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“ Into the dormitory with him | ** came a grim voice,
Clive Bussell
Canadian junior’s face to

“ Welll teaoh the rotter to break bounds

thn. tones of Edward Oswald Handforth. A pillow was pressed over ¢
his shouts, and he was unceremoniously bundled back into the dormitory
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

ETR SNSRI ERE PO EEFEEEU NSNS EE SN EE NSNS N AN TR ES RS NS SN NS SN NS ES NN NN NS dESRIESRENNESOREEREE

The Cads at it again! Another rousing long com-
plete story of the Honour System at St. Frank's.

CHAPTER 1.
IN THE SMALL HOURS |

intently.

“Good!”” he muttered. “ At last!”

The Canadian junior was sitting on
the edge of his bed in the Ancient House
at St. I'rank’s. The school clock had boomed
out the hour of one a.m, some ten minutes
earlier And a high, blustery wind was whist-
ling and moaning round the grey old walls
of the school buildings.

Clive was looking anxious, and he rose from
the bed, went to the door of the bed-room,
and softly opened it. And after a few
Emtl‘-r[wnts he closed the door again, and turned

ack.

“Must have been the wind,” he said dis-
appointedly. '

He had thought that somebody was coming,
for he had heard a creak resembling the sound
of a footstep on a loose board in the corridor.
But the half-gale was playing many tricks
that November night.

“ He can’t be long now,”” Russcll told him-
self. “It'll be half-past one soon, and 1
believe they turn everybody out of that beastly
gambling place at cne o’clock. He must be
home before long.”

Clive Russell was wajting for his chum of
Study I—Ralph Leslie Fullwood. Recently,
the pair had had a bitter quarrel, and were
stdl on such bad terms that they would pass
one another with averted eyes, and with the
alr §& strangers.

But Clive meant to put an end fo all that
as soon as Fullwood came in. And now he

CLIV E RUSSELL started, and listened |

was waiting. Sleep was impossible. He had
told himself that everything could wait until
the morrow. That was all right in theory,
but in %ractice it wouldn’t work., BSleep was
out of the question.

Clive Russell was in Fullwood’s dormitory
even now, although, strictly speaking, his
own bed was further along the corrido,, in
Adams’ room. Clive had transferred there
at the beginning of the guarrel. But now he
was back. It didn’t matter to him that his
old bed had no sheets upon it. The House-
matron could put things right in the
morning.

Ding-dong! Ding-dong!

The four strokes of the quarter-past chimed
out above the roaring of the wind, and Clive
was rather surprised. He had thought that
the time was later. After all, even if Full-
wood had started out from Bannington soon
after one, he couldn’t be in before half-past,
at the earliest.

So Clive settled himself to another wait.

He hadn’t troubled to undress—for he him-
selfl had been meeting with some peculiar
adventures that nigl%l;, and hadn’'t been
indoors for long. There was no reason why
he should stay here, in the bed-room, he
argued. Perhaps it would be better to go
down to a lower window, and wait there—a
window which had been purposcly left un-
latched. Then be would be able to sce Full-
wood as he came in.

Not so very long since, Clive had definitely
made up his mind to go straight to sleep,
but once alone in Fullwood's bed-room, he
had just sat there, thinking. He hadn’t even
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turncd on the electric light, and the room
was only dimly illuminated by the occasional
rays of the moon, as it peeped fitfully out
from behind the scudding clouds.

Clive went to the door, opened it, and
slipped through into the corridor. He crept
along noiselessly, and had almost rcached
the head of tho stairs, when a sudden maove-
ment came from a deep recess. Clive halted,
startled. Perhaps it was only his imagina-
tion. One seces all sorts of peculiar things
in the dead of night. Ordinary objects are
unreal——

“Now !”’ muttered a tense voice.

Three dim figures scparated themselves
from the general blackness, and hurled them-
selves upon him, Clive Russell was so sur-
prised that he had no opportunity of defend-
ing himself. He went down with a thud, and
his attackers sprawled all over hifh to such
purpose that he had no opportunity of crying
out, or using his fists.

“ Quick—into his own dormitory!” said a
grim voice. ‘“‘Got the cane? We'll ewish the
begear until he can’t sit down for a week!”

Clive struggled indignantly. He recognised
the tones of lidward Oswald Handf{orth, and
it needed no wild guess to arrive at the con-
clusion that the other two {cllows were
Church and MecClure. Tho famous chums of
Study D were obviously on the warpath.

“I'say!” he managed to gasp. “You've
niade -a blunder =

“Squash him!” commanded Handforth.
“Shove that pillow over his face.”

Church had already reccived a glimpsce of
the truth.

_ ‘“Half a minute!” he gasped.
isn’t—-"’

“Don’t argne!” hissed LEdward Oswald.
“Gag him, and obey my orders!”

Church decided that it would be much
quicker and safer to go ahead. o he pressed
a pillow over Clive’s face, and the next
moment the Canadian junior found himself
being hurried along the corridor. e was
half-drageed, half-carried, and at length hec
was bundled unceremoniously on the floor,
and a door was closed.

“Good egg!” sard Handlorth
“ Lights!”’

A switch snapped, and Clive sat up, blink-
ing.

“Thanks awfully!” he said sarcastically.
“ Are you satisfied 7*’

Edward Oswald Handforth stared.

“Why, 1it’s Russcll!” he cjaculated 1in
astonishment, )

“Marvellous I”’ said Church, with an ex-
pression of amazement. “I say, Mae, didn’t
we always say that Handy was a wonderful
detective? How does he know that this chap
is Russell ?”

“It becats me!” said McClure, shaking his
head.

Handforth frowned.

“You silly fatheads!’’ he snorted.
see it’s Russell 7”7

“T could have told you ho was Russecll a
minute ago, out in the corridor, but you

“This chap

briskly.

“Can’t
) §

F

wouldn’t listen,” said Church. ‘I hope yau’ll
go to bed now, and give up this silly busi-
ness, Mac and I nced some sleep, cven if
you don’t.”’

Handforth glared at TRusscll indignantiy
and angrily.

“You’d bctter get up!” he said, with a

sniff. “You ass, you've spoofed us! We
thought you were Iorrest!”’
“I'm frightfully sorry!” said Clive. “I’d

like to oblige, but, not being a magician, I
can‘ii’change myself into Forrest just to plcaso
youl.

“You needn’t be
forth, frowning.

“Nothing pleases you!’ said Clive tartly.
“Perhaps youw'll be good enough to let me
go now? Or are you going to give some sOrt
of explanation? Wouldn't it be a good idea
to look before you leap—io make certain
before you pournce? Why, you might bowl
over a master at the rate you're going!l”

MeceClure gave a weak smile.

“My dear chap, we've told him this twenty
{imes,”” he said wearily. ‘““We've pointed
out that the night timo is set asido for slecp-
ing, We've argued until we're hoarse. Bus
what’s the usei”

“No use at all!”’ said Handforih coldiy.
“We're all members of the Vigilance Com-
mittce, and it’s our plain duty to wait up
until Forrest comes in. As a conscienticus
Vigilante, I mean to punish Forrest with the
utmost severily for breaking bounds after
lights-out.”

“But I thought Dick Hamilton

'funny I’" rctorted Hand-

deidea

that Forrest’s punishnrent could wait until

to-morrow ?” asked Clive. “Dick’s the cap-
tain, and if his decision isn’t good enough,
it’s a pity. I guess vou’d better go back to
bed, Handy, and get some beauty s]ee?. You
need it more than anybody I know !

Handforth completely missed the insult.

“It’s no good leaving these things until
the morning,”’ he said, with a certain amount
of hard logic. - *“‘In the morning, we shall be
fresh and chirpy. We shan’t fecl g0 wild
with Trorrest, and it’ll simply mean that he’ll
get off lightly. There’s no time like the
present.”

“I dare say there's something in what you
say,”” admitted Clive, fnodding. “If you
collar Iforrest now youwll probably mangle
him to a jelly, and he deserves it, too. But
aren’t the Vigilantes supposed to keep to
certain regulation punishments? I didn’t
know that one chap could just please him-
self, and perform an act of lynching with
impunity 7

““There’s an cxception to every rule,”” re-
plied Handforth coolly.

Church grunted,

“You can use up all your arguments as
soon as you like, Russeil—and Handy will
end up In every case by telling you that
there’s an exception to the rule. So you
might just as well save your breath, Mae
and I have been through it.” k-

St. Frank’s was not normal just now.  The -
entire school was on its honour—an experi-
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ment suggested by Professor Grant Hudson,
of Hale University, U.S.A., who was at
present a guest under the headmaster’s roof.

Tvery form of punishment was abolished ]

during the period of this test. The fellows
could do exactly as they pleased without risk
of being dropped on. They could get up at
any hour they chose, they could miss lessons,
they could break bounds with impunity, and
“get away with it.” In a word, the head-
master had pubt them strietly on their
honour to obey the rules without any com-
pulsion.

And the great majority of the fellows had
responded nobly, '

Under this prescnt system, St. Frank’s was
far more orderiy and well-bechaved than it
had ever been before. The effect upen the
Junior School was particularly noticeable.
Many fellows had hitherto committed minor
breaches without compunction, knowing that
they could easily square things, if they were
caught, by performing some %ight‘ imposition
or other.

But now it was different. They were on
their honour not to break any rules, =o if
they broke them they could not place things
on an even footing by doing an impot. It
was dishonourable to ignore the slightest
regulation, and o all the decent fellows were
practically falling over themselves to kecp
the record clean.

But there are black sheep in every fold,
and St. Frank’s was no exception. A certain
number of fellows, notably Forrest and Gul-
liver and DBell, of the Ancient House, and
other shady young rascals in the East House,
had taken a delight in abusing their new
freedom. .

This small minority of dishonourable
fellows—named ‘““Blots ’ by the others, since
they were attempting to smudge the school’s
record—had occasioned the Head a good deal
of worry at first. Tfor it had scemed that the
experiment would fail because of the caddish-
ness of an insignificant few,

But then the Vigilance Committee had
been formed.

In every House the Vigilantes hatl become
active. Sinece the school authority inflicted
no punishments, the Vigilantes took it up
themselves to step into the breach. Only
their punishments were much more drastic!

The ecffect of the Vigilantes’ operatione
had been instantancous.

Within twenty-four hours of their forma-
tion, rule-breaking had become the most un-
popular pastime at St. Frank’s. And now the
various Vigilance Committees had the posi-
tion thoroughly in hand.

St, Frank’s was honourably proving itself
equal to the test.

Only one or two isolated die-hards re-
mained to bo dealt with. On this particular
night, for example, Forrest & Co., of
Study A, had broken bounds. Dick Hamil-
ton had suggested putting them on trial on
the morrow, and the Ancient House Vigil-
ance Committce had approved. DBut Hand-

forth, it seemed, was determined to deliver
a drastic punishment at once. while the iron
was hot.

CHAPTER 2.
WAITING FOR FULLWOOD |

| LIVE RUSSELL started up
as the half-hour chimed
out.

“I can’t stay here!” he
said gruffly. “It's half
after one! Fullwood ought to be back by
this time. I was just going downstairs to see
if there was any sign of him when you
grabbed me.”’ |

“Well, it serves you right,” said Hand-
forth. “You ought to be in bed!”

Cl"‘ You ass! What about you?” retorted
ive,

“I'm a Vigilante,” said Handlorth loftily.

“If it comes to that, so am 1.”’

“Eh?’ said Handforth, with a start.
“Yes, I supposc you are—but there are dif-
ferent grades of Vigilantes, my son,” he
added, trying to make himself right with
his usual effrontery. “You’re only an ordi-
nary sort of chap, and I'm a leader. By
rights, I ought to be chief of the ‘ V’s.” But
it’s just like Dick Hamilton to collar all the
fat for himself.”

“At least, he’s got the brains!” said
Church. ‘‘He sleeps when he ought to be
sleeping, and leaves official business until the
right hour.” .

“Is that a sneer at me ?”’ demanded Hand-
forth. . N
“Tt's a complaint!” replied * Church feel-
ingly. :

“I shall
Church !’

“My dear chap, we're not trying to stop
you!’’ said McClure. ‘““Go ahead! Of course
you can do as you like, But why should we
be made to do as you like, too? That’s the

do exactly as I like, Walter

point we’re arguing about.”

Edward Oswald waved his hand.

“How many times have I told you not to
argue?’’ he said sternly, “It only mecans a
lot of wasted hreath and ragged tempers.

.| But it’s always the same—I give good advice,

and nobody takes any notice of it.”

“And you never argue?’ asked Church
faintly.

““Never!”

“And the poor chap means it, too!” said
McClure, in wonder. “You mustn’t grin
like that, Russell. He actually thinks that
he never argues—"'

“VYVou chaps are the ones who do all the
arguing !”’ interrupted Handforth wrathfully.
“Aes soon as I make a scnsible suggestion,
you jib at it. You haven't got any sense of
duty, or any feeling of honour for the school,
or anvthing | I’'m ashamed of both of youl”

“Well, my only hat!’’ gasped Church.

“We're sacrificing our sleep to-night so
that we can punish Forrest and his precious
pals when they come in,” continued Hand-
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forthy “A creditable object! And yet you
chaps jeer at 1t| Is that what you call doing
your duty ! Aren’t you afraid to look me in
the facc?”’

His chums not merely looked him in the
face, but glared.

“Oh, you’re a hopcless case!” said Church
thickly. ‘“We keep on telling you that the
Vigilance Committee will deal with those
cads to-morrow. And you think nothing of
sitting up half the night, just to satisfy your
olwn craving for violence! Mac and I wart to
sleep 1™

“Of course we do,”” complained McClure.
“Not that it’s any good chewing the rag
about it. Let’s hope those rotters soon turn
up, so that we can get the whole affair over
and done with.”

“And there’s Fullwood, too,” said Hand-
forth, completely ignoring the complaints of
his chums. “Fullwood was tricked, or some-
thing, wasn’t he? Led astray, or something?
Fooled into a trap, or something ?”’

“Yes,” said Church, “or something.”

“Qh, don’t start again, for goodness’ sake!”

ut in Clive hastily, * Fullwood went to that

eastly roulette club, as far as I know. He
weng there to look for me.”

““That was a brainy thing to do, while you
were here !’ said Handforth,

“Yes, but you know as well as I do that
those cade got up an elaborate hoax to lure
poor old Fully into a mess,”” said Clive, with
a worried frown. *They grabbed me, locked
meo in a box-room, and then made Fullwood
believe that I'd broken bounds, and gone out
on the spree!”

Handforth. nodded.

“Yes, that’s one good point to remember,
he said firmly. “That’ll mean an extra bilf
on the nose for Forrest!” :

“You're not going to biff him on the nose,
are you?” asked Clive,

“Why not?” =

“ Aren’t the Vigilantes supposed to ad-
minister punishments in the orthodox way—
with a cane ?”

Handforth smiled indulgently.

“That’s one reason why I’m sitting up to-
night,”” he explained calmly. “If Forrest &
Co. are left until to-morrow, they’ll just get
an ordinary swishing, with a dose of Coventry
as a side-line, perhaps. And what’s the good
of that? I mean to take them, one after the
other, and alter their faces completely |”’

“Oh}” said Church. “So that’s why
you’ve kept us out of bed, and made us sit
up like this?”’

“T'll make you sit up etill more if you
grumble!”’ threatened Handforth. “It's no
good caning Forrest. I'm going to fight him.
He's played a dirty trick on Fullwood, and
he deserves a thundering good hiding. By
the time I’ve finished with him, he'll hardly
know whether he’s a human being or a hun-
dredweight of sausage meat |”

““Oh, well, that's your affair,” said Clive.
“T'm pretty wild with Forrest—Gulliver and
Bell don’t count—but my anxiety about Full-

»

wood 1s keener than my anger.
know what’s happened to him.”

“Why, you ass, you know, don’t you 7"’

“I know that he went to that roulette club,
thinking I was there,”’ replicd the Canadian
hoy. ““But why has he been away all this
time? He went therc hours ago! As soon
as he found I wasn’t there, why didn’t he
get home?”

“It's a bit rummy,” agreced Handforth,
frowning. “As far as I can see, Forrest’s
idea was to trick TFullwood inte playing
roulette, or somecthing. It would be a bit
awful if he succeeded, wouldn’t it? Perhaps
that’s why Iully hasn’t come back—perhaps
he’s got caught in that rotten gambling set!”

“I don’t like to think of it!” muttered
Clive.

“Perhaps he’s been playing roulette all the
time,” sard Handforth grimly.

“Yes, and perhaps ho’s been bound up,
and shoved behind a hedge!’”’ put in Churcg.
“If those rotters can bind up Russell, why
can’t they bind Fullwood? It’s not fair to
]um;;1 to hasty conclusions. Personally, I've
got heaps of faith in Fullwood, and 1 believe
he’'s O0:K.”’

“Same here,”” said McClure.
all right.’ .

Clive Russell was glad to hecar these ex-
pressions of confidence. He was certain of
Fullwood, too. DBut he badly wanted to know
the full facts. Suspicions were never satis-
factory—conjectures were equally worrying.
In fact, the whole position was tantalising.

Ralph Leslie- Fullwood had been very com-
pletely trapped. Owing to his recent quarrel
with Clive, ke had been in a receptive stato
of mind., 'The cads of Study A had done
everything in their power to prolong the mis-
understdnding betwecen the two juniors.

Clive had received twenty pounds from his
father as a special present, and Fullwood
thought that it was winning money, obtained
at the roulette table. Angd Clive, who re-
sented such an accusation, had huflily main-
tained his aloofness. And so the pair had
drifted apart, Russell too angry to explain,
and Fullwood nursing all sorts of false ideas
about his chum.

Thinking that Clive had gone to the club
again, Fullwood had consented to accompany
Bernard Forrest, his intention being to drag
Clive away. But it had been a trap, for
Clive had never gone there.

And Fullwood was still absent! And the
timo was well after one-thirty in the morn-
ing! What was the explanation of his long
absence ¢

*“Yes, Russell, my son, you can make your
mind easy about Fullwood,”’ said Handforth
benevolently, “Just you go back to bed,
and leave this matter entirely in my hands,
When Fullwood comes /back, we’ll tell him
that we know all the facts, and that we’re
not going to punish him for breaking
bounds. After all, he was only doing- his
duty as a Vigilante. But Iforrest is going to
be smashed £

I want to

“Fullwood’s
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“Yes, we know all about that,” interrupted
Clive. “ You'rc going to make him into hash.
It’s‘a good idea, but I've got to agree with
Church and McClure, that it would be better
to leave it till the morning.”

“Then you're a silly fathead!” said Hand-
forth grufily. _

“I’m not going to argue,” smiled Clive.
“You're looking a bit too dangerous, Handy.
All 1 advise is that you should be careful
The Vigilance Committee i1s a fine Institu-
tion, but it isn’t really supposed to promote
boxing bouts in the middle of the night.
And there might be some noise.”

“Noise !” said Church bitterly. - ¢ If Hand-
forth starts on those cads when they come
in, it'll be like pandemonium! Mae and I
daren’t go io bed, cither!”

Handforth gave him an approving glance.

“I'm glad to notice this spirit,” he said.

“We're afraid to go to bed, because we've
got to look after Handy, and kcep him out
of mischief,” continued Church coolly. “The
poor fathead thinks that we’re frightened of
him, or something—that we're losing our
sleccp because he’s ordered us to. Buf that’s
just onc of his delusions. He doesn’t actually
know it, but Mac and I are his keepers.”

Handforth grew red with indignation,

“Arec vou talking about me?” he asked
blankly.

““Oh, sorry!” said Church. “I forgot that
yvou could hear. Not that it matters much—
lunatics have all got bad memorics. You'll
soon forget that I've told the truth about
vou, Handy. VYou can always rely upon Mac
and me to lead you back to your padded cell
after every escape!” -

“Hear, hear!” said McClure, grinning.

Handforth assumed an air of pitying
tolerance. And Church and MecClure relaxed
their tensed muscles, for they had instine-
tively prepared for an onslaught. One could
never tell with Handforth. Sometimes he
would go off the deep end and create havoc,
and sometimes he would take his chums’
banter with lofty indifference.

“Y¥f I thought it would do you any good,
I’d put vou across my knee and slap you!l”
he said witheringly. “But youw’re not worth
the trouble, and we can’t expect too much
from the half-witted. IFollow me outside!
We've got to get to our posts, Don’t forget
that we’re on the watch.” s &

Church chuckled.

“That's a good one!” he remarked.
“We've spent abeut twenty minutes in this
room, and we're supposed to be on the
watch. You're not a Vigilante at all, Handy

[RL)

—you’re just a joke!

CHAPTER 3.
FULLWOOD'S INDECISION.

FIGURLE leancd against
the stile in Bellton Lane,

just where the wood
stretched away towards
the downs. The moon-

light was slanting down through the restless

branches of the trees on the opposite side of
the road, and the keen north-easterly wind
possessed an icy chill,

But the figure by the stile stood motionless.

He wore no cap, and his overcoat was
unbuttoned. Close by, a bicycle had been
tossed carelessly against the hedge.

The figure shifted at last, and sat down
on the stile. And the moonbeams fell upon
the face of Ralph Leslie Fullwood, of the
St. Frank’s Remove

For I'mllwood was a resolute junior
generally, with calm eyes and a rather firm
look about his mouth. And he made a point
of being scrupulously ncat, and was regarded
as one of the best dressed fellows in the
Lower School. '

And now—what a difference!

There was nothing calm about his eyes.
They had a wild look, an expression of un-
utterable misery, too. His mouth was drawn
up, his lips tightly compressed, as though
he was keeping himself in hand with an
effort. And his whole appearance was dis-
hevelled. '

“I daren’t go in!” he muttered. “I don’t
know what to do. I'm nct fit tc meet those
chaps again, and as for Clive—yes, there’s
old Clive! How on earth can I tell him the
truth? He’ll finish with me after this, and
I shall deserve it.”

His mutterings were hoarse and rather
broken. He got up from the stile and paced
up and down, unconscious of the fact that he
was chilled through and through. Hi$ state
of mind was such that he did not even
notice his physical discomforts. He was
within a few hundred yards of St. Irank’s,
and he dared not go inside.

