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By 'EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

A Powerful Long Complete Story of Schoolboy Life and Adventure.

CHAPTER 1.
LEAVE IT TO HANDFORTH !
RCHIE GLENTHORNE, of the
A Ancient House at St. Frank’s, ad-
justed his famous monocle, and sur-

veyed the tea-table with entire ap-
proval.

“Good, Phipps,” he cobserved. “Congrats.,
old miracle! I mean to say, this is a sight to
gladden the saddest heart—what‘?”

“I think everything is in order, sir,
Phipps evenly.

It was within a minute of five o’clock, and
Archie’s study in the Remove passage was
Jooking cheery and inviting. The November
evening was wet and cold, and a high wind
was moaning and Whmtlmg round the grey
buildings of the old school.

But within Study E, in the Ancient House,
comfort prevailed.

The fire was burning with a merry crackle,
the softly-shaded llghts were srtistically ar
ranged, and the tea-table was glittering with
delicate china and burnished silver. There
were dishes of cakes and pastries, assortments
of appetising sandwiches, and there were
places set for threce. The air was filled with
-;;he fragrant aréma of tea and buttered toast.
This particular study was always a haven
“of peace and luxury, for Archibald Winston
Derek Glenthorne was one of those favoured
youths who possessed every privilege that
money could buy for Fim. Fortunately,
Archie was level-headed. and he never ‘abused
these privileges. Although he was known as
the Genia! Ass, he wasn’t such a chump as he

»? said

looked. He spent nine-tenths of his life in
slacking—slacking at lessons and slacking at
sport, but occasionally he would have a tre-
mendous burst of energy, in which he would
make up for lost time.

Nobody in the Remove was particularly
surprised when Archie won first honours in
a paperchase. or when he quarrelled with a
redoubtakle enemy, and administered a sound
thrashing.  Aflter such exploits as these,
Archie would consistently slack for another
few weeks—in order, as he expressed it, to
“thoroughly restore the good old tissues.”

Of course, he didn’t really need Phipps at
all. Phlpps was his valet, and Archie rehed
upon him for everything. In fact, it was
popularly supposed that Archie would be quite
helpless it Phipps suddenly left him. But
this was only a myth. When Archie was
sufficiently determined, he could do almost
anything. The trouble was, he was hardly
over sufficiently determined. He took life
casily.

“What-ho!” observed the elegant junior,
as the schoo! clock began to solemnly chime.
“Five of the best, Phipps. Five merry old
thingummies of the what-d’call-it. Clangs of
the clapper, what? Guest No. 1 should, ac-
cording to all the rules of punctuality and
etiquette, be staggering dowu the corridor
tea-wards as it were. And guest No. 2 will
then roll up, bright and cheery, at five past.”

“I trust the plan will be successful, &ir,”
said Phipps.

“It’s a duet, old lad, for I'm trusting, too,”
he admitted. *“ At the same time, I've got to
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admit that these worries ave affecting the
old grey matter so dashed acutely that it’s
absolutely turning mottled. 1 mean to say,
the dear chappies are priceless sportsmen, and
all that sort of thing, but they need a fright-
ful amount of handling.”

“You must be very tactful, sir.”

“Good gad! Tactful, what?” said Archiec.
“ Absolutely. Tact, in fact, is the absolute
stuff to shove across them. You can trust the
young master to rally round with oodles of
the celebrated Glenthorne discretion.” »

“I am sure of that, sir,” agreed Phipps |

firmly. “Shall I remain, in order to officiate,
or would you prefer to be alone?”

“Yes !’ said Archie stoutly. ““ Absolutely!”

“You would prefe- me to remain, sir?”

“ Absolutely not! You can rely upon the
young master to handle this situation with
efficiency,” said Archie. “Be good enough to
do your famous evaporating trick, Phipps,
old ghost! Unless my ears deccive me, guest
No. 1 is already at the gates.”

Following a tap on the door, Ralph Leslic
Fullwood entered. lle was smiling and polite,
but the smile wasn’t quite like his usual
one, It had an air of being forced.

“By Jove, Archie, you're doing the thing
in style !” he said, with a glance of satisfaction
at the table. “I'm not worth all this special
display.” >

Phipps discreetly wvanished,
waved his guest to a chair.

““Pray refrain from such priceless rot,” he
saidi severeiy. “T mean to say, disitinguished
guecsts require something out of the good old
rnt. Scemething, I mean to say, absolutely
top-hole, wita silver-plated knobs on !”

Fullwood laughed. .

“Well, it’s very decent of you, Archie,
I must say,” he remarked. “TI’ll admit I’ve
becen fecling. a bit lonely lately, and tea in
your company will be a double pleasure.
Brent’s joining us, I suppose?” he added, as
he glanced at the table again, and noted the
third place.

“Brent?” said Archie, with a start. “I
mean, dear old AIf? Oh, what-ho! That
i1s to say, make yourself frightfully at home,
dear old peca-nut! Take a chair, dash it.
Take the good old lounge. Spread yourself
out, laddie!”

Archice's manner was slightly confused, but
Fuliwood didn’t seem to notice it. As a
matter of fact, the third place was not set
for Alf Brent at all—although Fullwood’s
assumiptton was justified, seeing that Brent
was Archie Glenthorne’s study-mate. How-
cver, Fullwood didn’t know that Brent was
having tea that day with some of the fellows
over in the Modern House.

“This must have cost you a pretty penny !”
said Fullwood soberly.

“I say,” protested Archiec “Odds person-
alities and embarrassments! I say, old chunk
ot cheese! A bit dashed mouldv, what?”

“The cheese?” said Tullwood politely.

“No, the good old reference to the pieces
of eight, as it were,” said Archie. “The

and Archie

cash, dash 1t! I mean, no chappic comes
into another chappie’s study to tea, and passes
such dashed remarks about pretty pennics,
and all that sort of rot! It simply isn’t done,
old melon !’

“Sorry!” grinned Fullwood. “I didn’
think you were quite so strict on the for-
malities, old man. We'd betier wait for
Brent, T suppose?”

“Brent?” repcated Archie. *Yes, rather!
I mean, absolutely nct! That is, you see,
as it were, Brent To put it absolutely
ncatly, laddie, Brent, so to specak, is——
Well, what-ho!” he conciuded briskly.

“As clear as mud !” said Fullwood. “ What’s
the idea of this evasion 2

A tap came on the door, and Archie gasped,.

“Odds holes and fixes!” he cjaculated.
“Just instime to save me from a somewhat
frightful posish, by gad! Come in, dear old
tulip! Welcome to tlfb groaning board, and
all that rot!” . _ v

The door opencd, and Clive Russell walked
in, smiling.

“On tinie to the minute Archie,” he said
genially,  ““ Hallo, another guest, ¢h? Good
egg! I—-7 \
He broke off as IFullwood turned round in
his chair, and his whole expression changed.
The smile vanished from his face, and he
flushed shightly. And TFullwood, for his part,
rosc to his feet so abruptly that he tipped the

chair over backwards. A strained, tense
silence followed.
Archie instinctively sensed trouble, and

trotted out the Glenthorne tact.

“What-ho " he said hastily. “Introductions
required, what? Clive—Ralph! I mean to
say, Ifullwood—Russell! Kindly dash about,
and get acquainled, as 1t were. And now—
teca! Good old brew-—the stuff that shoves
sundry chunks of cheer into a cove !”

1fe bustled about with the tea-pot, and was
so anxious to appear unconcerned that he
pourad tea into the sugar-basin before he
realised what he was doing.” In the mecan-
time, Clive Russell and Ralph Leslic Full-
wood, the former chums of Study I, con-
tinued to look at one another with complete
cmbarrassment. Clive, who was necarest the
door, turned back.

“I’m sorry, Archie,” bhe said quictly.

“Eh?7” ejaculated Archie. “I mean, what?”

“When you invited me to tea this afternoon
did you not know that IFFullwood would be
here ?” went on Clive. “Did you ask me to
come so that you could—well, so that you
could force me into his company?”

Archie necarly dropped +he tea-pot.

“Good gad!” Lo gasped. “The fact
laddie—"

“Did you?” insisted Clive. :

"?}'ell, I mean, to be absolutely accurate

“For the third time. Archie—did you?” de-
manded the Canadian junior.

“Well, dash it, yes!” said Archie stoutly.
“I thought 1t was a rather priceless scheme to
bring vou obstinate blighters together. I

18,
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Two of the
brightest and chirpiest—" '

“I'm awfully sorry, Archie, but I wouldn’t
have accepted your invitation if I had
known,” interrupted Russell. “So I hope
youw’ll excuse me.”

Ile opened the door and went out.

“I say,” panted Archie. “I say! I mean,
dash it, I say! (dds disasters and calami-
ties! Clive, old corncob! Why, dash it,
the chappie’s gone!”

Ile turned, and looked at Fullwood
acute distress,

““I1 appreciate your motives, old man,’’ said
Fullwood quietly, *““but you shouldn’t have
done this.”

“Oh, but I say, look here——"

“It wasn't quite fair to éither of us,” went
on Fullwood. * After all, this quarrel is our
affair, Archie, and we don’t want any inter-
ference.’’

“Good gad!
tD'_"_'”

“Don’t misunderstand me, Archie,’” inter-
rupted Fullwood,
squeezing the = dis-
tressed junior’s arm,

in

I—I didn’t absolutely mean

CHARLIE CHAPLIN leccccccee

heal the good old wound, and I've only made
it worse. I mean, what about it ?"”

Handforth gave one of his snorts.

“Oh, so you've been trying to patch up
that silly squabble, eh?” he said tartly. “You
can’t expect to perform a miracle like that,
my lad! Leave it to me. I'll-be the peace-
maker,”

Archie looked alarmed.

“You!” he eaid blankly. “I mean—you a
peaccmaker? Odds contradictions and won-
ders! Absolutely imposs, laddie! I mean,
a firebrand as peacemaker, what?”

—

2, CHAPTER 2.
E A DOING HIS BEST!
8 >a ANDFORTH gave Archic a
Y cold look.
el “I may be a firebrand—
; I'm proud of it—but when
it comes to giving good

advice, I'm right on
the mark, too,”” he
said firmly, “So I

““I don't mean any- -t - . don’t want to hear
thing nasty, Your ¢ A" splendid stand-up figure § = &ny more of your
wotive was good, 8 . _ e sarcasm, my ladl
and I think Russell o of. the Prince of Ilm ° querstand? g .
will appreciate 1t as ® , . b4 ‘After all,” said
much as I do. At ® Comedians will be ® Archie, “a chappie
the same time, we b -4 can only judge
can’t patch up our o GIVEN AWAY ®  another  chappie’s
E{lla]ﬁ»el overa cup of  ® : , ® chéli';a,gter éﬁ’a ‘f,h't;
ea. ; : : > 0 r ppie
Seu Goghind e with next Wednesday's issue. & s And, & &
iz\ithﬁzad!” 4 sa%d 2 It is Charlie to ‘the e peacem];a.ker, I don't
Archie indignantly. e . on’ : . remember an
“1I mean to an, yoyu . life on’t miss him ! o frightful successes og
gljl;eadet_ﬂ]_ . fright(; o ‘; gour ;iart, OIdt ched-
ds idiots an ar. mean to say,
mules! Why can’t GGOOOGH""O"ONEXT WEEK" ou’re more dashed

vou be sensible, and

bung forth the glad hand? I mean, these
dashed squabbles are nothing, wher it comes
down to——"

“This affair of ours is more than you
imagine, Archie,” interrupted Tullwood.
“So, under the cires, let’s call this tea off.”,

He went out without waiting for Archie to
reply. And as he elosed the door and turned
down the corridor, he ran into Idward Oswald
Handforth, the famous leader of Study D.

“Hallo!" said Handforth. “You're look-
ing a bit wonky about the gills, aren’t you?
What's the matter with you, you ass? I just
passed Russell, and he was worse! Wouldn't
cven answer !’

“Cheese it, Handy!” growled Fullwood.
“It’s our affair!”

He passed on and went into his own study,
and slammed the door., IIandforth took a
deep breath as Archie joined him.

““Mad!”’ he said grimly.

‘““Laddic, be good enough to rally round!”’
eald Archie desperately. ‘A frightful frost.
An absolutely perfect frost..dash it! In
other words, a ghastly failure! I tried to

ikely to precipitate
a gory battle than to end a row.”

““If those idiots won't see reason, it'll ba
their own fault if there’s a gory battle,” said
Handforth curtly. *“In the first place, what
are they quarrelling about? That’s what I
want to know! [I've tried to get to the
bottom of it two or three times, but they
won’t confide in me.’Z

“Which mercly proves, I mean, that
they’ve got a certain amount of sense, after
all,” said Archie firmly., ‘“DPerscnally, I'm
convinced that it’s all connected with that
twenty quid.”

“What twenty quid ?”

“Why, the other day Russell received
twenty of the best from his pater,’’- explained
Archie, with a worried frown, “And Full-
wood, it secms—at lecast, that's how I figure
it out—appears to have the frightful impres-
sion that dear old Clive got the money in
some murky fashion. And all this misunder-
standing is the result. I mean, a word would
straighten things ”

Archie broke off suddenly, and an expres-
sion of acute horror came into his face.
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“Odds blunders and bloomers ]’ he gasped.
“I mean to say, good absolutely gad! Kindly
forget what I’ve just been saying, laddie!”

“Forget 1t 7"’ repeated Handforth, staring.

‘“ Absolutely,”” urged Archic. “In fact,
absolutely with knobs on! Absolutely with
balloon tyres! The fact is, I'm not supposcd
to refer to that priceless twenty quid at all!
Dear old Clive requested me to say nothing!”

Handforth smiled indulgently.

“That’s all right,” be said. *You can
trust me, I suppose? As long as you haven't
told anybody else, the secret is still intaet,
Although I'm hanged if I can understand
why there should be any secret at all,”’ he
added. ‘“Huh! So Fullwood is mad enough
to suspect Russell of shady tricks, eh? TI'll
soon put this thing right, my lad.”

Archie adjusted his mcnocle mournfully.

“And there’s tea. don’t you know,” he
went on. “I mean, a really priceless blow-
out, as it were. And both the guests miss-
ing, dash 1t! And my own appetite posi-
tively bunkered, by gad! What, dash it, is
the use? All that ripping spread going to
waste 1

““What’s this?”’ asked Willy Handforth, of

the Third. “A ripping spread going to
waste! Where? Chubby, my son, corn in
Egypt!”’

Edward Oswald’s minor had just been pass-
ing through the corridor at the moment—
indeed, at a most opportune moment, 1in
Willy’s opinion., He and his chums were
hard up, and tea was still being hunted for,

“Clear off!” said Handforth, frowning.
“Who told vou to interfere 7”

“T’m not interfering,”” replied Willy. “ But
if there’s a spread going to waste, as Archie
just intimated ”

“ Absolutely,’’ interrupted Archie, nodding.
“In my study, laddies!. The good aold guests
have trickled awav, and the toast and the
what-nots and the how-do-vou-do’s are simply
going mouldy for want of appetites. One of
life’s major tragedies!”

“Don’t you worry, Archie,”” said Willy
kindly. ““You necdn’t let a little thing like
that bother you. Chubby and I will rally
round. We'll secttle this little problem for
you. Won’t we, Chubby?”

“It’s settled already!”
Heath promptly.

They scuttled off, and Archie was so full
of his own worries that he did not take any
notice of them. Instead, he dashed for
Study H—which was occupied by Ulysses
Spencer Adams, the American boy. But just
at the present, Clive Russell was “digging ”
there, too.

“Oh, I say!”’ burst out Archie, as he found
Clive alone. *“I say. old boy—"

“I'm sorry, Archie, but 1 can’t come to
that tea-party of yours o

“ Absolutely not,” agreed Archie. * DPer-
haps it was a frightfully bad move on my
part, but I was only acting for the best, old
dear. You see, it gives me a pain to see you
chappies at loggerheads. And I thought—
well, I mean, Phipps and I put our heads

b

replied Chubby

together, as it were, and we gathered that a
little quiet chit-chat over the tca-cups wonld
be beneficial. But I must confess that Phipps
was dashed dubious, even from the start. A
brainy lad, Phipps!’’

“Yes,”” said Clive, without interest.

“But that’s not the point, old onior,”
went on Archie concernedly. *‘You remem-
ber that matter of the twenty pounds? Fu!ll-
wood thinks you got it in some mouldy way,
or something? And you won't cxplain,
although it’s a present from your pater, to
open up a film studio, or something fright-
fully ripping of that sort?” '

“My father sent me the money to buy a
home film camera and projector,’’ said Clive
Russell biuntly. ¢ Fullwood thinks I got it
by gambling. And as long as he choocses to
have such rotten thoughts about me, I don’§
want to speak to him.”

“Well, the fact is, I just told Handforth
about that good old twenty,” said Archie, in
distress. “A slip, old lad. I mean, you told
me 1n confidence, and——"

“It’s all right, Archie,”” interrupted Clive,
with a smile. “There’s nothing very secre-
tive about it, after all.”

“Then you’re not absolutely furious?”

‘asked Archie, with relief. ‘‘You don’t regard

me as a traitor,
sort ?”

“No, you ass,
about it.”

Archie went out, greatly eased in mind,
and when he arrived back in his own study,
he found Willy Handforth & Co. in full
charge, making the special spread look de-
cidedly silly.

“Good man !’ said Willy, as he glanced
round, “We’ve left you a chunk of toast,
Archie, and two sandwiches, and——"

“Good gad!’”’ interrupted Archie, gazing at
the invaders in dismay. “I mean, all this
barging in, what? Slightly ragged at the
edge, I mean to say! Uninvited guests, and
all that sort of stuff!” °

“ 'Sgou said the spread was going to waste

“By absolutely gad, so I did!” said Archie,
with a start. ‘‘Right-ho! In other words,
carry on, sergeant! DProceed with the doings.
Archie has lost his appetite,”and will indulge
in meditation, Kindly take no notice. Go
ahead, and clear the dashed board.”’

He sank down on the lounge, and the fags
took him at his word. In the meantime,
Edward Oswald Handforth was talking eeri-
ously to Church and MecClure, his long-suffer-
ing chums of Study D.

“Yes, I'm going_to Clive Russell, and I'm
going to ask him what the dickens he means
by keeping up this squabble!” he was saying.
“I’m going to bring those two chaps to-
gether, and make them shake hands.”

Church grunted, and McClure merely shook
his head.

“That’s whidt I’'m going to do,” said Hand-
forth sternly., *I don’t like to see these ruc-

or anything foul of that

22

smiled Clive. “Forget all
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tions. WWhat's more, I won’t have them. I'm Schoolboy quarrels were commonplace
going to Clive Russell, and I'm going to talk | enough at S§. I‘rank’s. As a rule, they broke

to him like an uncle.”’

Church sighed. ‘

“Well, why not go?’” he suggested wearily.

“Eh?!) '

“Why not go, instead of jawing at us?”

“That’s exactly my intention?!’ retorted
Handiorth. * These fellows nced looking after
like children!  Fancy squabbling over
nothing! Why, it’s disgraceful! Just like a
couple of infants!” )

His chums could hardly refrain from grin-
ning. Irn Study D, squabbles were of daily
occurrence—with Handforth himself as the
instigator. in nine cases out of ften, And
neither Church nor McClure could remember
one of these squabbles which had arisen from
a rcally adequate cause. But Handforth could
never see his own shortcomings—although he
gspotted them with lynx-eyed swiftness when
they revealed themeselves 1n others.

He went out, and marched to Clive’s study.

“So you're here!” he said accusingly, as
he blundered in.

The Canadian boy, who was
frowned.

“Where did
asked impatiently.

still alone,
ou expect to find me?” he
“If it’s all the same to
vou, Handforth, I'm not in the mood for
vour tommy-rot just now, I want to be alone.
I'm worried. I don't feel like talking. 1
don’t want to answer any questions, and I've
got a headache. Are those hints enough "’

Handforth brushed them all aside in one
sweep.

“I've come here to give you some good
advice,”” he said firmly, as he closed the door.
“You've had a row with Fullwood, haven't
vou? He and you are at loggerheads. There’s
been a row over some money. Well, I'm
going to secttle it. Is that quite clear?”

Clive Russell groaned.

“It’s toc clear!” he replied unhappily.
“But you can’'t do anything, Handy. What’s
maore, 1 wouldn’t want you to do anything,
even if you could. Ior goodness’ sake, leave
us alone.”

Handforth sat down on a corner of the
table.

“Nothing doing !’ he replied calmly., “I've
come here to settle this gquarrel, and I'm not
going to leave this study until I've suc-
ceeded !’

“In that case,” replied Clive, “you’d better
make plans to spend the rest of your life
here !’’

CHAPTER 3,
PATCHING IT UP!

| TRICTLY speaking, Edward
S Oswald Handforth’s ac-
tivity was a piece of in-
tolerable interference, DBut
he didn’t mcan it Lo be
such, And Clive Russell, fortunately, knew
hin: so well that he thoroughly understood
that his motives were of the best.

out without any warning, lasted for a day or
two, and were then healed up to the satis-
faction of both parties. And afterwards, the
quarrellers wondered what they had been at
loggerheads about.

This atfair between Clive Russell and Ralph
Leslie IFullwood was different.

It was much more sericus than an ordinary
study row. And it had originated as a direct
consequence of the new regime at St. Frank's
—the Honour System, which was now in full
swing.

Professor Grant Hudson, of Hale Uni-
versity, U.S.A.,, was at present the head-
master’s distinguished guest. He it was who
had suggested this experiment at the famous
public school. And for some little time St.
Frank’s had been “on its honour.”” In
other words, although the ordinary rules and
regulations held good, nobody was obliged to
obey them. The fellows were simply on their
honour to do so. They could, indecd, defy
the school authority with impunity, and “ get
away with 1t.”” Happily. there were very few
who deliberately took this mean advantage.
In practice, the new order of things had
resulted in a genera! improvement. The boys
were on their honour, and they took the
greatest possible trouble to obey every rule
and regulation with strict and scrupulous
care.

The whole school felt that it was necessary
to show Professor Hudson that a great British
college could be placed on its honour, and
come through with flying colours.

There were a few. however—the known
rotters such as Forrest & Co., of the Remove,
and the irresponsibles—who regarded this
change as a glorious opportunity for having
a good time. They had no particular code of
honour, so why should they worry about
adhering to the rules? '

Thzy lazed in bed long after the rising-
hour, they missed lessons with impunity, and
rolled home. after a visit to the pictures, or
a spree, an hour or so beyond the usual bed-
time. At first, indeed, this section of the
school had caused the headmaster a great
amount of worry. It seemed that the Honour
System was a failure.

1 Bgt the boys themselves took matters in
1and.

Dick Hamilton, the captain of the Remove
—quiet, but extraordinarily capable—organ-
ised a Vigilance Committee. And the other
Forms followed his lead. @ The Vigilantes
promptly instituted a strict watch. War was
declared on the “DBlots.” All the fellows
who acted dishonourably were classed asg
Blots, since they were deliberately attempt-
ing to besmirch the scheol’'s honour.

