
full realisation of his position caine home to the cad with a
rush. The summons to the Head’s study could mean only
one thing—he was to be expelled, while his supporters
escaped with a flogging! As he thought of that, Racke
ground his teeth.

Meanwhile, the juniors trooped in to breakfast, which was
far fromn a cheery meal for those under sentence of a flog-
ging. Baggy Trimble, the champion glutton. of his Form,
merely toyed with his food, and the rest were in pretty much
the same plight.

here was a general murmur of surprise when Racke came
in, late, but evidently not expelled. He looked white, and
did not answer the questions which were addressed to him.

As soon as breakfast was over, the floggings took place,
and it was noticed that Racke received a far more severe
thrashing than his comrades. Taggles was gasping for
b{‘eatt:\h when he lowered the cad, and Racke was as pale as a
zhost.

*“The school will now dismiss!” said the Head quietly, and
the prefects proceeded to clear the Hall.

You must” thank -

Morning lessons were a striking mixture of grave and
gay, as Monty Lowther put it. The juniors who had been
“through it” were passed over very lightly, while the
remainder were seething with excitement over the after-
noon’s eleetion.

The crowd in the Common-room at iwo o’clock was nearly
a record, only one junior being absent, even Racke’s fol-
lowers having recovered sufficiently to take an interest in
the proceedings. .

The exception was Racke himself, who, although econ-
gratulating himself on capturing a stern warning and a
flogging, in addition te being gated for the rest of the
term, in lieu of “the sack,” was likely to take a day or two
to recover from his punishment,

But Racke was not missed, and there were only two
candidates at the election—Tom Merry and Figgins. Figgy,
as was natural, took all the New House votes, but with
Blake and his men standing solid behind him, Tom Merry

. was returned at the head of the pell, amid enthusiastic

cheering,

“Good for you, Merry!” ejaculated Figgins, as soon as
the result was made known. “You’ll be better than Racke,
anyway !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And now for the team {o meet Greyfriars,” said Jonty
Lowther, .

“T'll shove it on the board now,” announced Tom Merry.

“The Friars are due in a quarter of an hour.”
There was a rush to the board, and then the footballers—
the regular junior eleven this time—hastened to the
dormitories to change. When Harry Wharton & Co.. of
Greyfriars, arrived in a charabanc scon afterwards thev
found the St. Jim’s team ready and eager for the fray.

The captains tossed for ends, and Wharton won.

The opening changes were.brisk but indecisive, the Lall
being exceedingly difficult to control.  But both elevens
adapted themselves skilfully to the conditions, and real
foothall was seen. Half-time came round, and neither side
had scored. Then a quarter of an hour before full-tie—
Greyfriars came through on the left. A brilliant save hy
Fatty Wynn, however, averted the danger, and play swept to
the other end. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy secured the leather,
and swung a beautiful centre into the goal mouth, where
Bulstrode, the visiting 'keeper, effected a clever save. . But
the ball spun out to wing again, and D’Arey found himself
unmarked. He swerved in, and then, as Sampson Quincy
Iffley Field, otherwise known as “Squiff ” for short, threw
himself out full length, shot across into the far cornmer of
the net.

“Goall”

“Oh, well shot, Gussy!”

“Good old tailor’s dummy !”

‘Arthur Augustus blushed as his back was slapped and his
hands wraung, though he was tremendously pleased at having
drawn what was to prove the winning goal for his side.

Five minutes left—four—three !

The ball went out to Hurree Singh, and the nabob sprinted
for the corner flag. He swung the leather back into the
centre, and Penfold, pelting up, put in a great drive. But
Fatty Wynn had his cye on the ball, and he caught it and
cleared with a mighty kick. A prolonged shout went up as
D’Arey took the ball down at breakneck speed, and slipped
it into the middle at just the right moment. Squiff went
down in a heap to a flashing “grounder ” from Levison,
and threw out the ball, hard beset. Blake jumped, and, like
a pip from an orange, the ball flew into the top of the net.
A mloment later the whistle shrilled, and the match was
won

: . . o = = . . .
It was quite a week before Racke recovered completely
from his punishment, and he was not present to witness the
replayed match between St. Jim’s and Gordon Gay & Co., of
Rylcombe Grammar School. Not that he was missed, for
St. Jim’s achieved a brilliant victory by three to nil—and
in their excitement and satisfaction nobody gave a thought
to the schemer or that brief but exciting "period under
Racke’s regime! All was merry and bright once more, now
that the split between Tom Merry and Blake was healed,
and their chums were very careful for some time afterwards
xslolt] tol ;‘ecall the time when there had been a Split in the
choo!