He had started out for Bannington with
the firm intention of getting straight back
to the school, secking out Clive Russell, and
confessing what he had done. But now that
he was so ncar to St. Frank’s, he hesitated.
He was appalled at what Clive would think
—at what the other juniors would do.

It seemed to his fevered mind that he had
just been passing through a nightmare. It
couldn’t be real. It was so outrageous, so
ridiculously fantastic. And yet he knew very
well that it was all true. There would be no
merciful awakening for him,

He had to face the music, and he trembled
before the ordeal. E

“I can’t think clearly!” he murmured, as
he sat down on the stile again and held his
head in his hands. “What happened? That's
what I can’t understand! What made me be
such a weak, pitiful fool? I thought I had
done with all that sort of thing, and now
I've simply proved that I'm still an outsider
and a cad.”

He looked up, his eyes plazing.

“Or Forrest’s proved it!” he said fiereely. -
“Forrest sct out to prove that I couldn’t be
trusted in 2 gambling-den! He said that I
should be unable to withstand the tempta-
tion! A few hours ago I should have laughed

| at him, I should have called him an idiot.
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But he was right. That’s the awful thing
I've got to face., He was right!” ]

Fullwood’s tone had become scathing. His
sclf-condemnation was absolute. During the
past half-hour he had called himself every
despicable name under the sun; he had
reviled himself until he had used up every
such expression he knew. And even now his
self-contempt was growing.

He tried to think of the sequence of events.
In a dazed sort of way he attempted to
remember just that point when he bad
walked over the brink. But he couldn’t bring
it to mind.

Bernard Forrest had led him to believe
that Clive Russell had gone to that gambling
club, on the outskirts of Bannington, a
private house run by ex-racing men, where
roulette was indulged in. Torrest, who had
had his knife deeply into Iullwood, had
made him believe that Clive had gone to
this place.

And Fullwood, like an 1diot, had gone.
He could remember all that part of it very
clearly. Forrest and his precious chums had
introduced him, and had made him believe
that Clive Russell would soon show up—that
he had gone off to meet some other shady
acquaintances. And Forrest« had made a
show of twenty pounds—money that really
belonged to Clive. -

Fullwood groaned as he thought of it.

What a dolt he had been! He remembered
grabbing that money and wrenching it away
from T'orrest. And Forrest had been angry
about 1,

“My hat!” breathed Fullwood. “Was 1
blind or dotty—or what? Why couldn’t I
have seen that the cunning rotter was only
acting? Why couldn’t T have had enough
sense to know that he wanted me to grab
that money ?”

In a way, Fullwood’s condemnation of
himself was not quite fair. He should have
given Bernard Iforrest some credit—or dis-
credit—for making his plans so perfectly. It
was casy to talk now that it was all over;
it was easy to sce what he should have done.
There is nothing so simple as to be wise after
the event.

At the actual time, Fullwood had guessed
nothing, and, on the whole, he could not be
blamed. For Bernard Forrest’s unscrupulous
plot had been cunning to a degree.

Waiting in that roulette-room for Clive—
as he had thought—Ifullwood had had leisure
to watch the spinning wheel, to loock at the
gamblers, and to take an interest in the
game.

It had becen Torrest’s contention that
Ralph Leslic could not resist the fatal fas-
cination of these surroundings. TFer in the
past FFullwood had been a very pronounced
“goer.” He had considered himself to be a
rcal sportsman, and all the decent fellows in
the Remove had held him in contempt.

But for a long time past Fullwood had
changed. He now toock a keen interest in
football, in honest, healthy sports. And his
companionship with Clive Russell had helped

him greatly., There was Reggie Pitt’s sister,
too—Winnie. 'This cheery girl of the Moor
View School had done a lot towards bringing
about Fullwood’s reformation,

And now, in the space of an hour, he had
gone back—he had undone all the good work
of the past months!

For DBernard Forrest’s contention had
proved right! Left alone in the presence
of that fatal wheel, the unfortunate Fullwood
had succumbed! He had very soon forgotten
his mission in the place. He had fallen under
the specll of the clicking roulette-wheel,
although he couldn’t remember anyihing of
that now. He couldn’t recall exactly when
he had started playing,.

But he had played, and he had won
heavily for a time. Then he had commenced
losing, and when he had finally got up from
the table, with a dull sense of realisation
coming to him, he had found himself broke.
And this was not the worst. For that money
of Clive’s was no more!

Twenty pounds—gone!

Clive’s money all gambled away! Stolen
and gambled! For Fullwood harshly told
himself that he had stolen that money.
Forrest had taken it from Clive’s desk, and
had placed it in his—Fullwood’s—kceping.
And it had all gone on the roulette table.

It had only been an hour of weakness.
Ralph Leslic was himself again now—at
least, he was no longer imbued with the
gambling fever. He knew what he had done,
and his repentance was pitiful, But the pro-
blem before him left him appalled. What
could he do?

How could he explain to Clive? There was
that quarrel, too—that guarrel in which he
had been the only one to blame. Clive would
only be acting rightly if he never spoke to
him again,

“They’ll all cut me now,” muttered Full-
wood miserably. “ And why shouldn’t they ?
What’s the use of trying to kid myself that
I've got any will-power? Why, a child of
ten would show more resolutiqn,! What’s the
good of me if I can’t stand next to a roulette
table without going back on every resolve
I’ve made? As weak as a rat! I've got no
more will-power than a cross-eyed rabbit!
And it makes me all the more miserable
because Forrest was right. Oh, the cunning
howi:r:id! He said I should knuckle under, and
I did!”

He got up from the stile again, and his
fists were clenched.

“Forrest!” he shouted hoarsely. “He's
the fox who led me into this! Oh, the cad!
The unutterable mongrell But for him I
shouldn’t have gone——" He pulled him-
self up, and his lip curled. *“But I’'m only
a coward!” he added contemptuously. *“ Just
a weak, miserable funk! Torrest isn’t to
blame; I’'m the fool! None but a weakling
would have given in liko that. I deserve
everything, and it’ll serve me right if they
all finish with me for good!”

He picked his bicycle out of the hedee
and trudged wearily onwards towards the
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“ Good gad ! ”’ ejoculated Archie Glenthorpe, adjusting his monocle, |
The cads of the Remove bore unmistakable signs of their recent encounter with Fullwood.

frightiulness ! »?
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“ Do I observe marks of battle and

They were freely decorated with sundry bruises and black eyes !

school. He was thinking about that twenty
pounds again, and he was in fresh agonies
of mind.

How could he pay the money back? He
had only recently had a big tip from his
father, and that money had gone with
Clive’s. e couldn’t ask his people for a
sum like twenty pounds—at least, not with-
out giving a reason. And he couldn't very
well tell his father the truthl

He could only promise Clive to pay the
moncy back by weekly instalments, and that
would mean dragging the wretched affair on
throughout the term. Well, perhaps it was a
kind of retribution.

When he got to the school he didn’t trouble
to put his bicycle away. He just lifted it
over the gate of the private drive and left it
there against one of the hedges. Then he
forced his way against the strong wind into
the West Square, and went to that lower
window, the lateh of which was faked so
that 1t looked fastened, but was really loosc.

Now that he was on the point of getting
indoors he felt stronger. Yes, he would go
to Clive, and tell him everything in one fell

swoop. It would be better to get it over
quickly. And he felt, too, that it would be
good to listen to the Canadian boy's angry,
contemptuous words, Fullwood was just in
that mood when he wanted to hear somebody
slanging him. It would do him good; 1t
would make him understand, more thaun ever,
that he was unfit for decent society.

And thus he climbed through the window,
his mind made up.

CHAPTER 4.

NOT WHAT HE EXPECTED!
! 3
Fullwood uttered a gasp

as he found threec shadowy
figures looming up at the
the head of the stairs, He
had just come up, and his thoughts were far
awav. And then those figures had apparently
materialised out of nothing.

“On him!” camo a voice,

“No fear'!” said another voice. * Steady,
Handy! We don't want to make another
bloomer. Tcrhaps it isn’t Forrest at all.”
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Fullwoode stiffened. Handforth & Co.!
Vigilantes! And they were waiting for him,
walting to administer the recognised punish-
ment for——  No, this must be wrong,
though. Church had mentioned Iorrest’s
name.

“It’s me,” said Fullwood quietly.

“By George! Fully!” said Handforth,
pushing forward., “Gaod man! So you've
got back all right, eh? Did those cads tie
you up, or something?” '

“Tell us what happened!” said MecClure
eagerly,

TFullwood felt another pang. Obviously
these fellows suspected nothing. Their tones
were too cordial, They didn’t know!

“No, they didn’t tie me up,” said Full-
wood huskily. “They made me think that
Russell had gone to that rotten hole of a
roulette club.

“Yes, I know,” said Handforth, nodding.
“We heard about it from these chaps, didn’t
we? Church and McClure stumbled upon i1t
in the fog one night. So TForrest made you
think that Russell had gone there, did he,
the beast? And, of course, you found out
that it was all a trick ?”

“Yes,” said Fullwood. ’

“Some of the chaps were talking about
"you succumbing to temptation, and all that
sort of rot,”” went on Handforth scoffingly.
“They thought you might be drawn into the

game, or soma silly piffie hike that. Of
course, we¢ know you better than that,
Fully.”

“Rather!” satd Church and McClure.

Fullwood held on to the balustrade tightly.

“That’s—that’s very decent of you,” he
muitered huskily. “But—but 3

“The best thing you can do, old son, is to
go along to Russell,” said Handforth gently.
“You two chaps have had a row, haven’t
you? Well, now’s the time to patch it up,
and be pals again. Go along, make it up
like good hittle boys, and tuck yourselves up
for the night.”

Fullwood felt rather dizzy.

“Yes, but—but you don’t undecrstand!” he
panted. “You see——" :

“We understand perfectly interrupted
Handforth, patting him on the back. ‘ You
were dished by those rotters! Russell wasn’t
there at all, and you’ve spent a beastly timce
looking for him—worried and uncertain,
Well, Russcll’s in your bed-room now, so you
can make your mind easy. He’ll explain
everything.”

“I—I tell you—

“Good!” said Handforth.

“ But—but——""

“Good-night, Fully!” said Church. “Have
kindly thoughts for us, won’t you? There’s
no bed for us yet—not with Handy in onec
of these energetic moods. I expect we shall
turn in just when the rising-bell goes.”

“That’s it,” said McClure gloomily. “We'll
undress, get into bed, turn over once, and
then get up again.”

Fullwood couldn’t find any words. The
Study D trio hadn’t even questioned him;

1
!

“Trot along!”

-

they had taken it for granted that he had
deported himself honourably all the time he
had been out. They scoffed at the very sug-
gestion that he could have gone back to tho
old game—yet he had, and they wouldn’t
even consider such a possibility !

“Oh, just a tick!” said Handforth, as
Fullwood remained silent. “What about
Forrest and his pals? Do you know when
they’ll be .in?” .

This was a question which Fullwoed could

-answer with ease.

“They oughtn’t to be long,” he replied. “I
think they’ll come along soon. But, 1 say,
look here, you know. I—I've got something
to tell you—"

“Write me a postcard about it,
Handforth crisply.

“Yes, but——"

“Chain 1t up and keep it till to-morrow,
old man,” interrupted Edward Oswald.
“We’ve got to wait here for Iorrest. They
may be in at any minute, and we don’t want
to give them any warning by standing here
Jawing. So long! See you to-morrow!”

"

said

“To-morrow!” said Church hopelessly.
“To-morrow’s here!”
“Rats!”’ retorted Handforth. *“To-mor=

row never comes!” -

Fullwood reeled off rather dazedly with
those words of Handforth’s buzzing through
his mind. How he wished they were actually
true in everyday life! There would be a
to-morrow for him, sure cnough! And ho
was in deadly fear of it. Ho was even
more afraid of the immediate hour.

So Clive Russell was waiting up; he was
not 1n his own bed-room, but in his—Full-
wood’s—dormitory. That mcant that they
would be quite alone. Xullwood almost
funked the ordeal.

He was still bewildered by the attitude of
Handforth & Co. Handforth, of all fellows!
Handforth, who always demanded to know
everything, in that dictatorial way of his!
And he bad snecred at the idea of Fullwood
doing anything discreditable!e -

It wasn’t what Fullwood had expected. i

He got to his dormitory, softly opened the
door, and went in. There was a movement
from one of the beds, and Fullwood paused.
But he didn’t switch on the light, Ilo
shrank from such a thing. He didn’t want’
to be seen so boldly. The bed-room was filled
with a soft radiance from the moon outside,
for the blind was not drawn. '

“Who—who is that?” came Clive Russell’s
voice. |

“Clive !”
me—).‘l

The other junior ran across the bed-room
and clasped Fullwood’s hand.

“Ralph, old man!” muttered Clive gladly,
“Gee, I'm glad!” .

Fullwood felt like choking. The Canadian
boy’s very tone revecaled the fact that he
had already forgiven and forgotten. They
were chums again! It made Fullwood's task
a hundred times more difficult.

If Clive had been angry, if he had bitterly

mutiered TFullwood., “It’s—it’s
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accused his companion of this, that, and the
other, Fullwood could have told what he had
to say. But how could he tell anything now?
And yet it had to be done!

“No, no!” said Ralph Leslie quickly.
“Don’t switch the light on, Clive! I—I'd
rather be in the dark, if yvou don’t mind——"

“Why, surely,” said Clive readily.. ‘““That’s
all right, Ralph, I want to know what’s
becn happening. But first of all I’ll tell you
what those rotters did to me.”

Fullwood’s relief was tremendous. While
Clive talked and explained things, he had
an opportunity of pulling himself together,
and composing his thoughts. He listened
carefully, and made a pretence of undressing
in a normal way. DBut he didn’t hecar very
much of his chum’s story. He only gathered
the bare facts that Clive had been held a
prisoner.

““Of course, Forrest’s object was to trap
you in that gambling den—that beastly night
club!” concluded Clive. “He wanted you
to sink back into your old habits, and have
a regular night out. By Jove, it only shows
what a fool he 1s! He doesn’t know the stuff
you're made of, Ralph!”

“He does!” breathed Fullwood koarsely.
“What’s that?”
“You—you don’t understand——"

“I understand that we’ve becen a couple of
prize idiots!”” said Clive grufily. ““ After
all, I was a bit of a rotter to keep quiet
about that twenty pounds. You know my
pater sent it, don’t you? It was Forrest
who led you to believe that I'd been out
on the spree. He only did it to make us
keep up the quarrel, eo that he could lead
yvou on. Well, I guess I'm glad that it’s all
over. Things aro all square again, Ralph.”

“I—1 don't deserve——"

“Cut that out!”’ interrupted Clive uncom-
fortably. “We don’t want to have any talk
about deserving, or -anything like that.
That squabble 1s over. Finished. Coneluded.
See ?”’

Fullwood gripped his chum’s arm.

“You're a decent chap, Clive,” he mut-

tered. “I was a fool to ever have any
suspicions against you. I deserve to be
kicked. I only played into Forrest’s hands,

although I was too idiotically blind to sce
it. But listen to me, old man. You don’t
understand. I’'m not worth your friendship
now—even 1f I ever was. I want to tell
you the truth.” '

"~ Clive laughed, -

“But, my dear chap, I know the truth,”
he replied lightly. “You suspected me of
low-down things, and I rescnted your atti-
tude. It was my fault for being so ob-
stiﬁate. So don’t say anything more about
it.

Fullwood remained silent—simply because
he had no words. Clive thought that his
worry was only connected with that ridicu-
lous quarrel?  Clive had no suspicion what
Fullwood was really trying to say.

Axd by now Ralph Leslie had himself in
hand. Somehow, his chum’s presenco
steadied him, and made it possible for him
to grip himseclf firmly. At last he was
ready to come out with the full truth—to
explain how he had been fascinated by the
roulette-wheel, how he had started playing.
and how he had lost every penny of Clive’s
money 1n addition to his own.

But Clive was now making it impossible!

CHAPTER 5.
FAITH.

T feels a bit rummy
without any sheets, but it
doesn’t matter for once,”
said Clive cheerfully, as
he got into bed. “You

see, I didn’t change back into this dormitory
until after lights-out, and the matron hasn't
had a chance to make the bed properly. But
what does it matter? We're together
again!’

Clive was supremely happy over this fact.
He thought nothing of Fullwood's restrained
manner, and hig husky tones. He took it
for granted that Fullwood was merely upsct
about the suspicions he had nursed.

“I'm glad you’re back here, Clive,” said
Fullwood quiectly, “DBut I don’t think you'll
make any arrangements fto stay with me.
You—you see, everything isn't as you think.
I thought awful things about you, and went
to that gambling club to rescue you. My
hat!” he added, taking a deep breath. “J
don’t think you were the fellow who needed
resculng.”

“I thought
all this—"

“It can’t be dismissed,” interrupted Full-
wood. ‘‘There’s that matter of your money,
Clive.”

“That twenty pounds?”

“Yes. The fact 1s—*

“X¥or goodness’ sake don't spoil every-
thing by talking about that money now!”
interrupted Clive. “Just imagine! That
fool of a Forrest had the absolute nerve to
suggest that you might become hypnotised
%)g tl}at gllly roulette wheel, and start gamb-
ing!”’

Clive's tone was full of contemp?, and Full-
wood breathed hard.

“Listen, old man,” he said desperately.
“I want to tell you—>

“I can guess,” said Clive, nodding.
“Naturally, you simply felt disgusted in the
place, didn’t you?  Forrest ought to be
boiled in oil for making such dirty, caddish
insinuations. T should think we know you
better than that, Ralph, old chap! We
ought to by this time, anyhow.”

And Clive laughed with complete serenity.

In fact, his tones were such that Fullwood
suffered a hundred agonies. His task was
now so tremendously difficult. Why did Clive

we were going to dismiss

3
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take up this attitude? Why couldn’t he help
a bit, mstead of making the thing so hard?

“ Supposing—supposing I did gamble?”
asked Fullwood, his voice trembling slightly.
**What would you think of me, then, Chve?
Supposing that cursed wheel did get hold of
me "

“That’'s a good
“Chuck it, you ass!
an.thing so daity!”

“But, Clive, you’ve got to listen——

“While you tell me that you played
roulette 7’ chuckled the Canadian boy.
‘““Not likely! You’re not the sort of fellow
to fall into IForrest’s clutches in that Simple
Simon wa¥y. So cut out the humour, and get
into bed. Great guns! That’s two o’clock
going!” .

“1I don’t care what the time 181"’ said Full-
wood fercely. “When will you listen to
me ?” . o

“To-morrow,” murmured Clive, ..

“But I want to explain——" -«1¥7 1%

“Dry up! *It’s two o’clock!”

“I know, but—" -

“We shan't get any sleep if you keep jaw-
ing!”’ said Clive, pulling the blankets over
him. “We're pals, and everything’'s O.K.
The rest can wait until to-morrow. So
that’s that!”’

Ralph Leslie Fullwood tried to speak
again, but his voice failed him. Indeed,
he didn’'t know what to say. He was men-
tally numbed. This exhibition of faith on
Clive’s part robbed him of all power to make
his confession.

And if he had been miserable before, he
was wretched to the point of distraction
now. Clive wouldn’t believe a word against
him! He was guilty—blackly guilty—but
even when he admitted 1t, hie chum only
laughed at him. What could be done in
such. a situation? Fullwood simply didn't

one!” grinned Clive.
We're not supposing

3
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know. He couldn’t frame his thoughts, let
alone his words. He was only aware of .a
dull, deadening sensation of wunhappiness.

It seemed to him that a huge weight was
lodged in his chest, and now and again it
scemed to rise up and nearly choke him. if
Clive had only been scornful and suspicious,
it would have been comparatively easy!

And while Fullwood got into bed, and lay
there staring up at the ceiling, further
activity was afoot outside. The Vigilantes
of Study D were on the watch. At least,
two of them were. There was something
rather humorous in the situation when
Church and MeClure discovered that Hand-
forth was asleep.

They were all three crouching in one of
the recesses in the wide part of the corri-
dor, and Church had thoughlfully brought
the quilts off their beds. Even if they
were on the watch, there was no reason why
they should shiver at their posts. And a
{;'n!nt noise had made itsclf apparent from
GiOw,.

““Here they are!” murmured Church sud-
denly. ‘

“Thank goodness!” whispered McClure,
with relief. " Two o'clock, by jingo! Here's
a time to roll home! Well, wo shall be able
to get to bed now—as soon as the slaughter
has been duly committed ¥’ N

“I say!” breathed Church, his voice fairly

shaking with indignation. *“He's asleep!
Great jumping cats! Imagine it! After all
he's been saying—after all his giddy high-
sounding talk—he’s dropped off to sleep!”
- Handforth was hunched up with his back
against the wall, "and his head had {fallen
down on his chest, his face being buried in
the folds of the quilt. The fact that he
hadn’t been snoring—his usual custom when
ho was asleep—had given his chums no ink-
ling of the real truth. But they knew it
now. ;
‘‘Handy I’’ muttered' Church, shaking him.
“Wake up, you rotter!”

Handforth stirred, and gave a start.

“Hallo!?’ he said. “Who'e that? What's
happened to my bed? It's jolly hard—
Eh? Why, what the 4

“I suppose you’ll deny that you were
asleep ?” ®ked Mac sourly.

“I—I—— Well, the fact 1s, I thought
it would be a good idea for us to take a
little doze, in turns,” said Handforth, with

amazing effrontery. “Your turn now,
Churchy !”’

“Why, you {fearful bounder!” gasped
Church. “You go to sleep on duty, and
then you calmly try to bluff it off! You—
a Vigilante—asleep at your post! There’s

only one punishment for this sort of thing!”’
““He's got to be shot at dawn!’ said
McClure grimly.
“We'll court-martial him

3

first, of courso

“Dry up!” growled Handforth. “I knew
you fellows were awake, so. why should I
worry? I'll admit I was a..bit slack. per-
haps, but as leader- I've got privileges.
What’s the time?” -

“Past two, and——"

"“Sssh!” hissed Handforth.
something

“By jingo, ves,” said McClure,
member now!
stairs, too—
bo ready.”