These gay vouths soon discovered that their
newly-found freedom was a myth. Unless
they obeyed the rules in the ordinary way,
they suffered punishment far more drastic
than those which had been administered
under the old regime! The Vigilantes were.
absolutely grim and merciless.
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And this quarrel between Ralph Leshe
Fullwood and Clive Russell was an outcome
of these recent changes. Some of the ordi-
narily decent fellows were being drawn into
bad habits—led away, perhaps, by the very
nature of the novel liberty. Clive Russeli
had been absent one whole night, and Full
wood had wrongly assumed that his Canadian
chum had absented himself without leave.
As a matter of fact, Clive had had his House
master’s permission, but Fullwood was still
ignorant of this.

And then, in the morning, Fullwood had
seen Clive with a lot of money—twenty
pounds, or more. And he had known for a
fact that Clive had only possessed threc
pounds overnight! .

Again, FFullwood had jumped to an un-
worthy conclusion. He had assumed that
Russell had visited a disreputable gambling
club, and that he had won the money at
voulette. Foolishly, he had half-=accused Clive
of this—after having heard lies from Forrest
& Co. that Clive was guilty. And the
Canadian boy was so upset by the suggestion
that he had taken no steps to disabuse Full-
wood’'s mind. Indeed, Clive’s very attitude
had seemed to indicate that he was guilty.

And so the trouble had gone on, without
cither party making any attempt to clear up
the misunderstanding.

One reason for the prolonged disagrcement
was that Clive. in the bitterness of his pique,
had cleared out of Study I, and had joined
Adams, in Study H. So the two former
chums had very little opportunity of meet-
ing. They studiously avoided one another
about the school. And, indeed, they had not
spoken a couple of words during the last
threce days. | .

Most of the other fellows had seen their
aloofness, but very hittle notice had been
taken, for everybody assumed that the pair
would soon be united again. And, in any
case, it was always a risky business to inter-
fere in a study quarrel.

And now Handforth, after two or three
days of valiant restraint, had made up his
mind to act.

“Yos,”' he. said firmly,
business has got to be eettled.
I'm going to settle it.”

“Bo a sportsman, Handy, and leave it
alone,” replied Clive quietly. “When Full-
wood and I want to speak to one another,
we’ll know what to do, without any advice
from you =5

“Mpy dear ass, that’s all pifle!’”’ interrupted
Handforth coldly. “Do you think T don’t
know what these silly misunderstandings are ?
They always drag on unless some sensible
chap acts firmly. Archie tells me that your
pater sent you twenty pounds? It was sup-
posed to be private, but he let it out by
accident. Of course, it's safe with me—""

“ Archie told me that he made a slip,” said
Russell. “ It doesn’t matter—there’s nothing
in it. DMy father sent me the money to buy
a film camera and a home projector. But I
don’t see what you ecan do, Handy——"

“this quarrelling
What’s more,

-did actually give good advice,

“Fullwood thinks you got that money
squl{ﬁ]y', doesn’t he ?”’

“Squiffily 7’ said the Canadian boy.

“Well, you know—betting, or gambling, or
something.’

“Yes, he thinks that, I believe.”

“And all this trouble has grown out of it 2"’
demanded Handforth,

“I guess so,” said Clive, with a nod.

“Then, you poor fathead, why don’t you
tell IFullwood the truth?” asked Handforth
indignantly. “You silly chump! You hope-
less lunatic! You dotty ass! You're worse
than he is—because you know the truth, and
he doesn’t! It’s up to you to go to Fullwood,
and to tell him the facts about that twenty
quid. Then he’ll know that his accusation
was wrong, and he’ll take about ten minutes
babbling out his apologies. You’ll fall on
one another’s necks, grab fists, and be pals
again.”

Occasionally—very occasionally—Handforth
This was one
nf those very exceptional moments. Without
any question, his suggestion was brainy,
Dircet action—that was Handforth’s poliey.
And this situation between Russell and Full-
wood was clearly a case for direct action, and
nothing clse. '

As Handforth had intimated, a word from
Clive about that money—the truth as to its
source—would clear all the suspicions from
Fullwood’s mind. And he, being a decent
fellow, would promptly admit the injustice of
his suspicions, and would humbly apologise.
It was a certain way to peace.

“Well 7’ demanded Handforth, as Clive
remained silent.

“0Oh, T don’t know,” said the Canadian
tunior uncomfortably. :

“You don’t know what?”

“T don’t know what to do.”

“Haven’t T just told you, you donkey ?”’

“Yes, but ’m not sure I feel like doing it,”
replied Clive awkwardly. “ After all, it’s up
to him to take the first step.”

“How the dickens can hge—when yecu’re the
chap who knows the truth?”’

“He shouldn’t have such rotten suspicions
growled Clive. “Docesn’t he know me? Why
should he jump to such hasty conclusions?
It’s his business to come to me, and to apolo-
gise. Then T'll tell him about the money.”

Handforth gave one of his loudest snorts.

“Talk about mules!” he said, with a glare.
“Why, you idiot, he’ll apologise until he’s
hoarse—aflter you’ve spoken to him. Per-
haps it’s up to him to apologise without anv
explanation—I’l] admit that—but you can’t
expect miracles. Why can’t you be content
with his regret afterwards?”

Clive’s eyes suddenly sparkled.

“You're right ' he said breathlessly. *Per-
haps it did look rather rummy to Ralph, when
you come to think of it. And if I explain
that 1 was out that night with Mr. T.ee’s per-
mission, and that T got the money from my
father by registered post the next morning,
he’ll be decent enough to apologise. And
that’ll put everything straight.”

1.”
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Clive Raossell’s frantic struggles were smothered as the East House oads gagged him with a scart, and then tied

bis bhands.

He heard Enoch Snipe titter excitedly ; then came the sound of Forrest’s voice, What fresh

villainy had the cads planned ?

“By George, then you’re going to take my
tip?” said IHandforth eagerly.

“Yes, I guess I will!” said Clive, nodding.

“Good man!” declared TFdward Oswald,
jumping off the table.  “Then the whole
quarrel 1s as good as over. You can always
trust me wheou it comes to a question of
peacemaking !

He bustled off, full of satisfaction. And
Clive Russell stood for a few moments, think-
ing over what his late visitor had just said.
Then, with a flushed face, he went out in
scarch of Ralph Leslie Fullwood.

——

CHHAPTER 4.
BERNARD FORREST'S CHANCE.
Y

an atrocious piece of
bad luck Clive practically
ran into Forrest & Co., of
Study A, outside his door.
And at that very moment
Fullwood was in sight farther down the pas-
BALE,

Forrest acted on the instant.

“Hallo, Clive, cld man!” he cried cheerily,
as he glapped the Canadian youngster on the
back, “Doing anything this evening1”

Clive gave him a cold glance.

“Not with you, Torrest!”
shortly.

“Good man!” grinned Forrest, his voice
louder than ever, “Come along to my
study, and I'll give you a great time. In
half an hour, then? Fine! That’ll suit me
to perfection. We'll tave the cards aiready.”

“Cards?” repeated Clive, staring, * What
are you talking about?”

But I'orrest had gain:d his end. Without
question, IFullwood had heard those words,
but Fullwood had now gone into the lobby,
out of earshot. So it didn't matter what
Clive now said.

“You're always welcome in Study A,” said
IForrest coolly.

“Go and cat coke!” retorted Clive coldly.
“What’s the idea of this rot, anyhow? You
know well encugh that I cLon't play cards—

he retorted

| with you, or anybody else
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Forrest shrugged his shoulders, and Clive
walked off hurrying towards the lobby,
where he had scen Fullwood going, out of the
corner of his eye. Forrest glanced cunningly
at Gulliver and Bell, his precious pals.

“Pretty nedt, eh?” hLe said softly.

“Y can’t understand the idea,” said Gul-
liver, with a blank look.

“Poor chap—you’ve got no brains
torted Fo:rest.

During the past two or three days he had
been doing everything in his power to main-
tain the misunderstanding between the chums
of Study I. On sevecral occasions he had de-
liberately kept Russell in canversation—and
always in Fullwood’s sight. His object was
to make Fullwood believe that they were
thick together, as this would lend colour to
Fullwood’s present suepicions.

Bernard was very bitter against Fullwood.
For on that fatal night in question—the very
night that Clive had been absent—Fullwood
had frustrated Rernard Forrest’s plan to visit
the roulette club, by locking the enraged
Bernard in his bed-room cupboard, and keep-
ing him there. Ever since then, the leader
of Study A had been seeking revenge. And
his vindictive nature sought a revenge that
would entangle Fullwood hopelessly within
its meshes. _

This latest step had been the best yet, for
although Fullwood had heard Forrest’s words,
he had not heard Clive’s.

Entering the lobby, the Canadian boy de-
cided to put an end to this nonsense then and
there. He was actinz on the impulse—the
impuise that Handforth had instigated. And
there was no time lhike the present. Reflec
tions might lead him to hesitate, and to put
off the explanation altogether.

“Say, IFullwood!” he exclaimed breath-
lessly. :

Ralph Leslie Fullwood turned just as he
was about to enter the cloak-room. He gave
Russell a pegculiar look—a look which was
altogether hostile. For a fraction of a
second, Clive almost decided to turn on his
heel, and walk off. There was something in
Fullwood’s attitude which antagonised him
again—just when he was in this conciliatory
mood, too.

“Well?” said Fullwood bluntly.

“I’d like a word with you,” said Clive.

“Go ahead. But make it as short as you
can,”

If this conversation had taken place in a
film cartoon icicles would have been hanging
from Fullwood’s words. In facl, hec gave his
former chum not the slightest encourage-
ment. Indeed, quite the contrary.

“Hang it, you needn’t talk in that tone!”
said Russell, rather hurt. “I’m the injured
party, not you. DBut isn’t i* about time we
put an end to all this idiotic bunk? I'm
eick of it, anyhow I

“Oh!” said Fullwood, with a distinct sneer
in his voice. ‘“That’s strange! I thought
you were just getting thick with Forrest. I'm

1”7  re-

surprised that you should desire my com-
pany again{”

The bitterness in his words was so acute
that Russell’s peaceful motives vanished. He
glared angrily.

“What do you mean?” he demanded.

_If only he had taken Handforth’s advice
literally, and had grabbed Fullwccd by the
shoulders, and forced him to listen to his.few
words of explanation, the air would have
been coropletely cleared. But human nature
being what it is, Clive flared up.

“Confound vou!” he went on. “I don’t
desire your company, and you can think whas
you like about me. Yoa can have a!l the
rotton euspicions——"

" Suspicions!” interrupted Fullwood curtly.
“It wouldn’t matter if they were only sus-
picions. Are you trying to deny that you're
not thick with that cad Forrest? Do you
think T haven’t got ears?”

“What do you mcan?” demanded Clive
angrily.

“Don’t try to bluff!” retorted Fullwood.
“What were you just arranging? So you're
going to Study A in half an hour, eh? And
Forrest i3 going to have the cards ready.
What do youn take me for—a fool?”

Clive Russell started back.

“Do—do you think I’ve just arranged to
play cards in Forrest’s study ?” he asked.

“I don’t think anything about it—I've got
ears!”

“You cad!” blazed Clive {uriously,
“What’s the good of trying to tell you any-
thing? I was an idint to speak to you at all!
Your mind’s full of rotten, dirty suspicions!
As for Forrest, I should think you’re more
likely to seek his company than 1 am!”

“What!” shouted Fullwood.

“Xispecially in the small hours—on the
razzle!” addod Clive, taking a keen pleasure
in uttering the words., “It wouldn’t be any-
thing new to you!”

Ralph Leslie Fullwood winced, and turned
pale. That taunt cut him to the quick, and
his mental pain was obvious. In a flash,
Clhive regretted his hot words, and hastened
to undo the damage.

“I'm sorry!” he muttered. “I—I didn’t
mean-——">
“Oh, don’t apologice!” interrupted Full-

wood. “I canm’t expect anything else. I
was fool enough to hope that ail that was
dead and gore; but a chap can’t thrust his
past into the background, and leave it there.
1t’s always liable to jump out and floor him.”

In former days, Ralph Leslie Fullwood had
been the leader of Study A himself, but now
he had lcarned better sense. In point of
fact, the Canadian junior had had a large
part in reforming him. And Clive bit his
tongue with vexation after he had uttered
those taunting words. They were unfair—
they were unjust and caddish. Fullwood had
never once gone back; he bad never shown
the slightest desire o associate with his for-
mer companions. His conversion {o real
decency had been genuine.



THE NELSON

LEE

LIBRARY’ 1Y

W—

“I didn’t mean that just now,” said Clive
huskily., “But you drove me to it, Ralph.
Why can’t you lislen to me for a minute, and
have this beastly quarrel scttled ?”

“Settled !” repeated IFullwood Dbitingly.
“Who said that I wanted it settled? I may
have been a cad at one time, but nowadays
I'm rather particular. And I'd like to know
by what right you jibe at me? Haven’t you
got twenty pounds in your pocket that you
won at roulette?”

“It’'s not in my pocket—it's in my desk,”
said Clive bitterly. “And I wish I'd never
had the money You're wrong about the
roulette, ton.  Your mind scems to run on
that confounded game——"

“Oh, don’t make things worse by lyving!”
said Fullwood harshly. ,

shouted Clive, his

“You—you rotter!”

anger bursting out again. “I'm fed up with
"this bickering! What’s the good of trying
to expiain anything? You've got roulette on
the brain!™

o | hap{)en to know what the game is—and
1

“Well, I'm jiggered!” ejaculaled Hand-
forth blankly.

“So much for your marvellous peace-
making !” said Church. “We don’t like to
say ‘I told you so,” Handy, but it’'s a big
temptation.”

“You  fathead!” Handforth.
“You've said it!”

“X’E’ell, we warned you about butting in

roared

Handforth didn’t wait to listen. He rushed
off down the corridor, and came face to face
with Fullwood at the end.

“Oh,” he eaid, halting, “what the dickers
is the meaning of this?  What have you
becn saying to Russell? I told him to come
to you and explain everything, and now he
says that you’re a stranger to him!”

“Ii it comcs to that,” said Fullwood, *he's
a siranger to me!”

“You babbling lunatic!”
forth. “I can expiain ”

“I don’t wanl to hear it!”

snorted Hand-

| “But I know where Russcll got that twenty.

| knowf low it cag u:ds-—d,
prip a fellow,”’” sai ' “So do II” A
Fullwood quietly. 0BDER YOUR GOPY—-HMH-“" “You don't!”*
“I'm sorry g.o see o . sh%lted H]:andl;cilrthl;
that you’ve become o ) _ e “You only ink
one of its victims ¢ of next week’s issue now, andso ¢ H-‘-i’d ta mle o
—_" © . L J on't think—
“Oh, we'd better & mMake sure of getting the superb &  yuow,” interrupted
oD e Lot 8 stand-up portrait of the great § Fullwood custly. “1t
= 8 o e
E(titly' _‘EAS for 1"0“1; e CHARLIE CHAPLIN. o irllg o, an;;l;}.:ingli
ette, 1I  you wen P e €ise, he's peen lying!li
ncar one of thoso 3 You can only make SURE 3 Perh,apihhe% ooled,
confounde . y . e YOu 1 iNe same wWay,
with twenty founC!s E of this stunning FREE GIFT ® as he’s fooled some
1?011%&?’1; ::l?iitet,yoltf E by ordering—- E grslhoﬁ IChzi?lscll IP:iLtI:)tn'lf:;
more titan ten g want to know any,
minutes! Once a vic- gecsossosccscsscssclN ADVANCE !  more about him!” !

tim, always a vic-
tim !’

“You ought to know!” snapped Fullwood.
“Perhaps you're going to visit that infernal
club again to-night?”

“Confound you!” roared Clive Russell.

Ie turned on his heel, and marched back
towards his own quarters, so quickly, in fact,
that Forrest & Co. hardly had time to dodge
into Study A. Handforth came into his own
room just as Clive was passing.

“Well,” he said genially, “fixed it up?”

“No, I haven’t!” snapped the Canadian
boy.

He tried to brush past, but IHandforth held
hitn. And Church and McClure stood in the
doorway of Study D, looking concerncd.

“THold on !” said Edward Oswald. “What’s
the idea of this black look? Didn’t you take
my adviee? Didn’'t you go to IFullwood—"

“Yes, I did—and I don’t want to speak to
him again!” interrupted Clive hotly. *“I
don’t want to see him, or know anything
about him  As far 2s I'm concerned, I guess
be's a stranger!”

ile tore himsell away and walked ofl.

And before Hand-

forth could open his

mouth to say anything further, Fullwood
pushed past, and walked into his own study.

CHAPTER 5.
THE BEGINNIKG OF A PLOT.] .

ERNARD FORREST took
a deep breath, 1
“By gad,” he murmured’
gloatingly, “I’ve got him.
now! Do you hear, you
feliowa? I've go! him! T’ve got him 1” |
Gulliver and Bell were rather startled.
There was something in Forrest’s very tone
which scared them. They knew that he was
vindictive and revengeful, but his present
tone of voice was utterly evil. .
“I say, chuck it, you know!” muttered Gul-
liver uneastly.
“Go easy, Forrest|” said Bell, with a ner-
vous titter. '
But Forrest merely grinned with unwhole-
sotne delight.
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“I've got him, I tell you!” he repeated.
“I told you that I'd get even with Fullwood,
didn’t I? Well, to-nicht I'm going to trap
him! Do you understand? I'm going to
catch him in a tender spot.”

“But—but I don’t see that the position’s
any different,” said Gulliver. “Those two
chaps have been squabbling for days, and
things haven’t changed.”

“Haven’t they?” asked Forrest.
you hear what they were saying 7

“Yes, but how does that alter anything?”
said Bell.

“You poor, brainless dolt!” said sForrest
pityingly.  “Doesn’t Fullwood believe that
Russell planned to play cards with us here?
He swallowed that! I meant him to over-
hear, and he did}”

“Yes, but—-"

“And what about that taunt, just before
they parted?” went on Forrest. ““ Russell told
Fullwood that he couldn’t go near a roulette
table without lesing money! And Fullwood
has got half an idea that Russell will be off
to the club to-night. Could anything be
sweeter? O, ves, we've got him! Just a
little wangling, my sons, and it’ll be done!”

His excitement at the prospect of “get-
ting ”’ TFullwood was unpleasant to witness.
Even Gulliver and Bell, hardened as they
were, felt uncomfortable. But then, they
hadn’t the same revengeful spirit against Full-
wocd. They hadn’t been locked in a cup-
board, a8 Bernard had been!

“They’ve played into my hands,” went on
Forrest, a gloating note sounding in his voice,
“Russell even told Fullwood that his money
was locked in his desk! That was a piece of
ugeful information. And to-night, after
lights-out, we’ll get Fullwood into such a posi-
tion that he’ll ruin himself !

“Why, what are you trying to get at?”
asked Gulliver curiously.

“This!” said Forrest.

He sat down near the fire, and his chums
bent close to him. The high wind thundered
in the chimney, and whistled against the
window. Forrest’s eyes were glittering with
the hateful emotion which gripped him.

“Just this!” said Forrest softly. “ After
lights-ou$, I'll trick TFullwood into visiting
that roulette club. I shan’t need to take any
further steps. Once he’s near that wheel—
he’ll fall 17

Gulliver and Bell looked inecredulous.

“Rot }” said Bell. “You can’t do it.”

“Can’t trick him into going there?”

“You might do that, but you’ll never make
him fall, as yon put it,” said Bell. “Full
wood’s one of these goody-goody rotters now-
adays., A roulettc wheel won’t have any
elfect upon him,”

“Won’t 1t?” said Bernard Forrest. “Just
you waltl I don’t set myself up as a student
“of human nature, but in this instance I’d
bet a year’s pocket money on it! When Full
wood gets into that club, he’ll be finished.”

“Don’t you fool yourself,” said Gulliver.
“He's chucked up that sort of game for good.

“Didn’t

¥

You’ll have to think of something pretty
tricky—"

“We won’t argue. Time will prove
whether I'm right or wrong,” interrupted

Forrest coolly. “I shall only use trickery

to get him into the roulette-room.  After
that, I’ll let the wheel do the rest.”
“You're drcaming,” said Bell. *Ic’ll

ignore it !

“By gad, I'm going to enjoy this!” said
Forrest.  "“And I'll advise you fellows to
watch closely. There’'ll be some interesting
developments.” He rose briskly to his feet.
“But now we’ve got to think of a plan,” he
continued. “We've got to work things so
that Fullwood will jump to certain conclu-
sions. Ile’s ready to believe anything just
now, and that’s where we shall trap him.
And there are other things to prepare, too.”

Half an hour iater, as Fullwood was sitting
moodily in his study, he heard voices out In
the corridor, as two or three fellows passed
along.

*“Jolly good game, Russell, old man,” came
Forrest’s voice. “I’'ll pop out now, and see
abog}: the bikcs. Must prepare in advance

The words became indistinguishable as the
footsteps receded. Eut Forrest had said all
that he intended—and Ralph Leslie Fullwood
had heard. He sat in his study, his lips
curled with contempt and scorn.

“He’s properly thick with those cads!” he
muttered.

At any other time TFullwood would have:
been first to suspect trickery He would have
dashed to his door and flung it open—to find
out if Clive Russell was actually there. But
now, in his present mood, he instantly as-
sumed that he had accidently caught a few
genuine words. So they were getting their
bicycles ready! And that meant a jaunt after
lights-out. A jaunt—where? There were no
two answers to such a question.

Fullwood’s brow became black, After all,
he was a Vigilante, and he made up his mind
then and there, that he would keep a particu-
larly sharp eye on Clive Russell after lights-
out, Although he didn’t much eare what
happened to his chum now, he had a strong
sense of duty And as a member of the
Vigilance Committee, it was his charge to put
down an attempt to break bounds. It didn’s
occur to him that such werds would never
have been openly spoken if Clive was actually
contemplating a night jaunt,

As a matter of fact, Clive had been in his
own study when Forrest & Co. had passed
down the passage, and he hadn’t the faintest
suspécicn that a plot was beginning to shape
itself.

Shortly befare bedtime the next move was
made

Clive had left his study, and was going
along to the junior common-room when Parry
minor, of the Third, breathlessly pulled him
up. Parry mincr had been waiting round
the corner, but Clive knew nothing of this.

“I say, Russell. just a tick !” said the East
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House fag. “Clifton wants you in the East
House. He asked me to come and fetch
you.” -

“It's rainicg, isn't it?” asked Clive 1rri-
tably.

“No—it’s stopped now.”

“Well, I don’t feel like going out——"

“But Clifton says it's important,” urged
Parry minor. “You know he’s keen on
puzzles and things. He’s inventing one about
different countries, or something, and he
wants some tips from you about Canada. He
told me not to come back without you. I
say, don't be mean!” he added plaintively.
“T shall get an awful bumping if you don’t
be a sporti”

“Oh, all right,” growled Clive. “I don’t
want you to get into any trouble. But I
wish Clifton would choose his time better !

The Canadian junior was always good-
natured, and at any other time he would
have gone across to the East House willingly
enough. But after his recent set-to with Full-
wood, he was feeling utterly miserable and
downhearted. Ile didn’t feel like obliging
anybody.