THE END. _

(Look out for another rollicking fine story of Tom
Merry & Co. next week, chums. entitled : “ GUSSY'S
NEWSPAPER ! > By Mertin Clifford. You 1will enjoy
every line of it.)
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T;-IE VERDICT BEFORE THE TRIAL! Tom Holt realises with a sickening of the heart that his indian friend White
Cat, under arrest for attacking a white man, is doomead to an ignominious death befors hz is even iried.
than, Whits Cat must not be brought to trial!

Tom Inirufes!

u“ ANDS up, please !” : : :
Tom'’s voice was politeness itself, but the men

obeyed with extreme celerity, and Tom jerked the
4 pistols from their belts.

“You will find these outside,” he said, holding the
weapons in one hand and keepiug his own vevolver in the
other pointed at their feet. “But I shall ask you now to
inake my house your home while T pay a visit to report pro-
ceedings to Colonel Joseph C(liapin. Malinka, get out
of it!”

He spoke to the mare like a dog, to the men's surprise,
and like a dog she obeyed, trotting quietly through the
door and standing there. Hunks, however, did not mowve,
nor did the men. rey did not even speak, but Tom saw
a significant change in their attitude when he mentioned
the ranchman’s name. Old Billee had been right.

Now Tom retreated backwards to the door, took out the
key, and inserted it on the other side.

“Bid you good-day!” he said gravely.

Hunks arose slowly, growled once more at the men, and
then followed his master.

“My respects to the sheriff,” Tom turned to say. I
hope to be back before long to see him.”

The man who had spoken nodded in reply and faintly
grinned. Then the door was closed, the kev turned, and
the prisoners heard the sound of galloping hoofs and knew
that their man was away.

Torm's composure in dealing with the sheriff's deputics
censiderably impressed those worthies, and when a passing
cowboy released them from their confinement they spread
the news of the incident far and wide without the least
ill-feeling, while Old Billee was so delighted that he gave
free drinks to every member of the jury, and entertained
the sheriff and the judge royally in his private room.

Perhaps there was policy in this. At least it is note-

At all costs,

A Grand Story of a young Britisher's
Adventures with a Tribe of Apache Indians
in New Mexico.

Told By

ARTHUR PATTERSON.

worthy that Mick Mander, on his sick bed, though [e
shared in the carouse to an extent which met with severe
disapproval from his doctor, was the least happy person in
Servita that night, not excepting White Cat. To him was

smuggled, through the agency of the big cowboy, a repast

so excellent that, in che inncecence of his Apache head, he
concluded Mick Mander had been killed by Tom, and
probably the judge as well, and that he would be released
at daybreak.

If the company at Puat's Saloon, however, had seen Tom's

face as he rode at speed towards Calumet Ranch, thexgould .~

have had a surprise.

His reasoning on the matter had nothing to do with Sadie.
Somehow he seemed to have grown older all of a sudden.
He had almost forgotten her. It was the attempt to detain
him which hardened Tom. He knew that the brass badge
on the cowboy’s breast meant official police authority. The
man’s words proved that it was not Pim Bolland this time
who was playing a low-down game. The whole machinery
of the law in the place was turned against him, and, what
he most cared about, the welfare of the Indians.

This, then, was the end of all his hopes and intentions and ¢

promises to Black Hawk—White Cat to hang! Tom
shivered at the thought, and Malinka, feeling the spur,
sprang into her fastest lope. The Party ruined men, even
if they were not held responsible in some way, and im-
prisoned; and he, thewr friend, a fugitive, probably to be
henceforth under warrant of arrest anywhere in the State.

The only change lay in the man he had to sece—Colonel
Josh Chapin.  But what could he do? Surely no one
person, however rich, could defy the law of the land.