It only took them a moment to fling their
quilts aside, and stand tensely alert. 'Thero
could be no queslion this time! The truants
were back!

“I've got an 1idea!” breathed McClure.
“Let’s put onc of the quilts across the cor-
ridor. They’ll stumble over it, and we shall
get ’em beautifully,”

““That’s a good wheeze!” admitted Hand-
~forth.

Tho quilt was quickly flung into position.
There was no mistaking the sounds now.

“I heard

122

“1 re-
We heard a sound down-
They’'re coming up! Let's

Two or three people were ascending the
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stairs, cautiously and carefully. The cads “What's happened to them?” asked
of Study A, without a doubt. McClure.

They came along the corridor feeling their
way by sliding their hands along the wall
They grew nearer. They came opposite.
And then there was a stumbling sound, a
thud, and a gasp.

“Hang!’’ came Forrest’s voice. “There’s
something—"

“Now!”" snapped Handforth.

“Bunk!” gasped Bell frantically.
There’s—there’s somebody——"

But any further lucid conversation
impossible,

Three very determined attackers were on
the job, and three very spiritless victims
were being dealt with. Handforth was
naturally aggressive, and Church and
McClure were determined to take it out of
these cads very thoroughly. They had lost
hours of sleep on account of them, and they
meant to get satisfaction.

But their hopes were dashed.

For Forrest & Co. crumpled up without
having the slightest desire to give battle. At
the very first touch they succumbed. Even
Bernard Forrest himself gasped with agony
as Handforth laid a fist on him.

“Stop!” he panted hoarsely.
in.t"

“TPax!” moaned Gulliver.

“We’ll take it quietly,” said Bell, with a
yelp of pain. -

All three of them ecrouched on the floor,
completely cowed,
~ “Well, 'm jiggered!” said Church, star-
ing. “I knew they were a bunch of cads,
but I never thought they were such frightful
funks! T say, this is enough to make a chap
feel sick!”

Handforth gave a snort of indignation,

“Forrest, you beast, get up and lct me

“On ’em!”
“Bunk!

was

“We give

knock you down!” he said fiercely. ** How the

dickens can I slosh you if you cringe there
on the floor? How can I give you a good
hiding if you won't stand up to it?”

Forrest simply moaned.

“All right—do as you like!” he said dully.
“We're not going to fight: we want to get
to bed. Swish us, and get it over!”

“Well, I'm blowed!” ejaculated Hand-
forth, in amazement.

He pulled out an electric torch and
switched it on. The fan of brilliant light
cut through the darkness and illuminated the
thrce wretched juniors with dazzling effect.
Handforth & Co. gave one bewildered stare,

and they uttered a simultaneous exclamation
of horror. '

-

CHAPTER 6,
KO SBLEEP FOR FULLWOOD!

Y only sainted aunt!”
breathed Handforth,
utterly aghast.

- “Who—who are they?”

5 asked  Church  breath-

lessly, “I don’t recognise them!”

y

There was every reason for their stupefied
astonishment, They had been surprised at
Forrest & Co.’s reluctance to fight. But they
were surprised no longer. For Forrest & Co.
were not exactly pleasant to look upon,

Bernard Forrest himself was almost un-
recognisable. Both his eyes were threc-parts
closed by swelling alone. They were puffy,
greeny-black all round them, and the effect
was grotesque. Handforth, indeed, had never
scen such a beautiful pair of black eyes in
all his career. And Handforth was a specialist
in black eyes, too!

But Iforrest’s nose was swollen in propor-
tion. It stood out upon his face like a round
bulbous protuberance. His lip was cut, and
both his cars were huge and puffy. He was
smothered in mud from head to foot, his hair
was tangled and matted, and his own mother
would have had difficulty in recognising him.

“Ye gods and little fishes!” said Church.
“They must have been through a mangle!”

Gulliver and Bell were almost as badly off
as their leader. Each possessed superb black
eyes—not two each, to match- Forrest’s, but
they were probably more than satisfied.
Gulliver's thin nosc was battered out of all
recognition, his under lip was cut and all
puffed up, and his left ear wav a perfect

sight. Bell was even worse off. And both of
them were as muddy and dishevzlled as
Forrest. No wonder they had funked a
fight! Tor it was all too evident that they

had all sorts of bruises which were not
visible at all. One had only to touch them,
and they winced with agony.

“They’ve becen under a steam-roller!” said
Handforth indignantly. “Somebody’s dished
us! We can’t slosh these human wrecks!
We can’t fight these masses of debris! Who's
done 1t, Forrest?”

“It would be sgheer torture,” agreed
Church. “It looks to me as if a dozen chaps
have set upon them, and done the job
thoroughly.”

“A dozen!” said Handforth. “NMore like
a hundred!”’

Forrest tried to glare at them.

“When you’ve finished being funny, per-
haps we can go?” he asked wearily.

“You can go in a minute, but we want to
know who did this good work,” said Edward
Oswf}ld. “We want to send a vote of thanks

“Oh, don’t be funny!” muttered Forrest.
“Fullwood’s got a lot to answer for to-night!
By gad! Tho maniac! He wasn’t like a
human being! He was a crazed animal!
Can’t you let us go, confound you ?”

Handforth stood aside.

“All right—slink off he said curtly,
“Yve sat up for hours, just to have the
pleasure of smashing you to pulp. and now I
find that you’re pulp already! 1It’s a bit
thick, but I won’t grumble. I now know that

there's such a thing as real justice in the
world 1”

'H
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The thrce wretched juniors crawled off,
so bruised and battered that it was an agony
for them to drag themsclves along. And as
soon as they had gone, Handforth snapped

off his light.

“Bed now?” asked Church hopefully.

“Yes, we've scen them in, and our duty’s
done,” rephed Handforth. “You chaps can
get to bed. I’m just going to have a word
with Fullwood.”

“I say, have a heart!” protested MeClure.
“Don’t go and wake the chap up just after
he’s got to sleep. Can’t you wait until the
morning ?”

“ A thing like this can’t wai’
repiied Handforth firmly.

He went along to Fullwood’s bed-reom and
opened the door. All was dark and quiet.
A sound of regular breathing caine to Hand-
forth’s ears, and he hesitated. After all,
perhaps it was a bit too bad to awaken the
tired juniors, DBut 1t would be as well to
make sure.

“I say, Fully,” whispered Handforth.

“All right, ', not asleep,” came Full-
wood’s voice, slightly quivery. “DBut Clive
is, Dc='t -:pcalc too loud.”

Handforth crossed over to the hed.

“Good man!” he said eagerly.
hoping that you were awake,
cads have just come in.”

“Have they?” asked TFullwood, without
interest, “I say, Handforth, there’s some-
thing I'd like to tell you——>

“Wait a minute!” interrupted Edward
Oswald.  “Forrest & Co. look as though
they’d been under a steam hammer. Who
H;d it? Who helped you to perform this
great work ?”

“Qh, that’s nothing!” said Fullwood im-
patiently. “Haven’t I told vou that they
wrapped me? Haven't I explained that they

for a minute,”

“T was
Those three

got me Into that rotten night club? Well,
when they ecame out I went For them.”

“You went for them ?”

“Yes, and enjoyed myself {for five
minutes,” said TFullwood. “But I didn’t
want to talk about that just now. If you'll
llsten =

“Listen be blowed!” interrupted Hand-
forth. “I want to know who helped you to

reduce Forrest & Co. to mincemeat.”
“Nobody.”
“Nobody 7"
“I went for them—that’s all.”
“All!" gasped Handforth. “You mean to
say that you did all that damage single-

handed ?”

“Yes, it didn’t take me long,” said Full-
wood.

Handforth gazed * down at Lkim with

revorent awe.

“Fully, old _man, here’s my fist!”’ he said
breathlessly. “A chap who can do a job like
that single-handed is my friend for iife! I've
scen 8 few wonders in my time, but this
takes the biscuit! Shake, old son! >

Hec scized Tullwood’s hand, which was
lying on the counterpane, and pumped it up
and down,

“Oh,

don’t be an ass!” muttered Fullwood

'unhgppﬂy

“You can tell me the details to-morrow,”
muttered Handforth. “ Good-night!”

“E[a.mh,r I want you to listen 2

“You're not to say a word!” interrupted
Handforth. “To-morrow I'm going to get
up a meeting, and the Remove is going to
give you a volo of thanks., In fact, I think
we ought to present you with an illuminated
address. You're too good for ilie Remove,
old man! You ought to be on exhibition!”

He went out, with the setiled conviction
upon him that Relph Leslie Fullwood was
a sportsman of the very first order, Hand-
worth alwayg judged a fellow by his boxing
prowess, That was the first consideration.
And a ‘man who could fight three chaps
single-handed, reduce them to monstrosiiies,
and escape unmasked himself, was simpiy a
super-human wonder. Tor such a fellow,
Handforth’s admiration was unbounded.

Left alone, Tullwood groaned
anguish. - :

There had been no mistaking Idward
Oswald’s tones. Wouldn’t anybody believe
the truth? - IFullwvood was tortured. Just
when his companions ought to have spurned,
they were praising him and making a hero
of him.

Sleep for Fullwood was out of the ques-
{ion. Clive Russell had slumbered off peace-
fully and happily, refusing to listen to his
chum s faltering confessions.

And Fullwood wondered. His mind was
active—so active that he could nct even close
his eyes, let alone compose himself for sleep.
Perhaps he could keep this awful sccret of
his] The very thought made bin. quiver.
Was there any way in which he could allow
the fellows to maintain their faith in him?

No. Forrest & Co. knew of his activities
in that gambling club, and it was as certain
as the dawn came that they would talk
freely. But couldn’t he deny it?  The
juniors would belicve him. shilst, they would
scorn the story of the eads as a lie. Yes, lLe
could get over it all right like that

“No, no!” breathed Fullwood angrily.
“T’m a rotter, I'm a weak, contempttblo fool,
but I'm not a liar! If I try to deny this
thing, i1t'll mean lying, and more lying. and
then a continuous programme of Jying! I
couldn’t do it—I wouldn’t do it! No, I'll con-
fess to everybody. T’ll tell Clive first, and
then I’ll let all the others know, They’ll cut
mo dead—they’ll finish with me for good.
And that’s what I deserve! By gad, I'm not
going to be beastly enough to get out of my
punishment !”

His spirit was genuine. Ile had had an
hour of folly, and he had repented. But he
had no desire to escape the just punishment.

When all the Remove knew, he would
naturally be ostracised, for he had been
guilty of theft as well as dishonour. He
bad taken Clive Russell’s money, and he had
gambled it all away. So the sooner he was
cast out, the better.

Fullwood didn’t sleep once that mght

with
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“ You dare to call Frllwood & thief ! »

out and caught Forrest full on the point of the jaw, sending the cad toppling over,
i ¢t You'll ind ont the truth for yoursell before long { ¥

rotter ! ** Forrest yelled, scrambling to his feet,

Occasionally he dropped off into a fitful
doze, but it couldn’t be called a real slecp.
Every time he awoke with a start, bewildercd
and trembling. His guilt was on his mind,
and it would be a sheer relief for him to
make his confession and rcceive his deserts,

CHAPTER 7.
NO SATISFACTION !

00D gad!”

Archie Glenthorne, the
genial ass of the Remove,
came to a halt in the
Ancient House lobby and

adjusted his famous monocle.

“0Odds sights and exhibitions!” he ejacu-
lated. “I mean to say, what a frightful mass
of frightfulness! If you weren’t such price-
less blighters, I'm dashed if I wouldn’t wrap
a few words of sympathy round you!”

Bernard Forrest and his two cronies had
just come downstairs, and Archie was regard-
ing them with a mixture of astonishment,
compassion, and satisfaction. It was morning
now, and the majority of the juniors were
down, Forrest & Co. had just managed to
scrape out of their bed-room before the
Vigilantes had made their round.

The Canadian junior could contain himself no lonzer.

His flst shot
““ ODoooh ! You-—you

“T suppose you think it’s funny?” asked
Forrest harshly.

“Woell, not absolutely funny, laddie,” =aid
Archic. “But I must observe, dash it, that
somebody has shoved it across you well and
truly. I mean, the marks of battle are bally
plentiful.”

IForrest turned his back and walked out
side into the Triangle. Gulliver and Dell
followed him, and they all walked rather
stiffly, as though their muscles were strained
and bruised.

It was fine outside, and the sun was shin-
ing. The high wind had dropped, and the
weather was surprisingly mild now.

Although Iorrest & Co. bore many marks
of their encounter with IFullwood, they looked
quite respectable in comparison to their
appearance when Handforth had inspected
them at two a.m.

In fresh sutts, with clean linen, washed and
spruce, the nuts of Study A were more like
themselves. But nothing could hide those
black eyes, or the other scars of battle. Their
noses had assumed more reasonable propor-
tions, and other swellings had gone down,
too. A sleep, to say nothing of sundry
massaging, had done a great deal to restore
the injured members to the normal. But the
pains were still acute, and Forrest & Co. were
feeling revengeful
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The previous night Forrest had paid his
debt, as he thought, to Fulliwvood. He had
lured him into that gambling den, and he
had caught him in the trap. But afterwards
Fullwood had incurred a new liability by
administering that thrashing. Bernard
Forrest was determined to get even.

And what a chance he had!

He would spread that story far and wide,
he would show Tullwood up in his {rue
colours! There was no risk attached to it,
for everybody knew that he and his chums
broke bounds after lights out. Besides,
Forrest didn’t eare who knew. TUnder the
present honour system there were no punish-
ments, except those meted out by the
Vigilantes, and thero was nothing to fear
from the school authorities.

“Come on,” muttered Forrest, “wc’ll start |-

on Pitt and Grey, over there! DBy gad,
we’ll tell them what kind of a bounder Full-
wood is! We'll show him up in his true
colours !”’

“By the time we've done, nobody will
speak to him!” said Gulliver, nodding.
“He’ll be sent to Coventiry by the whole
Form.”

Bell hesitated.

“Oh, I don’t know,” he said dubiously.
“Why should they send him to Coventry?
They don’t send us to Coventry, do they?
If you ask me, the chaps will simply put him
in the same class as us. And that won’t be
much of a revenge, will it ?”

IFrorrest smiled eagerly.

“You've forgotten something,’
“What about that twenty quid?”

““I-hadn’t forgotten it,” said Bell.

“Then you haven’t used your brains”
rctorted Forrest. “Oh, perhaps you have
}l.‘i&d them and they’re no good! That’s more
ike it.”

“Chuck 1t!” said Bell, flushing., “'There’s
no reason why you should be so confoundedly
sarcastic. I don’t see how that twenty quid
can make so much difference.”

““Then you’re blind,” said Forrest. “Don’t
sou understand that Fullwood stole that
nmoney ?” '

“Stole it?”

“Of course he stole it,” said Forrest. “It
wasn’t his to use. He hadn’t the slightest
right to it, and yet we saw him gamble it all
away. The Remove doesn’t give much
sympathy to a thief.”

“By gad, that’s right!”
with satisfaction.

They approached a small group of West
House fellows—Reggie Pitt, Jack Grey,
Clarence Fellowe, and Dick Goodwin.

“Good-morning ¥ said Pitt  politely.
“You’ll find the chemist’s straight down the
lane, the first on the right.” ~

“Don’t be funny !” said Forrest, flushing.

“Or you might prefer the butcher’s,” con-
tinued Reggie. ‘“A piecce of raw steak, I am
told, is an cxcellent remedy for a black eye.
By Jove, Forrest, somebody’s presented you
with a pair of corkers! How do you manage

¥

he said.

admitted Bell,

to visit a looking-glass,

to see with all that canopy cverhanging your
face ¥’

The three Ancient House_ juniors were not
feeling so happy.

“We came here just to tell you something,
not to listen to your cheap humour!” said

Bernard Forrest irritably, “We thought
you’d-like to hear about IFullwood.”
“Yes,” said Jack Grey, nodding. “There’s

a rumour going about that he smashed you
up single-handed. I must say he did the
job in a workmanlike fashion. Goed luck to
him! We shall have to strike a medal.”

“YWithout the slightest doubt he knew
what he was about,” agreed Clarence Fellowe,
with a smile. “He’s marked these roiters
well, as we can plainly tell.”

“Good old poet!” chuckled Pitt.

“He was mad, or something!” snapped
Forrest. *“He caught us in the dark, too,
and smashed me up before I could defend
myself, Then he went for these two chaps
like & tiger—and they’re no fighters, any-
way.”

“Still, one against three was pretty good,”
said Pitt. “We shall certainly have to go
over to the Ancient House and give Ifull-
wood the glad hand. These chaps who make
history are never given their full due——"

“He made history last night all right!”
interrupted Forrest sourly. *1 suppose you
know that the reformed Fullwood—the plaster
saint—gambled at the roulette table as
merrily as the rest of them?”

“Wonderful ! said Reggie Pitt apprecia-
tively,

“I suppose you know he stole Russell's
money ?”

“Fullwood’s a genius!”

“I suppose vou know he gambled every
cent of 1t away ?”

“Curiouser and curiouser!” said Reggie,
nodding. *“Now, don’t tell me that I've
pinched that from ¢ Alice in Wonderland >—I
know it. Or was it in ‘ Through the Looking-
glass’? It wouldn’t be a <bad idea for you
Forrest, Only takeo

my advice, and choose a strong one.”

“You silly fathead!”

“Looking-glasses arc delicate things,” said
Pitt. “If you place yourself in front of an
ordinary one, you’ll shatter it at the first
glance. My dear chap, have you seen your-
self this morning? Do you know that you
loock positively indecent? I'm not sure that
we ought to allow you to remain out here.”

Forrest’s brow went black, and the West
House juniors all chuckled.

“I’'m not talking to vou!"’ shouted Forrest,
glaring at Pitt. ““These other chaps will
listen to me. I'm telling vou that Fullwood
gambled twenty pounds of Russell’s moncy
away last night.”

“Liar!” said Goodwin contemptuously.

“Confound you——" -

“By gum!” shouted Dick Goodwin. “Do
you think we believe that lie? Fullwood’s
a good chap! Aye, and he’s a champion
fighter, too!”
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“ Forrest has an inkling of that, I believe,”
murmured Reggio Pitt. -

“What’s all the trouble here?” demanded
Handforth, coming up with several other
juniors. “Oh, you’re here, are you?” he
added, with a cold glance at Forrest. “H’'m!
You’re looking a bit more respectable now.”

“These cads have been telling lies about
Fullwood,” said Grey indignantly.

“It’'s the truth!” roared Forrest. “Full-
wood forgot all his good resolutions last
night, and he played roulette——"

“Don’t tell lies!”

“He took twenty pounds of Russell’s
money =

“Tell that to the Marines!”

“1 tell you—-"

“It’s no good, Torrest,” interrupted Cecil
de Valerie, shaking his head. “We all know
that Fullwood fell into your trap, and we all
know that your trap fizzled out. And then
Fully procceded to knock you into mince-
meat, didn’t he? And vou're a bit peevish,
eh? And so you're trying to spread a false
varn? Very simple—but very dirty!”

“Something ought to be done about it,”
snapped Handforth,

“Something lingering,
nodding. “Something nice and fruity, with a
touch of the thumb-serews, or the rack! DBut
as we can't bother with those elaborate
methods, how about the fountain as a handy
substitute ?”’

“TFine!” said Handforth.
it is!”

“And we could frog-march them after-
wards,” suggested De Valcerie,

“ And make them run the gauntlet to finish
up with,” said Goodwin,

““Hear, hear!”

The cads of Study
alarm.

“Stop, confound you!” gasped Forrest.
“We've only told the truth! I tell you that
Fullwood stole Russell’s money !”

“He gambled it all away
Gulliver. “We saw him!”

“We all saw him!” urged Bell fearfully.
“ Ask him yourselves!”

The nuts were acutely afraid. They had
thought that it would be so casy to go about
telling the truth about Ralph Leslie Ifull-
wood. They hadn’t realised that nobody
would hecar a word against that junior!
Fullwood, indeed, had earned the Remove’s
gratitude by disfiguring the three cads so
wonderfully.

As for believing that he had gambled, that
he had taken any of Russell’s money, that
he had done anything dishonourable at all—
why, such imputations were not only farcical,
but anybody who uttered them deserved to
be kicked. And what was more to the point,
they were kicked.

Before Forrest & Co. could utter then
trathful story again, thev were set upon and
ragged unmerecifully. They were luckily
spared the fountain, but they were subjected
to such a storm of angry objections that they
fervently wished they had never spoken.

L5

said Reggic Pitt,

“The fountain

A backed away 1in

112

panted

It wasn’t often that ¥orrest & Co. told the
truth, and they were finding that the truth
was harder to tell than they -had ever
believed !

CHAPTER 8.
BACE TO THE OLD STUDY!

LIVE RUSSELL opened
his eyes and blinked.
Dick Hamilton, the
" popular captain of the
Remove, was standing
over his bed. Dick was fully dressed, and he
worc a Vigilante armlet.
“This will mean four swishes with the
cane, my lad!” he said, with mock severity.

“Eh?’ gasped Russell. “I—1 didn’t
know: » _
“You're late!” interrupted Hamilton.

“Everybody else i1s down.”

Clive leapt out of bed, and noticed that he -
and Dick were the sole occupants of the
room. Fullwood’s bed was empty.

“1 say, what’s the time?” asked Clive
anxiously. “I—I don’t remember hecaring
the rising-bell & .

“That’s all right, old man,” interrupted
Dick, smiling, “I was only kidding you.
After what happened last night, you're
exempt. Fullwood was exempt, too, but hc
secms to have got up. It was thoughtful of
him to let you sleep.”

“I wish he had dragged me out,” said
Clive, as he started dressing. “I hate being
behind, you know, All right,r Hamilton; I’li
turn out now. Strictly speaking, you and the
other Vigilantes ought to swish me.”