No sooner had he got down the Ancient
House steps when half a dozen figures loomed
up out of the gloom. Parry minor had spoken
truthfully about the rain, for the sky was now
clearing, although scudding clouds were drift-
ing raggedly across the moon. The high wind
was blustering noisily.

“Collar him !’ said one of the dim figures
quickly. ‘“And don’t let him make a sound!”

“Hey! What the—"

The Canadian junior got no further, for he
was simply bundled over, and many hands
effcctually smothered him. A cloth was
wrapped round his head, his arms were held
behind him, and he was lifted clean off the
ground. He struggled frantically, but in
vain.

He was amazed, in addition to being
furious. Why should these fellows single him
out for a rag of this sort? In a bewildered
condition, he-was borne across the Triangle
towards the East House. A halt was made
just before they rcached the steps.

““It’s all right—no chance of those Ancient
House chaps interfering now,”” said a voice,
.which Clive recognised as Merrell’s. “ Right-
ho, Forrest, we've got him,
him to us now.”

“Better bind him with your scarfs,” said
Forrest.

Clive felt his wrists being roughly bound
behind him, and he was set upon his feet, and
held there.
do nothing against so many opponents.
deed, he only exhausted himself.

“He'll cool down soon,” murmured
Forrest. ‘“We can trust him to you, can
we 7'’

‘‘ As safe as houses!”’ came Marriott’s voice.
“We'll hold him.” \

A titter came from another junior, and
Russell recognised the unpleasant tones of
Enoch Snipe. So he was in the hands of
those three rotters of Study No. 15, in the

In-

You can leave.

He struggled again, but he could

East House! And abt the instigation of
Bernard Forrest! Obviously, there was some-
thing fishy about this—something more than
a mere ragl

CHAPTER 6.
THE VIGILANTES AT WORK!

LIVE RUSSELL felt some-
body breathing near him.
“Sorry to trouble you,
old man, but you won’t
i come to any harm if you
take it meekly,” said Forrest. *These Itast
House fellows are going to make you’ nice
and comfy for the-next few hours.”’
Clive could make no response, for his
mouth was covered.

“Oh, by the way,” went on Forrest. “I
think you’ve got a matter of twenty quid in
your desk, haven’t you? It’s very unsafe to
leave money lying about like that, in the
study. I think I'd better hand it over to your
pal, Fullwood, for safe keeping.” '

Clive tried to struggle again.

“So T'll just take it, and give it to him,”
continued Forrest. “Is that understood? If
you want your money, ask Fullwood for it
to-morrow, It'll be in his possession.’’

Clive heard no more, for one or two of
the juniors became alarmed at somebody’s
approach, and the young Canadian was
hustled swiftly into the East House. He was
carricd upstairs before anybody noticed his
entry, and within a minute he was bundled
into a small box-room, and the door was
closed. Then the covering was taken from
his head, although his wrists were not re-
leased. Indeed, his helplessness was in-
crcased by the fact that a rope was tied round
his ankles.

“You—you rotters!”’ he burst out. *“What’s
the idca of all this? What’s Forrest up to?
Some dirty game, I'll bet!”

“Keep cool!” said Merrell. “You needn’t
raise your voice, either. If you try to
shout, or make any outery, we’ll gag you !”

“What’s the game, confound you ?”’ asked
Clivé fiercely. ‘° What docs Forrest want with
that twenty pounds of mine? Why Is he
giving it to Fullwood? You cads, why can’t
you answer ?”’

But it was uscless. The East House juniors
would give him no satisfaction. They not
only refusced to answer his questions, but they
took measures to prevent him putting any
more. They decided that it would be better
to gag him, and obviate the possibility of any
discovery. So a silk handkerchief was hound
round the lower part of his face, and he was
transferred on to a mattress. A rug was
thrown over him, and two of the juniors went
out. Clive understood that one would con-
tinue to watch over him, and that his captors
would take it in turn to perform this duty.
Obviously, there would be no escape for him.
_Over in the Ancient House, it was bed-
time, and the Remove went upstairs in the
usual way. DMost of the fellows were anxious




14 THE NELSON

LEE LIBRARY

to obey the rules honourably. And those who
felt like ignoring them remembered that the
Vigilantes were alert and active.

1t was soon discovered that there were only
four absentees—Forrest & Co. and Clive
Russell.

“We shall have to take more serious steps
with these fellows,” declared Dick Hamilton,
23 he spoke to a group of Vigilantes in the
upper corridor. “It'll have to be something
drastic, too.”

Handforth snorted.

“Why don't you take my advice, and keep
them under observation throughout the even-
ing 1’ he asked. ‘“And then, at bedtime, drag
them upstairs by force 7”7

“We can’t spend all our time looking after
euzh outsiders,” replied Dick., *“We’ve got
io punish them so effectively that they won’t
do this sort of thing again. Forrest & Co.
have tried to get out night after night, and
we've prevented them. But this evening
they’ve failed to come up to bed. Perhaps
they think they can roll in after midnight,
and cscape scot-free.’’

“Then they’'ll think wrong!” =aid Tommsy
Watson.

“We'll wait up fer them, and pounce on
ihem when they come in,”’ said Handforth
grimly. “We’ll swish them, and tan them.
and ?

“There won’t be much sense in waiting
up,”’ put in Dick Hamiltor, chaking his head
“It’ll be sufficient if one fellow keeps watch.
and just notes the time they come in.”

“What. and then let them calmly go to
sleep ?”’ acked Handforth, amazed.

“Yes,” ncdded Dick. “The punishment
can easily wait over until to-morrow. Ycu
needn’t worry. Handy—they'll get their

swishing all right. DBut there’s no earthly
reason why a crowd of us should miss our
sleep on account of those cads.”

“There’s Russell, too,” said De Valerie,
with a frown. “It’s a bit rummy about
Russell, isn’t it? He's not the kind of chap
deliberately to ignore the bell.”

“PBut he’s done it,” said Handforth. *“ And

he’ll have to suffer the same as the others.

We can’t make any exceptions.”
“That’s true enough,” agreced De Valerie.
Fullwood was just burrying past, and Dick
Hamilton pulled him up.
“1 say, Fully,” he said.
anything about Russell?”
Tullwood was looking intensely worried.
““No, nothing definite.”” he replied.
““Then you suspect something ?”
“Well—in a way, yes.”” admitied Ralph
Leslie. “ But don’t worry. If I find out that
he’s been.breaking the rules, I'll report him.”

“What’s the matter with you two?” de.
manded Dick curiously. “1 don’t want to
interfere, but hasn't this quarrel of vyours
been going on long enough? You’re like a
couple of wild cats, readv to fight one another
at a moment’s notice—and yet, in your hearts,
you’re as friendly as ever vou were.”

“Are we?” retorted Fullwood.
know a lot, don’t yout”

“Do you know

“You

- fourself away
1

1 bury

"

“I know something,

: anyhow,’’ replied
Hamilton coolly. ’ o

“My dear chap, you give
y your very actions. Russell
nasn’t come to bed, and you're all on the
Jump. You’re worried stiff about him. Do
you think you’d care a jot whether he came

to bed or pot if you didn’t think something
of him ?”

Fullwoocd grunted.

“Oh, I suppose you're right,”” he admitted
grufily. *I don’t mind confessing that U'm
fearfuliy concerned about the chap. I'd tike
this squabble of ours to be cleared up; but,
somehow, as soon as ever we face one
another, we start slanging each other at full
gpeed |”

“After all my efiorts, too!”’ said Handforth
scornfully.  “What’s the good of trying to
bring peace to a couple of chaps who jump
down one another’'s throats as soon as ever
they meet ?”’

Fullweod loocked utterly miserable.

“I expect it’s some rotten kink in human
nature,” he said. ‘I meant to have it out
with Clive this evening, and to put thinegs
straight. But as soon as he spoke to me I
just barked at him. I don’t knew why—I
didn’t mean to—but you know what it is."
~ “Well I'm jiggered!” gasped Handforth.
“And Russell told e that he was going to
the hatchet. too. You're a funny
couple, I must say! 1he next time you meet
you'll probably fight one another with
daggers|”

“We’'ve done that aircady,”” said Fullwood.
‘* At least, our looks have been daggers. And
now the fathead isn’t in his bed-room. Well,
I'm a Vigilante, and I’ll take this affair in
hand. T'll ind him!”

Dick Hamilton caught his arm.

“If you do, Fully, and if he starts slang-
ing you take no notice,”’ he advised. *“It
takes two to make a quarrel, you know.
Remember that he’s in a touchy mood. Just
let him go for you, and then talk things over
quietly. If you don’t start another wordy
war, you'll soon arrive at ar understanding.’’

Fullwood went off with a nod. He was all
on edge to go, although the other Removites
had no ideca where he was off to. or what his
suspicions amounted to. They were content
to leave Clive to him.

Fullwood, as a matter of fact, had remem-
bered those words of Forrest’s—those words
that had been purposely spoken in the
Remove passage. And Fullwood jumped to
the conclusion that Clive had gone off some-
where tvith the cads of Study A. It was a
point that could be =ettled, however,

If Clive’s bicycle was missing. it wou!d be
a significant clue. And Fullwood wanted to
make sure about his chum’es machine befora
he made any further investications. It was
the first essential step to take.

Fullwood was by no means undeceived. He
still thought his Canadian chum had taken the
wrong road--that he had been drawn, some-
how, into an intimacy with Forrest & Co.
And Fullwood bitterly, blamed himself for
this. Clive, left to himself, and brooding over
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Just ag the Vigilantes were clambering over the wall, the two cyelists came by, ¢ Pedal for your life, Fully!

they heard Forrest yell, as Dick Hamilton flashed his torch on the pair.

What was Fullwood deing with the

cad of the Remove at that time of night?

his quarrel, had turned to the cads for con-
solation.  Perhaps he had even cultivated
them on purpose to show his complete iadif-
terence to his former chum.

So the sooner this breach was healed, the
better.

“I've been a cad,” muttered Fullwood
wretchedly.  ““1f the chap’s made a slip, what
of it? Heaven knows 1 made enough slips at
one time! Instcad of accusing him, and set-
ting myse!f up as a judge, 1 ought to sym-
pathise with him. By gad, what an outsider
I've been! And now it may be too late! 1
shall never forgive myself for this!”

He remembered every word of their talk in
the lobby. And he secemed to realise, with a
guiliy start, that Clive had been recady to
make friendly advances. But it was so easy
to think these things now! When they met,
he would probably be impelled, by some litile
demon, to utter fresh taunts.  He steeled
himself, however, and swore that he would
cast that little imp of mischief away from
him.

He went oulside, and made his way to the
bicyele shed in the cold, blustering wind. It
wasn’t until he reached the shed itself that
he realised that the door would be locked.
He paused, wondering what he should do.

And as he stood there, a figure revealed itself
ncar by. s
“Who's that?”’ asked Fullwood sharply.
“Only me,” came Forrest's voice. “QOh-ho!
So vou're on the night game, toc, are you?
Caught in the act, my fine saint!”’

CIHAPTER 7.
INTO THE TRAP'!

ERNARD FORREST
hugging himself.
He had spent a chilly
twenty minutes out there,
hoping and trusting that
Fullwood would come. And here he was!
Forrest had taken a chance, and he had
scored a bullseve,

IFrom the very first he had guessed that
Fullwood would come to the hicycle shed to
sce 1f Clive’s machine had gone. And, sure
enouigh, he was here! How was Fullwood to
guess that the unhappy Clive was a captive
in the East House—held prisoner by some of
Iforrest’s unsavoury friends?

“I haven’t got time to refute your rotten
accusations, I‘orrest,” said Iullwood curtly.
““I don't feel inclined to take the trouble,

was
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either., What have you done with Clive
Busscll? Where is he, you cad t’’

Forrest chuckled.

““Where is he 7’ he repeated coolly. “ Well,
at a rough guess, I should imagine that he’s
just nearmng DBannington by this time.”

“Youre lying!”  retorted Fullwood.
“You've enticed that poor chap into your
filthy clutches, and he wouldn't go off with-
out you—"’

“And yet he’s gone,” interrupted Forrest,
with exasperating calmness. “He went about
a quarter of an hour ago, with Gulliver and
Bell. I'm waiting for somebody else, and
then I’ going to follow. Do you think we're
afraid of you and your confounded Vigilantes?
We don’t recognise the authority of the
Vigilance Committee, and we're ready to
stick up for our independence.”

I'ullwood gripped him fiercely.

“Never mind the Vigilance Committee,”
he said, his voice becoming hard and steely.
“I’'m thinking about Russell.
gone to Bannington for ?”’

“You’d like to know. wouldn't you?”’

“I mean to know!” snapped Fullwood, be-
tween his teeth. ““Answer me truthfully,
you worm, or I'il smash you! TII give you
ten scconds! I mean it! TYIl knock your
tceth down your throat!”’

Forrest was genuinely alarmed.

“Don’t be a fool!”’ he said hastily. “ And
vou needn’t think that I’ve induced Russell
to go to that roulette club. It was his own
jdea entirely He won twenty pounds there
the other night, as you know.”

All Fullwood’s anger left him.

“Yes, I know!” he muttered miserably.

“Well, he’s gone there again—to turn that
twenty quid into a hundred,” said Bernard.

“You liar!”’

“PDon’t vou believe it 7"’

““No, confound you, I don’t

“All right—you can do the other thing,”
said Forrest, with a shrug. “I tell you that
Russell has pone to that club, you blind
idiot! If you don’t believe me, try to find
his bicycle. Go and see if his money 1s in
his desk. I don’t want you to take my word
for it. What do I care whether you believe
me or not ?”

Without a word, TFullwood turned away
and ran off. He didn’t mean to waste any
time by looking in the bicyele shed, for he
believed that Clive had actually gone. But
he didn’t belicve that he had taken that
twenty pounds, in order to gamble witi if,

But it would be easy enough to settle the
point !

Fullwood krnew that the money had been
in Clive’s desk. For Clive himself had told
him that it was there. If that money was
missing, then the evidence would ‘be conclu-
sive—and Fullwcod wanted to find out with-
out a moment’s delay.

HFe ran indoors, sped along the Remorve
corridor, rushed into Study H, and switched
the light on.

He located Clive’s desk in a moment. It
was one of those small desks which stand on

|*?
-

What has hel

a table—rather a nice affair, made of polished
mahogany, with an ionkstand at the top.
Fullwood pulled at the lid, and it came up
without any trouble. He had often remon-
strated with Clive for leaving the desk un-
fastened, especially when it contained money.
But Clive held that there were no thieves in
the Remove, and that it was perfectly salo
to leave his valuables unlocked.

“Not a sign of it!” muttered LFullwood
breatihlessly,

The money was certainly not there; but
there was an empty cash-bag, of the type thas
one obtains from a bapk. Its prescnce in the
desk was significant, for it seemed all too
certain that Clive had taken the notes out,
and had left the bag behind.

“Oh, the idiot—the hopeless mug!” mut-
tered Ralph Leslie unhappily. “He’s getting
decper and deeper. 1 ougﬁt to know! Wasn't.
I the same myself once ? It’s the easiest thing
in the world to go along that crocked road
without realising it!”

He turned away and stood there, breathing
hard. What could he do? Wait until Clive
came back, or Then he started, and
found himself looking at something on the
table. It was a volume of an eneyclopedia—
a big one, obviously borrowed from the school
library. And it was lying open.

And, staring up at Fullwood, was a photo-
graph of a roulette wheel!

The encyclopedia was open at the page
where the game of roulette was described!
What further proof was necessary? Here, in
Clive’s study, was this evidence—obviously
left there in a carcless moment. Russell had
looked up the encyclopedia in order, per-
haps, to get a perfect knowledge of the game
—to memorise the various points In connec-
tion with it. And he had left the refercnce

| volume there through sheer thoughtlessness.

So Bernard Forrest’s words were true!
Clive had taken his money, and had gone off
to that beastly club to gamble! He was
being drawn deeper ands deeper into the
vortox !

Little did Fullwood imagine that it was he
who was the vietim!

It had been a cunning thought of Forrest’s
to place that open volume in Clive Russell’s
study.~ For it proved the deciding factor—
and, then and there, Ralph Leslie Fullwood
made up his mind.

“T'll go?’' he muttered tensely. “By
heaven, I'll find the poor chap, and drag him
away from that hole hy force!”

Fullwood was really fond of his chum. He
realiced 1t now. Only an hour or so carlier
he had told himself that he didn’t care a
snap for Clive, and had not the slightest
interest. in his doings.

Dut now he knew the truth.

He was worried about his study-mate, and
he was suddenly filled with a tremendous
desire to pull him back—to stop him from
continuing his headlong course along the
downward path. And {he best way was to
I‘ilﬁ]] to Banningion, and drag him out of that
club !
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All his bitterness against Clive vanished.
If he acted quickly, he might be able to pull
him back in time. Iforrest was going to that
club, and Fullwood believed that hec would
be able to overtake the leader of Study A
before he arrived. Then he would force
Forrest to take him into that club!

How blindly Fullwood was falling into the
trap !

IIec who had laid so many cunning plots
of his own in the past, was now falling a
viectim to a scheme of the very type which
he had been so adept in himself! Clive
Russell was utterly innocent. That money
of his had come to him honourably from his
father. And yet here was Fullwood, ready
to rush off to a gambling club to rescue Clive,
when the latter was only in the East House!
All along the line, it was Fullwood who was
being baited. And, unhappily enough, he
was not merely biting at it, but swallowing
1t whole !

He rushed out, his mind now firmly made
up. He would drag Clive back before the
intoxication of this new freedom got hope-
lessly into his blood.

Fullwood remembered the key of the
bicycle shed this time, and he went and
fotched it without compunction—although it
was strictly against the rules to take the key
without permission from a master. But what
did rules matter now? Fullwood was thank-
ful for the present regulations. He felt that
Le was doing nothing dishonourable.

He was lucky—at least, he thought he was—
for when he got to the bicycle shed, he found
that Bernard Forrest was still there. The
leader of Studv A was just about to move off
with his bicycle.

“Hold on!” rapped out Fullwood harshly.
“I want you!” ]

“Oh,” said TForrest, “if you're going to
start any of that Vigilante business—"

“Confound you—no!” snapped Fullwood.
“Tm thinking about Russell.”

“Have you found out whether he's taken
his mon2y or not?” asked Forrest harshly.
“Do you still call me a liar? Considering
that Russell told me exactly what his plans
were, and that I saw him leave with Gulliver
and Bell, there’s no need for you to pretend
“I’m not pretending anything,” broke in
Fullwood. “I’m satisfied that you’ve trapped
Russell into your bad habits. And I’m
going to that club, so that I can drag the
poor chap away.”

Bernard Torrest laughed.

“The righteous rescuer, eh?” he sneered.

“You’d better be careful—-"

“Go to the dickens!” said Forrest. “A
likely story! You want to have a flutter
vourself, but you’re too much of a hypo-
crite to admit it! If it comes to that, you
were alwavs partial to roulette, weren’t you?”

Ifullwwood secized the other so violently that
the bicvele crashed over.

“Steady !” gasped Forrest |

“Any more jeers and taunts from you, you
rat, and I'll make your face into a jelly!”

said Fullwood tensely. “You're going to
take me to the club, and I give you fair warn-
ing that I won’t stand any nonsense. I'm
going to get Russell cut of it—and if you
don’t help me, I'll—”

“QOh, all right!” said Forrest hastily, and
with a sudden ncte of fear in his voice. “I'll
do it. But don’t let your fists run riot, you
ass! TI'll get you into that club, and you can
take Russell away as soon as you like. Good-
ness knows, we dou't want any fuss about
it 1"

IFullwood relaxed his grip.

“All right,” he said with a nod.
here until I get my jigger!”

Forrest waited and a minute later they
started off. And while Ralph Leslie TFull-
wood thought that he was about to rescue
Clive Russell frcm a trap, he was walking
in%gm the most cunningly devised net him-
seit !

“Wais

— - ———

CHAPTER 8.
A NARROW ESCAPE.

O Forrest, the position
seemed almost too good
to be true.

Ralph Leslie Fullwood
was acting exactly as ho
had planned; precisely as he had hqped. He
believed that Clive Russell was in the roulette
club, and he was going there to rescue him.

I'rom the very first, Forrest had hoped to

succeed, but he had never really believed
that things would turn out so perfectly.
There had beer eo many possibilities of
faillure. A word from Russell might have
prevented the whele thing—an advance from
Fullwood would have had the same effect.
But these events had not oceurred. And
Fullwood was caught! .
_Very soon, now, it wouldn’t matter a hang
if he discovered the truth. Once he was
within the roulette-room he would fall! Ber-
nard Forrest was certain of this. There was
something almost uncanny in his positive con-
viction,

“Why don’t vou chuck up this pretence,
Fully?” the asked, as they wheeled their
bicvcles down the private road towards the
lane. “Here's a good chance to have some
sport. Russell’s there already, and I've only
got to introduce you as a pal of mine, and
evervthing wil be plain sailing. You can
go to the club then as often as you like.
And as you're one of the Vigilantes, it might
help all of us.”

“Shut up!” said Fullwood curtly.

“You can’t pretend that you're serious,”
went on Forrest. ‘“Why not come out in
vour true colours, and admit——"

“I'll smash you, if you don’t shut up!”
muttered I‘ullwood angrily. *I'm going to
this club to drag Russell away—and for no-
thing else. 1 don’t want any of your rotten
hints or insinuations. We shall get on a
lot better if we don’t talk, Remember, I




18

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

can fight you to a finish at any minute I like,
and if it wasn't for the fact that I need you
to get me into that rotten ciub, I'd slaughter

you on the spot. So don’t goad me any
more !”’

“Have your own way,” said Forrest sneer-
ingly

‘'hey had just reached the gate at the end
of the private drive. It was locked, so they
had to lift their machines over. At the same
moment a party of five Vigilantes came out
into the Triangle, some distance behind them.
They were Dick Hamilton, Tommy Watson,
Tregellis-West, Handforth, and De Valerie,
As a matter of fact, they were looking for
Fullwood.

“There’s something funny about it, I tell
you,” De Valerie was saying. “I happened
to be looking out of the window, when [ caw
Fullwood creeping along near the wall, I'm
not so sure of hun, vou know.”

“Then I am,” soid Dick Hamilton. ¢ There’s
nothing wrong with TFullwood. If he was
creeping along, as you say, he had a good
reason for it.”

“Hear, hear!” agreed Handforth. “Fully’s
all right.” ,

“Don’t forget his lovely past,” said De
Valerie.

“Hang it all,” protested Dick, “that’s not
fair, Val!
exactly an angel when you first came to St.
Frank’s!”

“What!” said De Valerie, colouring.

“Those who live in conservatories shouldn’t
have stones thrown at ’em!” said Handforth
severely.

De Valerie chuckled.

“I suppose you mean those who live in glass
houses shouldn’t throw stones?” he asked.
“Well, yvou're right—and 1 withdraw my re-
marks about Fully. It isn’t fair to rake up a
chap’s past, in any case. 1 always maintain
that a fecllow ought to be judged by his
present actions.”

“Txactly!” said Dick Hamilton. *And
Fullwood s only out to-nicht because of
Rn_ms:;:II. I can’t quite ges the hang of it, but

S ———

“Hallo! What was that?” interrupted
Handforth quickly. “Didn’t you hear a
noise 7”

““ Yes—over by the side gate,” muttered

Vatson.