This was not, to say the least of it, a useful state of mind
in which to plead a difficult cause, and when Tom reached
the ranch at last he was not attractive to look at, nor likely
to win favour by the sweetness of his manners.

Then, as so often happens, misfortune overtook him at
the start.- After passing a long line of stables—log houses

of various shapes and sizes, and corrals for horses and -

cattle—he came to a white gate, and as he passed - up a
drive of silver sand, hard as concrete, towards a big grev
house, what should he meet just before he arrived at a deep
porch and veranda but that fat spaniel!

WHAT HAS QONE BEFORE!

TOM HOLT, a sturdy youny Britisher of seventeen, lands in
New Mexico—at the invitation of some friends of his fathers—to
start business on the Doggett Ranch.

He finds the place tn a deserted and dilapidated condition, and from
a letter, left by a former employee, learns that his t:wo friends have
died. Tom’s en a quandary, for he knows nothing about ranching,
but he buckles to and makes the ranch-house shipshape. In the
course of this general clean-up he comes across a dog with whom he
makes friends instantly. Humnks, as he names the dog, proves a real pal.

Shortly after his meeting with Hunks, Tom falls in with a wandering
tribe of Apache Indians. Their chief is Black Hawk. Unknown
to Tom, the chief cherishes the hope of wiping out the ** whites *' in the
country, and to help him to collect the necessary knowledge before a
siuccessful raid can be made on the white settlements, he offers to take
Lo on the'trail and show him how to become a successful rancher.

Knowing nothing of the-sinister motive underlying all th is, and keen
to learn the ways of the country, Tom accepts the offer. He proves a
most efficient pupil, and becomes the fast friend of White Cat, Black
Howk's son  Later, when Tom 1s in Servita he falls foul of a bullying
desperado named Mick Mander. Tom stands up fo the bully, how-
ever, and_publicly declares his frlendship for the Indians amongst
whom he has been Yiving. This enrages Mick Manders' cronies, for @

Redskin is regarded as dirt. Thus, when Black Hawk's tribe arrives
at Servita, Mander's cowboys drive a * rogue ” bull into that section
of the town where the Indians have pitched their market. The
infuriated bull does great damage amonygst the valuable skins belonging
to the Indians, before Hunks seizes the animal by the nose and hangs
on like grim death. Whilst Tewm 1s trying to get Hunks to release his
grip of the stricken bull, Mick Mander draws his revolver and attempts
to shoot Tom. At the critical moment, however, White Cat springs
Jorward and buries his knife in the would-be murderer's ribs. Instantly
White Cat is surrounded by the infuriated cowboys and marched off to
gaol on the charge of attempted murder, and Tom, with a sickening
at the heart, realises that his red friend is a doomed man before even
he is tried. Billie Punt, who has taken a great liking towards Tom,
advises the young Britisher to proceed to Colonel Chapin and lay all
the facts before kim. Tom, who has met Sadie Chapin, the colonel’s
daughter, thinks there is a sporting chance of saving White Cat’s life
and agrees to do as Billie_proposes. Without loss of time Tom
dashes round to the stable where he has left Malinka, his mare. and
Hunks. On the way he bumps into two sheriff’s officers who want to
arrest him. Tom entices the officers into the stable and then, covering
them with kis revolver, calls on Hunks to guard themn. The dog obeys
immediately.

(Now Read On.)
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Hunks, it must be admitted, behaved angelically. He
was, indeed, uncommonly tired; besides which, knowing
his master’s depression, he must needs share it. But the
mere’ sight of Hunks was enough for that spaniel. One
instant it stood still, paralysed with a multitude of recollec-
tions, and then, with a long and piercing yell, fled for its
life. Down the broad drive it ran, and up the broad flight
of :steps, and so into the house, squeaking—being short of
breath, like some asthmatical toy elephant which had gone
wrong in-the works. * : : ;

And this was only the beginning, for now emerging from
the house came a couple of deerhounds.
massively built. for their breed, and very powerful, and
H}r‘nks, bristling in every hair, -made ready for combat.
e Tom gazed round in despair, looking for a human being

to hold those dogs. Not a soul was to be seen, and ihe
hounds leisurely proceeded towards Hunks as grim and in-
evitable as Fate. There was only one thing to be done in
such an emergency.