But the Remove captain only smiled, and
went out. He knew that Russell had had a
short night, and he was therefore excused.
However, Russell was glad to be awake, and
he particularly wanted to get cown so that
he could find Fullwood. Besides, he wanted
to take all his things back to Study 1. They
were friends again now, and there was nc
reason why Clive should remain with Adams.
Adams was decent enough, but 1t would be
far better to get back into his old quarters.

The Canadian boy felt better this morning
than ho had felt for days. The lack of a
little sleep didn’t worry him in the least.
Morning after morning he had awakened
with a dull sort of ache within him, only to
realise that it was caused by his bitter
quarrel with Ralph Leslie. Russell was a
very peaceful sort of youngster, and any
unpleasantness upset him.

It was good to know that the wound was
healed. |

He made short work of his toilet, and
hurried downstairs, en route for Study I. In
the lobby he came upon Forrest & Co. The
three cads were looking flustered and con-
siderably untidy. They had escaped from
their tormentors, and were rather afraid to
go out of doors again. Everything was going
wrong. They weren’'t obtaining anything
like the satisfaction they had anticipated.
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“My hat!” said Clive Russell, as he looked
at them.

Bernard Forrest returned the
boy’s stare. )

“Do you think you’ll know me again?”
he asked viciously.

“I’m not sure that I know you at all,”
replied Clive promptly. “I believe it’s
Forrest, but I'm not sure. So this is what
Fullwood did, is it? He told me that he’d
biffed you about a bit. Good luck to him!”

“You’re mad!” snarled Gulliver, who was
thoroughly fed-up. “Hasn’t that cad told
you what he did last night? Hasn’t he ex-
plained about that money?”

“\What money 1"

“Your twenty pounds, of

Canadian

course,”’ said

IForrest.
“0Qh, my twenty pounds!”
“Yeg, 1 told you I'd given it to Fullwood,

1idn’t 12" )
“Now I come to think of it, you men-
tioned something of the kind,” nodded Clive.

“And you gave it to him, I guess? All
right, it’s safe enough with him.”

“Safe enough!” shouted Forrest. “Don’t
you know what he did with 1t?”

Clive shook his head.

“I haven’t the faintest idea! But if you

gave it to Fullwood, it’s safe.”

“By gad, he's fooled you pretty nicely !”
snapped Forrest., “He played roulette with
his own money, and lost it. Then he started

on Prour twenty quid—and lost cvery penny |{

of that, too.”

Clive Russell clenched his fists.

“Say that again!” he invited.

“Hang you, it’s the truth!”
Torrest.

Crash!

Clive’s fist shot out, and Forrest went
down.

“You fool!” he yelled, scrambling to his
feet. ‘“Haven't you got more sense than to
lash out like that? Oocooh! You—you rotter!

“All right, you’ll find out!” he panted,
with vicious venom. “You think I'm lying,
do you? That’s what the other fools think!
But it’s your money, and you’ll soon know,
Fullwood’s a thief! I tell you—"

“If you say another word, Forrest, T’ll
knock you down again!” interrupted Clive
furiously, “I don’t believe a single one of
vour dirty lies! And I'm glad to hear that
the other chaps don’t beliecve them, either.
If you had your deserts, you'd be kicked out
of St. Frank’s altogether!”

He turned away and walked off, fuming.
And Torrest & Co. gave one another sickly
glances, and decided that everybody was
mad. They wero particularly astonished to
find that Clive Russell should stand up for
Ifuilwood 1n such a way,

Clive was indignant as he went down the
Remove passage and turned into Study 1.
He didn’t believe TForrest. His faith in
Ralph ILeslic Fullwood was complete. He
knew that Fullwood had been trapped the
previous night, but he held the view that
was general in the Remove. He took 1t for

gnarled

granted that Fullwood had easily withstood
the doubtful tcmptation of that questionable
resort,

Study I was already occupicd, for Fullwood
was standing in front of the window, look-
ing unseeingly out into the West Square.
He had come straight down before any of
the other fellows, and had sought the seclu-
sion of his study. The truth was, he was
afraid to meet anybody. His conscience was
hurting him like some physical pain,

“Hallo, Ralph!” said Clive cheerfully.

“Oh, hallo!” replied Fullwood, looking
round with a start. “JI—I was thinking,
you know. I say, I'm glad you’ve come,
Clive. I suppose you’ll fetch your things
back into this study.”

“That’s just what ’'m going to get busy
on now,” replied the Canadian junior, nod-
ding. “It won’t take me two shakes—"

“Before you shift back here, there’s
something you ought to know, and then
you’ll probably keep out for good,” said Full-
wood quietly. “You've made a mistake,
Clive. I’ve been a cad. I've played a con-
temptible trick, and I’ve got to tell you the
truth about 1t.” .

He spoke very quietly. He was composed
and cool now. His mind was thoroughly
made up. He would get the thing off his
chest, and abide by the result. Indeed, it
would be an enormous relicf to tell Clive
the truth.

But Clive at once assumed that Fullwood
was only referring to the unjust suspicions
he had entertained ecarlier.

“Cut it out, Ralph, for goodness’ sake!”
he said hurriedly. *“What did I tell you last
night ? Let’s forget it!”

“But this can’t be forgotten!” 1insisted
Tullwood. “I tell you you'ro deccived in
me. I’'m an absolute blackguard. Yes, Clive,
it’s the truth! I'm not worih your friend-
ship, or anybody else’s. And I want to put
things on a proper footing now. So listcn
to me.” |

“I'm bothered if I will? retorted Clive
grufly. “I don’t want to hear a word.
That business is over and done with, and
we're starting afresh from this morning. I
guess you'll do me a big favour by forgetiing
all about it. I’'m going to fetch my things
now, and we'll loock wupon Jlast week as
though it hadn’t happened. That’s all I've
got to say.”

Fullwood’s distress was acute. - Even now
that he was on the point of confessing,
Clive refused to listen!

““ About that money of yours,” said TFull-
wood steadily.

“Oh, you mean that twenty pounds?”™
asked Clive. “Iforrest took a pretty fine
liberty with that money, the rotter! He
fetched it out pof my desk last night, and
told me that he was going to hand it to you.
Did he keep his word?”

“Yes, he handed it to me,” replied Ralph.

“Weli, what’s the matter ?” asked Russecll.
“If you've got it, there’s nothing to worry
about; but I shouldn’t fcel safe if it was
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in Iorrest’s keeping. He might put it on
a horse, or somcthing like that! The idiot
gave 1t to you so that you would be
tempted!” he added, with fine scorn. I
say, what a pitiful idiot! Just as if you’d
fall for a cheap stunt of that sort!”

Fullwood was almost at a loss for words. He
was glad that he was standing with his back
to the light, so that Clive couldn’t see his sect
expression very distinctly, He took a quick
step forward.

“That money,
to tell yvou—"’

“You've got it in your pocket, eh
rupted Clive. “Yes, I know.
bother about it now. Keep it!”

“Keep 1t?” gasped Fullwood.

For & brief moment he wondered if Clive
had guessed the truth—if he was just doing
this to make things easier for him. Then he
dismissed the idea. Clive hadn’t guessed any-
thing! His faith was so strong—his assump-
tion that the moncy was perfectly safe—was
the cause of his attitude. _

“Yes, keep it,” said Clive. “My pater
sent 1t to me, you know—to buy a home film
camera and a little projector. You know the
thing—you make your own movies with it.
A cute idea, Ralph. But the outfit is in
Helmford, and we shan’t be going over there
until next week. So you’d better stick to
that moncy until then.”’ :

“Yee, but—but—"’ -

“You’ve got a cash-box, and I haven’t,”
went on Clive briskly. “I don’t want to put
it in my desk again—Forrest might take
another fancy to it, the burgling rotter. If
you lock it in your cash-box, it’ll be safe.
Now, be a good chap, and finish with this
thing altogether. We're on the old footing
now, and we¢ don’t want to let anything
interfere with us again.
my things from Adams’ study.”

He bustled out, and Fullwood sat down
heavily on the nearest chair, His face was
pale, and he stared in front of him through
a sort of mist.

|

" he said hoarscly. “I want

ey

inter-

Well, don’t

CHAPTER 9.
INDECISION.

LIVE RUSSELL completely
dismissed the whole sub-
ject.

Hoe was full of the matter
in hand—collecting  his
books and things, -and getting back into

Study I. He didn’t want to hear anything

about that sordid exploit in the night club.

He knew that Fullwood had been tricked

into going there—Forrest had boasted about

it. So he hadn’t any suspicions against his
chum.
As for the money, this was dismissed also.

If it had been Clive’s own pocket money,
things would have been different. DBut that
twenty pounds was for a special purposc—to
buy something which was in & Helmford
shop, and which Clive had sccured by a

‘get the money together somechow!

T’'ll gzo and collect:

deposit. So he didn’t want to touch the
money until next week,

And, as he had said, it would be much
safer in IFullwood’s strong-box. Clive assumed
that I'ullwood would lock it away, and he
therefore forgot all about it. He quite toock
it for granted that the money was safe.

As for Fullwood, he clutched at the chance
ay a drowning man clutches at a straw.

He had done his best to confess the truth,
but nobody would listen. He was growing
desperate. The more he tried to explain the
difficult facts, the more Clive baulked him!
And it appeared that the rest of the fellows
were equally reluctant to believe the truth.
It was a strange situation.

And here was Clive, positive that Fullwood
had got the money, and that he would lock it
away in his cash-box until next week.

Next weck!

The thought fascinated TIullwood over-
whelmingly. Perhaps he would be able to
: If only
that was possible, Clive would never know
that his cash had been gambled away !

Fullwood had never drcamed of a develop-
ment like this. He bhad naturally assumed
that Clive would expect to sec -his money—
that he would want it handed back to him.
But he was perfectly content to trust IFull-
wood, without even catching a glimpse of the
money at all.

“Next week!” murmured Fullwood, as he
rose to his feet. “How can I get hold of
twenty pounds? I might write to the pater
—— Oh, but he’d never part with twenty,
unless I gave him a good reason., And what
reason can I give? There’s Uncle Gregory
~—— No, no! I can’t do it!”

He dismissed the idea. It had suddenly
become distasteful to him. It would be a
lot better to tell the truth outright, and to
shame the devil. If he kept this guilty secret
to himself, he would suffer continuously. His
conscience wonld never give him any rest.

Tor Fullwood was no longer the ecynical
scamp that he had been at one time. Since
his reformation he had completely changed—
he had learned that lifo held far more jovs
for a fellow who was honest and straight-
forward. And he had an awful fear that if
he entered into this deception now, it would
be the forerunner of further dceceptions. Tt
would be the beginning of a backslide. For
one lie would lead to another, and once he
had started on such a course, there would be
no pulling up.

His dilemma was a sore one,

And nobody scemed to give him a chance
to solve the problem. Reggie Pitt and a
number of other West House juniors crowded
into the study, congratulated him, thumped
him on the back, and expressed their
heartiest approval of his trcatment of Forrest
& Co.

“You did famously, old man,” declared
Pitt. * Forrest tried to drag you down, and
he failed. If he had had any sense, he would
have Lknown that such a rotten piece of
trickery would fail.”
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“Perhaps it wasn’t such a failure,”’ mut-
tered IFullwood desperately. ) '

“It doesn’t look like it, does it—alfter thg
way you converted them into sausage meat?
grinned Reggie. “They forced you into that
place by telling you that Russell was there,
and then they expected you to take the swift,
thorny path into perdition. And you smashed
them up instead! ‘Why, you’ve proved to
everybody that you're as true blue as we
gave you credit for being.”

““Hear, -hear |’’ said the other ;’uniors.

“It’s awfully decent of you,” murmured
Fullwood. ““But I don't deserve it. I—I feel
pretty rotten——"

“I'm not surprised,” interrupted Pitt, mis-
understanding him. “You look a bit squiffy,
old man. But after that fight, and consider-
ing that you’ve only had half your proper
sleep, what else can you expect? Besides,
you've been worried for days—and you’ve
shown it. Well, it’s over now.”

They went out, and Fullwood had no chance
to compose himself before Clive came in, his
arms filled with books.

“Here we are!’’ he said cheerfully. “Help
us with ’em, old son.”

“Oh, I say, I ought to have come alcng to

the other study!” exclaimed’ Fullwood hastily.
“I'm sorry, Ciive! I—I didn’t realise—"'

““Oh, Fully, just 2 word !”’ said Dick Hamil-
ton, bustling in.

Fullwood turned, bewildered.

“I wanted to see you, Hamilton,” he said
awkwardly., ““You're the captain of the
Remove, and it’s right that you should know
cverything that happened last night. So 1
want to tell you——""

“My dear old chap, T know all about 1t,”
interrupted Dick smilingly. “We’ve had the
whele story from two or three different
sources, and I'm here, as a matter of fagt, to
congratulate you.”’

Fullwwood held the table in order to steady
himself,

“To congratulate me 7’ he said dully.

“Yes, for upholding the best traditions of
the Remove,” replied Dick, nodding. “The
way you smashed Forrest & Co. is all the
proof we neced of your scnse of honour. And
the Remove is proud of you."

“Proud of me!’” shouted Fullwood thickly.
“Good heavens! You don’t understand! Oh,
why don’t you listen to me? I’ve been an
ia;mhtcrable blackguard! I’'ve discredited the

Grm 33

“Don’t take any notice of him,” inter-
rupted Clive. ‘‘He's saying that just because
he had a few rotten suspicions about me.
It’s all nonsense, of course. He was wild at

the time, and anybody’s liable to do sil]_vl‘

things when he’s wild.
out, too.”
Dick Hamilton nodded.

“Yes, Fullwocd, you'd better take things
preity quietly,”” he adviced, giving the
wretched junior a curious look. “ You're
scedy, old son. Your nerves are on edge.
You .shouldn’t let a study quarrel affect you
to such an extent,’? .

Besides, he’s worn

“But it’s over now,” said Clive.

“I'm glad to see it,”” nodded the skipper.
“It was a bit rotten when you two fellows
were going about like a couple of bears with
sore heads. Right-ho, Fully, We'll forget
the whole business.’”

“What about Forrest?” asked Clive. “Isn’t
the Vigilance Committee going to get up
some special punishment 7

Dick smiled.

“ After having inspected them, it ceems that
Fullwood was a Vigilance Committee, all on
his own,” he said. **We can’t very well give
them any more physical punishment, any-
how. It would be akin to torture. So the
Vigilantes have decided that justice has been

done.”’

“Oh, well, m glad,” said Clive. “That
settles the whole business, and we can go
ahead as though it hadn’t happened.”

“Exactly,”” agreed Dick. * Of course, those
cads will have to be pretty careful in future.
We shan’t allow them to do any more break-
ing bounds after lights-out. We’ve got them
taped now, and they’ll have to go easy.”

And Dick Hamilton walked out. Fullwood
felt extraordinarily helpless. What was the
good of attempting to confess the truth when
nobody would listen to him? In a way, he
was relieved, but in another sense he was
acutely conscious of his position. It was like
piling on the agony. -

Out in the lobby, Dick Hamilton came to
a halt. His eyes became stern. Forrest and
Gulliver and Bell were just against the door-
way, talking to Hubbard and Lonz and cne
or two other unimportant Removites. And
they were listening cagerly.,

“That’s what Fullwood did!” Forrest was
saying, “He gambled at roulette, lost all his
cwn money, and used Russell’s as well.”

“Then he’s nothing but a thief?’ asked
Hubbard blankly.

“Of course he’s a thief,”’ said Forrest.
“Only the fellows won’t belicve—"

“Just a minute, Forrest,” said Dick Hamil-
ton, striding forward, .-

His tone was grim, and his words fell like
the lash of a whip. TForrest turned, and
quailed before the skipper’s angry glance.

“I'm only telling the truth——"" began
Forrest.

“That’s enough!”® snapped Dick. “The
Vigilance Committee has decided to let

matters stand as they are, as you knew—bus
only cn condition that you stop all this dirty
scandal. If you spread any more of these
rotten stories about Fullwood, there’ll be a
heavy punishment. It's got to stop—under-
stand 77

He turned to the other juniors.

““And you’ve got about as much scnse as
a lot of rabbits!” he went on scathingly.
“Since when did Forrest become truthful?
Can’t you tell the difference between truth
and lies? After Fullwood smashed him up
like this, isn’t it likely that he’d do the best
he. could to get the chap into bad odour?
Don't listen to him—that’s my advice to
you.™
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“Then TFullwood didn’t steal Russell’s
money?’’ asked Hubbard.

“Don't be an idiot!”
curtly.

““You clever, cocksure know-all!” sneered
Forrest, thoroughly exasperated. “Do you
think we’d tell all this about Fullwood if it
was a lie? There were heaps of people there
who saw him. I can produce a dozen wit-

33

retorted Hamilton

Nesses
“Yes, of your own breed!”’ interrupted
Dick. “We don’t want them. We're per-

fectly satisfied about Fullwood, and there's
an end of it. You're trying to tell us that
he acted dishonourably. Well, we know him
better than that!”

“All right—have your own infernal way
snarled Forrest. “I'm fed-up!”

He strode off, furious, It irritated him
beyond measure to see all this confidence in
Ralph Leslie Fullwood, For Forrest, .the
position was galling indeed. Just when he
had a first-class discreditable story to tell,
nobody would believe him!

In

CHAPTER 10.
WITHIN THE MESHES |

HE next hour, for Fullwood,
was refined torture.

Every fellcw he met
smiled upon him genially,
and studiously ignored all

reference to the recent events. They talked
about football, about boxing, about the
weather—about everything, in fact, except
that which was uppermost in Fullwood’s
mind.

. It was clear to him that the Remove had
come to a sort of tacit arrangement. That

unfortunate night club episode was closed !

Even Forrest & Co. had given up talking
about it. They could get no listencrs, for one
thing, and they were afraid of the Vigilantes,
for another,

Fullwood managed to escape by himself—
but only by going off along the lane, on the
pretence that he wanted to get a lot of fresh
air. He was terribly anxious to be alone.
For even Clive’s companionship just now was
uncomfortable. Until he finally decided what
to do, he desired solitude.

And he pondered dceply as he trudged in
the lane.

He couldn’t remember an exact situation
like this. Tt was a complete reversal of the
time-honoured state of affairs. Fullwood
could recall many occasions when a perfeetly
innocent fellow had been deemed guilty by
every member of his Form. But it was some-
thing new for a guilty fellow to be deemed
innocent ! That was the devastating part of
1t.

Nobody would believe & word against him!
His attempts to confess were frustrated! He
was guilty all the time, but the Remove ridi-
culed the very suggestion, and honoured him
as a sportsman |

It 'was all so bewildering.

““I don’t know what to do—I can’t think
clearly "’ muttered Tullwood wretchedly.
“I’m nothing but a complete cad! If I had
an ounce of courage, 1 could shout them
down, and tell them everything! DBut as soon
as they start showing their faith in me, I'm
like a rabbit!”’

And yet he wondered if they would believe
him, whatever he said! He was sure that
Clive would laugh at him—would think that
the affair had got on his mind. Clive’s con-
fidence was of such a rature that hre wouldn't
credit a word which told against his chum.

As for the twenty pounds, even this didn’t
count.

Clive assumed that Fullwood had got it,
and he didn’t want to see it. The unfor-
tunate junior’s anguish was rather pitiful.
He couldn’t think of enough venom to apply
to himself. What an outsider he was! What
a fraud—what a blackguard!

Everybody believed in him—everybody who
was really decent refused to credit that he
could have been tempted in that gambling
den. And all the time he /ad been tempted.
He had given way as weakly as a half-witted
clown, Just the clicking of that roulette
wheel, and the atmosphere of the place had
got into his blood, and had swept away his
reason,

The terrible part of it all was that Bernard
Forrest was right all along the line. Iorrest
had predicted what would happen, and his
guess had been a true one. TFullwood had
experienced an hour of folly. During that
time, which now seemed like a dream, he had
lost his head.

He wanted to shout aloud—to force every-
body to beliecve that he was guilty. Why
wouldn’t they believe him? It would bring
him relief—it would be a keen pleasure to
hear the words of scorn and condemnation
that he deserved.

Those congratulations had hurt him deeply,
had cut him to the quick. For he knew how
undeserved they were, How much better to
hear scorn and contempt! He had earned
that sort of thing, and in his present frame
of mind it would give him satisfaction to be
ostracised by his fellows, Disgrace of that
kind would be better than this stolen glory.

And therc was always that question of the
money. What on earth could he do about it 7
If things drifted on until the following week,
the inevitable exposure must come—and then
it would be infinitely worse, for Clive and
the rest would know that he had accepted
unmerited laurels.

What about that forthcoming trip to Helm-
ford 7 Clive obviously meant to buy his movie
outfit on that day, when the Junior Eleven
went over to play Helmford College. And
he would expect Fullwood to produce the
money.

That would be the day of exposurel

For even Clive could not maintain his con-
fidence when Fullwood would be obliged to
confess that the money was gone. Clive would
then know the full truth—and his scorn would
be tenfold more bitter. TFor he would know,
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that his chum had been living a lie ever since
the night of Forrest's trickery.

“1 don’t know what to do I’ muttered Full-
wood, in despair.

And that was the real truth. e was sc
worried that he couldn’t think clearly. He
found his mind wandering. More than once
he asked himself if it was all a ridiculous
dream. Were the fellows right? Perhaps he
hadn’t gambled at that roulette table at all—
perhaps it was only a delusion! He evep
decided to go to his cash-box to see if Clive’s
money was actually there,

But before he had taken half a dozen
strides, he pulled himself up and stood ind
the lane, aghast at his own stupidity. What
was the matter with him? Was he going out
of his mind, or what? VWhy try to fool him-
self—why attempt to throw dust into his own
eyes? 'U'hat nioney had gone for ever—gone
i:lat% the greedy coffers of that wretched night
club |

Now and again he would think of Forrest,
and would allow his eyes to blaze in sudden
anger. Then he would fiercely call himself a
weakling. Why should he blame Forrest for
his own folly ?

“If 1 had had an atom of decency, I should
have laughed at Forrest’s wiles,”” he told
hirnself bitterly.  “What FIorrest did was
nothing. He just tricked me into that place
to sce what I'd do. That’s the terrible part
of it! I did what he expected! And any
honourahle f{feliow, of course, would have
proved Forrest to be wrong in his rotten
assumptions.’’