“It sounded metallie,” said Dick. *“Some-
body lifting a bicycle over the gate, I should
imagine.”

“By George,” breathed Handforth, *let’s

run—-—">

“No sense in that,” broke in Dick. “The
- best thing we can do is to dash for the outer
wall, further down the Triangle, and nip
over., In that way, we'll cut the fellow off,
whoever he 1.~

*Good ideal”?

_The Vigilantes sped off like the wind, Two
sides of the Triangle were occupied Ly the
school building, but the third side was the

If it comes to that, you weren’t

outer wall of the grounds, leading direct cn
to the road. :

Cutting round the rear of the gymnasium,
the juniors broke through the shrubbery,
reached thz wall, and leapt up. In a moment
they were swarming over. But at that very
moment, two cyclists came by, dimly visible
in the weak, watery moonlight.

“Who's that?” rapped out Handforth
fiercely.

“Pedal for vour life TFully!” came Ior-
rest’s voice, “ They’ll have us!”

Dick Hamilton’s clectrie torch flashed out,
the beam slicing through the gloom un-
erringly. For a flash the two cyclists were
illuminated—Bernard Forrest and Ralph
Leslie Fullwood.

TFullwood was gritting his teeth. Xe knew
how bad this look-d, but there was no time
to stop to make explanations. Besides, what
would have been the use?  Nothing could
alter the fact that he was setting off with
Forrest to visit that unsavoury club. And he
vas doing it n order to rescue his former
chum from the toils. And now he had been
seen! Scen with IForrest, obviously sneaking
away on a forbidden jaunt.

It was hard luck, but it couldn’t be helped
now,

Just for an instant, Fullwood had thouglt
about enlisting the Vigilantes, but he had just
as quickly dismissed the idea. While it
would be possible for Forrest to introduce him
as a friend, it was out of the question for
a whole crowd to go to that club. They
wouldn’t be admitted. No, it was far better
for Fullwood to go alone. And if the fellows
didr’t like to believe his explanations after-
wards, they cculd believe what they chose.

The Vigilantes were believing it already.

“Did—did you see that?’ breathed Hand-
forth aghast. -

He stared blankly down the lane, after the
receding machines,

“Forrest—and IFuliwood !” muttered
Tommy Watzon., “Well,«Fm blessed!”

“Going off after lights-out. Back to his
old tricks!” roared Handforth indignantly.
“The giddy hypoerite! And he’s a Vigi-
lante! We'll dranm him out for this—we’ll
send him to Coventry for the rest of the
term! The rotter deserves the sack!”

Dick Hamilton was looking thoughtful. As
usnal, the quiet skipper preferred to be guided
by his common sense rather than by impulse.

“It looks a bit suspicious, I'll admit, bnt
don’t jump to conclusions,” he said quietly.
“Until we hear the facts, it’s not fair to

judge.”
“But we can believe cur own eyes, I sup-
pose?” asked Watson. -

“To a certar extent—yes.”

“But we saw him with Forrest

“Yes,” said Dick Hamilton grufily. ¢ Per-
heps Fullwood was simply doing his duty as
a Vigilante.”

“By George, yes,” admitted Handforth,
with a start. “That’s true enough—and I
must admitv that I've got tons of faith in

1”
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the chap. I believe Fully’s true blue. 8o
let’s wait untii he comes back, and hear his
report.”

It was Dick Hamilton who had brought the

others to this way of thinking, Somehow,
he generally managed to imbue others with
his own level-headedness. = And schoolboys,
as a rule, are only tco ready to draw hasty
inferences.
.And while they returned to the Ancient
House, Fullwood and Bernard Torrest were
getting ncarer and nearer to their destina-
tion.

Very scnsibly, Forrest had said nothing
during the ride. He had his intended victim
on the string now, and it was safer to lead
him along cautiously. Any further attempt
to sncer at him, or persuade him to be a
“sport,” might precipitate a fight. And Ber-
nard Yorrest was infinitely inferior to Full-
wood when it came to a matter of boxing.
Besides, a scrap might ruin everything.

I'ullwocd, for his part, had no inclination
to talk. |

His thoughts were
mainly on  Clive
Russell. He was a

picture the Canadian
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ger behind that hedge, Fullwood, and follow
me. The bikes will be all right there.”

Fullwood said nothing. He placed his
machine where Forrest indicated, and glanced
up at the house. It was on= of the modern
villas on the outskiris of Bannington—one of
the new dwellings which had cropped up in
this part of the town. Bannington, like most
other places, had its own share of building
activities. And the house which the juniors
now faced was one of the newest.

It was detached, and standing in its own
ground—quite one of the better class resi-.
dences. An electric light was gleaming be-
hind the glass-fronted door. Fullwood was
looking sombre as he walked up the path.

Dimly, he remembered the past. At ono
time of day there had been a house called
the Hermitage, not very far from this spot—
indeed, it had been only two or threce hun-
dred yards farther on, but was now no more.
On its site stood one of these new villas, and
the old place was cnly a mecmory.

There was every
reason for  Full-
wood’s brief period
of recollection. The

This new club was

victim to all kinds @ . ® Iermitage had been
of torturing fancies. e of our magmﬁPEﬂt stand-up § _kind of a gam-
He could see (‘lji-ive e coloured portraits of famous ¢ bh!?lgttdubfﬁ Wltht}a
at  that roulette o . s roulette table as the
table — gambling 9 ﬁl.m stars will not be comp lete $ main attraction, too.
feverishly, his com- o without @ bBut tl%e house - h{klld
mon sense thrown ® een burnt to the
to the winds, his e %HA{RL'E chAPLIN'l ~ ground, and the
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And there was by some men who

Fullwood’s own position. He, a Vigilante,

had been seen riding off secretly with the
leader of Study A. What would the other
fellows think? What construction would

they put on this circumstance? And what
action would they take? Undoubtedly they
would question him when he got back—they
would drag out the whole sordid truth. So
even if he—Fullwood—cleared himself, he
would ounly involve Russell by this very ex-
planation,

But lie was set upon this course now, and
he was determined to go on. It was a deter-
mination that could only be commended. But
how liitle did Ralph Leslic Fullwood realise
that he, himself, was the only dupe.

CHAPTER 9.
THE TABLE OF CIANCE.

ERNARD FORREST
jumped lightly off his
bicvele.

“Here we are,” he said
softly. “Shove your jig-

belonged to the racing fraternity, so Forrest
understood. Bookmakers who had been tem-
porarily warned off the course, and who were
running this miniature casino to fill in time.

Most of the clicnts were old customers, men
who were well accustomed to gambling in
every form, and there was not much risk
attached to this little game. Forrest and his
friends had gained admittance because they
were well acquainted wiln a  certain Mr.
Snagg, a kind of bookmaker’s tout, who knew
that these St Frank’s fellows were safe. IFor
their own sakes, they would never dare to
breathe a word about this place!

Forrest did not trouble to ring the bell.
He tapped upon the glass of the door top,
and almost immediately the door was opened.
A man in livery gave the two juniors a
friendly nod.

“Here we are again!” he said cheerily.

“I'riend of mine, Withers,” said Forrest,
with a wink. “Quite O K.”

“That’s all right,” replied the man. “M\r.
Snagg told moe that any of you young gents
was to be let in without question.  Wish you
luck, eir.”
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“Thanks,” said Forrest.

He had been in the habit of tipping Withers
very hberally, and the man, in consequence,
wis one of his best friends.

'The two juniors gave up their overcoats and
caps, and then Forrest led the way down the
hall, and turned into a corrider. He opencd
a door, and they both walked into a big room,

Apparently it had been designed as a
billiard-room, and perhaps as a ball-room.
But now it was put to quite another use.

In the centre of the apartment stood a full-
sized roulette table. and round it were num-
bers of punters, both sitting and standing.
All round the four walls of the room were
enrall tables. at which other guests were play-
g poker, or bridge or solo whist—and all
{or high stakes. There were no restrictions
10re.

Fullwood felt his heart thump, and e stood
there, looking round cagerly,

IIe was thinking only of Clive Russcll. He
scarched the room for his old chum. DBut
quite unknown to him—quite subconsciously
—this scene revived those old memories again:

In that other gambling place, he had spent
imany an hour at the roulette table. He had
won money, and he had lost money, The
fever had gripped him. That had been in the
days when he had been blind to the benefits
ol leading a clean, decent life.

“"Doesn’t seem to be here,” remarked For-
rest softly. “That’s funny, too. He came
along 1n advance, with Gulliver and Bell
Hallo, here’s Snageg! Better be civil to him,
veu know, or you'll soon get chucked out.”

A dapper little man came up—the last per-
sont one would mmagine to be a bookmaker’s
tout. He looked as harmless as a kitten, and
he ‘was all smiles"and geniality. Therc wasn’t
il.l trace of- the orthodox racing type about
m.

“ Going to try your luck again?’ he asked
smilingly.
~ "*Yes,” said Forrest, shaking hands. “This
15 a friend of mine.”

"“Pleased to meet you,” said Mr. Snagg.

“I—I just came to have a look round,” said
Ralph Leslie gruffly.

Mr. Snagg, who was apparently acting
M.C., went off to greet another new arrival,
And Fullwood turned a suspicious glance
upon his companion.

“Russell isn’t here!” he said curtly.
Bernard Forrest laughed.

““And Dbecauze you can’t see him at first
glance, you think I've been lying, eh 1’ he
retorted. “You scem to forget that there
are other rooms in this house—— Hallo!
There’s Gully! He'll be able to tell us some-
thing.”

_Gulliver, of Study A, came over as Forrest
signed to him. He gave Fullwood a queer

little grin.
Russell 7°° asked

“Wherce's Fullwood
harshly.
“Oh, ke won’t be long,’
Fullwood started.

““Hasn’t he arrived yet?” he asked sharply.

> said Gulliver.

—

It occurred to him, on that instant, that it
might be possible to meet Clive Rustell out-
side, and to prevent him entering this place
altogether. Such a thing would be better
than FFullwood had hoped for. He had only
come here to drag Russcll away, and Forrest’s
companionship already irritated him beyond
measure. The whole atmosphere of the room
disgusted him.

“Well 77 he “Where’s
Russell 77’

“Haven’t I told you that he won’t be
long 2’ replied Gulliver. ‘“He came in here
for a bit, and then went off with Bell i

“Oh, he’s been here to-night,
asked Fullwoeod.

“Of course he has,”’ grinned Gulliver, with
a glance at Forrest. “ He's a sportsman, too.
There wasn’t much doing, so he said he’d
prefer to wait until the game livencd up a
bit, and he went off with Bell to meet Well-
borne. They’ll be here before long.”

Fullwood took a deep breath.

“So Russell 1s mixed up with Wellborne,
too?” he asked bitterly. “You’ve dragged
him into that rotten River House set, have
you? By Jovel! VYhy can’t you leave a
fellow alone 7”

“Don’t be a fool!” said Forrest curtly.
“Russell didn’t need any dragging, I can
assure you—unless it was dragging back!
We've had the deuce of a time to hold him
in check. He’s a swift worker |”’

Fullwood bit his lip. He knew how easy it
was for an ordinarily decent fellow to be
suddenly whirled into the vortex of this kind

said fiercely.

then

722

-of “fast life.” And it all too frequently hap-

pens that such fellows get the fever in an
cxaggerated degree, and temporurily lose their
balance,

The Hon. Aubrey de Vere Wellborne, of
the River House School, was the leader of a
set of young cads who outrivalled the Knuts
of St. I'rank’s. To hear that Clive Russell
was in such company came as an added blow.

“Tll make you suffer for this, sooner or
later,” said Fullwood tensely. “ Russell may
be a fast worker, as you call it, but he would
never have gone in for this sort of thing
unless you had egged him on.”

“0Oh, well, we ncedn’t argue about it,”’ said
Forrest lightly. “ You forced your way into
this place, and I hope you’re satisfied. The
sooner you can clear out, the better. We
don’t want wet blankets here!”

“I‘\:‘l’ml_ going !’ retorted Fullwood briefly.

.0,.v .a!

“Now?” said Gulliver, with a startled ex-
pression.

Forrest gave him a fierce, warning glance,
but when he turned to Fullwood, he was look-
ing perfectly indifferent.

“My dear chap, you can go as soon as you
like,” he said. “In fact, as I just said, the
sooner the better., But you needn’t think
that you can intercept Russell, and prevent
him coming in,”

Fullwood started. The leader of Study A
had accurately read his thoughts.
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“Who's going to stop me?’’ he demanded,

glaring, .
“Wellborne, for one,”” replied Bernard
Forrest coolly. “(Carstairs, for another.

Coates, for a third—to say nothing of about
three more. Do you think they’ll let you say
itwo words to Russell 7 he added sneceringly.
“You idiot! You've only got to interfere
with them, and they’ll smash you!” .

And Fullwood felt that Forrest was right.
It would be better in every way to wait
here, in this room, where Russell was certain
to come. The cads would never dare to kick
up any noisc in the club itself. And IFullwood
would be able to take Russell aside, talk to
him quietly, and lead him out.

The duped junior was still being led on by
this claborate fiction. IFullwood was no fool,
but there was nothing whatever to tell him
that Torrest’s story was a lie from beginning
to end. He hadn’t any clue. His first sus-
picions about Russell had apparently been
verified, and it was firmly fixed in his mind
that the (lanadian boy was involved in all
this unhealthy turmoil.

And Torrest’s plan was cunning to the
point of being evilly mspired. He had got
Ralph Leslie Fullwood here, and now he was
going to make him wait, idle—with nothing
to do except look on at the various gambling
activitics. Fullwood would think that he was
waiting for Russell—but Russell would never
cone, for he was still quite harmless and help-
less in the East House at St. Frank’s.

And when one has time to waste; and there
is roulette to watch, there are interesting
possibilities in the situation!

And Forrest now produced his trump card

CHAPTER 10.
ON TILE BRINE OF DISASTER!

s LLL7° asked Forrest casu-

ally. *“Are you pgoing, or
not ?”
“No—TI'll stay here,”’

snapped Fullwood.

There was such a look of relief on Gul
liver’s face that Forrest inwardly anathema-
tised him. It was just like the dolt to give
the game away ! Forrest had known from the
start that everything would take its present
course. He had foreseen every difficulty, and
had prepared hmmself against it. But Gulliver,
being less brainy, had fecared that Fullwood
would go—and his going would spoil every-
thing,

“You're going to stay, then ?” said Forrest.
“All right—you'd better amuse yourself by
having a look round. There are plenty of
interesting things to watch—particularly the
roulette. Come on, Gully—we’ll go upstairs
and try cur luck at pontoon.”

“Good 1dea,’”’” said Gulliver, nodding.

“Oh, by the way,” went on Forrest, bring-
ing out that trump card of his as though he
had just remembered something. If you’re

going io wait here for Russell, you'd better
give him this when he comes in.”

He held out a roll of notes.

“What’s that?’ asked Fullwood sharply.

“Twenty quid—Russell's money,” ex-
plained Forrest, grinning. ‘‘He asked me to
take charge of it until %got here. I expect
he was afraid of losing 1, you know. He
said he wanted the benefit of my advice aund
experience.’’ _

“Better hang on to it, Forrest,” said Cu!-
liver quickly.

“By gad, I suppose I had,”’ said Forrest,
nodding. ‘‘Russell might be a bit mad if he
finds that I’ve handed it over to this human
damper. Yes, IFullwood. I think I’Il hang
on to it myself. When Russell comes in, tell
him 1I'm upstairs, will you ?”’ :

Fullwood, his eyes glittering,
sudden grab.

“I'll take that!” he snapped.

“Confound you! What the—m— Leave my
hand alone!” gasped Forrest. “You infernal

interfereyr——"’

He broke off, and for a moment they
struggled. But Fullwood had succeeded in
wrenching the little bundle of notes away,
and he pocketed it.

“It’s safe now, anyway!” he panted.

“You rotten cad!” snarled Korrest, red
with fury. ‘““Give me that money back!”

“T won’t1”’

“It belongs to Rustell——"’

“That’s why TI've taken charge of it,”
replied Fullwood, with a note of satisfaction
in- his voice. “ When Russell comes in, I
shall ,know exactly what to do. These
roulette hounds won’t see any of Clive's
moncy to-night!”

“ All right, hang you, have your own way 1’
said Forrest, his voice vibrating with passion.
“You dirty dog! You know I can’t make a
scene here, and you're taking advantage of
it !

Hec glared at Ralph Leslie, and marched
off. Tullwood took a deep breath, He
hadn’t hoped for anything so excellent as
this! Wilhout that money, Clive would be
rather helpless.

Forrest and Gulliver brushed through a
curtained inner doorway which Jed to a
further room.. At once they were hidden
from view, and Bernard TForrest’s expression
changed. Ile grinned with gloating triumph.

“Gad!” he murmured tensely. “He's
bitten !

“With all his teeth!”” breathed Gulliver.
“J say, for half a minute I was afraid that
the whole thing was going west. You know,
when the ass talked about going out "

“Yes, and you nearly ruined it!”’ said
Forrest. “If Fullwood had caught sight of
your face, he would have smelt a rat. It was
a good thing I was on hand, so that I could
distract his attention.”

Gulliver was locking rather bewildered.

“But even now I can’t see what’s going to
happen,” he said.

“You’ll see roon enough, if you stand
here!” replied Forrest. “ Where’s Bell t”

made a
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The gambling fever

here and it looked as though

¥ A watched breathlessly as Fullwood fingered the pound note.

was gripping him—would the temptation be too strong P The cads had Iured him ¢

The gloating cads of Stud

their dastardly scheme would be successful
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“Over in that alcove by the window.”’

“Pettor fetch him—this’ll be worth watch-
ing,”” chuckled Forrest. ““By gad! And that
poor fool thinks that Russell is cut with Bell,
and that theyv're coming here with those
River House chaps!”

“And Wellborne & Co. don’t even
about this club !’ grinned Gulliver,

““*As far as we're concerned, we can just
stand here and wateh,”’ continued Iforrest.
“There’s no need for any more trickery, my
lad. Unless I'm a Dutchman, the roulette
wheel will do the rest.”

Gulliver looked dubious.

“Thal’s what you’ve becn saying all along,”
he remarked. “But I don’t believe it. I
think we ought to fake somecthing so that
Fullwood is practically forced to start
gambling &

“In the first place, it’s unnccessary; and,
in the sccond place, it’s i':n;n-::us,sil:>!tz,”s 1nter-
rupted IForrest, “If we did anything like

know

that, Fullwood would smell a rat in a
moment. ~No, let the wheel have a chance
now.”’

“You really think he’ll knuckle under to
it?”

‘““Tt’s as certain as the sun’s shining.’’

“NWhich isn’t!’’ said Gulliver pointedly.
“1on’t quibble!” frowned Forrest. “The
sun is shining somewhere, isn’t it, you idiot?
1 saw a film once about roulette. A con-
firmed gambler became reformed, and then
happened to be near a roulette wheel, long
afterwards. He thought he was safe. at first,
but the clicking of the ivory ball was too
much. and in the end he gave way. That’s
what’s going to happen with Fullwood.”

“You can’t take any notice of these films,”
satd Gulliver.

“Not as a rule—but this one’s different,”’
replied Forrest calmly. ““Drips of water will
wear away a stone in time—and the sound of
the wheel will have the same sort of effect
upon [Fullwood, enly it'll be a thousand times
more rapid.” '

“You scem pretty confident.”

“Aly  dear man, I'm certain,”’ replied
Forrest. “‘Fullwood's got the gambling spirit
in him. Tt may be dormant at the moment,

but it’s there., He’s held it in check for a
good bit now—but chiefly because he’s kept
himself away from temptation. But he can’t
keep away from 1t here—it’s staring him in
the face! And now he thinks he’s alone—
away from the eyes of any St. FFrank’s fellows,
I mean—he’ll sideslip. Just you watch |’

There was something rather alarming in
Bernard Forrest’s certainty, The cunning of
this scheme was so evil that it almost ap-
proached the diabolical. There was Ralph
Lezslie FFullwood, a bare yard or two from
ihat voulette table. He believed that none
but strange eyes were around him. And he
had twenty pounds in his pocket of Clive
Russeil’s, in addition to his own maoncy!
Forrest had worked that last move very
cleverly. For, of course, he had fully in-
tended to give the twenty pounds to Trull-
wood from the very start.

Ry WV

The gloating cads of Study A watched breathl
was gripping him—would the temntattigq ht:l to
eir das

[ 4

done in such a way that Ralph Leslie believed
that he had seized it by force.

And there he was—waiting!.
~ He had time on his bhands, and now it was
just a matter of human nature. Were
Bernard Iforrest’s convietions right, or would
Fullwood be strong enough to withstand theo
growing temptation?

At present, he was not aware of any
temptation. He was watching the door, wait-
ing for the first sign of Russell. And yet, at
the same time, he was subconsciously aware
of a growing tendency to listen to the click-
ing of the ball as it scuttled round the re-
volving wheel.

Once or twice he glanced at the table, and
watched the players.

He shook himself and edged off. Then he
found himeelf getting nearer again, his
thoughts full of what ﬁo would do as soon ag
Clive came in, He would grab the ass, talk
to him like an uncle, and force him to leave
the place. And he had his—Clive’s—money
in his pocket! Everything was satisfactory.

His attenticn became fixed on the table

But it had been’

again—on that spinning wheel.
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had lared him there and it looked as though
.4 be successful,

“By Jove, what fools!” he muttered con-
temptuously. ““And to think that I was like
that! I wonder how on earth I could have
been such a blind idiot? Pleasure, e¢h? It’s
an imbecile’s game !”

He was familiar with all the points of the
game. Almost without knowing it, he got
nearer. He craned over somebody’s shoulder
as he watched the ecroupier. All round, faces
were tense, and expressions were varied—
some gloating over their winnings, and some
hageard over their losses. '
_ ““Alake your game, gentlemen,”’
croupier casily.

Fullwood watched him as he lifted the ivory
ball, and spun the roulette wheel. The wheel
went swiftly in one direction, whilst the ball
spun .in the opposite. .

And that was all 1t really amounted to.
The wheel was divided into thirty-seven com-
partments, one compartment cach for thirty-
csix numbers, and onc for zero. And as the
wheel slowed down, so the ball reduced its

veloeity, and at last clicked into one of the
divisions,

said the

i

“Twenty-seven!” shouted somebody, leap-
ing from his seat, mad with excitement.

“Lucky dog, Jun!” said one of the others
cnviously.

Fullwood watched with a slight feeling of
contempt. There were plenty of cother ex-
clamations round the table, and the very air
was full of a kind of tense feeling of fever.

“Twenty-seven, black, impair and passe,”
said the croupier.

IFullwood half turned away. He knew all
the tricks. And he told himself that the
“bank 7 had thesbest of it cvery time. The
reckless players backed the numibers, which
meant a chance of thirty-seven to one. Others,
more cautious, placed their stakes on the line
between two numbers, or on a row of threo
numbers. There were endless combinations
that could be chosen.