Tom dismounted. A word to the pup, and he came up
to Malinka’s head. His master lifted the reins from her
neck and placed them in Hunks mouth.

“Hold, boy!” he said.- ‘““ And lie down.”

«  Hunks obeyed very slowly.
“went through him. He knew as well as his master did what
this' meant. Over and done with was all possibility of a
fight. What a lovely one it would have been with that lean

revhound, just about his own weight, with a jaw as long

! But he was now placed in charge of the mare.
.responsible for her, and must think of nothing else
It was a hard, sad fate, and Hunks fairly wilted

2 sauk on the ground, and with the reins clenched in
“histitching fecth gloomily calculated to a nicety just where
and how he would have pinned that deerhound if he had
been free. .

But Tow’s trouble was only half over. These beasts, as
guardians of ‘the ranch—and from the way they moved it
was obvious that they took themselves very seriously—might
1317 on Hunks as it was. Where the blazes were all the
-~ people of the house? Tom’s temper was very much on edge.
Should he call for help? No, he would not. If anything
happened—and a great deal might happen if Malinka saw
that Hunks was in difficulties—it should be his responsibility.
He would deal with it alone. :

As the great hounds approached, Tom went to meet them.
e fir iihg to do was to stop their progress towards
le: did this by collaring them ‘one with each hand,
o ithe same confidence and firmness that he would have
i - with Bis own beast.  But these creatures were not
% * - ngdto such handling, and both growled. Upon this Hunks
‘ was on his feet in a flash, and though he still held Malinka’s

A shudder of cold disgust

veins, they were now so disposed that if need be they could
| be dropped instanter. Meanwhile, Malinka herself, in per-

fect sympathy with Hunks, stood stiffly, her teeth exposed,
—"""S~—sne mass of steel springs, ready for a charge.

But Tom ‘was in no humour for interference from his

friends; and as for the growling of the hounds, in his

: present mood it had not the least effect. Strengthening his
l hold upen their collars, he calmly ordered them to be quiet
E in-a tone of stern command, telling Hunks sharply to lie
i down.

This action proved effective. The growls of the animals
ceased, and they contented themselves with sniffing this
| curions man all over, while Hunks sank again to the ground,
i/*and Malinka quieted down. Tom went to work at once with
the dogs. He dropped on one knee. and brought their
muzzles up to his face, and praised them with gentle,
endearing words., His advance was well received, and two
great tongues began to lick his nose.
This pact of peace concluded, he brought them together,
and led them up to Hunks and Malinka. Now came the
acid test. If these four creatures did not become friends,
& .when he turned his back some of them would presently be
= ___in pieces. .1t was not a gratefu! task. The hounds were
" ™ now on their dignity, and froze. ~Hunks was doggedly

# sullen; Malinka maliciously scornful. But Tom’s will con-
quered. The hounds, with a little coaxing, beeame polite.
Then Hunks, not to be outdone, responded, and lastly, at
‘the crucial moment, Tom bid him let  Malinka go. This
settled it, for IMunks, with his master’s fingers round his
ears, at once rubbed noses with the hound he had singled
out for attack, and peace was made all round.

The most delicate problem was Malinka, but in such a
matter Tom knew she would follow the lead of the pup, and
she did. There was, indeed, no effusive cordiality in her
attitude. But her ears were forward now; he_r demeanour no
longer malicious. So, again putting the reins into Hunks’
. charge, and with a final caress of the hounds, Tom turned
& to face his own ordeal, and went slowly to the house. As
s he did so he thought he caught a glimpse of something white
= it one of the long french’ windows situated on either side

! of ‘the front door; but he could not be-sure, -and-he only

They were beasts

f?und a negro butler to greet him when he mounted the
steps. :

The appearance of this man, however, was mysterious. He
came into view so quickly, and there was something about
his manner which led Tom to suspect that he had been
within sight and hearing of the whole of his proceedings
in the drive, : : ey %

He was a very majestic person, perfectly attired in an
old-fashioned dress-suit of blue cloth coat and waistcoat

.ornamented with brass buttors, and beneath, a magnificent,

much-starched shirtfront. His curly wig was nearly white,
whether from age or powder Tom could not make cut, and
in his bearing was the self-sufficiency and pride of the
servant of an aristocratic family of the old South;

He looked Tom over, with a eritical eye.