And while IFullwood was out there, reviling
himself, and wondering what he could do,
Clive Russell was having a word with Dick
Hamilton. Clive was looking rather con-
cerncd

“Heo’s taken it to heart, poor chap,” he
was saying. ‘I can’t quite understand it,
either, because we shook hands, and the whole
thir?lg’"s finished. Why should he be so cut
up 7’

“ Well, after all, you two have had a pretty
hefty row,” said Dick. * You haven’t spoken
to onc another for nearly a week, have you?
And Fullwood was thinking all the time that
you had been guilty of gambling, and good-
ness knows what else. Last night he dis-
covered that all his suspicions were unjust,
and that he had been accusing you falsely.
It’s quite natural that he should he thor-
cughly upset.”

“Yes, T guess so,”’ agreed Clive thought-
fully “But when a thing’s over with me.
it’s over. I wish you’d have a word with him
on the quiet, if you get a chance.”

“Where is he now 2’

“] don’t know—he went out, I believe.”

“Oh, well,” said Dick, “I shall spot him
during the day. Of course, you mustn't
forget that he didn’t go to bed until after
two, and 1 imagine he had practically uc
slecp. Waorrying about you, 1 expect. And
there was that fight, too. He’s probably feel

ing groggy
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Clive Russell was thoroughly scared as he ¢
jorward, groping with his hands at an imagins
there’s only Clive’s money left | Ii’s all goir

.Fullwood was talking

“I don't like the lock of him at all,” con-
fessed Clive. ““Just before he went out there
was a sort of feverich look in his eyes.”’

“He’s hardy enough—he’ll get over it,”
smiled Dick. * Forrest & Co. didn’t mark
him much in that fight, although he marked
them. But it’s quite likely they got in a lot
of body blows that hurt, but don’t show.
And that, on the top of a sleepless night,
won't tend to give him a lively feeling I’

“Well, there goes the bell,”” said Russell,
“Leszons !’

But when he went into the Form-room
with the rest of the Remove, there was no
sign of Ralph Leslie Fullwocd. This was un-
fortunate, for the Vigilantes had got the Form
mto such shape nowadays that there were
never any absentees from school., Such a
proceeding was too costly!

And this morning, Fullwood, of all fellows,
failed to answer his pame &t calling-over.
Clive was very worried about it, and he asked



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

)
4 ‘.r-.;ir]-*l .

W 4 2 L s
A 4 e i :
+ - .' . " - i
: ; T L S g
I T & ,’/-'- i R et
AL he 74724 4 Al
S B ¥
. l-’ o
" ‘~ ‘ o - 4 - ‘.
'y &
- .A.a.
N e {

i f'l.‘l
52 A BT
Sz

to Fullwood's strange talk. His chum sat
ing vacantly into space. *‘I’velost again—
>? he muttered. It was quite apparent that
1D,

Mr. Crowell’s permission to go and look for
his chum. TUnder the Honour System, such
permission was not really neccssary, for the
juniore could walk in and out as they pleased,
but it was a mark of respect for Mr. Crowell
to carry on in the usual way.

Clive went out, and looked in the study.
Fullwood wasn’t there. He hurried out of
doors, searched the Triangle and the squares,
and then went to the gateway, IHe came to
a halt, staring.

Tullwood was only twenty or thirty yards
away, standing in the middle of the road, his
hands thrust deeply into his overcoat pockets.
He was idly kicking a stone about, obviously
wrapped in thought.

“The ass!”’ muttered Clive., ‘‘He needn’t
keep it up like this!™ '

I-Fe ran up, giving a hail.

“Say, R&fp I’ he exclaimed breathlessly.
“What's the idea ?”
Fullwood turned, and started.

23

“Oh, hallo!” he said. ““I—I was just
thinking, you know., I—I suppose it must
bo nearly timo for lessons#”

“Nearly time!”’ echced Clive.
have you been here 7”

“Why, ever since I came out,” said Full-
wood, rather awkwardly., ‘‘I've just been
ambling uvp and down, you know,”

“And didn’t you hear tho bell?”

“The bell 2

“Took here, Ralph, you're day-dreaming!”
said Clive quietly. “The bell has gone, and
L everybody I Mr. Crowell gave

“How long

1s in school.
me permission to come out and look for you.
Gee, you muet be deaf!”

Fullwood was startled.

“I—I'm awfully sorry!”’ he said, with con-
cern, “I—I don’t remember hearing the bell
at all, you know. All right, I’ll come in now.
It was decent of you to come out for me,
Clive.”

Clive hooked his arm into the other's.

“If you want to know the truth, Ralph,
you'ro several kinds of an idiot!” he said
conflidentially. “Why on earth should you
take this to heart so much? There's nothing
in it. Besides, the wholo thing’s over. Why
worry about a thing that's completely
fintished and forgotten?”* .
- Fullwood swallowed rather hard. Finished
and forgotten! What a hollow sound those
words of Clive’s had! The Canadian boy
little imagined that the affair had only just
started !

CHAPTER 11,
EXCUSED FROM LESSONS,

ANDFORTH gave Full-
wood a very severe glance
as the latter walked
quietly to his place in the
Form-room. Clive Russell

gave Mr. Crowell a brief emile, and the' Form-

master nodded. He thoroughly understood
that this was one of those little matters which
were better left alone. Mr. Crowell possessed

a very keen understanding, and he was well

aware of the fact that Fullwood was not quite

himself this morning.
But Handforth was not so indulgent.
“There’'s no excuse for disobeying the
rules,” he declared firmly. ‘‘Fullwood was
within earshot of the bell—that’s clear
enough, or Russell couldn’t have fetched him
so quickly. What’s the obvious inference?

That Fullwood deliberately ignored lessons!

To a chap with a deductive brain, a little

problem of this sort becomes simple.” |

“Dry up, you ass!” murmured Church.

“The Vigilantes must hold a full inquiry
during interval, and if Fullwood hasn’t got
a good excuse—two swishes!’’ went on Hand-
forth inexorably. “We can’'t make any ex-
ceptions. Rules are rules, and they’ve got
to be obeyed!” )

“You're a fine chap to gas about breaking

| the rules!” murmured McClme sarcastically..
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“Youw'd better begin by giving yourself a
couple of swishes! That’s the punishment,
isn't it, for persistently talking in class?” -

“Eh?” gasped Handforth. “Oh, well—"

“You can't get out of it,” said Mac.
“Churchy, we're both Vigilantes, and it’s
our duty to report Handforth to the Com-

mittee. Is that scttled 7” '
““Passed  unanimously !’ said Church
promptly.

“In other words,”” grinned Mac, “carried!”
Handforth glared. |
“What about you chaps?” he

““Aren’t you talking?” _

Mr. Crowell looked up from his work.

““‘Really, Handforth!”” ho protested.

It was - quite sufficient. Mr., Crowell
uttered no threat, and his tone was not cven
severe. But Handforth became as silent s
though hoe had been muzzled. Nowadays,
all the decent chaps in the Remove realised
that Mr. Crowell was not in a position to
give drastic punishments, Under the Honour
System, the fellows were supposed to behave
themselves of their own free will. So it was
only neccessary for the Form-master to make
a slight protest, and he was heeded to a far
greater extent than formerly. And if any of
the “Blots” cheeked him, they were
promptly dealt with a minute after dismissal.
The Blots had found that the pastime of
baiting Mr. Crowell was deeidedly costly.

The first lesson was .arithmetic, and Mr.
Crowell was testing the mental capacities of
his class. It was always a tryving ordeal, for
the Form-master had a habit of selecting
any fellow at random, and shooting out a
quick-fire succession of devastating queries.

All went well until he chanced upon Ralph
Leslie Fullwood. And he was somewhat sur-
prised when Fullwood took not the slightest
notico of him. He just sat at his desk,
staring straight at his ink-pot, and with a
pencil idly performing cireles on a blank
page of his exercise-book.

“Fullwood !’ said Mr. Crowell sharply.

“Weake up, ass!” whispered De Valerie,
nudging the junior.

“Eh?” said Fullwood,
“Don’t do that, Val!”

De Valerie turned red.

“1t is entirely unnecessary for you to give
Fullwood these prods, De Valerie,” said Mr.
Crowell.  “Fullwood, stand up. Do you
realise that I have been talking to you ?”

Fullwood got to his feet, and held on to
his desk.

“I—I didn’t hear you, sir,” he muttered.
“Sorry, sir!”

““What is the subject of our lesson, Full-
wood 7”7 asked Mr. Crowell.

The unfortunate junior looked helpless.
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“I—I don’'t know, sir,” he confessed. “I
wasn’t listening.”

“ Knowing you to be a conscientious boy, I
can only conclude that you are not well, Full-
wood,” said the Form-master quietly. *In-
deed, your very looks are significant. I think
you had better go to your study, my boy,
and lie down.” _

““Oh, but—but I don’t want to, sir!” said
Fullwood, trying to pull himself together.
“Y’m all right, I—I was only just——"

He swayed rather giddily, and sat down
with a thud, although he vainly attempted

{ to hold himself up straight. He was on his

feet again in a moment, and the pallor on

his cheeks had changed to a dull flush,
“I’'m all right, sir,” he repcated thickly.
“On the contrary, Kullwood, yvou arc very

far from right,” said Mr. Crowell. “Come
out here. I mean it!” he added stcrnly.
‘“At once!”

“Can 1 help him, sir?” asked Clive

quickly.

“Yes, Russell, I think you had better.”

“Oh, rot!’ muttered Fullwood, as Clive
took his arm.

But although he resented this aid, it was
really neccessary. His hcad was positively
dizzy from the effccts of his continuous worry

| —his mental anguish and agony. He¢ hardly

knew where he was, or what he was doing.
And, but for Clive Russell’s steadying arm,
he might have swayed over.

He stood in front of Mr. Crowell, pale
again now—with a haggard expression on his
face, and with his eyes heavy and dull. Full-
wood didn’t even realise how unfit ‘he was.
He thought it was a passing phase of gid-
diness. He did not know the truth, for ho
had always been so healthy and robust., But
in addition to his having had no sleep what-
ever, he had been worrying himself for eight
or nine hours, until he was now in a con-
dition bordering on mental prostration.
Lessons meant nothing—Mr. Crowell meant
nothing—for his whole world was filled up
by the problem of his guilty secret.

By a sheer effort, he managed to drag
himself to attention.

“I'm all right, sir,” he said unsteadily. “I
—Y'd rather go on with the lesson, if you
don’t mind, sir. I'll get the hang of it in
a couple of minutes if you'll—-"

“You are very unwell, Fullwood,” inter-
rupted Mr. Crowell, “I can sce quite plainly
that there is something wrong. And I judge
the trouble is mental. You are worried—ech?
I don’t want to press you to confide in me,
but if there is anything I can do—"’

“Nothing, sir,” broke in IFullwood hastily,
““Plecase don’t bother, sir.”

“You had better go straight to the school
doctor, and——"

“No, sir!” gasped Ralph Leslie, in alarm.
“I tell you I’'m all right, sir!  There’s no
reason why I should go to the doctor. ‘He
couldn’t do anything for me—I'm not ill
Only a bit worried, sir.”

“Then at least go to your study and lie
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down,” sald Mr. Crowell. “I will excuse
yﬂﬁ from lessons, and in your study you
wi
along, Fullwood; dont be obstinate.”

“Thank you, sir,” muttered Fullwood
gratefully.

C]“ Shall I see him safely there, sir?” asked
ive,

“No! I—I can go alone!”’ said Fullwood,
with sudden vehemence. “Don’t be an ass,
Clive! I'm not so rocky as all that! I don’t
want to be led like an invalid.”

He walked out of the class-room without
another word, and closed the door.  And
Clive Russell gave Mr. Crowell an anxious
glance,

“He’ll be all right, Russell,” said the Form-
master. “When you go to him in the in-
terval, you’ll pr{)lo.f.tbl_ffr find him fast asleep.
Don’t awaken him on any account. Ie
and you have had a little tlff haven’t you?”

“It’s all over now, sir,” replied Clive.
“ But that’s the cause of his cond tion, I
think. I can’t understand it, sir.’

I{andforth rose to his fect.

“I'll tell you what, sir,” he suggested
brilliantly. “If you like, I'll go along and
give the poor chap some qoothmg advice.”

“I appreciate your motive, Handforth, but
I don’t like,” replied Mr. Crowell drily. “1I
am afraid that vour sooihing methods wou]d
be rather too drastic. Fullwood is in nced
of rest—mnot an carthquake!”

The Form tittered, and Handforth sat
down, looking indignant. ,

“All right!?’ he said bitterly. “That’s all
I get when I offer my help! I could put
Fullwood right in two tlcks if I had him
alene for five minutes!

“Why waste five minutes if vou could
do it in two ticks?” murmured. Church.

Handforth glared at him.

‘““Nature made you funny!’ he rctorted.
“You needn't try to improve on it!”’

And while Clive Russell went back to his
own secat, impatient for the time to pass
until the interval came, Fullwood reached
his study in the Ancient House, and dropped
W Sc}rlly into the casy chair,

ee

'lhe very thought of it struck him as being
farcical. The load on his mind was too hean
for him to find forgetfulness in slumber. Full-
wood was a prey to cvery kind of torture.
He exaggerated his hour of folly until it
became, in his own eyes, a terrikle crime,

If he had been ablo to get a good slecp
during the night, he would have viewed the
situation in its true proportion. It was
scrious enough—there was no getting away
from the fact. He had weakly fallen back
into his own vicious habits, but, at least,
ho knew his fault. It had on] been a tem-
porary slip. And during that ev:l period bo
had gambled away twenty pounds that be-
longed to Clive Russell.

IFrom first to last he had been weak—he
had succumbed to Bernard Forrest’s cunning
wiles, But he was not half so detestable

be quiet for an hour or two Go-

and crooked as he deemied himself. He re-
garded himself as something unclean—as
something unfit for any decent fellow to
touch. And it was all preying on his mind
so much that his scnse of proportion becaine
utterly distorted.

How could he tell Clive Russell now?
Fool! The opportunity was gone—he had
allou ed 1t to slip by! He should have con-

essed everything to his chum during the
mght as soon as they had made up their
quarrel. If he told the truth now, Clive
would finish with him for good.

And the truth would have to be told!

He might be able to keep it back for a few
days—until the Canadian boy wanted" his
money—but then the inevitable exposure
would como, And the grecater the delay, the
greater the disgrace.

FFullwood tossed sbout in the chair,
decided. He lived in a continual ﬁtate of
suspense. What should he do? What could
he do? Ho found it 1mpossible to make up
his mind. 'lhe torture was growing worse,

for tho more he thought of his dilemma, the
worse 1t became.

Buat-Nature, after all, knows best—and will
never be denied, ahhough the power of the
human will may defy it for a certain length
of time. And this hour of Ralph Leslie Full-
wood’s agony, Naturé took matters firmly in

};{md intent upon esolving the problem for
in.

un-

—

CHAPTER 12.
THE REVELATICN.

g LIVE RUSSELL opened the
door of Study I softly,
and peeped 1n,

An expression of eatis-
fzction came into his eycs
as he saw the figure of Fullwood sprawling
motionless 1n the armghair. Obviously, he
had fallen asleep at last. Clive edged into
the etudy, and closed the door without a
sound. :

“Ralph!” he whispered.

There was no response, and Clive tip-tocd
over towards the fireplace. There were only
a few embers left, and he was determined to
put a few knobs of coal on, so that a
bright blaze would crackle up. There was
another hour of lessons yet—the interval oniy
lasted a few minutes—and Clive didn't want
to find the fire out when he came again.

He frowned as he heard chouts from the
square. It was a pity the chaps couldn’t
have enough scnse to keep in the Triangle!
Clive was somewhat unreasonable perhaps—
he could hardly expect the fellows—especially
the Fourth-Formers and the fags—to go about
like shadows just because I*ullwood was a
bit off colour!

“Good!”’ he murmured, as he took a
glance at his chum. “TIast aslecp. It was
a ripping idea cof Mr. Croweil’s to tell him
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to come here. An hour’s nap will do him
all the good in the world!”

- He looked down at Fullwood, and his ox-
pression softened. His eyebrows were
puckercd into a puzzled frown, too. What
was the matter with the chap? Why was he
taking that affair to heart so much? Clive
had always looked upon Fullwood as such
a self-reliant, strong-willed. junior.
strange that he should worry himself almost
to tho point of illness.

“It’s rummy, and it sccms to me there’s
something more behind it,” Clive decided.
“I guess he'll come across with it, sooner
or later. I'd better put that coal on, and
beat it.”

But before Clive could “beat it,” Nature
played her hand.

Fullwood muttered something in his sleep,
and turned from one side to the other. And
Clive, who was in the act of creeping to the
door, came to a balt. He didn’t want his
chum to know that ho had been there.

“That’s mine!” said Fullwood gloatingly.
“I tell you 1it’s mine! I backed number
twenty-three, didn’t I? Give me my win-
nings !’

Clive heard the words clearly, although
they were mumbled in a low tone. He
glanced back, rather startled, and the ex-
pression on his face became more compas-
sionate than ever. It was fairly evident that
Fullwood was having a nightmare.

“Now I'll try sixteen again!”’ said Full-

It was so

wood, his voice becoming louder. “That's
it—sixteen! 1 was lucky on that number two
or three times! Why- docen’t it turn up
again? Oh, help! Nineteen! Another fiver
gone!”’

Clive didn’t realise what the dream was
about yet, but it was -evident that Ralph
Leslie Fullwood was living through that un-
fortunate hour again—dreaming about 1t in
the tortured state of his mind., And so vivid
was the nightmare that ho was talking aloud.

Chive was not only startled, but rather
scared, -

Ho had never had an experience like this
before.  There was something rather un-
canny in standing there, listening to a fellow
who was talking unconsciously. Now and
again one may mumble a few words in one’s
sleep, but this affair here was totally differ-
ent. Fullwood was talking as though he
were wideawake. Indeed, he sat forward, in
the chair, and groped with his hands, as
thg;.zgh he were placing. something on a
table.

“Ten pounds this time!” he muttered.
“I've got to win!”

His eyes were wide open, and Clive felt a
queer little shiver run down his back. He
knew that Fullwood was fast asleep, but
there was something unpleasant in watching
him sitting up in the chair, his eyes looking
vacantly into space. Fullwood’s face was

| tense and drawn.
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“Ralph?’ muttered Clive.
man! Say, take it easy—

“Twenty-four!’”” shoufed Fullwood thickly.
“I’ve lost again! And I've hardly got any
money left—Clive’s money! It’s all going!
What’s the maiter with me? Why can’t I
guess the right number 7

Clive caught his breath in.

" I‘_J"umberi” he breathed. ‘‘What on earth

A suspicion came to him—an inkling of the
truth. Although he had never actually seen
a real roulette table, he had read of them,
and he had also played with a toy roulette
wheel at home, just for fun. He knew that
numbers could be backed—and Fullwood’s
disjointed talk was significant. Was he re-
ferring to the numbered slots of the roulette
wheel ?

“It’s the last chance!” breathed Fullwood,
falling back into the chair again. “TI’ll try
sixteen once again! Every cent I've got!
And if T lose—— But I can’t lose! I
daren’t lose! It's Clive’s money!”

“Good heavens!” murmured Clive, aghast.

He stood, staring rather dazedly.

“Lost !’ gasped Fullwood, his voice sound-
ing strangled rand harsh. “I’ve lost every-
thing—my own money and Clive’s! And
there’s Forrest—gloating over me! Look at
him—grinning, because ie knew I should fall
into his dirty, cunning trap!
fool—a weak, contemptible fool! If I had
the strength of a mouse, I should have re-
sisted this mad temptation! And now it's
tco late!”

The last words were almost a wail, and
Fullwood sagged in the chair, breathing
heavily. @ He was still sound asleep—still
gripped in the throes of that torturing dream.
And Clive Russell didn’t move an inch. He
was thunderstruck. He f{forgot all about
lessons, and could only ponder over what
he had just heard.

Was this merely a nightmare—a fiction—
or was it a repetition of something that had
already occurred? It was 1impossible for
Clive Russell to have his doubts. He knew
the truth in an instant. Fullwood was living
something over again in his sleep. He was
going through an actual experience.

And that meant—the worst!

- It was a dreadful shock to Clive., His
faith in his chum had been absolute. He
had taken it for granted that Bernard For-
rest’s high-sounding yarns were all lies. He
had been positive, in his own mind, that
Fullwood had resisted all the temptations of
that night club, and that he had come
through the ordeal unscathed.

But now he knew the opposite, and with
this realisation camec another flood of light.
A dozen little things which had previously
been puzzling was now explained. He
hadn’t given them a moment’s thought until
now, but, in face of what he had just heard,
they obtruded themselves rather glaringly.

Fullwood’s peculiar behaviour in the bed-
room during the night, his talk that he

““Ralph, old
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wasn't worthy of Clive’s friendship; his
absent mindedness this morning, when he
had failed to hear the school bell; his
haggard appearance in the Form-room: his
talking in his s&leep, now, at- the very
moment—all these things became instantly
cxplained.

Fullwood wasn’t worrying because of his
recent quarrel with Clive Russell, but be-
cause he possessed a guilty secret, and had
not revealed it. So this was the cause of
his worry and his strange behaviour!

Clive knew the whole truth. Fullwood
had “fallen” exactly as Forrest had pre-
dicted, and he had gambled away his own
money, and had used Clive’s twenty pounds,
too! That was the cold truth.

The money didn't worry Clive in the least—
he hardly gave it a thought—but for an in-
stant he ‘was filled with a feeling of un-
utterable contempt. So he had reposed his
faith in Fullwood for nothing! His brow
became black as he stared down at the
heavily sleeping junior. - Everybody in tho
Remove had expressed their confidence in
this fellow, and he was unworthy of it!
While they deecmed him innocent, he was
guilty all the time! That was the realisa-
tion which hurt Clive more than anything.
It was almost like a physical pain.