Columns of numbers could be backed like
this, and the more timid punters could take
an even chance by backing red or black.
And always the wheel kept spinning, and the
ivory ball kept bounecing and bounding reound.

Ralph Leslie IFullwood watched the ball.
After all, there was something rather fasci-
nating in seeing exactly where it was going.
Click-click-elick! It was slowing down in the
shallow basin of the wheel, clicking over the
little metal studs.

“By Jove, that’s rummy!” muttered Full-
wood, after a few minutes. “If I had backed
a certain row of numbers, I should have won
every time. Peculiar how these runs happen

He pulled himself up with a jerk, and
started guiltily. He shook himself, and
turned away. He looked at the door, grimly
remembering why he was here. And over by
the curtains, Bernard Forrest smiled
patiently., He was watching his victim—and
waiting. Already, the signs were revealing
themselves.

Fullwood was on the brink, although he
had no knowledge of it!

CHAPTER 11.

RUSSELL ON TIIE TRACK!

T. FRANK'S was asleep.
At least, the great school
had every appearance of
being asleep, for no lights
. werc showing. ‘The blus-
tery wind continued to Luffet and whistle
round the old walls, and the sky was still
overcast with scudding clouds.

But in the East House, at least, somebody
was awake.

Clive Russell, of the Remove, had had no
wwink of sleep that night, although it was now
long past the ordinary bedtime. The unfor-
tunate Canadian junior was still in that little
box-room—still bound—still a prisoner.

Beside him, hunched up on a stool, sat
Marriott, a blanket over him, reading by the
light of a flickering candle. The blind of the
little apartment was closely drawn,

The door opened, and Merrell came in.




24 THE NELSON

LEE LIBRARY

- I suppose I've got to relieve you, haven't
177 he asked, yawning. “ My only hat! 1
wish we hadn’t taken on this beastly job.”

Marriott stared at him,

“You don’t look particularly bright as a
night watchman,” he said tartly., “In two or
three minutes you'll be aslecp, you ass! Wake
vourself up. You've got to put in an hour
before Snipe comes to relieve you.”

““Oh, rats!”” said Merrell. *'I suppose it's
got to be done,”

“We took Iorrest’s money, and we’ve got
to finish the job,” growled-Marriott. ““We
promiscd to keep this chap here until Forrest
came back, and it’s up to us to earn our
money. So don't be a beastly slacker!”

AMerrell gported.

“It's casy enough for you to talk!”’ he said
grumblingly. “You know jolly well you can
wo to bed and stick there. Iorrest can’t be
more than a couple of hours—and that means
that this game will finish ecither in my spell
or Snipe’s, No wonder you're so jolly
chirpy 1’

“I've done my whack, haven’t I?” asked
Marriott indignantly.

The other Tourth Former grunted again,
and sat down on the stool, yawning. And
Marriott, with a cheerful nod, went off to
bed—confident, as Merrell had intimated, that
he would not be required again.

Clive Russell, who had heard the little con-
versation, realised how impossible it was for
him to escape. Not that it was much use
*czcaping now, anyhow. What was the use?

Clive was in a state of acute anxiety.

He knew that these rotters were involving
Ralph Leslie I'ullwood in some kind of trap.
Otherwise, there would have been no reason
for all this activity. DBesides, hadn’t Forrest
said that he was going to give his—Clive’s—
money to Fullwood? What did that mecan?
Something shady, Clive was certain.

Somechow, the very knowledge that Bernard
Forrest was plotting against Fullwood made
€live forget all his own animosity. ¥e and
Tullwood had had a squabble—they had
slanged one another—but, at heart, they were
still genuine friends. And in this extremity.
Clive worried intensely. What were they
doing to Ralph? What dirty business were
they cngineering ?

Aore than once he had attempted to escape,
‘onlv to reecive a jab in the ribs, and to hear
a curt voice ordering him to keep etill,
Alone, he knew that he could have worked
free from his bonds in no time. IBut under
the cve of a constant walcher, any such move-
ments were impossible. Bernard Iorrest was
taking no chances!

Clive’s bonds were not particularly difficult
to conquer. He was only loosely tied, and he
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was not sulfering any discomtort. 'fhese out-
siders had at least provided hmn with a mat-
tress to rest upoun, and a blanket to cover him.
But direetly he made a move, he was gruflly
ordered to “‘cut it out.”

Merrell had breught a book with him, and
he essayed to keep nimself thoroughiy awake
by highting a cigarette.  And there he sat,
nedding over his book, with the cigarette
drooping from his mouth.

* Oh, hang!”’ he muttered at last.

He irritably put the cigarette out, flung
the book aside, and got oft the stool. He sat
on the floor, with his back against the wall.
1t was more comfortabie like this. He glow-
ered upon Clive Russell, as though that help-
less youth had done him an injury.

“An hour of it!” muttered Merrell drow-
sily.  ““Oh, crikey!”

He yawned again, and nodded off—only to
start up.

“I cxpect I shall have a beastly time,
waking that worm, Snipe,” he mumbled.
“But perhaps they’ll be back before themwn.
Ho-hum! This is awful!”’

Still again he yawned, and firmly resolved
to get up after a sninute, and walk about.
Hec couldn’t trust himselt to rémain in his
present recumbent position. Ide was feeling
Eoo drowsy. It would never do—never do—
g

David AMerrell remembered no more, for
cven while he was telling hunself that he must
keep awake, he fell -asleep. 1t was the very
natural result of taking up that position,
instead of remaining on the stool, as Torrest
had strictly ordered. Sitting on that stool,
which had no back, a fellow would naturally
awaken himself on the instant if he dozed of.

Presently, Mecrrell’s snores sounded even
and regular.

And Clive Russell, wriggling cautiously,
managed to sit up. He locked at the Ifourth
Former with cager, anxious eyes. One glance
was sufficient to tell him that Merrell was
not merely dozing, but soundly asleep.

“Just what I cxpected!” murmured Clive. _
“Now to business!” _

From the first moment of Merrell's entry,
Clive had hoped for this development. Tho
chap had been half asleep even before hLe
took charge. Clive was under no illusion that
he wonld gain much by escaping. He would
know nothing, and suspicions weren’t of much
use, anyhow.

He had. half an idea that IFullwood was
being enticed, somchow, to visit that roulette
club. But, without any certain knowledge,
what could Russell do? He didn’t even know
where the confounded place was, beyond the
fact that it was located somewhere on the
outskirts of DBannington.

Thus, while Fullwood helieved that Ruszell
had been tricked into that gambling den,
Russell himself had the same suspicions re-
garding Ifullwood.

Still, the Canadian boy was sick and tired
of being held a prisoner, and it would be
some relief, at lcast, to get free. It did not
take him longer than five minutes to wriggle
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out of the bonds which secured his wrists
behind his back. The rest, of course, was
simple.

He tore away the improvised gag, un-
fastened his ankles, and cautiously stood up.
Not that there was any particular need for
care. DMerrell was so soundly asleep that a
saxophone solo would not have aroused him!

Clive hesitated for a moment, wondering
if he should pounce upon the Fourth Former,
and tie him up while he slept. But why
should he? Far better to creep out without
taking any- action. Merrell wouldn’t arouse
himself unless he was disturbed, and there
was nothing to fear, in any case. Once Clive
was out of the Ilast House, he would be safe.

So he left Merrell just as he was. He left
the candle guttering 1n 1ts holder—quite safe,
as he could see—and then silently opened the
door. He slipped out, and drew the door to
after him, Then, with scarcely a sound, he
padded down the eerridor, rcached the stair-
cace, and made his exit through one of the
small ground-floor windows.

“I say, Handy!” he muttered. *“Walke
up! I want to know if. you’ve scen any-
thing ot I'ullwood——"

“Got you!” roared Handforth, in a devas-
tating voice, as he sat up like 2 Jack-in-the-
box, and grappled with the astonished Clive.
“Now then, you rotter, I’ve caught you in
It’h% act! Sneaking out through the sky-
1g

“Steady l”” gasped Clive, in alarm.

“Up, the Vigilantes!” hooted Handforth.
uHe]p ]-.u

“You ass!’’ shouted Russell. *You’ll
awaken the whole House!”’

Handforth blinked suddenly, and gazed at
Clive dazedly.

“Hallo!” he said. “\What are you doing
here? I—I thought—— Well I’'m jiggered!”
he added, looking round. “Then those
Study A cads weren’t cescaping through the
skylight, after ali? 1 must have been
dreaming !’

Clive Russell was looking anxious.

“I say, Church, does he always dvcam like

Ho shivered as he this?’ he  asked
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windows was unfastened. The cads of Study
A had obviously left this means of entry open.

But Clive was not thinking of IForrest & Co.
at the moment. Hurrying upstairs, he went
to Fullwood’s dormitory—which, until re-
cently, had been his, too. He softly entered,
and switched on the lights.

The comfortable little bed-room was empty.
Fullwood wasn’t there. And for a moment
Clive stood pondering. Just as he had sus-
pected! There was some dirty business afoot !

He soon made up his mind, and a moment
later he was in Handforth & Co.’s dormitory.
The chums of Study D were all fast asleep,
and Clive Russell looked at Edward Oswald
in wonder. That Removite was lying on his
back, with his mouth wide open, and the

snores which proceeded from it almost
drowned the noise of the buffeting wind
outside.

“How on earth do those chaps sleep?”’
muttered Russell, in astonishment.

He took a stride forward, and roughly
shook Handforth by the arm.

Fullwood. He's not in his room, and I've got
an 1dea that there’s some funny business
afoot.”

“Then youre right!” said Handforth
grimly. ‘“There is!”’

“Then—then . you know
ejaculated the Canadian boy.

“Yes, I do—and I want to know some
more!” replied Handforth, with a snort.
“We saw that precious bounder, Fullwood,
gomng off on the razzle with Forrest! And
1t’ll be all up with him if he can’t provide a
good explanation |

something 7"’

CHAPTER 12,
PLENTY OF FRIENDS!

l ULLWOOD—going on
' razzle with TForrest ?”’
peated Chive Ruscell
breathlessly. “ Look here,
Handforth, I guess that’s
It’s a plot—a put-up job!”’

you are!” exclaimed Church.

the
re-

all wrong!
“There
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“That's what Dick Hamilton said, Handy.]

He told us not to be too hasty.”

“But we saw him, didn’t we?”' snapped
Edward Oswald. ‘““We saw him riding down
the lane with Forrest——"’

“I knew it!” muttered Clive. “The
hounds! They’ve got him!”
“Got him 7’ repeated Handforth. “I wish

you'd make yourself clear! You haven’t told
us what you'rve been doing yet,”” he added
suspiciously. “I don’t want to judge too
barshly, Clive Russell, but, as a Vigilante, I
want to know what you’re doing fully dressed
at this hour of the night.”

Clive was in no mood for Handforth’s die-

tatorship.
“I'll explain that afterwards,” he said
gruflly, “IXullwood has been tricked by those
3

rotters——

The door opened, and Dick Hamilton and
Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West came in.

“Want any help here?”’ asked Dick. *“We
heard death cries, or something. Handy in
mortal agony, by the sound of it—although
he certainly looks all right. What was the
idea of waking everybody up, Handy ?”

“He was dreaming, that’s all,” said Clive,
irritated by these delays. ‘I shook him up
too suddenly, I suppose.
vou saw Fullwood going off
some fime carlier ¥’

“Yes,”” replied Dick Hamilton, nodding.
“And just before that he was scouting about
for you, Russell. He was anxious ahout you,

with I‘orrest

He tells me that.

too. It doesn’t seem as though your quarrel”
was very serious.”

“Hang the quarrel replied Clive.
“There’s something a lot more important
than that to be dealt with. Do you know
that I have been kept a prisoner for hours
over in the East House?”’

“By those Fourth Formers?” asked Tommy
Watson. '

“Yes, but at the instigation of Forrest!”
said Clive.

And he explained exactly what had hap-
pened. IHis listeners were impressed, and
Handforth grew more and more cxcited.

“So they grabbed you like that, did they "’
he said at last. ‘“And they kept you in that
box-room, bound and gagged? And Korrest
planned it all, eh? As soon as he comes back,
I'll smash him s

“Be a sportsman, Handy, and cool down,”
urged Clive., “It doecsn’t matter about
Forrest just now. It doesn’t malter abeout his
punishment, either, They’ve tricked Ralph,
and I wish I knew what the game was.
Forrest told me that he was going to take
twenty pounds out of my desk, and that he
was going to deliver it into Ralph’s hands.”

“But why?’ asked Handforth.

“It’s easy enough to guess,” said Dick,
frowning. “It’s a plot—it's a put-up job, I
should imagine, to get poor old Fullwood into

p!

a mess. Have you looked in your desk,
Russell, to see if that money has really
gone 77’
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“No, T came straight up here.”

‘“Better go and bhave a look, then, and we
shall know where we are.”

“Yes, I suppose I'd better,” said Clive,
nodding.

He¢ hurried out, and was back within three
minutes

‘“It’s gone!” he announced breathlessly.

“Then Forrest meant what he said,” de-
clared Dick, looking grave. “I don’t know
the details, but 1t’s pretty ecasy to put two
and two together. We know that Forrest has
got his knife into Fully, owing to that affair
the other night, when Fullwood locked him
up in his cupbeard. Well, judging by the
facts we know, I should imagine that your
capture was the beginning of a plot, Russell.”

“That’s what I think,” agreed Clive. “ But
I don’t sce o

“Forrest must have made TFullwood
believe that you had gone to that gambling
club,” continued Dick shrewdly. *That ex-
plains why we saw them going off together.
Fullwood thought vou were there, don’t you
see, and he was anxious to drag you away.”’

“By jingo!”” said Clive, staring. *“ That’s
it, of course! Ralph thought I made that
twenty quid at roulette! 'That’s chiefly why
we had the row, you know! Forrest must
have told him that I was off to that place
again, or something.”

““And having got him there, Iorrest has
probably handed him your twenty quid,”
growled Dick. ““You sce, he wants to put
temptation into his way—to make him go
back to his old games. It’s just the kind of
subtle trickecry that Forrest specialises in.
Forrest has got him into that club by false
pretences, and the poor chap won’t realise the
truth until he gets back here and finds you in
bed.”’

“1 say, what a rotten piece of work!”’ said
Clive hotly. “These Study A cads ought to
be slaughtered for this!”

“Don’t you worry—they’ll get something
they haven’t bargained for,” said Dick Hamil-
son, with a stecly note in his voice. “We'll
teach them a lesson they won’t forget for
weeks! But for the moment, let’s be thank-
ful that both of you chaps are O.K. Your
own absence 1s satisfactorily explained,
Russell. and we know that Fullwood 1s the
victim of a trick, too. Forrest & Co. are the
only culprits. And they’ll pay the price.”’

“By George, they will!”’ said Handforth
fiercely.

“So, for the present, we'd better get back
to bed > continued Dick.

“What !’ shouted Handforth, breaking in
indignantly. ‘“What did you say? We’ﬁ go
back to bed?”’

“QOf course!”

“You're mad!” snorted Edward Oswald.
“We're Vigilantes, aren’t we? We've got to
get up a big posse, and rush to that beastly
club, and rescue Fullwood from the toils!
And you’re talking about going back to bed!

\Vfgz;t kind of a Vigilante do you call your-
se b ]

Dick emiled, and soothingly patted Hand-
forth’s arm.

“Simmer down, old man,”” he advized.
“We mustn’t break bounds like that in the
middle of the night—especially when thero
isn't any adequate cause. As for [‘ullwood,
I don’t think he wants any rescuing.’’

“But they've trapped him!” roared Hand-
forth.

“You can lead a horse to the water, but
you can’t make him drink,” replied Dick.

Handforth glared.

“We're not talking about horses!”’ he
yelled. |

‘““Oh, my hat!”’ groaned Church. *Can’t
you understand, you fathead, what Dick
means ! Fullwood doesn’t want any rescuing
because he’s got enough sense to keep out ot
the trap.”

“But he’s in it !” retorted his leader.

“Forrest’s game will come to nothing if
Fullwood shows enough strength of mind to
resist the temptations of that club,”’ replied
Dick. “ Personally, I've got plenty of faith
i him. You ncedn’t worrv, Russell, old man.
Take my advice, and go to bed. Fully’s all
right—he’ll never succumb,”

**Of course he won’t,” caid Tommy Watson.
“Fullwood’s a thoroughly decent chap now,
and he’ll never be tempted by trickery of that
sort.”

And the others were of exactly the same
opinion.

“Then you think it’s all right ?’ asked
Clive, with relief.

“Perfectly all sercne, old man,”” smiled
Dick, “If we can’t trust Fullwood, it’s a
pity. Why, hang it, it would be something
like an affront if we went there to rescue him.
And if be does give way, just because he’s up
against a roulette table, he won’t be worth
saving, that’s the way I look at it.”

“Let’s go to bed. and get our well-earned
sleep,” said Watson. “We’ll hear Tully’s
story to-morrow.”’ -

Handforth gave a disgusted grunt.

“Then we’re not going out?’ he asked dis-
appointedly “ We’re not going to round up
those cads, and pulverise ’em? I call it a
fraud! I was just getting my muscles in good
order for Forrest.”

They all went out, leaving Handforth still
grumbling  Clive Ruseell, much comforted,
went off to bed. His alarm had gone. Indeed,
he was feeling intensely relieved for the
moment. Those expressions of faith in Ralph
Leslie Fullwood's character had been good to
hear. * And Clive resolved that he would put
an end, once and for all, to his silly quarrel
with his study chum.

On the morrow he would have everything
out, and the cobwebs would be swept away
tor good.

But Fullwood was still out—still in that

club—and there would be a grim price to
pay for this night’s outing!
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CHAPTELER 13.
TEMPTATION !

LICK-CLICK-CLICK!
The i1vory ball rolled
lazily into one of the num-
bered slots of the roulette
wheel, and Ralph Leslie
Fullwocd watched with complete fascination.
. "By gad, it’s uncanny!” he muttered.
““Sixteen—for the third time in succession!
‘And nobody had a cent on that number!”’

In that roulette room there was a feeling
of tension, Some newcomers had arrived—
racing men, by the look of them. They had
obviously been drinking heavily, and were
not only in a reckless mecod, but they had
plenty ¢f money.
they had been placing very high stakes on
the table. People were grouping themselves
round, watching.

And a change had come over Fullwood.

At first, he had kept an almost constant
watch on the door, so that he would be able
to intercept Clive Russell as soon as he came
in. DBut, by degrees, his glances grew less
frequent. And he hadn’t looked towards
the door now for over five minutes. His
attention was eolely attracted to the clicking
ball and the spinning wheel.

There was something uncanny in that fatal
fascination.

Indeed, although Fullwood had been in the
room for little more than half an hour, the
effect of the place was already written upon
him. His face was flushed, his eyes were
glittering with excitement, and all thoughts
of his supposedly tricked chum had left him.

His eyes were for that wheel—his whole
attention was concentrated upon the numbers,
the columns of numbers, the red and the
black. He watched how some of the punters
were winning, and how some of them were
losing. It was extraordinarily gripping, once
one allowed the game to get a fair hold.

Behind the curtains at the other end of the
room, three figures were lounging. Iforrest
& Co. were pretending to be chatting—for
they did not want anybody to guess that they
were deliberately watching somebody. And
while IForrest was coolly at his ease, his two
companions were impatient.

“1 say, what on earth’s the good of this?”’
demanded Gulliver, voicing his praotest for
the tenth time. “Fullwood’s still there—still
standing by. He’ll never fall, as you call it,
TForrest. He’ll never risk a2 cent on that
table.” ’

‘I‘IAnd we're losing all our time,” grumbled
Bell,

FForrest smiled.

“We've never spent time to better advan-
tage,” he replied calinly. *The trouble with
you chaps 1s that vou're too jolly impatient.
If you’d only stand there. and jaw a bit less,
we should all be pleased.”

““What’s the use?”’ asked Bell irritably.
“ What on earth’s the good of messing about
like this? Over half an hour—and Fullwood

For over fifteen minutes

hasn’t moved a yard!
and does nothing 1”

“What do you expect him to do?” asked
Gulliver. **Why don’t you admit that you're
wrong, Forrest? The chap won't play, even
if we wait all night.”

“We shan’t have to wait all night,” said
Forrest. “They kick us out at one o'clock,
anyhow.”

“Then we shall wait until one o’clock, and
spend all our time skulking behind these con-
founded curtains,”” growled Bell. ““Just as
Gully and I have found a winning streak,
too,” Hang it all, Forrest, it’s a bit thick!
We might have won quids by this time,”

“And you might have lost all you've got1”
sald IForrest tartly. ‘It needs brains to play
roulette properly. If you fellows have won
anything at all, it’s cither fool’s luck, or
because I've been at your elbow, advising
you what to do.” i

His disgruntled chums did not refute the
statement.

“Well, anyhow, there’s no reason why wo
shouldn’t try our luck,”’ said Bell, after a
short pause. “There’s only about another
hour left A

““Just over an hour and a half, to be exact,”
sald Torrest,

“Well, we'll go and try

“You'll stay where you are!’’ said Bernard,
his voice curt and icy. “I'm running this
show, and you’d better take notice of me.
You fools! Do you think IFFullwood is going
to start playing if he sces any of us about?
The only chance is to leave him to himself.
So shut up !”’

““Ol, it’s no good talking like that—"

“Look at him!” said Forrest tensely. “ By
gad, look at him! Look at his flushed face,
and the way he keceps looking round at every-
body. Tll give him another ten minutes.”

Gulliver and Bell were pretty unscrupulous,
but there was something about this game of
IForrest’s which went against even their grain,
It seemed so callous—so much like torture—
to stand there, waiting for their vietim to
tumble headlong into the abyss.

And Forrest was certainly right.

There could be no two ways of explaining
those emotions of Fullwood’s.™ He wasn’t just
watching with mild interest while he passed
the time away. He had forgotten about Clive
Russell. The fascination of the wheel had
gripped him again—just as it had gripped
him in the past.

In the old days he had gambled because he
had wanted to gamble—because he had had
it in his blood. DBut since then he had
changed his ways, and had found that the
false excitement of gambling was unhealthy
and unworthy., He had found infinitely
greater pleasure in cricket, in football, and in
boxing, and such like sports.

But here he was in the midet of his old
surroundings again—those surroundings which
he had never expected to sce again. And, by
Forrest’s cunning, he had been flung into
them precipitately—placed within easy reach
of that fatal temptation

He just stands there,

)2
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Fullwood was mad with fury at the way he had been tricked into dishonour.

He tore into the trio of cads

with all his strength ; but however he might thrash them, he could not wipe out the consequences of hig own
folly that night.

There was no gradual process—no drifting
back into the old ways. Without warning, he
was surrounded by a veritable disease of
gambling. And after telling himself that he
was totally indifferent, he was finding that
the clicking of that roulette wheel held him in
a grip that was not to be denied.

Gradually at first he had slipped back, but
now he was tumbling through the period that
had elapsed sinece his last “ flutter.”” In some
uncanny way—in a way ihat was almost
frightening to see—he was becoming the old
Fullwood again. The old cool, cynical,
.gambling TFullwaood !

So far, he was unaffected, for although he
was on the very edge of the chasm, he still
maintained his cquibibrium. But it scemed
perilously likely that he would soon take the
plunge that Bernard Forrest was awaiting.