“Want to see de kunnel?’* hé said briefly.

“Yes!” Tom replied, stepping into.the hall. “Is he at
home 7 - i

He spoke with a very slight, and quite unconscious drawl,
and, removing his hat and gloves, handed them  carelessly
into the servant’s charge. “Now, Uncle Ephraim had been
a retainer in the Chapin family for half a century, and had
served his present master since that gentleman was in long
clothes, and if there were one thing he prided himself upon
it was imperturbability én all occasions. But at this moment
his presence of mind very nearly failed him. £ 4

It was not only that the things given to him were -vil-
lainously dirty, and that their owner, take him all in all,
was the most disreputable figure that had ever enterec
Calumet. It was much more. The butler had heard of
Tom, and a story had spread through the sefvants’ hall that
he was half an Apache. Now, if there is one being a self:
respecting negro of the South despizes it is an Indian of
the plains. Yet here was this person, standing coolly in the
master’s hall, showing clearly by his whole bearing that he
was accustomed to be a guest at great houses, and by his
speech—for Uncle Eph had been in the Old Country—that
he was nothing more or less than an English gentleman.

The butler nearly expired, and took what was given him
with the gasp of a dying codfish; then, almost dropped them,
but didn’t quite, and, recovering, by a mighty effort of
will, ‘bowed humbly. 5

“The kunnel at home, seh? Oh, yes, seh!! Your name, i
you please !” : =

Recgiving it, and now more or less himmgﬁm -
ushered Tom, with solemn dignity, along a wide hall, threw

- oper a door at the end of it with a flourish, and announcec

him in sonorous tomes.

“Mr. Tom Holt to see you, kunnel.”

Then, closing the door softly behind him, Fe went back tc
the premises under his rule a sadder bu% véry much wiser
butler and man. : :

It had been dark in the hall, and the room Tom now
entered was brilliantly lighted.” Tom was dazzled for 2
moment, and failed to notice that someone slipped out by
another door as he came in. All he saw was a man standing
wlith long legs wide apart in front of an old-fashioned fire.
place. %

The room was a well-furnished library, and Tom felt as
though he had been borne suddenly back to England. Iic
remembered just such a room in his grandfather’s place
before ‘the family money was lost and everything had to be
sold. This association of ideas held him so strongly that,
forgetting the position he occupied in this new world, the

" state of his clothes, and even the mission on which he was

bound, he went forward unhesitatingly to greet this man.
“Mr. Holt, I am happy to maks your acquaintance.”
Colonel Chapin’s voice sounded extremely formal, and his
manner, as he shook hands, was so stif that Tom wa?
brought back to realities with a jar; the smile which had
been on his lips was abruptly checked, and he felt chilled tc

. the bone.

Yet the face of his host was by no means a forbidding one,
and he saw at once that he was in the presence of a strong
man. Colonel Chapin was quite unlike the soldier of Tom’s
dreams. - A typical American of the older school, he was
clean-shaven, with keen hazel eyes, a hooked nose, thin,
tightly compressed lips, and a.bony, pfominent chin. He
was dressed in black, and there was not a sign about him of
the stockman of the plains. He looked as if he had stepped.
out of a fashionable hotel in New York,

“You will sit. down, Mr. Holt.” - 7 ;

The voice was just a little less stiff now, and if Tom hac
been an observant person he might have seen the ghost of a
twinkle somewhere in the depths of thé colonel’s brown :
eyes. But Tom was too mueh on strain to. observe any-:
thing, except that he vas being held at arms’ length. _

“T am intruding, sir,” Tom began, his back as straight az.
a ramrod. “But I had to-come.”- - -« =

(Will Tom’s pleadings sueceed in saving White Cat’s

‘Life 2 Be suve you read next week’s thrilling instalment
-of this powerful serial, chums.)" . A e

/
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language, and. illustrated ayith tens of thousands” of pic-
tures, many of which will be reproduced in colou: Ti is
edited by Arthur Mee, and will- thrill with interest from
end o end. o>

The price of each forfnightly part will be Is, 3d. ~and: an’

advance order for Part 1 should be placed with your news
agent to-day.