He knew what Fullwood had been in the
past, and he had stoutly declared that he
would never fall back into those old vicious
habits. Indeed, Clive would have fought any
fellow to a standstill who suggested such a
thing. And yet Fullwood had wecakly suc-
cumbed to the very first temptation

“You fraud !” said Clive furiously.

Perhaps it was his voice which caused Full-
wood to stir. He did not awaken, but he
rolled over in his sleep, and he uttered a kind
of choking sound.

“It's no good, Clive!” he muitered
wretchedly., “I'm a cur! I’'m not worth your
trust, or your @riendship, or anybody else’s!
Don’t speak to me! I shall be-a lot happier
if 'm turned adrift and spurned!”

“Ralph, old man !”’ said Clive tenscly.
—1]I didn’t know you could hear——-"*

And then he realised, with rather a shock,
that his companion was still asleep—still
oblivious of his surroundings. He sat forward
in his chair again, and held his head in his
hands.

“I'm guilty!” he said, in such a low voice
that Clive hardly caught the words. “I'm
guilty—and I’m a swindler! They think so
well of me, and I don’t deserve it! What can
I do to make up for it? How can I tell
Clive? What can I do to get that money?
It’s too late—I'm finished!”® He raised his
voice. “I deserve to be, too!”’ he added
fiercely. “I'm only a cad and a fraud! The
hest thing I can do is to run away—clear out
—before I'm exposed! 1 can’t stand their
scorn—I can’t bear it!”

Every atom of Clive’s anger went.

““Poor old Ralph!” he muttered huskily.
“1 say, poor old chapl”

"1
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Hc felt rather a lump in his throat as he
stood watching—he felt guilty, too. He had
heard something that was not intended for
his cars, or any other ears. Yet he felt glad
that he knew. It was much better. The air
was cleared. And Fullwood himself didn’t
know that he had blurted out the pitiful story.
This, too, was all to the good. :

“Don’t worry. old son,”” murmured Clive.
“We’'ll put this right, somehow. Hang it,
1t’s a pity if a chap can’t make a slip without
going through all this torture! We're all
liable to make a bloomer now and again, 1
guess.”’

I'ullwood was sleeping more peacefully now.
His eyes had closed, and he was resting back
in the depths of the chair, with a more
relaxed expression on his face. The night-
mare had passed, and he was sleeping
normally.

And Clive Russell crept out of the room,
his mind already made up.

CHAPTER 13.

THE VIGILANCE COMMITTEE'S
DECISION !

R. CROWLLL glanced at
Clive inquiringly as the
latter entered the Forin-
room.

“I'm awfully sorry, sir,”
said the Canadian junior. “I had a look at
Iullwood, you know, and he was asleep. And
I forgot the time——"’

“Under the circumstances, Russell, we will
say no more about it,”” said Mr. Crowell
“So Fullwood is &leeping, eh? Good! It will
make a big difference, I hope.”

Nothing more was said, and Clive pre-
tended to take an interest in his lessons for
the rest of the morning. DBut it was only a
pretence, for he could think of nothing else
Lut Fullwood’s unhappy positdon., There was
the problem, too, of what should be done.

Clive had already come to a deceision, and he

was anxious to get a move on.

Hc felt that this problem was altogether
too big for him to handle alone. He would
have to tell others, and gain the benefit of
their advice. Clive’s reascning was sound.
Unless some sort of action was taken, an ex-
posure was inevitable. And then the whole
school would know of Ralph Leslie Fullwood’s
temporary fall from grace. There could be
no preventing the disaster, except by one
method.

And Clive argued that it was better to take
a few trusted fellows into his confidence at
once, than to do nothing and allow the whole
schiool to know. At all costs, Forrest must be
prevented from scoring a public triumph.  He
had been effectively sﬁenced, and it would be
better to keep him silent.

So, as soon as the Remove was dismissed,
Clive got to work.

He requested an immediate meeting of the
. Remove Vigilance Committee—Ancient House

section only. ‘There was no recason why
Reggie Iitt and his men of the West House
should be drawn into this affair. It was,
after all, purely connccted with the Ancient
House. :

Dick Hamilton realised at once that there
was some special reason for Russell’s request,
and he promptly gave orders for a {ull mect-
ing. The Vigilantes consisted of Dick Hauwil-
ton himself, (regellis-West, Tommy Watson,
Archie Glenthorne, De¢ Valerie, and Hand-
forth & Co. They all collected together in
Study C.

“What’s the idea of this meeting, any-
how ?”” demanded Handforth, as he bustied
in, ‘““We ought to .be out on Little Side,
practising for our match against Bannington
Grammar School. I can spare one minute—
and one mimute only !”

“Considering that we’ve all been waiting
for you for about eight minutes, you've got
a nerve, haven’t you?’ asked De Valerie

tartly.
said Handforth.

“l can't help that,”’
“IFooter practice—" i

““Steady, Handy,”” said Dick - Hamilton
quietly. ““This isn’t an cordinary Vigilance
meeting. I think Russell has got something
special to say—concerning IFullwood.”

“Oh!” said Handforth. “ Well, that’s dif-
ferent.”

“ Listen, you fellows,” began Clive. ““What
I’'ve got to say 1s scrious, and I'm afraid
you'll be a bit upset. But there’s no sense in
breaking a thing of this sort gently. FIull-
wood is guilty.”’

Therc was a moment’s silence.

“That’s bad,” said Dick, at length. “I was
half afraid of it.”

“Guilty 7”7 said  Handforth,

“Guilty of what?”

“You—you mean he really went to thal
night club——" Church paused, and lookec
alarmed. “Oh, rot! I don't believe it!”

“I wouldn’t have believed it this morning,”
said Dick Hamilton, ““but after Fully’s runimy
behaviour in class, I got thinking. Poor <l
scout!| He must have been passing through
a pretty heastly time.”’

“Thanks,”” said Clive gratefully.

He deeply appreciated Dick Hamilton’s
attitude—which contained not one atom ol
condemnation or scorn. Some of the other
juniors were looking frankly puzzled, and
Handforth became noisy.

“What the dickens are you talking about ?”
he demanded. *“What do you mean—Full-

staring.

wood’s guilty? What’s he guilty of? By
George! You—you don’t mean—"’

““Yes,”” said Clive quietly.

“Good gad!” murmured Archio Glen-

thorne. “I mean, how utterly frightful !’

“Then—then Fullwood did gamble in that
night club?’ demanded IHandforth aggres-
sively. ““ And Forrest has been telling the
truth? He lost twenty quid of your money ?
And we've all expressed faith in him!”

“The rotten fraud!” said Watson indig:-
nantly. .

“The awful hypoerite!”
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Fullwood could not imagine who would want to send him an express letter,
envelope and, to his uiter amazement, a bundle of notes fell ous.

|1 -

- “” (l 1Iff} .[flfi‘!ggf‘ 59
L

oy

_-—

i‘r.L =
il 7z
k ’ H,_-‘,Eu:,f/u‘\j‘;‘\_'_’_-

g =

W)
i T

Breaking the seal, he tore open the
He counted them, There was exactly twenty

pounds—just the amount he needed !

““Of course,”’ said Handforth, “there’s only
onc thing to be done. We've got to take
Fullwood, put him on trial, give him about
twenty swishes, send him to Coventry, and
bar him from all decent society !’’

“That's about it,” agreed De Valerie,
nodding.

““The man’s nothing more than a hollow

sham!”” went on Handforth hotly. *“DBy
George! So he gambled, did he? And he
pretended——"

“He didn’t pretend anything !” interrupted
Clive sharply. “In fact, he tried to explain
two or three times, but nobody would listen
to him. I expected you to be bitter and
scornful, but we’ve got to give IFullwood his

due. At least, his slip was only a temporary
one. He knows he’s done wrong.”

“It’s easy enough to snivel— began
Watson.

“Well, you're wrong again!’ interrupted
Clive. “He husn’t snivelled—and it’s about
the last thing in the world I should expect
him to do.”

“Sorry!” growled Watson.
that.”’

“But how do you know ¥’ asked Sir Montie
Tregellis-West,  “Pray let us have the

“I didn’t mean

‘Clive.

details, dear old boy. We're frightfully
anxious.”
Clive explained. :
“And he said all that in his sleep, did he ?”
asked Dick Hamilton thoughtfully. “He gavo
the whole game away. And he hasn’t the
faintest suspicion, I suppose, that you know?”
“Not the faintest,”” replied Clive.
“Where is he now 7"’

“Still in the study—and still asleep,” said
“That’s why I called this meeting so
quickly. I wanted us to come to some decision
before he woke up, so that we should know
what to do. It’s no good leaving a matter of
this sort to run its course.”’

“You’re right there,”” agreed Hamilton.
“With a weight like that on his mind, Fully
will be a wreck by to-morrow.”

“Doesn’t he deserve to be a wreck " asked
Handforth. * Goodness knows I’m not a hard
chap—I don’t want to have a row with Full-
wood. But this is a question of honour, He’s
besmirched the Remove's record——"

“No more than Forrest has—and not =a
quarter so much,”” interrupted Clive quietly.
“ Forrest does these things deliberately—and
Fullwood was- drawn into it by a trick. And
he’s sorry now, I wish you could have heard
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his talk in his sleep! The poor old chap is
nearly off his head with remorse.”’

“You're sure he wasn’t fooling you?1”
asked De Valerie. “He wasn’t just pretend-
ing to be asleep, and—"’

““No, of course not,”’ interrupted Clive im-
patiently. Do you think I can’t tell the
dilference? He was sound asleep—in a night-
mare—and he blurted everything out uncon-
sciously. And I guess he’s ‘dead sorry, too.
You ought to have heard him!”

““Yes, I think he’s genuinely sorry,” agreed
Dick Hamilton.

“Ho made a break, and now he doesn’t
know what to do to square it,” continued
Clive. “You see, he knows that the truth
must come out sooner or later, because he
lost that twenty pounds of mine. I'm sup-
posed to think that he’s got it in his cash-
box. Can’t we think of something to help
him out?”’

“He doesn’t deserve 1it,”’ said Watson.
“He’s failed the Remove—he’s disgraced him-
sclf—and it’s only right that he should suffer
the penalty., If I bad done the same thing, I
shouldn’t expect any mercy.”

Clive Russell flared up

““He doesn’t expect any mercy, either—but
is that a reason why we should withhold it 7”’
he asked hotly. “I'm the fellow who’s lost
by Tullwood’s backsliding, but I'm not
grumbling, I tell you, the whole thing is
IForrest’s fault. I'm ready to forgive Ralph
on the spot. He was tricked—he was duped.
Any one of us might have done the same
thing, and it's not our place to judge him."”

“Rot!” retorted Handforth. “We're
Vigilantes, aren’t we?”

““That’s all the more reason why we should
be broad-minded,” said the Canadian junior
quickly. “If Tullwood had gone to that night
club of his dwn accord, and had deliberately
taken my money to gamble with, it would
have been a different thing. I should have
finished with him for good.”’

“Well, it was nearly as bad, wasn’t it?”
asked Watson.

“You're dotty!” shouted Clive. “You
know as well as T do that Fullwood was
trapped. He thought I was in that c¢lub, and
he only wont there to drag me out. Was that
an unworthy action? And even after he was
in the place, Forrest still tricked him.
I'orrest gave him that money of mine, and
le{fs1 him within a yard or two of the roulette
table.”’ :

“Yes, that was a rotten, dirty trick!”
agreed Handforth indignantly.

““And is it right that we should judge him
because he slipped 77 went. on Clive breath-
lessly. “Wae all know his past—and we know
that he’s been jolly decent for weecks and
}nonths. Then that snake, Forrest, plants him
hext to a roulefte table! The poor chap
simply couldn’t withstand the temptation—
that’'s all. But T maintain that he would
never have gone near the place of his own
accord. And now that i1t’s all over, he's sorry
—he’s so cut up that he’s on the point of
running away from school|”

“Is it as bad as that " asked Dick Hamil-
ton gravely. ‘

‘““‘He said something about running awly
in his &leep,”’ replied Clive, with a -gloomy
nod. “The poor fellow is on the point of
brain fever! This “sn’t a time to be superior
and critical ! Fullwood has made a slip, he’s

sorry, and I think it is up to us to help
him.”’

Ay
&
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CHAPTER 14.
THE LETTER!

DWARD OSWALD HAND:.
FORTH  thumped the
table.

“Yes, by George, you're
. right” he said firmly.
We've got to help the chap! And we've
got to work things so that nobody ever
knows.”’ ‘

“Then it would be a good ideca to start by
reducing the tone of your voice a bit,”’ said
Dick Hamilton. “There’s no need to shout,
Handy. I thoroughly agree that this is an
occasion for swift action—and kindly action.”

“Hear, hear!”
‘““Absolutely !”  said  Archie Glenthorne
“Allow me to make a brainy sug-

brightly.
I have here, in the good old

L

gestion, laddies,
wallet, a bunch of notes that I absolutely
don’t know what to do with. Kindly permit
me to produce twenty of the best, and shove
them into Fullwood’s grasp. T'll trot along
and have- a few words with the dear old
scout———"’ |

““We admire your spirit, Archie, but it
wouldn’t do,”’ interrupted Dick.

“But, dash it, I mean—"

“In the first place, we’re not going
you bear all the burden of that twenty
pounds,”’ said Dick. “And in the second
place, Fullwood would never accept it from
you. Don’t you realise that he couldn’t pos-
sibly take 1t? It would only be piling on the
agony for him.”’

Archie started.

“Odds problems and dilemmas!” he ejacu-
lated. ‘“Absolutely! Now that you come to
chove it in that light, laddie, I see the trend.
Dashed embarrassing, if you know what I
mean."”

“It’'s awfully decent of you to take it like
this,” said Clive gratefully. “Somehow I was
certain you would. I want you all to under-
stand that Ralph is genuinely sorry. I wish
I could prove it—"’ '

“You don’t need to,” interrupted Hamil-
ton with a smile, ‘‘There’s nothing to equal
FFullwood’s own bchaviour. His misery . this
morning—his worry—his look of dull despair
—they tell us all we want to know If he had
gone back to his old nature, he would have
carried off this thing with an air of complete
indifference. We're quite satisfied that he’s
sorry. And that's why we're going to help.
When a fellow is genuinely cut-up, it’s the
time to hold out a helping hand.”’

“Hear, hear!” agreed Handforth firmly.

to let
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Fullwocd is troubled ! He must
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Look out for this cover I The yarn inside is the
real goods! On sale everywhere next Wednesday !

won QRDER IN ADVANCE ! vonnmnononon,

“If we go for him baldhcaded, and send him
to Coventry, it’!l make him so miserable that
he’ll probably do something desperate. Who
was the ass who suggested sending him te
Coventry, anyhow #”

“I think 1t was your own idea,” said Dick

gently, _
“Xh ?” said Handforth, with a start. ‘‘DBy
George! I—I Oh, well, I was talking

out of the back of my neck!’ he admitted
frankly, ““At a time like this we've got to
forgive and forget. And if there’s anybody
here who wants to scrag Fullwood, he’d
better understand that he’ll have to serag me,
tco! And I'll take on any two of you with
one fist !’ he added grimly,

“Dry up, Handy—wc’re all with you!”
gsaid Church hastily.

Handforth locked rather disappointed.

“All right, then!’”’ he said gruffly., ‘‘Let’s
get to business !’

‘““Tasicr said than done,” declared Clive,
“TIt’s the money that worries him most, I
guess. If only we can think of something to
put that straight, he’ll be himself again.
But we’ve got to do it tactfully.”
= It’ll need scme thinking out,” said Tommy
Watson, shaking his head.

o

“Of course, I don’t mind about the money,”
went on Clive. “I'ullwood’s lost it, and as
he was more or less dragged into the rotten
affair against his will, I'm ready to drop the
whole thing. ® But that’s where the snag
comes in, e wouldn’'t allow it for a
minute.”’

“What we’ve got to do i1s to let Iullwead
get that money back without you. knowing
anything = about it,” said Dick IIamilton
thoughtfully. *“It ought to be fairly simple,
if only we can get hold of a good 1dea.’”’

“Don’t be an ass!’? said Handforth tartly.
“How ecan Fullwood get it back without
Russell knowing anything about it, when
Russell’s here all the time?”

Clive smiled.

“Dick means that TFullwocd mustn’t know
that I know,” he explained.

“PDon’t waste time on the point,” said
Dick, frowning. * Supposing we wangle it,
Russcll 2 Supposing we mako Fullwood think
that everything is square again about tho
money ? Do you think he’ll be all right?”’

‘“He'll be so mad with joy that he’ll soon
be himself again, and will be more than ever
determined to keep decent,’”” replied Clive,
with conviction. “We want to work some-
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thing so that he'll never suspect that we know
the truth. If he believes that the secret is
only his, he'll be his old self in no time.”

And the Vigilance Committee discussed
idca after idea-—until, finally, one was put
forward by Dick Hamilton, which secmed
thoroughly cfficient. The whole matter was
threshed out, and quick action was taken.

Clive Russell left before the final conclu-
sions had been arrived at, as he was anxious
about Fullwood on two scores. He wanted to
se¢ how Fullwood was now, after that bad
nightmare of his—and he also wanted to pre-
vent his chum {rom jumping to any awkward
truths. Fullwood might suspect things if he
heard that the Vigilance Committee was in
SCSsIon.,

-But when Clive went into Study I, he
found Ralph Leslie still asleep. The Canadian
boy was glad. This rest would do his chum
a world of gond. Clive was grateful to the
other juniors for their sympathetic attitude.
Not that they conld have adopted any other.

They were all good fellows, with plenty of
common sense, and they could easily tell that
Fullwood was rcpentant. His every action
proved how deeply he was regretting his
folly, and how sincere his remorse was.

To dcal harshly with such a sinner was
opposed to their natures. But they could well
imagine what would bappen if the whole
school knew. There were plenty of fellows
who would be only too ready to treat Tull-
wood with scorn and contempt, and thus send
him, perhaps, along that very road which he
had fought so hard to avoid—and which. for
one fatal hour, he had wandered into again.

A movement from the chair drew Chive
Russell’s attention. and he found Tullwood
sittine up, and lookineg at him.

“Oh. T sav, T'm s=orrv!” eaid Clive., “T
didn’t mean to awaken you.” '

“You didn’t,” muttered Fullwood wearily.
“T just woke un naturally, you know. 1 say,
is it the interval vet?”

“The dinner gong will go at any minute,”
smiled Clive.

Fallwood eot to his feet in alarm.

“(ireat Seott!”” he ejaculated. “Then 1
must have been asleep for two hours and
more!” e pressed a hand to his brow.
“Crumbs! Ay head’s solitting! But I'm
feeline a bit better, T believo.”

" “That’s the idea,”” agreed Clive heartily.

But Fullwood was very reluctant to talk.
He moved across to the window, vyawned, and
stood looking out into the West Square. He
was fighting with himself again. Here was
Clive—alone with him. A golden oppor-
tunity to tell him the whole truth! TFullwood
knew that he had been having nightmares—
he remembered them vividly. He had been
living through that night again. But he
hadn’t the faintest suspicion that he had un-
consciously made the confession that he was
consciouslv afraid to utter!

“There goes the gong!” said Clive sud-
denly.

“Wait!” muttered- Fullwood, turning.
“Clive, old man, I can’t go on like this!

~and his whole outlook

1 want to explain something to you. ['ve
been tortured all the morning—tortured ever
since last might! I want to tell you——"

“Rot!” interrupted Clive hastily. “It's
dinner-time.”’ :

He was alarmed, He gucssed—correctly—
that Fullwood was about to tell him the whole
truth. And he didn’t want to hear it, for he
knew it already. He didn’t want Fullwood
to ever know that his secret was revealed.

And before Ralph Leslie could even com-
mence to say anything, Clive got him on to
another tack, )

“Sure you're fit to come in for dinner?”’
he asked anxiously. “ Perhaps you’d better
report to Dr. Brett, and go to bed for this
afternoon ? Gee, that’s a good idea, Ralph!
Go to bed, and get up for tea. I'll have a
special spread ready, so that we can enjoy
our first tea together properly—our first tea
together since we had that row.”

“I'm not going to bed—I'm a lot better
now,” urged Fullwood. “Look here, Clive,
hang dinner! I've got something important

The door opened, and Handforth appeared.

“Buck up, my lads!’ he said briskly.
“Don’t forget the rules! Late-comers get no
food! Hallo, Fully! Feeling a bit better?
Good man! Let this be a lesson to you not
to have any more study rows.”

“If we want to know the rcal meaning of
pcace and harmony, Handy, we'll come along
to Study D!’ chuckled Clive. “Come on,
Ralph!”

Fullwood found himself escorted into the
dining-room as though ho were some hero—
and this wundeserved treatment seared him
liko acid. He didn‘t know that the juniors

1 were aware of the whole truth!

Moreover, they wero deliberately trying
to make him believe that they put his in-
disposition down to his recent quarrel with
Ylive. They had thought that at first, so
they continued in the same way. And it was
necessary to waste a fcw hours before their
little plot could come into action.

Immediately dinner was over, Fullwood
was whirled upstairs by Handforth & Co.
and Clive, and they all changed into footer
things. And then they went out to Little
Side, and spent a brisk half-hour in practice.

And the exercise did him a world of good,
too By the time the Remove went indoors
for afterncon lessons, Ralph Lesliec was feel-
ing immensely better. His head was clearer,
was more rational.
He had ceased to regard the position with
an cxaggerated sense of tragedy.

Ho had made a bad blunder, but he knew
his fault—and there is always plenty of hope
for a fellow who knows his own wcaknesses.

Mr. Crowell was very pleased to see the
great change in Fullwood when he came in.
But the effect of the quiet class-room revealed
itself later on, before lessons were over.
[Fullwood’s attention wandered constantly,
and before the dismissal came, he was again
locoking haggard and worried. He had had
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time to drift back into that condition of self- | enough! But—but—— Why, that’s exactly
condemnation and misery. the amount of Clive’'s money! Twenty

At last the Remove wero set at liberty, | pounds!”
and Clive took Fullwood by the arm, and| He was dazed and bewildered. With a

rushed him out into the Triangle.
“‘Buzz along to the study, Ralph, and T'll
get some things from the shop,” he said

briskly. “No, you needn’t come; this is my
treat. I'm paying all exes to- day, don’t
forget. See you within five minutes!”