Once he pulled himself up with a jerk.
Iiven this would not have happened, only ene
of the men at the table gave a loud laugh
as a companion lost two fivers in ene turn of
the wheel.

“You're doing well, Russell, old man!”
chuckled the punter.

Russell! Tt was the name which brought
Fullwood up with a jerk. This man was
named Russell—and there was nothing par-
ticularly remarkable in that, since it was a
comparatively common name. But it had
served its purpose. Tullwood looked round
at the door, and then cast an anxious glance
all round the rcom. He could see neither

Russell nor Forrest nor any other f[ellow
belonging to St. Frank’s. Indeed, he was
the only youngster in that whole company.
And it suddenly became apparent to him
that nobody was taking any notice of him.

“You fool!” he muttered, with a half-
scared quickening of his heartbeats. * You
weak, miserable idiot! Hang this game!
Why can’t Russell come? I'd better go out—
I'd better wait out in the hall.”’

That suggestion of his was a brainy one,

but he didn’t adopt it. It seemed so weak—

L so cowardly to confess that his will was not

strong enough to allow him to remain near
this roulette wheel. Instinctively he knew
that it was gripping him—but, fiercely, he
told himself that it wasn’t doing any such
thing. "

“Make your game, gentlemen,”” droned the
croupier,

Fullwood turned, and again he started. It
alarmed him to realise how eagerly he had
turned, how feverishly he had glanced at the
table. to see what stakes were being placed.

Hang it! What did he care? What interest
had this accursed game got for him? No
intercst at all! He was safe enough here—
he was only waiting until those cads came n
with Clive Russell |

He laughed at his sudden alarm, and
assured himself that there was no possibility
of him getting really in the grip. And then,
before he knew it, he was conscious of tho
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increasing fascination which drew his atten-
tion to the wheel.

The stakes were placed, and the croupier
spun the wheel.

Again Tullwood watched, and he uttered
an audible gasp when the wheel stopped, the
ivory ball rolling into the *'sixtecn ” slot.

““Again!” breathed Fullwood. *1t’s abso-
Tutely crazy ! And nobody’s had sense enough
to back that number !’

He watched the croupier pulling in the
piles of silver and currency notes with his
long rake. He watched him pay out a tenth
of what he had drawn in. And again the
“gentlemen ”” were requested to make their
oame.

Fullwood had been fingering a pound note
in his pocket for some little time. He didn’t
even know that he was doing so, and his next
action was cqually unconscious. He took the
‘pound note out, and placed it on “sixtecn.”
Just for that instant he was the old Fullwood
in cvery way. e had forgotten everything
that had happened recently. He only knew
that he was beside this table, and that
““sixteen ” was consistently winning.

Click-click-click !

.~ The wheel spun, and Fullwood found him-
sclf watching with blazing eyes, and with his
heart thumping wildly within him.

i Click-chick-click ! )
: The ivory ball went more slowly as it
bounced over the metal studs. And then,
iwith an almost deliberate action, the ball
irolled into the ““sixteen ’’ slot.

I'ullwood- had won!

“(Got i1t!” he ejaculated breathlessly.

~ He stood there, gloating and triumphant.
The croupier pushed a pile of notes towards
him—thirty-seven pounds! Tullwood didn’t
see the glances of curiosity that were be-
stowed upon him by the other players. He
only knew that he had scored a bullseye with
his very first shot.

Bchind the curtains, the cads of Study A
were watching with all eyes,

““Great Scott!”’ gasped DBell.
ing !>’

r “He’s
Gulliver.
Forrest gave a soft laugh of satisfaction.
“Well 77 he asked coolly. “What did I

tell you?”’

“He's play-

won something, too!” muttered

CHAPTER 14.
DEEPER AND DEEPER/!

ALPH LESLIE TFULL-
WOOD found his hands
full of moncy, and he
stood there in a species of

_. trance for a moment.

And then, as though something had suddenly

opencd up a flood of light" within him, he

knew the truth.
““Good heavens!” he breathed, aghast.
He stared at his hands in amazement. That

money ! As though 1n a dream, he seemed
to remember that he bad put a pound on

that amazingly lucky number, and that the
lucky number had won. But he must have
done it subconsciously, for his own self was
not actually responsible.

“I've played!” he muttered, the full shock
hitting him violently. “After all I'd told
myselt, too! I'm mad—I’m absolutely off
my rocker! How did 1 get this money 7

“*Now then, young ’un,’”’ said somebody
near his elbow. ‘‘If you're going to play,
sit down. Don’t stand there, obstructing the
VICW.

“Sorry ! muttered Fullwood hastily.

He sat down in a chair just vacated by a
disgusted punter—another little - trick of
fate. If that man had not invited him to
sit down he would probably have wandered
away, brought to a full-stop by the con-
sciousness of his recent action.

But now he was actually at the table—
sitting there. And almost before he knew it
he was drifting again. Inwardly, he was
awarc of a dull, bitter anger—a fury against
himself for having won that money. He
didn’t want it—he hated gambling! But, all
the same, he recklessly put his whole win-
nings on number “sixteen” again. The
croupier shook his head.

“Ten pounds the limit,”’ he said shortly.

“It’s your loss, anyhow,” retorted Iull-

wood.
He deft two fivers on the table, and
watched. And the peculiar thing about it

was that he knew he was atrociously weak.
And vet he couldn’t stop himself. He wanted
to get up and walk away—to leave the place
altogether. It was growing on him, and he
felt that he would soon be engulfed.

But yet he sat there, as the proverbial
snake 1s charmed by the sounds of the pipes.
Much as Jullwood wanted to dash out, he
hadn’t the power to move. That dead!y fasci-
nation gripped him,

Click-click-click !

Number “sixtcen” lost, and, somehow,
Fullwood felt glad. He put another ten
pounds on it, and lost again—and then he
abandoned himself to the gamble. It was
the last thing in the world that he had in-
tended doing. But he just couldn’t help
himself. He was weak—he was a fool—but
the grip of that game was greater than the
strength of his will.

Under other -circumstances,
would have acted differently.

TFor example, had he-been normal he would
almost certainly have withstood these tempta-
tions with a front of complete indifference.
But this evening he was fecling embittered
and reckless. Clive Russell—the very chum
who had helped so much in putting him on
the right path—had joined these gambling
cads. So what did it matter what happened ?
It was this reckless spirit which was leading
Fullwood on now—which was making him
forget everything.

And Bernard Forrest was the sole culprit.

For all Fullwood’s assumptions were wrong.
They were based upon the lies that Forrest

he

perhaps,
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had told him. If he had been informed, even
at that moment, that Clive Russell was safely
at St. Frank’s, and had never entered this
place, he would have got up from the table
and walked out.

But Fullwood thought that Clive was in
the thick cf it all. And he didn’t particularly
care how things went. It was this rash spirit
of his which had always led him on in the
past. He had been keeping a tight grip on
himself, and had conquered all temptations.
But now that grip was relaxed, and he just
Iet himsclf drift.

Within ten minutes he was playing like an

old hand

He was the Fullwood that St Frank’s kad
known earlier, with the gambling spirit
uppermost.

“There you are, my sons,” sald Bernard
Forrest coolly. “It just shows you what a
student of human nature I am! There he iz
—gambling away like the merry dickens’
Oblivious to everything  There's just a
chance that he’ll win a pile—but 1t’s far more
likely that he’ll lose every cent he’s got,
including Russell’s little dole!”

“My only hat!” breathed Gulliver. *1
say, I'orrest, you're a deep bounder!”

“Deep 1sn’t the word for it!” said Bell,
with admiration.

Bernard Forrest grinned again.

“You can always trust me to know how
to go to work,’”” he said smoothly. *“I knew
exactly what treatment to give {'Iaster Full-
wood! Didn't | say from the very first that
he’d give in? Didn’t | tell you how success-
ful T should be? And didn’t you sneer at me,
and call me a lunatic?"’

Forrest was patting himself on the back
boastfully and conceitedly. He forgot that
Ralph Leslie Fullwood would never have suc-
cumbed but for the fact that he was worried
about his Canadian chum. That was the’
factor which had made all the difference.
Without it, Fullwocod would never have
tumbled into this cunning ill-natured trap

“There’s no reason why we shouldn’t go
out now. and join in the game.” went on
Forrest. “He’s o blind to everything that
he wouldn’t even see us.”

“Shall we go?’"’ said Bell eagerly.

“Why not?”’ asked Gulliver.
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“On sccond thoughts, it wouldn’t be wise
for us to start playing to-ni%ht,” said Forrest,
locking at his watch, ‘“There’s not a great
deal of time left—only just over half an hour.
And it’s a mad thing to start roulette on the
last lap. It doesn’t give you a chance to
recover from a bad patch. Let’s keep out of
1t, and watch Fullwood.”

“lt doesn’t matter now if he spots us,”
said Gulliver.  “He’s hopelessly done for
himself after this display. By gad!l We've
got the laugh on him, haven’'t we? If he
starts any of his rot, we’ll soon settle his
hash !

“And he’s a Vigilante |” said Bell mock-
ingly. ‘“Look here, couldn’t we make a bit
out of this? Couldn’t we offer to keep the
affair a secret i1f he whacks out &

“Chuck it I’ said Forrest coldly. “I'm not
a very particular chap, but I draw the line at
blackmail. you rotter !’

“Blackmail ?” gasped Bell,
mean——"

“I’'ve had my revengeé, and that’s all 1
want,”” interrupted Forrest. ‘“‘I’ve tricked
this hound into going back to his old ways,
and it'li be such a shock to him afterwards
that he’'ll never hold his head up again.
Besides, do you think I want it to be kept a
gsecret I The whole Remove is going to hear
of this, my sons! We're going to stand by
and see the chaps pointing their fingers at
Fullwood !’

And Fullwood, in the meantime, continued
his game.

He was getting rather feverish now. He
was losing. Within the space of ten minutes
he had got rid of all his own money, and
had penetrated into Clive Russell’s twenty
pounds. In a dim sort of way, he knew that
this moncy wasn’t his—but he also told him-
self that it wasn't Chive’s.

For Fullwood thought that it had been
iwon in this very gambling room. So the
sooner it was gone, the better!

All the same, his gambling spirit—so un-
‘expectedly revived—urged him not only to
get the money back, but to increase it. He
tried everything. He put some notes on
numbers, other notes on black and red, and
varied the order of things continuously.

But a kind of retribution was dogging him.

Nothing he now did was right. He lost
continuously and consistently. Every scrap
of money he put on the table was ruthlessly
raked away by the croupier. Then came a
momentary change. He won ten pounds at
a single hazard—just as he was down to his
Jast ten-shilling note, too,

“Now the luck’s changed!” he told himself
feverishly.

But it was only a flash in the pan. As

“I—I didn’t

quickly as he had won the money, as quickly |

he lost it. With a dazed sensation of shock.
he suddenly realised that his last ten-shilling
note had gone, too. He felt through bhis
pockets franticaily, And with a dull shock
he found that he was utterly broke. Clive
Russell’s money had gone, his own money

had taken the same road, even to his final
sixpence. '

He looked round rather dizzily, and it was
with a peculiar mechanical movement that
he took out his watch. The croupier mis-
understood that action.

“Sorry,” he said. *“ Nothing but cash.”

Fullwood started to his feet.

“I—I wasn’t thinking of——’ He paused,
looked at his watch through a kind of mist,
and then stared at the croupier. “No, I
waen’t going to offer you this watch,” he
muttered. ““I—I'm done.” '

“Broke 7’ asked somebody necar him.

“Yes,” said Fullwood huskily.

. ““Then all T can say, voung shaver, is that
it serves you right,” retorted the man. “I’ve
seen a few reckless young idiots in my time,
but your play fairly takes the biscuit! If
anybody deserved to lose all his cash, you
did! DBetter cut this game in future, kid 1’

Fullwood didn’t reply. He reeled away
from the table, still only half conscious of
what he had been doing. He wasn’t aware
of any feeling of guilt, or of remorse. He
was too bewildered for that.

He couldn’t understand why he had lost.

It was puzzling. He had played according
to an old system that he had once worked
out—a system that was absolutely infallible.
He had proved conclusively—on paper—that
it was a sheer impossibility to lose if only this
system was consistently maintained.

And he had left the table without a penny
in his pocket!

In his present dazed condition, he couldn’t
think of his responsibility, or his guilt. He
wondered why on earth he had lost, and kept

23

wondering. He stood some little distance
from the table, looking at it dully. He felt
somebody near him, but took no notice.

Then be felt a grip on his arm.

“ Pretty good game. eh 7” said a voice.

Fullwood started. He couldn’t have started
more violently if a hornet had stung him.
That voice belonged to Bernard Forrest, and
it was eloquent of gloating triumph—full of
sneering vindictiveness. :

Fullwood spun round.

“You—you saw me?”’ he panted hoarsely.

Forrest laughed outright.

“Saw you?” he jeered. “TI've been watch-
ing you all the time. Clive Russell #ill be
pleased when you explain to him that vou’ve
thoughtlessly left his twenty quid in the
croupier’s pocket!”

P S

CHAPTER 15.
THE AWFUL TRUTH!

ORREST had been joined
> by Gulliver and Bell, and
all three of them were
grinning broadly. Theve
was  nothing  friendly
about these grins—nothing pleasant about
them, They were rather more like distor-
tions of the features—expressions of malice
and open hostility, '
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‘““So you’re broke to the wide, eh?’’ went
on Forrest. ‘“That’s too bad! 'I'hat’s the
worst of this game—you never know how the
luck’s going. Let’s hopo you have better
fortune next time. I hate to sce a chap losing
all the time—especially when it’s somebody
else’s money.”’

**Oh, that doesn’t mwatter,” jeered Bell.
“T've heard that Russcll simply loves to have
his moncy thrown away in chunks, It’s one
of his Canadian peculiarities|’’

And Bell tittercd loudly at his feeble
attempt at humour. .

“You eaw me?” muttered Fullwood, in
agony. “JI—I didn’t mean to—— That is,
I—1 don’t seem to remember *

“You didn’t mean to slide back into the
cld rut, ch?” interrupted Forrest coolly.
**Of course you didn’t! Nobedy cver means
to—but it just happens. I told my pals that
you would succumb to the wheel if only you
got near cnough to it. And I was right,
wasn’t 177

Fullwood felt- as though his head was
bursting. _

“Wherc’s Russell 77 he asked thickly., I
don’t want to hear any more of your taunts—
any more of your confounded sneers! I came
here to fetch Russell! Where is he ?”?

“A nice kind of rescuer, I must say
mocked Forrest. “It’s like a policeman
going in to catch a burglar, and then help-
mg to rob the safe! Oh, you’re a great
success as our tame little rescuer!®’

“You miserable cur!” rapped out TFull-
wood. ‘“Where’s Russell?”?

“At St. Frank’s, of course,” said Forrest.
“Where do you suppose he’d be ?”

“Don’t lie!” said Fullwood, trying to
steady his voice. “‘You know as well as 1
do that Russell came here—that he went
away to meet Wellbourne and those other
cads from the River House!”

“I know that, do I?’ grinned Forrest.
“Then I know double! My poor, deluded
innocent!  You surely don’t imagine that
Russell came here, do you ?”’

“What!1” muttered Fullwood, his very
brain going dizzy.

“Russell 1s at St TFrank’s,”” explained
Forrest, sccing no reason why he should
deny himself the pleasure of telling Fullwood
the truth. ‘“You thought he’d gone out on
the razzle, didn’t you? Oh, no! We just
collared him, and locked him away in a box-
room.”’

“I—I1 don’t understand ”

““Then let me enlichten you,” went on
Forrest genially. “First of all, you'd better
undgrsbt?pd that the whole thing was a put-
up job.

“i& put-up job ?”” breathed I'ullwood. “It’s
not true! You can’t tell me—"’

“But I am telling you,” interrupted the
leader of Study A. “go what’s the good of

I“

butting in? Remember how I spoke to
Russell in the Remove passage? Poor
lunatic! Yon didn’t know that I was just

and play cards with wus. 1lle’s too con-
foundedly goody-goody for that! I was only
lecading you ou—so that you'd fall into the
trap casier.”’

“Go on!” said Fullwood thickly., “I don’t
believe a word of it, but you’d better finish!
Do you call this a trap, do you?”

Forrest shrugged his shoulders.

“I'm just calling a spade a spade—tihat's
all,”” he replied. “If you don’t like to
believe 1t, you can do the other thing. DBut
if you’ve got any common sense, you’ll soon
know which is the truth and which isn’t. In
any case, you'll know it soon enough when
you get back to St. Frank’s—because Russell
hasn’t been out at all.”’

“And what about the twenty quid?”
grinned Bell. ‘
“That money was won in this hole,”

breathed Fullwood. ‘‘I’ve lost it—what’s the
good of denying it, when you’ve been watch-
ing me? I've lost it—and a good thing, too!
Russell doesn’t want that dirty money!’” .-

“His father wouldn’t like to hear you say
that,” smiled Forrest calmly.

“His father 7 What do you mean 7’ blazed
Fullwood, seizing his tormentor by the
shoulders so fiercely that Forrest yelped.
“Answer me, you dirty rat! What do you
mean—his father 7’’

“Take your filthy paws off me!” snarled
Forrest, wrenching himself away. “I mecan
what I say. That money wasn’t won in this
place at all. You've been quarrelling with
Russell, haven't you? And about that twent:
quid, eh? We told you he won it at roulette
—but that was just our joke.”

“Joke!”” cchoed Fullwood tragically.

“You scemcd so jolly suspicious that we
wantced to please you,” went on Forrest, with
a grin, “You silly fooll That night that
Russell was away, he was simply at the River
House School, with some of his chums. And
that twenty pounds came by registered poss
—a present from his pater!”

it all

“And you’ve gambled
giggled Bell

“Is this true?” breathed Fullwood, know-
ing full well that it was. *Is this absolutely
genuine?’’

“You’ll know when you get back to the
school,”” replied Forrest. ‘You hopeless ass!
If you had only had half a dozen straight
words with Russell, you would have found
out that all your suspicions were groundless,
But you couldn’t do a sensible thing like
that, could you? You just blundered on—
and then walked neatly into my little trap.
Thanks awfully! I think we can call it
square now, can’t we? I told you I'd get
my own back, Fullwood. Well, I'm satis-
fied.”

Fullwood turned aside, and his vision was
so blurred that he could scarcely see any-
thing. He felt stifled—he wanted to get out
—to be in the open air, so that his brain
could be cleared. . .

He was too stunned to think of smashing
his fist into Forrest’s face. It wasn’t a fight
that he wanted now. His one dasire was to

away I

fooling you, did you? Russell didn’t come
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be alone—so that he could think. He wanted
to sort out this tangle, and to find out exactly
how he stood.

He didn't know how he got outside.

He seemed to bave a dim recollection of
getting into the hall, and somebody handing
him his overcoat and cap. But he didn’t put
them on. He just took them, and went out.
Ile lurched to the gate, and found himself
in the road, And there, under the stars, his
brain cleared. The cold wind of the Novem-
ber night beat upon him, and the full nature
of his position came upon him with the shock
of a thunderbolt. .

He didn’t need to think twice. Any veri-
fication of Bernard Forrest’s explanation was

annecessary. The sneering way in which it
had been uttered—the gloating note 1n
Forrest’s voice—had been unmistakable. Al

that had gone previously had been false.

But that explanation was the truth!

Of course it was the truth! Clive Ru*gsell
had been decent from the very first. - Tull-
wood could see it now. The scales had been
torn from his eyes, and his vision was clear.
No wonder Clive had been so bitter—no
wonder he had become furious! For Full-
wood had accused him of dishonourable
behaviour without cause.

And that money!

It was like another blow. That money of
Clive’s had been a present from his father.
And he—Fullwood—had gambled it away!
The realisation of this was so staggering that
the unfortunate junior was nearly crazy.

His period of madness had only lasted for
that fatal hour or so. The fever now dropped
from him like a cloak. And the stark truth.
in all its horror, came flooding over him, It
loft him dazed and bewildered—and yet the
‘knowledge of what he had done was crystal
clear. :

Clive had never been to this place—had
never eeen a roulette wheel—and his anger
had been justified from the very start. What
was to happen now? Tiow could Fullwood
oro to his chum and tell him that he had
played roulette with that money, and had lost
1t ? _

There was not- the slightest fear that Ralph
Leslie Fullwood would go back to his old
habits. The phase had come, and it had
srone. It was ended for ever. And now that
it iwas over. he was utterly achast. He
gimply couldn’t believe that he had done this
thing.

The fact that Clive was utterly innocent
made all the difference in the world.

For now Fullwood knew that he had played
fast and loose with his chum’s very own
moncy—not gambling gains that had come
to him by the rculette wheel. And Fullwood
could see. too, that Clive would naturally

recgard his actions in the very worst possible
licht. What else could he da?

It was one thing to be in that roulette
room, amid the glamour of the feverish
“sport,”” with the clicking of the ivory ball
in his ears DBut it would be another thing
to tell Clive what had bappened,

N

_—

Stated coldly, in the quietness and privacy
of a St. Frank's study, the thing would sound
outrageously impossible. Yullwood couldn’t
excuse himself. He must confess that he had
slid back, and that he had behaved not only
with complete dishonour, but with complete
dishonesty !

. He had used his chum’s money—had taken
1t without permission-—and had lost every
penny of it! To replace that sum was im-
possible, for he had only recently reccived
a big tip from home, and that had all gone,

too.

For a wild moment, TFullwood thought
about bolting. He couldn’t face St. I'rank’s
again—he couldn’t bear to sece Clive Russell's
accusing eyes upon him. He had disgraced
himself—he had placed himself beyond the

pale of decent society.

CHAPTER 16.
FULLWOOD HITS 0OTTI!

ALLO! Walking home?”

; Fullwood started round
@ - as he heard -the voice.
- Without knowing 1it, he
- had becn wandering down
the road, his thoughts too acutely miserable
for him to know which direction he took.
His overcoat still hung on his arm, his cap
was still tucked in his pocket, and the wind
was blowing his hair about untidily. He was
ghi;l(;d through and through, but he didn’t
ecl 1t

Three bicycle lamps winked at him.
IForrest & Co. had jumped from their
machines, and were gloating over their
victim. Ralph Leslie Tullwood looked at

them in a strange sort of way.

“You've left your bike behind,” said
Forrest, ‘“No, don’t thank me for reminding
vou—I'm a generous chap. You'd better not
leave it in that garden, or you might get into
trouble to-morrow.”

“You’ll catch a cold, too,” said Bell. “I
say, you know, he’s looking a bit queer!”’
he added, with sudden alarm. “I say, Fully!
What’s the matter with you ?’”

Fullwood didn't answer. He was looking
at Bernard Forrest. This was the fellow who
had caused it all—he, with the help of his
unscrupulous pals, had engineered the whole
business! They had lied in the first place,
and had caused the quarrel between himself
and Clive. They had wrought the whole
trouble.

And Tullwood’s helplessness passed.

It went abruptlv, and for a few moments
he was like a fellow possessed. He was con-
scious of one thing, and one only. These
vindictive cads had plotted against him, and
they were the cause of his downfall.