“The:;
will . deal with every <nm(mt :

THE GEM LIBRARY.

NEXT WEDNESDAY’S PROGRAMME

“GUSSY’S NEWSPAPER' 191
By Martin Clifford.

'l hat’s“the title of the next lm.r' mmphr( story of  Tom
\lun & Co.—and a top-hole yarn it J\ chums, {ake it fmm
‘me.” Look out for it in next week’s issue, Lt

“WHITE EAGLE!"

There will also be “another ripping ini(ulnif;i‘nf:()l
serial, boys.” Mind you read it! R
ANOTHER CAMEO! = S
, The St. Jim's Rhymester again piles in with a jolly

And don’t forget
Order

little poem, entitled :
the delicious Tuck
your GEM early.

“I'he Paper Chase.”
Harovers waiting fo be won.
Cheerio, chums,

* YOUR I‘DITOB

isall you pay be!ore delivery fora
superbly made 1 Hornless [
Gramophone or a No 803 Mead |55
with gigantic richly coloured horn,
solid oak cabinet, large motor
and loud - Sound Reproducér.
Sent (with 30 tuues) carriage

5 paid on - 10 AYS' FREE

5 TRIAL. Mahoganv Cabinet
Models, handy Portables and inlaid
Table Grands at low tactory prices.
Write ¢o-day for art catalogua.

Co. Dept. N.z )
Birmingham.

10. UNUSED cOuONIALS - ' 4
150 OTHER STAM FREE 1
: “BoomtitarIInnsed chtoria.l Colonials, every ovne a desirable
“a further 100 Very useful siamps, and ﬂuullw 50 all different ws
a4 -wonderful offer which will grmlly enhance the 'value of “Mm.
aolieetion. Send postcard only requesting Approvals. -
‘LISBURN & TOWNSEND, London Road, LIVERPOOL -

1/6 THE BULLY BOY 1/6

13

n

Sy

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

Boys are wanted for the Seaman Class (from which
selections are made for the Wireless Telegraphy
-and Signalling Branches). Age 153 to 163 years. o

Mez also are required foi®
SEAMEN (Speczal Servfce) - -

STOKERS - e  Agel8
ROYAL MARINE FORC’ES - = Age 17
GOOD PA ALL FOUND.

- -
EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION.

Apply by letter to the Recruiting Snaﬂ Officer, R. N and B.M.
5, Buffolk Street, Birmingham ; : 121 Victoria Street, Bristol ;
30, Oanning Place, Liverpool 3 55 .'Whitehall, London, 8.
289 Deansgate, Manchester; 116, Bye Hill, Newcastle-on-Tyn

6, Washington Terrace, Queens Park, Southampton.

EVERYTHING FOR
HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS

Machines from 8/6 to £16 and upwal
lene, Eleetric, and Gas Lighting Sets, an
Acgessories £or }.ome Cinemas of

1,000
- post (D

J 13. Red Lion Sq.. Londo
Fntmncr‘ Dane Street, :

‘ratéd
Lists FREE

20-.Shot Rapid Repeater Action Pea
Pistol.’ Fires a pea 25 feet at the
rate of 100 a minute. A Regular =
Pocket ‘Lewis  Gun! Bright nickel -
finish; .each .in box with ammuuition.
shooter than you have ever had before!
and don't miss our latest quick-firer!- Colonial
postage gd, extra. Send postcard for list.
4.  BISHOP & €0., 41, Finsbhury Sq., London, E.C.

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/-

A- better
Send 1/6

COmplete
Course

& 18
=
o

3-5 irches In ONE MONTH.
x " Without, app]ianceﬁ—drugs—or dieting 3
THE .FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM EVER- FAILS.

Uomplete Course 5/« P.O. post free, or further partics. stamp.
P A.- CLTVE. Harrock Fovze. The Close, COLWYN BAY.