“Yes, but——" )
Fullwood was not allowed to say anything.
Clive hurried off, and as Ralph Leslie was

anxious to avoid conversation with any of the |

other fellows, he went straight off to Study 1.
But before he could get there he was in-
%ercepted by Tubbe, the Ancient House page-
boy.

“Letter for you, Master Fullwood,” sald
Tubbs brightly.

. Fullwood paused, bringing himself back to
rcality with a jerk.

" “Letter for me?” he repeated. ‘“‘But the
post isn’t in——"’

“This is a special omne, sir,” said Tubbs,
with an air of importance. “Came only five
minutes ago by telegraph-boy. Express
letter, Master Fullwood. fthought I'd let
you have 1t at once.”

said Fullwoad,

“Thanks, Tubbs,”
assumed Interest.

He took the letter and glanced at 1it. It
was boldly marked ‘‘Express,” and it was
addressed to Fullwood in typewriting. It
felt rather bulky, and it was heavily sealed.
And it bore the Bannington postmark.

“I—]—" Fullwood paused, as he f{felt
in his pocket. “Sorry; Tubby, old man, but
I haven’t got any change on me. Remind me
that I owe you a bob!”’

-Tubbs looked indignant.

“Not likely I won’t!” he said. “Lummy,
it's a pity if I can’t bring a letter without
expecting a tip every time! I don’t want no
pob, Master Fullwood, thanks all tho same.
I don’t mind takin’ & tip when I’ve donec
something for it, but I ain’t onoc o’ them
who shoves their ’ands out for nothink!"

And Tubbs went off rather loftily. Full-
wood went into his study, closed the door,
and idly turned the letter over. He couldn’t
imagine who it was from. He didn’t know
anybody in Bannington who would send
him an express letter.

He broke the secal, and withdrew a sheet
of notepaper and a bundle of other papers,
too. e looked at them dazedly.

Money! Pound notes! Twenty of them!

with

CHAPTER 15.
A STAGGERER FOR FULLWOOD.

ALPH LESLIE IULL-
WOOD stared in amaze-
ment.

“Twenty pounds!” he
muttered, as he feverishly
notes. “Yes, twenty right

the

counted

sense of growing unreality, with a feeling
that this was merely another dream, he un-
folded the sheet of notepaper. It bore neither
address nor date. And there was just threo
lines of typewriting upon it. He read them
through, and caught his breath in with a
gulp.

“The croupier!” he
“0Oh, my only hat!”

He continued to stare at the typewriiten
woras, but they became blurry. He could
not read them properly. The very paper
shook in his hand. But, with an effort, he
steadied himself, and forced himself to read
them again:

whispered - tensely.

“We're not all crooks in these places.
Take this money back, and keep it. Don’t
be tempted again. You’re not the sort wo
want here. We heard how you were
trmked—thu trickster went too far.

“Tur CROUGPIER.”

Never for an instant did Ralph Leslie Full-
wood suspect that this was another trick!
He had been lured into that night club by
Forrest’s contemptible act, and now he was
being led to belicve that his money was
returned by the croupier of that infamous

) roulette table.

For a moment or two Fullsvood was utterly
bewildered.

How was he to guess that the twenty
pounds had been collected by the members of
the Remove Vigilance Committee? Dicl
Hamilton and Tommy Watson and Hand-
forth and the others had all contributed.
Archie Glenthorne had wanted to supply the
full amount, but they hadn’t allowed this,
Iie had done no more than his proportionate
share,

And Dick himself had taken the letter to
Bannington, as he had already planned io
go over to the Grammar School early that
afternoon, to make arrangemecents for a forth-
coming football match.

It had been an casy matter to type that
note, and to seal it up in such a way that
Fullwood could never guess the true origin
of it. It had been ecven easier to post it in
Bannington. Dick Hamilton had known that
it would be delivered by about tea-time. And
here i1t was!

Exactly as the Vigilantes had hoped, so
Fullwood believed.

The thing seemed obvious. Forrest had
boasted about the contemptible way he had
tricked Fullwood into playing roulette. And
the eroupier, who wasn’t such a rascal, had
acted In a generous spirit,

Knowing that the money had been lost by
Fullwood in a fit of temporary weakness, he
had had the decency to send 1t back—but,
of course, in such a way that he was per-

fectly safeguarded. No matter who saw that
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lotter, there was nothing to be gained from
it in tho way of information.

“By gad, what a sportsman!”’ muttered
IFullwood breathlessly.

His whole outlook changed. In that one
moment, his brain cleared. He had actually
lost more than twenty pounds, but herc was
Clive's moncy, anyhow—and hoe deserved to
loso all his own.

“The croupier knows everything, I ex-
peet,” murmured Fullwood. *Forrest must
have been talking—he must have blabbed that
I used twenty quid of another chap’s moncy,
and that's why the croupier has done this.
He may be a crook, but he's a brick! The
man’s white!”’ : ,

His joy was good to bchold, although, at
the moment, thero were none to behold it.
For this money, arriving from such an ex-
.traordinary quarter, put everything on a
square footing again. Without a moment’s
delay, Fullwood went to his cashbox, opened
it, and slipped tho notes within. Then he
locked the box with a sigh of happiness.

“Clive!” he muttered. “He might come
back——" _

Grabbing up the opened envelope and the
sheet of notepaper, he thrust them both into
tho fire, and watched them blaze. Dick
Hamilton had prophesied that he would take
this action. He had burned the evidence
before he had had the slightest chance of
examining it, or to test its authenticity.

At any other time, perhaps, Fullwood
might ha%e been very dubious. He might
have suspected something fishy., ¥or he was
normally shrewd and hard-headed. DBut to-
day his mind was so confused and agonised
that he received this spoof without a trace
of suspicion.

If that money had come from any other
course, it would have been a very different
alfair. But this was actually Clive's money
—the precious money that had been lost! So
his folly was wiped out—and {from this
minute he would be able to hold his head
crect—and to work quietly and comnsistently
to redcem his honour in his own eyes. The
others didn’t know—and now they never
would know! Even Clivo would continue
to be in ignorance!

Tho Vigilantes had made their plan very
carcfully,

They knew that Fuliwood would gain no
salisfaction if the money came from some
anonymous source. For 1t wasn’t the money
itsclf which mattered—it was the fact that
this twenty pounds was tho seli-same twenty
which Fullwood had gambled away. Being
Clive’s own money—so Fullwood believed—
he was under no obligation to anybody,
except, perhaps, the croupier. But Fullwood
was not likely to recognise this obligation,
for the money had only been won from him
by a trick. And the croupier had apparently
had the decency to sco this.

Outside, Clive Russell found Handforth and
a few others in the lobby. Clive was carry-
g his parcels, and he paused, cager.

“Buck up, you ass!” said Handforth
briskly. “Tubbs took the letter to him five
minutes ago. We want you to hurry in,
and walch the effect. Then we’ll carelessly
stroll in-a bit later, and have a look at him
for ourselves.”

“We don’t want to ruin it by being too
spcedy, old chap,” said Church, with con-
cern. “Give him a chance to get settled
down, you know. I think Russell ought to
wait a bit before he barges in.”

Dick Hamilton came up, and agreed.

“Yes, it’'ll take him about ten minutes
to adjust himself properly,” he said. ‘‘And
it’s not a particularly brilliant idea to stand
here, jawing about it. Go to your studies in
just the ordinary way, and forget the whole
business.” '

“ Absolutely,” said Archie Glenthorne, nod-
ding. “I’m frightfully keen to see the poor
old onion, but we don’t want him to get any
dashed suspicions. So let us trickle into our
various chambers, and sample the good old
brew. After which, forty of the best and
brightest will be the order of the hour.”

CHAPTER 16.
ALL BERENE,

LENTHORNE'S cheery sug-
gestion could not curb
Clive's impatience.

“Hc’s had time to get

his mind settled by now, 1
guess,” he sald briskly. “You fellows can
drop in when you like, of course; but give
us ten minutes or so, won't you?”

““Leave it to me,” said Handforth firmly.
“You buzz along, and I'll follow in half a
minute or so. DBut nobody clse will be
allowed until after tea. I think it’s rather
necessary that I should see Fullwood, and
cheer him up a bit.”

“ And I think it’s rather necessary that you
shouldn’t!”’ said Dick Hamilton. “Who
votes for Handforth being firmly but sternly
squashed ?”

They all voted for it, including Church and
McClure. And while Clive Russell hurried
off, Handforth was jammed against the lobby
wall, and held there. And he wasn’t released
until he gave his solemn promise that he
would steer clear of Study 1 for a solid half-
hour.

Clive assumed an air of cheery indifference,
and hummed loudly to himself before he
reached the study—in order to give Full-
wood plenty of warning that he was ap-
proaching. Then, instead of walking straight
in, he partially opened the door and dropped
one of his bags. He wasted quite a lot of
time picking it up, and in fumbling about
with his other packages.

Fullwood was provided with plenty of warn-

ing.
He nceded it, too, He felt thankful that

he had burned the envelope and paper so
(Continued on page 42.)
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SONS OF THE MEN OF MONS
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FIRST CHAPTERAS.

Immediately following her declaration of a
war of revenge, Germany lands iroops on the
South Coast and shells Cliff House School.
All the boys manage to win clear except TOM
LEE, JACK BENNETT and BUSTER KIRK,
three Fourth-Formers, who make the discovery
that a master of the school is a spy and has
been directing enemy forces by wireless; the
master’s real name is STUTZ. The chums
don the khaki uniform of the ClJff House
cadets, and, aided by a member ¢f the Tank
Corps, named Bill Jennifer, get an old tank
and assist in the defence of Denge Village,
near the school. The tank is disabled, and
the chums go down into the ccllar of the
villege tuck-shop while the Germans mass jor
a fresh attack, After a meal, they fall
asleep,; when they waken, they discover that

lllll.lllllll‘llllIIlllIlllllllllllll'lllllllll

Swift Work!

ACK stood staring open-mouthed at the recl-
ing figure of the man bheforec him, There
was no mistaking the grim, tense features
revealed by the momentary flash of the

electric torch—it was Stutz!

It was the spy who had guided the German
forces to their landing-place by the old school—
the man for whom the whole of the British Secret
Service was seeking!

The fellow slumped backwards against the
white-washed wall of the police cottage, then he
seemed to mlly, and his right fist crashed at the
side of Jack’s head. For the fraction of a second,
Jack reeled under the force of the punch, and in
that moment a tornado seemed to whirl past him.

It was Buster Kirk, fists flying—his echubby
features strained and pale as he tore with both
hands into the spy. In Stutz, Buster saw the
man who had been the cause of killing little
Fatty—the Thiréd Former who even now lay still

(Now read this wcek’s exciting chapters.)

1 down to the belt.

ROGER FOWEY

b

the village is in the hands of the enemy and
the British hare been forced o retreat.
Assisted by Bill Jennijer, the three boys
manage to get clear of the shop, and are just
in time to sce the wvillage policeman placed
against the wall at the back of the police-
station by a firing party. Bill and the boys
rescue Constable Hazlett, who then insists
on going to the station to let a poacher out
of a cc¢il; just as they get Sneaky Bates out,
two German officers appear from the side
cntrance of the police cottage. Jack DBennett
drops his rifie and goes for the nearest of
them: “Collar them,” he exclaims, “we’ll
take them with us!” and he all but Enoclks
the nearcst man out with a smashing punch
to the iaw—to discover that the fellow is
Stutz, the spy!

ﬂIl.‘lll!ll'_l-I"!‘I‘—Illll_ﬁllliilllIlllﬂlﬂlﬂl.!l.l
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behind the schecl Fatty—DBuster's
brotiher, 1he first to die by enemy shells! :
Stutz was a grown man—but he could not with-
stand the fierce, vengeful attack that Buster
lannched. The schoclboy had weight, and there
was a surprising strength in his well-padded
limbs, He plastered Stutz from his square jaw
he flogged him sick and
gibbering back against the wwll, smashed him to
the ground, and, when he staggered up, knocked
him down again. until the German lay half on
his face—knocxed out by a last, terrifle right-
hander that kad shattered his waning senses.
“You beast!™ Buster bent above him, his
whole figure trembling. *“You rotter! I'd—"

" Steady, young ’un!” Bill Jeanpifer laid a hand
on his shoulder. *“Don’t make a row, for the
love o’ Mike! There’s Germans all round us, and
—— Got the other one?”

Con:table Hazlett was sitting astride the other
German's chest, with Spneaxy at his legs and with

yourg
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Tom Lece rageging him effectively with the Hun's
own gold-braided cap.

“Let's capture ’em!” Jack exelaimed softly.
“Let's take ’em back with us as prisomers!”

“Can't!” DRill Jennifer was brief. “We'd
never get 'em through. There's thousands o° Ger-
mans hetween us an' our own troops—we’'ll be
lucky if we get clear ourselves. We'll search
'ein an'——  Here, drag ‘’em into that cell!
Quick, now!” .

He searched on the ground for the electric
torch which Stutz's companion had dropped, and
which had extinguished itself. He found it as
they dragged the two Huns into the little cell
from which Sneaky Bates had just been rcleased.
Stutz was still unconscious when Jack and Bill
went through his pockets; he carried papers in
plenty, but there was no time to examine them
to ascertain their value. ]

They relieved the spy and his companion of
cvery shred of paper that they could flnd, then
Hazlett sneaked into the scullery of his cottage
and came back with a couple of dozen yards of
rope and cord. together with two tough huckaback
towels.

“Bind 'em azx’ gag 'em,” he said. “Then we'll
Inck 'em in here, an® I bet they don’t get out
afore mornin’—not then, mebbe!”

The little party of DBritishers worked swiftly
by the shielded light of the torch.

“By righte, we ought to shoot ’em,” Constable
Iazlett rumbled. “That’s what they was a-goin’
to do to me!” )

“\We can't do that in eold blood,” Jack told
him. *“Stutz ought to be shot, but—— Oh, well,
we can't do a thing like that, you know!”

“’Course not,” agreed Buster. “I gave him a
jolly good hidin’, anyway, an’ that squares us up
a bit. Tighten up those gags, Tom—we don’t
want the perishers to work them loose and yell
for help!”

Securing the Huns was the work of barely five
minutes—and all the while the street outside the
ruined police cottage was alive with moving
Germans. They could hear their guttural voices
and the rattliing of their transport waggons and
guns over the shell-pocked road. They heard a
squad of infantry halt somewhere npear, their
rifle-butts grounding on the roadway.

“That'll do,” said Bill at last, and he made
a swift e¢xamination of the prostrate men.
“They’ll be marvels if they get out o' that lot!
Lock the door. Mr. Hazlett—make sure of it!”

The village policeman did make sure of it; he
turned the key in the stout cell lock and then
drove all the bolts home. That done, they made
for the dark field from which they had come,
after regaining their rifles. They waited a few
moments, while Bill Jennifer went over to the
near-by pigsties and got rilles and ammunition
for the policeman and the poacher, then they
set off across the field.

—————y

Through the Qerman Lines |

N the ditch at thlie far side of the fleld, they
paused to take stock of the situation. Over
to the right they could just see where
Germans were still landing from the Rye

jay side of Duugeness Head. The flat-bottomed
hoats were still coming in, packed tight with
infantry, from the ships anchored in the West
Road. Beyvond, dim-seen in the darkness, showed
the shapes of war-vessels spread in a cordon
o the horizon, marked by the red slashes that
gouted from the muzzles of their guns as they
fired on British vessels in the Channel.
Occasionally, shells plunked to the zea or the
sand near the landing parties—shots from
British weapons far inland.

Towarde Rye f{tself, the night was lit by the
rlare of guns and by fires in the ancient town,
where a violent battle still raged. Across Walland
Marsh there was comparative quietness, although
on the far sicde it was plain that a fight was in
progress.

“Where d’ye want to get to?” Sneaky Bates'
voice came through the darkness.

“We've got to get right across the marsh—to
somewhere near Fairfield, I think,” Bill Jennifer
told him “I ain’t sure exactly. But so long as
we get into touch with our own chaps it don't
matter where it is. You see, the whoie o' the
marsh is packed wi’ Germans all goin’ up to the
firin’ line. They're still landin’ up t’other side o'
the Head an’'—"

“I reckon I knows Walland like I do the back
o' me right hand,” said Sneaky cheerfully.
“You blokes came an' got me out o' that cell,
an’ I reckon I can get ye out o' this mess all
right. You follow me; say when ye're ready, an’
we’ll start!”

There was nothing for which to walt, and they
started right away, with the old poacher in fthe
lead and Jack bringing up the rear. Soon they
were climbing over the low embankment and the
singie railway frack that ran from Lydd to the
old batteries commanding Rye Bay; beyond
stretched the misted darkness of Walland Marsh
itself, and, though they could see nothing, they
knew it to be peopled by the enemy.

Sneaky led the way onwards. They crossed
a road, and then waded a narrow stream. Mist
began to wreath all about the cautiously moving
party, and every few yards they stopped to listen.

Old Sneaky turned off at times and took a fresh
direction, for no reason that Jack could discover
—save that ge guessed the poacher's trained
ears had caught some warning sound the rest had
not heard.

Jack could see that the poacher was atwut the
one man who could have taken them across the
marsh—even with his skill and craft they missed
partie3 of Germans by bare yards. Once they
all but blundered into a squad of two score
men who were laying a corduroy road across the
yielding surface, preparing the way for a couple
of heavy guns which bulked blackly through the
mist.

Gigantic guns, they seemed to Jack, with squat
muzzles and broad, heavy . wheels; they were
swathed in waterproaf wrappings, which served
only to accentuate their might.

They skirted the weapons and waded knee-deep
in a ditch for a quarter of a mile before they
reached the grass again and went onward. Jack
and the rest were absolutely lost: only Sneaky
knew the direction in which they were going, but
always they headed towards the indistinct blur of
firing ahead.

Once they came upon a line of troops bivouacked
on the lush pgrass, lying by their weapons—
obviously supporte waiting to be hurried forward.
Getting through them was ticklish work and they
accomplished it by using a low hedge for a cover
and crawling along the watery ditch which ran
beside it.

After that they experienced a dozen alarms as
they sighted still figures on the ground near them
—men who had died in the fighting which had
raged across the marsh. DPresently, from out the
misty gloom ahead, there showed a coantinunous
stream of vehicles—low-built motor lorries, inter-
spersed with marching men.

“That’ll be th' Ashford road,” Sneaky told
them. “Fairfleld’s a ecouple o’ miles yonder.
We'll get across soon’s they've gone!”

For five minutes they waited, then the road
was clear and they stole to the open land beyond.
Now, they could clearly trace the line of the
railway which ran from Ryve to Appledore. The
embankment was marked by continuous rifle-
fire, from out which came the spurting white of
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Very lights. Plainly enough, the British were
making a stand on the line of the embankment,
which meant that the defenders would lie some
little distance on the far side of Fairfield, where
the railway passed the.town.

Sneaky bore 10 the right, and hereabouts,
strangely enough, the going was easier. The
ground lay between the enemy’s front line and
his support troops and was comparatively clear—
save for batteries of fleld guns blazing from be-
hind copses and clumps of bushes; these were
easily avoided.

Marching troops loomed up, movinf slowly
along a road which led direct to Fairfield. Jack
and the rest waited to let them move off the lane
and make for the embankment, then the little
party scuttled across the road and soon the
buildings of Fairfield Village showed against the
sky-lirile ahead, with the embankment bulking
beyond. '

'fhey skirted the village easily enough, and
then Sneaky reminded them that the road beyond
ran beneath the embankment. - .

“Qur boys’ll have a barricade there,” he said.
“1°11 gq.v'l front, find a way to it an' then let
em kneW we're comin’, so’s they don’t shoot
when they sees usf™

He left them in a clump of bushes that grew
fifty yards off the road. Somewhere hetween
them and the little bridge were Germans, but
the chums could see nothing of them, and for
t-‘hgtmoment, that particular area was dead

uiet.

d Sneaky was gone half an hour, then he ¢ame
crawling back, and with a whispered word, led
the way forward. They accomplished the last
quarter of a mile on their stomachs, crawling
over the grass, sighting the prostrate forms of
Germans as they moved. The Huns were lying in
shallow fire-trenches, and it was by a gap in
their line that the chums got through.

They reached the barricade and Sneaky went
over it first. Strong hands helped the c¢hums
over the piled sandbags, they stumbled across
the litile trench beyohd, then passed through the
arch to the far side of the embaunkment—salely
within the British lines.

e ——

Promotion for Jennifer!

{] ARNED if it ain’t them chaps what was
D in that tank!” gasped a sergeant as,

behind the shelter of the embankment,

he flashed an electric torch onm the
chums. *“We're the chaps what was in Denge
Village—or what’s left of us!”

“Then Brigadier Gordon’s here?” aszked Bill
Jennifer guickly.

“He is, mate—I1'll take you to Battalion H.Q.,
an' they’ll send an orderly with you, if you want
to szee him.”

The troops from Denge Village had retired almost
in- a straight line to Fairfleld, and on the
embankment they joined with troops which had
been rushed across country and who now held
the line as far down as Rye. Battalions rushed
from London lined the embankment as far west
as Ashford; from there down to Hythe and Sand-
gate the fighting was very opem and with no
deflnite front. :

Brigadier Gordon found time fo see them; he
emiled when he saw Constable Hazlett and heard
about Sneaky. the poacher.

*“@lad you fellows have got out of it, anyhow,”
he saild. *“I understood from the message you
sent in that you bad something to report?”

Bill Jennifer told the old e&oldier what had
happened in the village and how they had trussed
up Stutz, then Jack produced the documents
they had taken from the two Germans and
handed them over.
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“They mean nothing to me,” said the brigadier,
“but if yon took them off Stutz, they are pro-
bably of some importance. Do you think yon
would care to take them up to London. I’ll give
you a note to General Marlow, he is comynanding
tho armies in fhis sector?”