“You curs!” panted Fullwood harzhly.

He seized TForrest’s machine, and wrenched
it away. With extraordinary strength, he
tossed it to the side of the road, where it

(Continued on page 41.)
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SONS OF THE MEN OF MONS'

)

When Germany declares a war of revenge
on England and France, Tom Lee and his
chum, Jack Bennett, are in the Form-room
at Cliff House School. They see German war
vessels landing, troops, and the school is
gshelled. The chums discover that a master in
the school is a zpy named Stutz, but the
German gets away. The chumg come across
Buster Kirk, another Fourth-Former, whose
brother has been killed. The Germans make
good their landing, and the chums retire with
the British soldiers to Denge Village. There
they mcet Bill Jennifer, who is trying to getl

Trapped in the Tank !

HE crew of the old tank gazed at one
another through the smoke-filled gloom,
while a second shell erashed to the road-

way a bare dozen yards from the war-
worn fighting machine. Shell-splinters and flints
spanged on the armour plating in a vicious
tattoo, and the echoing roar of their impact
filled their ears with sound.

*Those German boats can see us as plain as
anything!” Bill Jennifer gasped. “Once they get
the range, they’ll blow us to smithereens!”

“Then we won't wait for ’em to do it!” Jack
Bennett yeiled to him. “We'll run for it back
to the village!”

“Some hope we've got!”™ Buster
“Have a look out!”

Jack peered through the periscope above his
Lewis gun, for which he had but two drums of
ammunition left. In the rough grass-land all
about, in the ditches and behind the hedges, he
could see skulking Germans hugging low to the
earth. Some were firing at the British raiding
party which had [followed the tunk a little
distance out of the village and were now return-
ing, other Huns were blazing uselessly at the still

growled.
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FIRST CHAPTERS.

(Now read this week’s thrilling instalment.)

ROGER FOWEY

g

an old tank working. He succeceds; the trio
join with him aend a gunner and attenipt o
check the invaders. The chums in the tank
do good work, but while they are a quarter
of a mile out of the beleagucred village, the
machine suddenly stops. The pectrol tank is
empty, and, at that moment, they discoter
that their ammunition is as good as exhausted!
The tank is sighted by encmy vesscls at sea
and shells crash to the side of the road.
“We're donel” gasps Bill Jennifer. “They
can see us from those ships—they’ll batler: us
to bits!”

shape of the metal monster; Jack could hear
their bullets crashinz and drumming.

He could see that, once they left the shelter
of the tank, they would be shot down by scores
of eager German rifles. Even as he rcalised it,
he sighted a little squad of Huns creeping nearver
the tank; the men wore a queer equipwent, and
in the little loops all over it Jack sighted the
shapes of high-explosive bombs. Evidently-the
squad was creeping close to try aand shatter the
tank’s tractors.

It didn’t matter much if they did, now, because
the tank had no petrol and couldn’t move. For
all that, Jack snapped a fresh drum of
ammunition on to lhis machine gun, waited until
the squad made another rush, and they let them
have a burst of bullets which mowed the
bombhers down. .

“Better try and signal the village—somebody
might rush out with petrol!” Bill Jennifer said,
and with kis words, Tom Lee reached up to one
of the observation ports and snapped it open.
From a pocket of his tunic, he whipped a white
handkerchief, slipped 1t out and waved it to and
fro, then ducked to look through a periscope.

“Shut ihat port—you’ll get bullets through it!™
Bill snapped, aud the guuner reached over to
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close it—hi: movement aided by a pertect
fusillade of bullets from the watching Germans.

The chums knew that the tank would be under
observation ‘rom the village, and right on the
heels of Tom’s signal came a flirt of white flags
from a broken roof in the village—a watchful
signaller was telling them that he was ready for
a message.

“Send ome word!” Bl Jennifer exclatmed
“¢Stuck’ wili do, and for the love o’ Mike don’t
get a buliet In your hand, boy!™

“Got to chance that!” growled Tom, as he
clicked the port open. “I'll dab my handkerchief
out quick for a dot and longer for a dash.”

“ '{:hey'll tumble that!” Bill assured him. *It

Whapng-g-g-g-g!

His words were drowned in a mighty concussion
that shook the tank from end to end, as another
ciant shei: scored a tremendous crater full across
the road and absolutely plastered the side of the
tank witn debrls. .

Tom, white of face and grim-lipped, clicked
open the narrew, oblong port and stuffed his
handkerchief through in a preliminary wave; he
zot an answering signal from the man on the
roof in the village, and then he began to trans-
mit swiftly: :

Dot-dot-dot — dash — dot-dot-dash — dash-dot-
dash-dot — dash-dot-dash.

S5-T-U-C-K  The signaller in the village read
the word and zent back “0O-K ":; then he dis-
appeared as Tom whipped his handkerchief in. It
was sheare. in nalf a dozen places by bullets
which had rapped on the roof of the tank, and
there was blood on his hand where a sliver of
plating had scored across one knuckle.

“It’s ail right,” he said. “Only caught the
skin! Don: my hanky in, though!” aund he
grinued a litsle. “It’ll be a—— Hallo! Gosh!”

1t seemed as though the very earth all round
them erupted as two batteries of guns from the
ships got fairly into action. The first shells at
the tank had been merely sighting shots; now
they had got the range the Germans meant to
blot out the intrepid crew.

They were firing from a distance of nearly a
mile, and the explosions of their shells threw up
an absolute screen of smoke and earth, through
which splinters of steel struck in a murderous
shower.

The German ships fought with little interruption
. from seaward. The enemy had laid a giant mine:
fleld at either end of the Channel, and had to
contend only with British war vessels in the
South Coast ports. The British Navy was fight-
ing hard in the North Sea, battling against big
and surprising odds, and could do little to hinder
the invader in the South.

Inside the tank, the crew of five held to the
leather handholds about their guns—waiting for
the direct. hit which would wipe them into
otlivion. Jack was the only one who kept his
eves glued to a periscope, watching the roof from
which the signaller had taken Tom’s message.

Tle caught only glimpses of his objective, be-
canse the haze of smoke kept blotting out the
village. For perhaps half a minute the enemy
barrage lasted, then it died away as the German
cunners paused for observations—they saw the
tank still intact!

Watching, Jack saw the sienaller on the roof
again, his flags slicking and asking for an
answering signal before he pmave his message.
Jack ealled to Tom, and once more the shot-torn
handkerchief slipped out to the open. waved, and
was withdrawn. Then, together, Tom and Jack
spelled out the message which came to them.

“P-A-R-T.-¥Y C-O-M-I-N-G@ R-E-S-C-U-E Q-I-V-E
C-O-V-E-R-I-N-G F-I-R-E.”

That was all.

“Good lads!” exclaimed Bill Jennifer. “But
how the dickens can we cover their advance if
we ain't got any ammuunition? Still, we’ll do the
best we can. ou take one gun, Jack—let your
fat mate -have ancther an’ Tom can have the
third—toat’s all we can bring to bear on the
road to the village. the way we’'re placed. Have
a look at your ammo., and fire singie shots. ['ve
got half a dozen drums left here—ain’t been
shcotin’ so much as you chaps!”

For half a minute they scuttled about the
tank; at the end of that time they bad
accumulated just tem drums of unexpended
ammunitiop—four hundred rounds to serve three
guns and cover the advance of the rescue party.

“Pick the Jerries off as.best you can!”™ Bill
ordered, as he took his stand at a periscope in
the roof. *“ As soon as Ah, here they comel
Scotties, by heck! Look at ’em!”

Over the hastily re-erected barricade at thelr
end of the village, kilted Scotsmen were pouring,
bayonets glittering in the afternoon sunlight.
Sight of them evoked a hail of shot from the
Germans concealed between the tank and the
village—some of the Jocks fell, but the rest came
on, a full two hundred who spread across the
road and to the fields on either side, charging
the hiding Huns with cold steel; driving grey-
clad figures before them.

“That’s gnod enough!” roared Bill Jennifer.
“We won't wait for ’em, lads. Take a drum of
ammunition aud a gun each and get out of this
tank an’ meet 'em! Off you go while I fix this
engive!”

e leaped. box-spanner in hand at the great
six-cylinder engine as he yelled the words, whilo
the artilleryman clanged open one of the tank
doors, wrenching his own Lewis gun out of its
socket as he moved. He jumped to a shell-hole
outside, flopped to his stomach and began to pick
off what Germans he could see still blazing at
the tank—keceping them down and preventing
them firing at the trio of Cliff House Cadets as
they followed him out with their own weapons.

Inside the tank, Bill Jennifer was stuffing little
nuts through the spark-plug holes—nuts which
would score and wreck the cylinders if the Ger-
man3 attempted to start up the engine and use
the tank against the British.

Bill had the job done in a matter of seconds,
then he dived through the hatch, bringing a Lewis
gun with him, joining the others in the shell-
hole, and in vhat moment, the chips’ guns renewed
their bombardment of the tank!

T

Scots to the Rescue,

HE shell-hole in which the five had
dropped was big and deep. Shells aimed
at the tank erashed and thundered all
about them as they dropped to the

bottom of the depression, huddled together
and wondering when a shell would fall where
they lay. .

- All around, the earth was up-torn, riven and

tortured by %he monstrous missles that hurtled
from the sea. A stunning tumult of shuddering
sound struck the ears of the flve as though the
very world was splitting—to fade abruptly as
the German gunners once more paused to observe
the effecte of their fire.

Still the tank was unharmed! It seemed that
hardly an inch of road surface around was not
scarred by shells, yet the great tank remained
unscathed. But the three chums from CIlifi house
and their two companions did not pause to
observe that.

“Make a dash for it!” Jennifer yelled. They
were all too deaf to hear what he said, but his
cesture was eloquent. They followed him out
of the shell hole and trotted down the road to
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where the ten-score Scotsmen were advancing at
the double.

From the barricade in the village, machine-guns
and rifles were pouring a covering fire, and the
Scots were roaring like madmen as they adwvanced,
shooting as they doubled along or pausing to use
cold steel on some hiding eneiny.

A company captain raced ahead of them,
grinning as,,he neared the chums.

“Jest th’ five o' ye—that a’ there is?” he
asked cheerfully. “A braw fecht ye made,
laddies—we’ll get ye awa’ th’ noo!” He tucked a

whistle to liis lips and blew shrilly, waving the

walking stick that he carried. )
Clearly through the eclamour the whistle
sounded, and the yelling Scots halted and turned,

while the chums passed through their ranks.
Jack saw a Scottie lying on his side on the
road, white of face and with blood streaking
down his thigh from uunder his kilt. The boy
dropped his Lewis gun and bent above the

wounded man. _
“It's ma’ leg,” the man groaned. *“But dinna
Get ye awa’

fash ye’sel, laddie, ye canna lift me.
Jack tried to lift him, then

Ah-h-h!”

He groaned as )
Buster Kirk was_at the boy’s side. “ Get him up
—across my shoulders!” Jack exclaimed, and the
fat Fourth-Former showed that there was strength
in his well-padded limbhs a3 he obeyed.

Doubled up under the weight of the wounded
man, Jack trotted on, while the Scottie gritted
his teeth and stilled his groans that lhe might
not let the stout-hearted boy know lhiow much he
was hurt at cvery step Jack took.

And now the rest of the rescued tank crew dis-
carded their machine-guns, and followed Jack’s
example. Many of that rescue-party had been
wounded and hurt in their advance, and the
men from over the Border stayed their retreat
to pick up their wounded.

But there were some whom they left there in
the rough grass—kilt-clad warriors who had died
that the chums might live. When kindly hands
helped Jack and Tom and Buster through the
.barricade and relieved them of their burdens, the
three glanced back.

The rest of the Scottish detachment were
coming in—back of them, Huns were hugging low
to ground as they picked them off with shots
in the back, wuntil a pair of Hotchkiss® guns,
jutting from under the eaves of a small barn,
stammered a leaden protest and the hail of
bullets swept the encmmy to silence.

Behind the barricade, Britishers were cheering
—cheering the boys who had manned the old tank
and the Jocks who had brought them in.
Brigadier Gordon was there, and he drew him-
gelf upright as Bill Jennifer saluted and reported
the tank out of action.

“You did well!” the Brigadier spmapped. “I'u
see that a report of this goes to the proper
quarters. You—and the gunner—and these three
boys have done wonderful work this afternoon. 1
think we shall be able to hold the village now,
until reinforcements arrive. Now get some food
and rest—you’ve donc your share of fighting for
a while.” _

Threo minutes later, and they were in Jennifer's
Tuck Shop—all except the gunner, who went off
to seck what was left of his battery. There
were half- o dozen dead Germans in the shop—
which had besn recaptured by the British as they
followed up the tank in its last attack.

Bill led the way to the back, then lifted a
wooden flap in the floor.

“We'll gn down to the cellar,” he suggested
“The Germans ain't goin’ to be long before they
start shellin’ the village properly—so we might
as well eat n comfort!”

They took bread and tinned meat, pickles,
pastries and lemonade from the shelves and went

below for their second meal in the shop. It was
now late in the afternoon, and the three chums
were feeling the need of refreshment—and sleep.
The past few hours had been so crammed with
mouvement and excitement that it was beginning
to have an effect on them,

They ate by the light of candles that Bill
Jennifer brought down with him, and they sat
on piles cf o!d sugar and flour sacks. Those
sacks were comfortable and restful, and Buster
began to nod after he had eaten for a while.

““Think a sleep 'ud do me good,” he muttered.

“Won’t do pnone o' ye no harm!” Bill Jennifer
said. *“You might just as well have a snooze—
the reinforcements’ll be down from Lydd soon.
Those Huns’ll run like hares soon’s our boys get
on the job. Snatch half an hour’s sleep, th’ three
o’ you! I'm goin’ to Brigade Headquarters to see
if there’s any tanks comin’ along-—-I might come
in bandy again if there are!”

All was quiet when he left the chumse in the
cellar. The German attack had died away, and
the Britishers in the village were now strengthen-
ing their defences. Bill shut the flap tight, and
in no time at all the three were sleeping on the
old sacks; the two candles guttered down and
were snuffed out by the necks of the bottles in
which they had been stuck, but still the trio
slept in the silent stillness of the cellar.

Out on the English Channel, the smooth waters
were tinted blood-red by the slanting rays of the
setting sun—and with the dying day the Germans
launched a new and deadly attack upon the sadly
depleted forces that held Denge village. In vain
Brigadier Gordon waited for rcinforcements—they
did not come

The handful of Britishers battled gamely
against the concerted might of two parties of
invaders, uanti! the Huns swept round behind the
village and c¢u$ the railway line to Lydd. Then,
with the barricades broken and hand-to-hand
fighting raging along the cottages and in the
lane3, the British troops were slowly driven out
of the village and back across Denge Marsh.

They went with darkness falling, fighting every
inch of the way—while the three Clif House
cadets slept on in the cellar beneath the ruined

tuck-shop.

I some moments wondering where he was.
Absolutely no sound came to his ears, and

he grinned i1 the darkness—it seemed to him the

silence could mean but one thing: British rein-

forcements had come and had driven the enemy

away, that was why it was so quiet.

He crawled over to where the candles lay,
picked a fresh one from the bundle that Bill
Jennifer had brought down and lit it. Tom and
Buster were still slumbering peacefuly, and Jack
decided to let them rest while he found out what
had been happening.

He made for the rough stairs which led almost
vertical'y to the flap in the shop floor. He
mounted them, reached the ﬂa?. pushed it up a
couple of inches—and almost let it crash back
at what he saw!

A Germa. was sitting on the counter with
nis back to the shattered doorway; bhe had
removed his steel helmet, and his stained, grey
nniform was open at the neck. His square-shaped
head was close-cropped, and he was munching at
a rounded chunk of liver-sausage, while a mess-
tin stood open on the counter beside him.

Back of the man, Jack could just glimpse the
dark street. Shadowy figures of Germans showed,
and, as he watched, a field-gun was trundled
past, men putting their weight on the wheels or
hauling at ropes. He zaw a few wounded being

Caught in the Enemy Lines !}

T was Jack who woke first. The darkness in
the cellar was complete, and he lay for
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helped into the village—for the tuck-shop was
only just inside Denge—and then he heard, faint
.amf distant, the continuous rattle of rifle and
machine-gun fire in which the thud of guns was
mingled.

It was as Jack watched the eating German
that he glimpsed a faint movement on the dark
stairway at the side of the darkened shop. For
a moment Jack thought that it was another
German, and then he made out the shape of a
khaki uniform. A second afterwards, and he saw
the stalwart figure of Bill Jenuifer creeping down
the stairs his gaze fixed on the German.

Jack did not need any telling:- what had
Ttappened. The Huns had captured the village.
How Bill came to be crecping down those stairs,
he did not know; but this mnuch Jack did realise,
once the enemy knew there were Britishers in
the shop they would receive very short shrift.

Treading on the side of the stairs. Bill Jennifer
came slowly down. He bunched himself on the
bottom one, stepped to the floor—and then the
Hun was hauled backwards with one of DBill's
hands at his throat, and the other occupied in
gagging the man with the chunk of liver sausage!

Jack tipped back the cellar flap and jumped
to Jennifer’s aid. Bill grunted as he recogniscd
Jack through the gloom, and in twenty seconds
they had the German helpless, his head swathed
about by a sack and a hank of clothes-line
wrapped about his ankles and his arms.

“Get him In the cellar—quick!” gasped Bill.
“Get down first and douse that candle—it might
be seen!”

Jack dropped sheer to the cellar. He landed
on Buster and woke the fat junior to startled
exclamations. A couple of awiit sentences of
explanation silenced him. He woke Tom, then
the thrce of them took the scared German as
Bill lowered him through the opened flap. - He
closed it after him, then Jack re-lit the candle.

“We've got to shift—and lively!” Bill ex-
claimed. “O0'd Jerry started a terrific attack
when I was t'other end o the village, an’ I
couldn’t get back to you chaps. I waited until
things quietenad down an’ then slipped through.
The place is full o' Germane—they was attackin’
-Lydd itsell when I got through. They got Little-
stone an New Romney, an’ darned if there ain’t
another lot got ashore at Dymchurch! They've
gone clear aecross the Marsh, an’ now they’re
shellin” Appledore!”

“ And you—you came back for us?” asked Tom.

“You bet I did!” Bill grinned. “I knew you
was shut up in here, by the way you was sleepin’
when T left you wasn’t likely to wake for a
bit. It’s nearly ten o'clock o’ night an"™—— But
look here, let’s get out the back way. T reckon
that if we get clear o here, we can cut across
Walland Marsh an’ get back to our own lines,
50—""—”

“But what about the reinforcements?” asked
Jack  blankly. “Didn't they come? The
Brigadier—-"

“Reinforcements?” Bill lauglied a little harshly.
“Some hopes o’ reinforcements, mate! There’s
three landin's been made up on the east coast,
Lesides two air raids on London! The Germans
have got ashore up by Pegwell Bay, that's nigh
to Ramsgate an’ all along to Whitstable, a head-
iquarters man told me. There's been warships up
to Sheerness, an’ they’ve smashed the forts flat—
an’ spies have put the minefield what we had
there right cut o’ action! 1T tell you, the Jerries'll
be in London afore we know where we are!
There's been too much doin’ for reinforcements
ty come this way—they reckon the Germans will
'ave the whoie o Kent by this time to-morrow!
Don’t stop for no more talk now, let's get out
o’ this—if we’re copped, it’ll be a blank wall an’
a firin’ party for the lot of us, ’cause they ain’t
takin’ no prisoners! An’ don’t forget that we’'re
rizht inside the enemy lines!”

They leti tre captured German where he was,
aopd Bill led the wuy back to the shop. They
procecded cautiously turning through the door-
way and gaining the little yard at the back. Bill
Jennifer had been obliged to eifect an entrance
by shinning up a rainwater pipe to one of the
upstairs rooms; he could not get in by the back
}an, because the German was practically facing
it.

Now, however, that the Hun was no longer a
danger, they could leave the old tuck-shop by the
quickest route and they soon found themselves
in the open air. The yard gave place to a
cultivated garden—with a shell-hole in the centre
Efdwhrat had been Bill's father's cherished radish

ed.

The three skirted the hole, and reccnpoitred
from a screen of raspberry bushes. A field lay
at the .back, with a party of Germans skirting
the far corner, to disappear into the gloom.
At the side of the fleld nearest the garden there
were some dark, squat buildings—pigsties. A
grim flght had raged around them, for the chums
could make out the crumpled figures of Britishers
and their [oes.

“Ain't got a rifie between us!” Bill muttered.
“I'll get ’em from over tnere—then if we are

copped we'll be able to go out scrappin’! Come
through the fence, an’ then sit tight!”
They followed nim through a gap in the

palings, then stopped while he went ahead. In
less than a minute he was back, dragging four
riles and with his pockets .stuffed with eclips of
cartridges. The <¢hums loaded their weapons
and snicked home the safety catches, then Eill
growled ;

“1 know the lie o' the land here better'n you
chaps—best let me shew you the way. We'll slip
round these pigsties; then chance it over the field.
After that we’ll go bang across the marsh, an’
chance what we find. Ready?”

They stole forward. Behind them, the villape

street was rumbling with enemy life. Lights
showed here and there. They heard hoarse,
guttural shouts, the clatter of waggons. Seaward.

the muttering growl of heavy artillery sounded
continuousiy; bv the shore, the ships of the
invaders were etill hammering away at azome
unseen targets inland—the flashes of their biggest
guns bringing an unreal licht to the roofs of what
buildings were left standing in the village.

Beyond the black stretches of Walland Marsh,
to the north of the village, the night sky wase
streaked with ruddy flames—where buildings were
burning in ancient Rye, on the left, or where
shells had taken effect in Appledore, eight or
nine miles north-east. Between those distant,
leaping flames the blackness was slashed by
stabbing tongues of fire from gun-muzzles inter-
speraed, here and there, by the stark-white glow
of Very lights as Englishmen sought the invader
who advanced under the purple cloak of night.

Germany had struck swiftly and with effect.
Ere war was officially declared, almost, she had
launched her hordes in her war of reveénge. Her,
invasion had come so suddenly, at spots so
remote, that Britain’s defences had been divided;
the heroic battle of Denge Village had gone for
naught, savy that the invader had been held for

a little while.
I about the tarred pigsties, and then a
whispered word from Bill Jennifer stayed
them, as the darkness ahead was suddenly slashed
by the ray of a search-light. It was aligned on
a white-washed wall @ hundred yards away.
“That’s the back o’ the police-station,” Jennifer
whispered, and instantly Jack remembered the

Stutz Again!

HE three schoolboys and the man from the
Tank Corps skirted the tumbled forms
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glimpse he had had of the village policeman.
Constable Hazlett had been kneeling by the front
of his cottage, shooting down the street at the
enemy, when Jack and the rest went by in the
tank.

The little party paused, watching; into the
searchlight’s brilliant ray therc marched a com-
pact squad of Germans with an officer at their
head. hey halted by the wall as the officer
barked an order, turned when he barked again
and marched away from the wall for twenty
paces, then faced about and halted.