SECRET SERVICE Pocket DISGUISE OUTFET '

Overseas 6d. -

for Actors,” Detectives, and others.  3/= each, post free.
extra. —Bopt XX, MILTON, 24, Station Parade, Norbury, London, §.W.16.

300°STAMPS FOR 6

New South Wales,

LYE, 8

. A NEW PATENT

POCKET INSTRUMENT

- THAT.ANYONE " °
- CANPLAY

Saxopbonc Cornet Clarioneute, ete., imitated. Several players in harmony
got. wonderful jazz effects. ~ How to vamp accompaniments to your tune,
aks0 - how. to: learn  voice production.
Saxola. May be had at all music stores,.or direct from the makcrs.

Post free, 8d. each. Better quality, 1s. 2d.
FIELD'S

(Dept. Bankfield A Road,

(Abroad 17 ),
Triangular,
Gold (‘oast ete. —W
STOUREBRIDGE.

including = Airpost,
0Old ndia, Nigeria,
WKITI:. Engine Lane,

10),

See instructions given with edch:’

HUDDERSPIELD ¥

CUT THIS oUT

5 GEM " PEN COUPON. 2= VALUE 3.

Send -5 of these coupons “with only 2/9 (’md 2d. stamp) direct to tha
FLEET PEN:CO.,: 11 Fleet Street, E.C.4. By return you will
receive a- handsome- fever  séif- flliing FLEET FOUNTAIN PEN with

solid gold mb (fine,- medium, or broad), usually 10/6. Flﬂet pmce 41-
4 ‘or with 5 coupons only 2/9. -

Call or Write.

WORTH CHEAP PHOTO 'MATERIAL. — Sam) les
2 000 catalogue free; 12 by 10 Bn&argement, any photo, 8
HACKETT'S WORKS, July Road, LIVERNOL

A COAL MINER AT WORK

Presented with my Freo “ MINING” pzwket is the not‘wblo SAARGEBIET
showing A COAL MINER AT WORK IN THE PIT. .This unigue
stamp has a border of 16 Miner’s Lamps. Also m ‘thie packet- is-the
LENIN MOURNING STAMP, Serbia (DEATH MASK issue), Saare (TELFER
SPA Jamaica (’Irnopslup), and a host of other uncommon stamnps. Send
 POSTC ARD asking for approvals. —VICTOR BANCROFT, MATLOCK.

DON'T - BE BULLIED

Send Four Penny Stamps only for TWO SPLENDID
ILLUSTRATED LESSONS in JUJITSU; the Won-

cience ever invented.

self undcr ALL ciz-

You can ‘have &

ER large' Illuetrated Poxtion for P.O.

3/9. SEND NOW “YAWARA ''“(Dent.

A.P.37), 10, Qneensway. Hanworth,. reltham. MIDDLESEX.
PRACTICAL TUITION any time at Hanworth.” -

TRICKS ° "AND  JOKES.

Better than Boxing or any other
Learn to take care of yo!
cumstances and. fear.no
MONST

—Boxes ot _each,

1/6. 8/«
“Book of

Magic or Card

‘Tricks, “6d. eacll.-d. McB RIDE 45, Lorton Street, BELFAST.
“froln 5/6 1,000 ‘ft. 100-ft, Sample  9d., posl

FlLM 3d. lLists—S.C.S., 71, Stanley Road
. Stratford, E. 'Phone Maryland 1794

TGRANID OUTEIT
-consisting of 50 different stamps, duplicate book per-
: L foration gauge, v est pocket. folder, metal watermark
‘déteptor mth prm’rcd instructions, copy of Stamp Bargains. The whole
{parcel free to genuine applicants for- my famed low priced approvals.
R. Wilkinson. Provincial Buildings, Colwyn Bay.

(IS ETIITIFIISISTIITIOITIIGIITISIIT
All applzcalwns for Advertisement Space in this
 publication ‘should be addressed to the Advertisement
“Manager, UNION ]ACK SERIES The
Fleetway Hozzse, F arrquon Street, London, E.C.4.

G S5 S5

N

e e

’ﬂliq

derinl Japanese - art of Self-Defence without 'Weapons .