There were six Germans. By the wall they left
a single man—and the chums %asped as they
recognised old Hazlett himself. ¢ stood there
with his c¢hin held high; his blue uniform was
dusty, and in place of a steel helmet he now
wore regulation headwear. He did not move, but
remained stifly at attention.

“What the dence—— ? began Bill Jennifer.

“It’s a firing party!” Jack gasped. ‘“They're

going to shoot him!”
_ Even as he spoke, the six Germans raised their
rifles, while their officer unsheathed his sword and
lifted it, to give the signal -that would bring
the village policeman’s doom.

“Gosh! 0ld Hazlett—many’s the time he’s clipped
my ear fur scrumpin’ apples!” Bill Jennifer
breathed. “An’ they’re—they're goin® fo——
Here, I ain’t goin’ to have this! Jack, you pick

|

off the blokes wi’' the search-light—I’ll take the
officer., You other two let the firin’ party have it
—haot an’ strong! Down now!™

They dropped to the lank grass of the fleld,
safety catches clicking back from their rifles. Jack
cuddled hiz cheek about the cold stock of his
weapon, sighted for one of the two men at the
searchlight, then——

“Let ’er go!” growled Bill, and his rifle
spanged at the same moment.

Four shots snapped out almost as ome. Two
men dropped from the firing party; the officer
fell; a man pitched headlong from the search-
light—and the second fell as Jack fired again.
Four rounds each the quartette fired—and that
Hun party suffered the fate to which they had
led the rural constable.

“ Hazlett—this way! This way, Mister Hazlett!™
Bill Jennifer was up and yelling and he ran for-
ward with the rest. * Quick—quick!”

The constable stood like a man dazed. In the
cottages all about, the chums heard Germans
shouting. Two came running to the field, to drop
as Buster Kirk fired from the hip—chance shots
that bad good effect.

Jack raced ahead, clubbed his rifle, and slashed
blindly with the butt at the back of the search-
light. He must have hit loose wires, for the light
died abruptly. and then he ram on, clawing at
Hazlett through the darkness.
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“(Come on—across the fleld!” he gasped, then
the others were round him, aiding the dazed
constable away, while Huns poured on to the
scene, _

A friendly ditch on the far side of the field
sheltered them at last, and through the gloom,
they watched the dim figures of the Germans
streaking across the fleld at an angle, evidently
under the impression that a dim-seen party of
tkeir own machine-gunners were the men they

sought.

“Thought—thought I was—dead!” Hazlett
muttered. “Who is it? What—young Jennifer?
Thank ye, lad! GQGlory be, I thought I was a
goner. 1 came back for Sneaky Bates—I ’rested
him last night for poachin' round the Walland
Hall Woods, an’ he’s locked up in his ccll. Been
there all the time! I remembered him an’ come
bhack for him. Bein’ a prisoner, like, 1 couldn’t
leave ’'im there! Then they «collared me,
marched me straight round the back an’—an™—"

*Sneaky!” Buster exclaimed. *“He's in the—
cell—locked in?”

“Yes. I ought to get "im out?” the constable
said shakily. “’T’ain’t right he should he there
—'sides, he ought to go to Appiedore, 'fore the
magistrates to-morrow!”

They all knpoew Sneaky DBates—the most
rotorious poacher in the district. He was an
old, wizened fellow, as full of cunning as he
was of fun. KEven if he was a poaclier, he was
a decent sort of chap in his way; many a chat
had the three Fourth-Formers had with him,
and what Sneaky didn’t know mbout the wild
life of the marsh and woods wasn't worth
knowing.

“Couldn’'t we make a dash for it?” Jack asked.

“The cell’s at the back,” llazlett said eagerly.
“I got the key. I bet they ain’t found him yet—
?}d Sneaky wouldn’t let 'em know he was there!

e_!]

“I'm game!” Bill Jennifer said.
quietened a bit—let’s chance it!”

Nothing was stirring in the fleld now, so far as
they could see. They left the ditch and crawled
on hands and knees over the grass. As they
neared the white-washed wall, they could see Ger-
‘mans moving among the forms of the firing party,
and the eearch-light was being dragged away.

A trumpeb sounded from somewhere in the
village. It was some kind of <call, for every
German in sight hurried off, leaving only still
ficures that would never move again.

*Coast’s e¢lear—come on!” Bill growled, and
the five went on. rifles ready. They went through
the doorway in the wall, found the cell—really a
iittle white-washed outhouse. The door was
jocked, and Hazlett opened it cautiously.

“Come on, Sneaky!” he hissed through the
rloom. “Kecop quiet!”

“Things have

The slim figure of the poacher came out of
the darkness within the cell.

“'Bout time!” he grunted. “Got anythin’ to
eat.?? I ain’t dared to breathe for houra—what's
up »

“There’s a war on!"” Hazlett told him. “Now,
are you comin’ quiet, Sncaky, or ’ave I got to
put handcufis on ye?” and he laughed a little.
“Strikes me we’ll ’ave -to- wash out that little
bit 0 poachin’ you did,” he said. *There’s
Germans ail round us, an’ we got to get away
quiet or——"

His words froze on his lips as, from {the side
entrance of the police cottage, two figures stepped,
one bearing an electric torch, the beam of which
he flashed on the ground.

Faint lights behind the two showed them in
silhouette revealing the peaked caps and furred
coat-collars of epemy oflicers. A glance showed
that the pair were of high rank, for there was
gilt braid abont their caps.

The white beam flicked up, and for an instan$
it limned the little party of Britishers—the boye
in their cadets uniform, Bill Jennifer, the police-
man in blue with silvered buttons that gleamed
and winked in the light, and the wizened, crouch-
ing figure o: Sneaky, the poacher.

The officers were more startled than the others.
They stood rooted to the spot, while Jack
suddenly hissed:

“Collar 'em—we’ll take ’em with us!”

He dropped his rifle as he spoke, and lead the
rush. He grabbed the wrist of the mnearest
officer as his hand dropped to the revolver at his
belt. Jack jerked the grappling flngers away.
then smashed his right fist with all his strength
at the man’s an.

The fellow stagzgered backwards, his cap flicking
from his head as he thudded against the wall.
In that instant, the other German dropped the
torch he carried, and, as it fell, the light slashed
across the features of the man whom Jack had
all but knocked out.

It was Stutz!

Stutz! The &py who had poszed as French
master at the school—the spy who had directed
these German hordes to Britain’s shores by wire-
less from the ivy-clad clock-tower of Clif House
School!

Stutz—the man whom the whole of the British
Secret Service was striving to lay by the heels!

(Can the chums capture Stutz? More
thrilling chapters from this exciting war story
next Wednesday—and don’t forget the wondcrful
coloured stand-up figure of CHARLIE CHAPLIN
which is being CIVEN AWAY with next week’s
issuel!)
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(Continued from page 34.)
crashed over with a clattering jar. And the
next second he swept the other two bicyeles
aside, tco.

“Look out!’ gasped Bell.  “He's dan-
gerous !”

“ Forrest, T'm going to smash you!l”
Fullwoed, in a whisper.

But it was such a whisper that Bernard
Forrest backed away in fear.

“Don’t be a fool!” he muttered. * Don’t
co mad Hoew

Crash!

It had been unnccessary for IFullwood to
warn his encmy to put up his hands. His
cbject was so obvious that Forrest had
guarded himeelf by instinct. Not thabt that
gaard was of any use. IFullwood’s driving
blow swept it aside, and Bernard found him-
self reeling back with a streaming nose.

Crash! Slam! Thud!

“You cads—you beasts—you hounds!’’ he
panted, as he lashed out. “You’ve been
gloating. haven’t you? Well, now you're
going to howl!”’

It was a kind of despair that drove Full-
wood on. And it was despair, also, that
caused TForrest to yell for help.

“Come on, ycu idiots!” he gasped.
“Pounce on him! Drag him off! He’ll kill
me! Confound you, why can’t you drag

3y

said

His words were stopped by a sudden right-
hander which tock him on the mouth, and
gashed his lips. And before he could recaver,
his left eye was made a perfect match to his

richt eye. And Gulliver and Bell, spurred
into action, rushed upon [Fullwood from
behind. -

And then the baltle really started.

IFullwood took them all on. He wouldn’t
bave cared if there had been a dozen. He
felt like 1t. And he was more than a match
for his three opponents, even though they
used every foul blow that could be aimed.
Fullwood was absclutely inspired. Every
blow went home--and every kick and punch
that was ainied at him went wide.

It seemed to him that the battle
for an hour.

Suddenly he found himself
opponents,

They were all on the ground—groaning in

lasted

without any

agony. And there was no deception about
it, either. TYorrest was knocked clean out—
senseless.  Gulliver had received such a

hiding that he was {rightened out of his wits.
And Bell was in a sort of trance, with a feel-
mg that both his ears were as big as cabbage
leaves, and in his dazedness it scemed to him

that his nose was covering his entire faco
He didn’t care what happened.

_ ““So ‘you'’ve thrown it up, eh?” panted
Fullwood contemptuously. ““Yes, you can
beat a fellow by your dirty trickery, but
youw’re not much good in a fight! Well, I've
paid you a small instalment, anyhow.”’

He twned away, and went up the road for
his bicycle. The fight had done him good.
It bad brought him back completely. All
his panic was gone. The feeling that he was
about to go mad had completely left hun.
He was icily caln, and he had already made
up his mind to go straight to St. Frank’s, to
find Clive Russell, and to tell him everything
bluntly.

It would be the better way.

As for the Remove, Fullwood knew what
to expect from the Remove. Most of the
fellows would treat him with contempt. He
would be classed in the same category as
Forrest by all tlie decent fellows. To think
of runuing away was 1diotic—cowardly. Hoe
had done this disgraceful thing, and 1t was
only right that he sheuld suffer the full con-
sequences. As for the money, he would pay
Clive back as quickly as he could honourably
get the money.

With these bitter thoughts, Fullwood took
his bieyele, and mounted 1. When he cycled
past the scene of the fight, Forrest & Co.
were just picking themselves up, and in the
flecting moonlight, Fullwood caught a glimpse
of them. That glimpse afforded him a
momentary feeling of satisfaction.

.’Jl."he cads of Study A were an appalling
sight.

They looked as though a mob had set upon
them, rather than one enraged and rightcously
indignant junior. ’ :

A moment after he had passed them, he
dismissed them from his mind. He cycled
on mechanically. And as he grew nearer to
St. Frank’s, his sensations underwent another
change. IHe hecame nervous. The terrible
realisation of his offence came to him with
greater force than cver It was awful endugh
to know that he had dishonoured himself and
the school. But it was worse than that—he
had become a thicf! He had taken Clive
Russell’s money, and he had squandered it
in the worst possible way.

More than once he half decided te halt—to -
turn back, and cycle as far from St. I'rank’s
as he could get. But he was always pulled
up by the knowledge that such a course
would be cowardly. Whatever his faults,
whatever his sliortcomings, he had never
been a funk. '

So he went on—knowing that 1t was too
late to be sorry. He had had his night out,
and the price was such that he trembled to
contemplate it.

THE END.

(Look cut for *“Caught in the Meshes!”
next week, and another magnificent stand-up
figure—CHARLIE CHAPLIN! There's
only one way to make certain of getting
next week’s issue—ORDELR IN ADVANCE!)
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HOW TO JOIN THE LEAGULE
ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 57.
SECTION READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP, |

of the League.

you, therefore, kindly

I desire to become earolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE,
and to qualify for all such benefits and privileges as are offered to Members
I hereby declare that I have introduced “THE NELSON
LEE LIBRARY »” and THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE to one new reader, whose
signature to certify this appcams on second form attached hereto.
forward me Certificate of Enrolment with
Membership Number assigned to me, and Memberghip Badge.

will
the

SECTION

MEMBER’S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

. I, Member No......... (glve Membership No.) hereby declare that I have
introduced one more new reader, whose signature to certify this appears on

second form attached hereto.
introductions 'up to date) introductions to my credit.

This makes me........ (state number of

SEATION NEW READER'S DECLARATION,
I hereby declare that I have heen introduced by (give name of introducer)
seaNFERasuNN FeRRTER NS sessnese CoRyRas YRR SRR .. to this issue of “THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY.” .
(FULL N_A}IE) ..................... L T T RN I L R iR L Bessassnnanidnsanvesndoantitndndnti s do PRl nBieintebisitatsnnannssn
(ADDRESS)-u-uu-"nnouu.oruuun---"-unoouuiunulluu.uu ||||| A Il I e e N R R L R T R R P P T R L L L s

$hrtasranse Gsnssransddanssdnsdounsewnninsrndntddonsnsdninus EasdtgRaRRtAS FRINSARsRRbR IS NranaantaRpRENS AwdssdbdrssnntdAnbintsinnnataanr

INSTRUCTIONS.

+ INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for = Mem-
ibrship. Cut out TWO complete Application
'Forms from Two coples of this week’s issue I
'THE NELSON LEE L!BRARY. On one of the forms
411 in Section A, crossing out Sections B and C.
Then write clearly your full mame and address
at bottom of form. The second form is for your
new reader, who fills in Section C, crosses oub
Sections A and B, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinned together‘, and sent to the Chief Officer,
The 8t Frank's League, ¢/o THE NELSON LER
LisrRARY, Gough House, Gough Square, London,
E.C4. Member Applying for Bronze Medal: 1bu
will be necessary for you to obtain six new
readers for this award, For each new reader
TWO complete forms, Dbearing the same
number, are needed. On one of the forms fill in
Section B, crossing out Sections A and C, and
write your name and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new reader, who fills
in Section O, crosses out Sections A and B, and
writes his name and address at the bottom of

the form. Now pin both forms together and send
them to the Chief Officer, as above. One new
reader will then be registered against your name,
and when six new readers have been registered,
you will be sent the St. Frank's League bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevent you from.
sending in forms for two or more new readers at
once, provided that each pair of forms bears the
same date and number.

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for the
gilver or gold medals can apply in the same
way a3 for the bronze medal, filling in Section B,
Every introduction they make will be credited to
them, so that when the League reaches the
required number of members, they can exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,
according to the number of introductions with
which they are credited.

These Application Forms can be posted for
id., providing the envelope is not sealed and no
letter is enclosed.

You car write to fellow-members living at
home or in the most distant outposts of the
Empire.

You are offered free advice on choosing a
trade or calling, and on emigration to the
colonies and dependencies.

1f you want to form a sports or social
club, you can do so amongst local members
of the League.

- A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE,

You are offered fres hints on holidays,
whether walking, biking, or camping.

You can qualify for the wvarlous awards by {
promoting the growth of the League,

Jf yon want help or information on any
gubjoet, you will find the Chlef Officer ever
ready to assist you.

R S e S
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THE FIRST ARMISTICE DAY
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MONS, November, 1918.—A stirring picture of the British troops re-entering the historic village of Mons on
the first Armistice Day, after four years’ fighting. A really splendid presentation plate of this subject
in FULL COLOURS is given FREE with every copy of this week’s UNION JACK. Ask to see one at your

newsagent’s ! Published on Thursday, price 2d

|

c
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)
THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE
THE CHIEF OFFICER’S CHAT
(ALL LETTERS in reference io the League
should be addressed to the Chief Officer, The
St. Frank’s League, c'o THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY  The Fleetway House, Lond., E.C.4.)
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PEP AND PUSH.
F I remember right, we talked last week
I of the hustle which has marked recent
League doings. There has been a big
move this time, and we have a right to
feel a trifle jubilant over the tremendous suc-
cess of the S.F.I. ~ ‘

In 2 week or two the Silver Badge wiil
bave become a fact to be reckoned with. I
would have itked to deal with this matter
at length, but *he amazingly small bit of space
I have this week puts that out of court. One
apecial d detail concerns the triumph of
our posh correspondence colffmn, which 1is
going great guns. These are more notices:—

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

F. Lay, 29, Stapleton Hall Road, Hornsey,
London, N.4, wishes to correspond with a
member in Egypt, for the exchange of stamps.

William R. Allsopp, Windmill Hotel, Staf-
ford Street, Dudley, Worcestershire, wishes
to hear from members in his district.

R. A. Perry, 25, Hazel Street, Aylestone
Road, Leicester, wishes to hear from members
m his district. :

s
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M. E. Giles, 62, Elgin Avenne. Maida Hil,
Lendon, W.9, wishes to conespond with mem-
bers overseas.

Frank Strudwick, 33, Oaklands Grove, Shep-
herd’s Bush, London, W.12. wishes to cor-
respond with a reader mn the Colonies.

M. J. Hickey. Junr., 105, Patrick Street,
Kilkenny, Ireland, wishes to correspond with
a member in London: he also asks members
in his distriet to write fo him. '

Patrick Fefferman, 49. Portland Row,
Dublin, wishes to hear from readers wishing
to buy back numbers of the “NEeLzox LEE
Lisrary ” and “Union Jack.”

Stanley L. Oliver, 46, Murzaret Street,
Everton, Liverpool, wants to hear from mem-
bers in his disttict who will help him form a
club. He also wishes to hear trom readers of
the “NELsON LEE LIBRARY ” in any part of
the British Empire. Interested in stamps,
exnloring, cte.

Joseph Mauckenzie, 46, Maguire Street,
Vauxhall Road, Liverpool, wiches to hear
from members in Scotland and Surrey to ex-
change hints on cyeling and hiking.

Stephen Molyneux, 283, Wallgate, Wigan,
Lancashire, wishes to hear from members i1
his district.

Miss Winifred Jones, “ Montrose,”’ 6, Long-
ton Grove, Sydenham, London, S.E.26, wishes
to hear from members in that district.

Cyril E. Swift, 116, Wadsley Street, IIills-
borough, Sheffield, wishes to correspond with
readers in India, Africa, South America,
United States, and Spain. Interested in wire-
less, stamps, photography.
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"““SOLID SILVER
i LEVER WATCH

HALL-
MARKED
D.

YOURS for

Every reader of “‘Nelson Lee Library’’ should
secur: one of - these valuable Solid Silver
Lever Watches to-day, Now for the ficst time
offered on our unheard-ofe bargain terms.

READ OUR BRIEF DESCRIPTION.

Gent.’s full-sized Lever Watch, stout
Engine-turned Ingiish  Hall-marked Sohid

DEPOSIT

Silver Cases, Accurateiy adjusted move
ments, carefully timed and tested, abszo
lutely reliable time-keepeors. Eoid

enamelled dial, hineged back (a3 iilus-

trated), fully warranted, We send ;"' -
this handsome Waltch upon re- L
ceipt of 6d. Afver receipt scnd

2/« more, the bpalance. may

then be paid by monthly in-
cstaiments of 2/- each until
20/- cnly is paid. 2/: in the
£ diseonnt cash with order
(or balance within 7 dave).
Cash returned in full if dis.
satisfied, Send 6d. now to-—-—

SIMPSONS
(Brighton) Ltd. (Dept. 2052),

94, QUEEN'S ROAD,
BRIGHTON, SUSSEX,

‘::‘_‘ \-.:;Ai-
omnlete

HEIGHT INGREASED 5/-7z

~3-5 inches in ONE MONTH.
Without apphances — drugs — or  dietingm,
The Famous Clive System Never
Fails. Compicte Courss 5+ P.O. n. I,
or further partics. stamp.—FP. A. Clive,
Harrock Houste, The Close, COLWYN BAY
(Abroadl/-}.including

300 STAMPS FOR 6d= Airpost. Trniangnlar.

Old Indla, Niperia, New Sonth Wales, Gold Coast. etc
W. A. WHITE. Engine Lane, LYE, Stourbridge

SAFETY REVOLVERS

" NO LICENCE REQUIRED,

“Arcidents impossible. Fortheatricals, sports,
:-cte.  Proteclion against footpads, dogs, ele,
II'\"EW MODELS. Blue steel or nicker finish,
=+ “8ix chamber . . - 8.6 post {ree

“Eight ,, - “ - 8.6
Ten » (Cowboy mndeld - 12.6 ., ..
Blank Cartridges for Sateties 1,6 per 100.

Carriage ad. any gquantity. Catalogua free on request.

JAMES MANSFIELD & CO., LTD.,
._'7 1, High Holborn, London, W.C. 1.

——

r »n

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY AND
SEE THE WORLD.

BOYS are wanfed for the Seaman Class (from
which selections are made for the Wireless 'Tele-
eraphy and Signalling Branches). Agc 153 to 161
VCATE.

MEN also are required for:

SEAMEN (SPECIAL SERYICE) .. Acge 18 to 25,
STOKERS .. .. ¢ s ae o Age 18 to 25.
ROYAL MARINE TORCES «o . Age 17 to 23,

GOOD PAY. ALL FTOUND,
EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION.

Apply by letter to the Recruiting Stait Oficor,
LN, & R.M.: 5, BSuffolk Street, Birmingbam ;

121, Victoria Street, Bristol; 30, Canning Place,

Liverpool: 55, Whitehall, London, S.W.1: 289
Deansgate, Manchester ; 196, Rye Hill, Newcastle-
on-Tvne ; or 6, Washington Terrace, Qucen’s Parl,
Southampton. .
100 DIFFERENT STAMPS ] ; '
20-Page DUPLICATE ALBUM

SET 20 LIECHTENSTEIN - -
Also Colleetor’'s Guide., Thls wonéerfu: big parcel
I is sent absolutely free 8end p.c. only requesting I

approvals A  opumber reserved for Colcnial
customers —-Lisburn& Townsend. LondonRd T’ pool
N? 605

is all youpay hefere delive
eryfora No. 601 Hornless
Gramophone ora No. 604
Mead withrichlycoloured /&8
horn. solid ocak case, /=2y
large steel motor, and [REfpR
unusually loud Sound |3

Reproducer. Sent (with ! e

30 tunes) carciage paid
on 100DAYS'TRIAL.
Cabinet DModels and
Table-Grands at very

Co.(Dept. 2 ),
Birmingham.

S C rourself
Stop Stammering ! 57 &a " ver
ticulars FREE.—FRANK B. HUGHES, T,

Southampton Row. London, W.C.1.

FOH XMAS partics, theatricals,. fancy dress,

etc. Original and instructive
Disguise Qutfit, price 3/- cach. cowplete, post free.—
MILTON, 24, Station Parade, Norbury, London, 3.W.16.

CUT THIS OUT

**NELSON LEE” PEN COUPON. VALUE 3d.

Send 5 of these coupons with only 2/9 (and 2d. stamp)

direel to the FLEET PEN CO., 119, Fleet Street,

E C.4. By return you will receive a bandsome lever

seli-filling PLEET FPOUNTAIN PEN with =solid gold

nib (finc, medium, or broad), usually 10/6. Tieet
price 4/-, or withh 5 coupons only 2/9,

X 1. =
| i el TAR FreEr . PR
_IW—?" LEVER SELF FILLad POH = T i

[

£2 00 worth cheap Photo Material. Sam.
L]

ples catalogne free. 12 by-10 En.
largement, any photo, BA.—HACEKETT'S WORKS,

July Road, Liverpcol '
FREE | Set o503 Hungarian Stamps FRTE to those

* gending postage (abroad 6d) and asking to
see Approval Sheets.—N. FLORICK, 179, Asylum
Road, Peckham, London, S.E.15.

Be sure to mention *‘ The Nelson Lee
Library” when communicating -
with advertisers.
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