“@lad to do anything,” said Jack quickly.

“ Right!” The brigadier looked at Bill Jennifer.
“Now, Jennifer, I've got seven whippet tanks
coming down to me—they may be here now—
and a big Mark V star tank, They’ve all got
skeleton crews, and there is no officer to the bi
one. I wamnt you to take charge of that—and
promote you to the rank of sergeant here and
now. You'll take that tank on for me, I
suppose, and—" .

“Thank you, sir!” Bill Jennifer’s eyes were
shining—he was being promoted on the field and
was to take over ome of the latest type of tanks!

“Can we go with him, sir?” It was Hazlett
who spoke and the brigadier smiled as he looked
at the robust figure in the mud-stained uniform.

“If you wish,” he said. *“I suppose the Police
Force can spare you?”

“Me beat’s gone, anyway, 3air,” said Hazletit.
“There’s only this poacher here to—"

“This poacher’s a-goin’ in that there tank wi’
young Bill,” said Sneaky stoutly. “1 don’t
know much about ’em, but I can soon learn.
That’ll be all right, sir, won't- it !”

“Yes—if you get into some sort of uniform,”
answered the brigadier., *“I like your spirit—and
as I gathered that you and the policeman have
some gort of difference to settle, you’d better let
me see yo1 shake hands and fix the matter now:”

Policeman and poacher gripped fists before
the brigadier, because little things like poaching
were wiped out now in the bigger business thati
was on h¥ud.

“There’s a car ouiside,” Brigadier Gordon said
to Jack and his chums. “Take that and get to
London as fa:t as you can. Yon can get on the
road to Wittersham and—— Can ecither of you
drive, by the way?”

“I can, sir,” Jack told him; although e wasn’t
old enough t”‘o hold a driving licence, he had long
since learned to handle his father’s car.

“Good, then get away now, all of you, and
good luck %0 with you!”

Outside headquarters, the three cadets took
leave of Bill Jennifer and the others,

“Dunno when we’ll meet agin,” said Bill.
here's wishin’ you all the best!” ;
They saw the chums off in the long, posverful
touring car which stood in the narrow lane out-
side brigade headquarters; it was a commandeered
car and there was no one in charge of it.
A_ the village and got on to the Maidstone
road then headed north as hard as Jack
conld send the car. They reached Biddenden
before they met mupch traflic—from there to
Maidstone they passed contipuous columns of

lorries and of marching troops, all pressing for-
ward to stav the imvader.

On the great arterial road beyond MMaidstone
they met guns and tanks, troops and cavalry—
headed southwards. The purple cloak of night
made everything seem strange, hiding all but
the clean might of the men and weapons and
strengthening the atmosphere of war.

More tanks were met sliding down the long
slope that forms Wrotham Hill; soon after the
chums were threading a way through the choked
crossing at Eltham, and then they headed for
Westminster.

“But

War-Wo::n London !

MINUTE later, and the chums were
headed for Wittersham. They reached
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Brigadier Gordon had givenr them a note for
General Mariow, and it was with this note
ready to Lis hand that Jack sent the car_along
the Embankment towards the Houses of Parlia-
ment. They were streaking under Hungerford
Bridge when, without warning, three anti-aircraft
gun lorries came sweeping to the Embankment,
skidding round in-iearing sweeps ere they came
to a dead stop in the centre of the road.

Jack braked to a halt, then almost Jerked
out of his seat as the- mearest gun tongued a
length of searing flame and roared a challenge
to the star-studded skies above. The other two
followed suit, and looking up, the chums saw
that the sky was slashed and rent by the shifting
rays of searchlights.

At the entrance to Northumberland Avenue, a
searchlight suddeunly came into action, its beam
joining those ‘above.

High up, flitting like silvered moths in the sky,
Jack and his clhiums could just make out the
shapes of ememy air-craft as they dodged the
beams from the giant lights below. -

Around the eremy ’planes leaped the red
splashes of bursting shells, with woolly puffs of
white smoke showing when some ray caught them,

Streaking vp between the searchlights they
glimpsed the odd. bluish lines of *tracer ” bullets
—phosphorescent and glowing as machine-guns
blazed them upwards, their crews watching the
train and using it to sight the guns omn their
targets.

It was as they sat in the car, half deafened by
the piercing explosions of the three anti-aircraft
cuns near them, that the Clitf House cadets saw
the nearest searchlight abruptly dip its beam and
fling it full across the biack shape of Hgmgegford
Bridge and the train just cressing it with lights
doused.

“ Gosh—look!” Jack pointed as he caughi the
words. The searchlight fully limned a squadron
of enemy craft, all flying low and barely a quarter
of a mile distant.

They did not trouble to evade the beam, byt,
in wedge-formation, streaked along it. The brilliant
light illumined the Iron Crosses on their wings,
and in the leading machine, Jack could dis-
tinctly see the head and shoulders of a machine-
gunner as he blazed viciously to the streets
over which the squadron was fiying.

There came a barked order from the officers in
charge of the guns and the weapons swung round,
muzzles dipping. They fired at point-blank
range; for an instant the squadron was blotte
out a3 the three shells burst in unison. ‘

When the smoke eleared, Jack saw one of the
machines pitching headlonz downwards, with a
second swinging in a crippled circle and dropping
siowly. The first pitched out of sight, and as it
struck the roof of a Thames factory, ite cargo
of bomba exploded in a stupendous streak of
livid lame and a burst of cataclysmic sound that
seemed to shake the railway bridge itself.

An instant later, and the enemy squadron was
all but over the Thames.

Jack leaned to the back of the car and
snatched up his rifle as he leaped from the
machine. The gun was lpaded and he blazed

madly at the craft above him. Three shots he
got in, white Tom and DBuster gained his side
and loosed a round each, then—

The embankment, the bridge, the roadway—the
whole earth seemed to split! Jack saw white-
edgzed Rame loft before his eyes, he felt himself
flunzg backwards and he had a momentary glimpse
of his chums reeling with him.

He saw their car up-ended—he saw one side of
" the bridge melting to nothingness—and then he
was lving face downwards across the tramlines
with a soft weight pressing across his legs and
a vicious singing in his ears.

Bat for tl buzzing in his head, everything

seemed blanketed to sudden silence. e did nof
move for a while. In a little, he became conscious
that the buzzing was lessening, and then Le
caught the wicked, vicious barks of the "Archies ”
and the crash of bursting bombs.

He tried to get up then, but could not ehift
the weight from his legs. Propping himself on
his hands, he twisted his head, and he found
Buster lying across him, staring upwards into
the sky, his head moving slowly as he followed
the flight of the now disappearing squadroan.

J"Euster——}'ou're sitting on my legs!” gasped
ack.
“Eh? Your legs?” Buster blinked at him by

the reflected glow of the searchlight, then he
rolled off and sat up. *“Crumbs!” he gasped.
“D’you see that? They dropped a bomb on us!”

A couple of. yards away, Tom was kneeling,
looking rounld him dazedly.

Their car lay upside down, with the body half
torn from the chassis. On the other side of it
was a tremendous hole where the bomb had
exploded, and from the depths of the cavity
a burst water-main was sending up a veritable
fountain. -

One side of the railway bridge hung In a mass
of debris. In the centre of the river, some of
the pillars had been shattered and, just at this
point, the whole parapet was "shorn away.
Through the gap, four carriages hung, the st
half submerged in the river.

It was fairly clear that the enemy machines
had been told off to bomb the bridge, an invalu-
able link in the despatch of troops to the south.
The chums did not know it just then, but every
other bridge across the river had been subjected
to a similar, swift, concentrated bombardment,
and npearly all of them had been hit.

Hungerford Bridge was ruined. It was just a
twisted, tumbled mass of metal-work, with the
railway lines fused and writhed about the girders.

¥From high above, the rest of the aerial army
wa3 dropping bombs on London itself—showering
high explosives from Dulwich to Horn:zey and
from West Ham to Hammersmith. The German
airmen worked swiftly and to a pre-arranged plan,
with the destruction of the Thames bridges as
the first consideration; that done, they swung
round, and with British machines engaged in grim
fichting with their battle-planes, headed for the
fatherland.

Many returnad—but many did not! They had
to fight their way against British squadrons that
came roaring down from the Kast Coast and up
from Farnborough. Dawn was riding the sky
when sick and weary Hun machines limped clear
of the North Seca mists and winged for home and
safety, leaving their conszorts by the score as
muddled wreckage that heaved a while on the
surface of the water and then dragged down to
the green deptlhs.

When Jack and the rest got to their feet, it
was plain enough that their car was of no further
nse, and they moved slowly along the Embank-
ment towards the Houses of Parliament. They
saw Westminster DBridge, with its parapets
shattered and its road-surface uptorn; one pier
had gone and the bridge sagged in the centre—
with Red Cross men searching the debris for
wounded.

At the end of the bridge, almost at the foot
of Big Ben, there was an enormous bomb crater,
and the whole frontage of the TUnderground
station opposite had been blown completely out.
There was another crater at the bottom of White.
hall, and a third bomb had buried itself in the
roadway ten yards from the Cenotaph—without
exploding. '

These thirgs the chums discovered as they
made their way. towards the War Office. The
note to General Marlow—becaring the brigadier’s
signature on the outside—got them past the
military police, then an orderly took the note
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RULE BRITANKIA ! The vanquished German Fleet being escorted by the British batileship H.M.S. Cardift
on Thursday, November 21st, 1918, alter the declaration of the Armistice. This stirring sea-picture, splendidly
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from them and kept them waiting a while. Soon,
however, the orderly came back, took them along
tlie bare corridors of the War Office, tapped on
a panelled door and bade them enter.

The room in which the echums found themselves
was a large one. with four other doors opening
from it. Half of one wall of the room was
covered by a huge map of the war area from
which the chums had just come.

At a long, broad table in the cenfre of the
room stood Lord Marlow, the brilliant electrics
above lighting up his grey hair and his strong
fcatures. Grouped near him were members of
his stafl.

The c¢hums found themselves confrounted by a
battery of keen eyes as they entered and the door
closed behind them. Smartly, they jerked to
attention and saluted, then stood waiting.

Those men—each one a veteran of the Great
War of years before—saw before them three boys
in cadets’ uniform. Their uniforms were mud-
stained and torn, caked with marsh mirc from
heels to thighs. Buster’s knuckles were dark
with dried blood—where he had skinned sthem
on the hard features of "Stutz; on his cheek, too,
was a bloocd-smirched scar where a flving splinter
from a shell had just gashed his flesh.

Tom wa3 looking lean and grimy—stiff as a
ram-rod, and in his "bearing showed something
strong and alert, reflex of what he had endured
gince the old school had been shelled.

Jack stood with his chin up, hi3 grey eyes
kcen. He was as dirty as any of the others, just
a3 mud-stained and as tattered.

These three boys had come out of the inferno
of the invasion, with the grime of war fresh on
them. They had been where the fichting was
thickest—and Brigadier Gordon had said things

12 his note which made General Marlow and the
rest eye the lads with more than normal keen-
ness.

“You have some papers taken from Stutz:”
the General asked.

Jack hauled them ount of his pocket and stepped
forward, setting them on the table.

“Some are from Stutz, and the rest are froin -
a German officer who was with him.”

“I see!” General Marlow took them up and
glanced at “them, then turned to one of his
companions. “Take those—sce what you can
make of them and report Immediately!” he
barked. The ofiicer fook them and left the room,
then the General turned to Jack again. * Now,
my boy, I want you to fell me, as quickly as
you can, how you came to meet Stutz and all
that youn koow about him.”

Jack told him evervthing, and he made it bricf.
because he knew that the Gemeral hadp’t much
time to spare.

“And this spy is now locked up, gagged and
bound, in the cell at Denge Village police-station,
eh?” asked the Gencral, when Jack had done. He
emiled a little.

“Yes, sir, aud I think he’s likely to stop there
for a good wiile,” Jack told him.

“All  right. Now, find that orderly who
brought you in, and tell him I want him to give
you all & good meal and a clhance to c¢lean your-
selves up. Be out in the passage there at the
end of an hour—I may be able to use you again.”

The chuoms =alntted ard left the room. They
found the orderly; he seemed to be a friendly
sort of fellow, and he did all he could for them.
By the time that the hour was up, the chums
were washed and had generally smartened them-
selves, also they had done justice to a meal
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which would not have disgraced the appetites of
half o dozen hard-workimg navvies.

For fifteen minutes they waited ountside General
Marlow’s room, then one of his staff beckoned
them inside. The papers they had taken from
Stutz were spread out on the table, together
with typewritten transcriptions.

*Now, ypu boys,” said the Genermal. * Brigadier
Gordon speaks of you very highly in his note
to me, and I had it in my mind to make use of
you as headquarter’s orderlies, but something else
has turned up. In this kind of warfare, age doesn’t
matter much; you lads have the right spirit and
I want you to do something which may be easy,
and which, on the other hand, may be véry
dangerous. It's—"

*“We're game 1o have a shot at anything, sir,”
Jack cut in.

“1I guessed as much. Now, let me explain. We
have learned from these papers that the Germans
intend, at dawn, to make an offensive from Ash-
ford and along the low ground which stretches
by Wye up to Chilham, while the party that has
landed north of Canterbury will drive southwards
and link up with the enemy from Ashford. If
they do this, it will cut off all our troops lying
between Ashford and Dover.

“I don’t think the Germans will be sucecessful,
but that isn't the point. At a little place called
Hastingleigh, three miles from Wye, is some high

ground. Big guns on that would command the
whole of the wvalley and would help the German
advance. On this high ground Is a qguarry called

Chillen Quarry—and it isn't a quarry really.

The workings concecal emplacements for big guns,

‘;li'hich may already have been installed by the
1ns. -

“I want you boys to go to Hastingleigh with a
despatch to Colonel Dunten, who is in command
therc. Deliver the despatch and he will raid the
- quarry. DBut if, as I very much fear, the quarry
is in the hands of the enemy, I want you to get
fogether what troops you can and raid the place
yourselves, putting the guns out of -actiod, if
they are there, or blowing up the emplacements
if the weapons haven't arrived. If, again, you
find it impossible to get to the quarry, then find

the nearest officer, tell him what I have told yon
and request him to get into touch with the
nearest aircraft and have the place bombed.
That all clear?”

* Quite clear, sir!” answered Jack.

“Good, then here i3 an ordnance sheet which
will show you the exact [ocation of the quarry,
and here i3 an order for Captain Somers, whom
you will find on the Horse Guards Parade. He will
hand over to you & small armoured car in which
to travel—and use if necessary.” ,

Jack took the map and the chit, saluted, and
then left with his chums.

The car Captain Somers passed over to them
was a fierce-looking, low-built machine carryving
two machine-guns and a supply of small, high-
explosive bombs,

Neither Jack or his chums knew what Brigadier
Gordon had said about them. Nor did he know
that if the Germans won Chillen Quarry their
advance up the Wye Valley was almost a cer-
tainty. General Marlow wanted to-be sure that
the big guna would mnot blaze death and
destruction from the quarry; he knew enough
about the trio to be certain that, somechow or
other, they wonld see that pothing of the sort
happened. '

If, as he feared, Hastingleigh was on the fringe
of the fighting, putting the quarry out of action
was a job which must be entrusted to eomeone
direct from Headquarfers—because communica-
tions in the fighting area would be disorganised,
and it was certain that the enemy. would make for
the quarry before they did anything else.

The job might, as Tom suggested, come to
nothing. On the other hand, it might lead the
cadets into the heart of a desperate battle upon
which the fate of the invading armies might
depend.

£

(How will the chums get on? They have got a
tough job in front of them, and that powerful
{ittle armoured car is going to carry them into
a whirl of thrills. Read about the Batye of
Hastingleigh next Wednesday, and of the chums'
wonderful fight at Chiillen!)
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“ Pete calling, old hosses! You've all heard
ob Jack, Sam, and Pete, habn't you—well,
I'm dc Pete part ob dat famous trio. But

ere’s a fourth member ob de party now.

hound—in udder words, my pet lion.
Old * Gumboil '—his real name is Gumbril
and he's mayor ob Seahaven—don't
like Fido: he don't like me either. Yah,
yah, yah! Anyway, old hosses, come and
read about me 1n

““Yah, Yah, Yah! Here I am Again!
Dat’s Fido, my pet tame Peruvian mouse-~
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 Money Saved is Money Earned |
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‘* T wish to tell you that it is the best bargaim I have ever made in my life. Since I have had
‘THE AMATEUR MECHANIC® I have saved the cost in Boot Repairs alone. 1 show Lhe books to
all my {riends when they come to my house, and they all say the books are wonderful.’”’—

Mr. ALFRED H. SMITH, Birmipgham.

| THE AMATEUR MECHANIC|

shows you How to Make, Mend or Repair

A Pair of Riveted Boots—A Garden Path—Cabinet Fittings in Meial—Soap—Glues snd Varnishes—
Locked Daors Extra Secure—A Model Flying Machine—A Hot Water Towel Rail—A Gramophone— §
Perambulator Hoods—Theatrical Scenery—A Mattress—Frames for Pictures—Furniture Revivers— }
Plagter Casts—Invisible Inks—Fine Freiwork—Line Blocks—Gramophone Cabinets—Dextrine Ad-
hesives—Artistic Bedroom Fitments—A Clothes Post—A Pair of Handsewn Boots—Signs in_ Chipped
Glagss—Cements—Door Bolts—Hinges, ste.—A Wireless Set—Curtain Fitiings— Anti-Freezing Solutions
—A Seli-Cloging Door—~Castings in Metal—Celluloid Varnish—Roller Blinds—Bent Ironwork— Artificial
Marble—A Mailcart—A Swing—A Sundial Pedestal—Stencil Plates—A Garden Roller—Rustic Chairs—
Seats—Benches—Hearthrugs—A Barometer—A Rack for Brooms—An Overdoor Shelf—Rubber Stamps
-—All About Lathes—Broken Chairs, Tables, Dressers, Couches, etc.—All kinds of Clocks and Watches—
Cane-seated Chairs—Old Chinza—Chair Bottoms—DModern Watches—Old Cloeck Dials—Step-ladders—
Range Boilers—Mabogany Armchairs—Pianos, Repairing and Tuning—XKnives and Forks—Plastering—
Gas Fittings—Speaking Tubes—Cooking Ranges—DMetal Vessels—Pocket and Pen Knives—Leather
Bags—Granafather Clocks—Defective Floorboards—Spectacles—Excessive Ouiflow at Taps—Dining
Chairs—Mirrors—Mantelboards, etc. Violin Bows—Floor Tiles—Typewriter—Brooches—Locks—
Cabinet Fitfings—Linolenm and Mattings—Qil Paintings—Venetian Blinds—Shelves and Rails—Hot
Water Apparaius—Lawn Mowers—Stoves and Boilers—Damp Walls—Leaky Roofs and Smoky Chimneys
—Bicycles—Painting and Paperhanging-—Wire Mattress—Retyre and Renovate Perambulators—
Cameras—Water Taps—Sewing Machines—Stair Carpets—Plaster—Varpishing and Staining—Cure
Dry Rot, etc.—Every Kind of Shelf or Housebold Fitment—Sheds—Outhouses—Pouliry Houses—
Ladders and Steps—Garages—Tool Sheds—Workshops—Cycle an® Motor-Cycle Sheds—Garden Arches
and Trellis-work—Coops, Incubators—Garden Bungalows and Tenis—Rustic Gardea Furniture—
Rockeries—BSummer-Houses—Bricklaying, etc,, etc., ete.

There is Nothing in the Home You Cannot Repair
| if You have “The Amateur Mechanic”’ to Guide You.

For the Family Man

The great point about this unique ¢’ how-to-do-it *' Instructor is that it Is thoroughly practical. The
instructions -are printed in simple language and there are over 6,000 working drawings and photegraphs
that actually show you how to handle even theo minutest details of every job. ‘*THE AMATEUR
MECHANIO " will show you how to do amy and every job in the home, and thus put an end to the
frequently recurring expenscs of tradesmen’s bills,

AD ipti
| FREE oo™ #*

To The WAVERLEY BOOK CO., LTD. (N.L.N. Dept.), "
96 & 97, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Pease send me your Free Tllustrated Booklet containing all particulars of “THE AMATEUR
MECHANIO’’ and your offer to send the Compleie Work at once for a nominal first payment, the
balance payable by small monthly sumes, beginning 30 days after delivery of work.

r

EAME-n.ou-u-uannull.on Aiapsssasgn P e ———— e T e TP T R R T e R R LR L bR Rl b i —.w
(Send this form or a postcard.)
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(Contenued jrom page 34.)

promptly, and that he had put the money
into the cash-box. His one fear was that
Clive should ask what his express letter was,
or where it had come from. He didn’t want
to tell lics. '

““Got the kettle boiling 7” asked Clive, as
he came in. “Afraid I've smashed up these
jam tarts—they dropped. Why, you lazy ass,
you haven’t even put the kettle on to boil!”

“I—I didn’t think of it,” eaid Fullweod
lamely.

“Well, never mind—you’re an invalid,” de-
clared Clive.

“Rats!”’ grinned Fullwood. “That sleep
must have done me a heap of good this morn-
ing. Anyhow, I'm as fit as a fiddle again.
And I'm going to help with the tea, or we
shall have another row.”

“In,that case—help all you like!” replied
Chive. -

Although he had expected to see a chang
in his chum, he was rather startled at this
remarkable difference. Fullwood was not
merely his old self again, but he was bubbling
over with high spirits. He was so happy that
he was incautious, and if Clive had not been
involved in the plot, he would certainly have
suspected something queer.,

But there was no doubt as to the success
of the scheme! . :

Ralph Leslie Fullwood’s misery had gone.
There was no longer that wild. desperate ex-
pression in his eyes. Instead, a look of un-
told relief was written all over him., Clive
was infinitely glad that his chum had no ink-
ling of the real truth!

For Fullwood thought that the letter was
genuinc—and his joy was the result.

What a lesson! gnd what & lucky beggar
he was to escape the results of his folly so
lightly! He resolved that he would never be
such a fool again. He had had an experi-
ence that would keep him to the honest road
—an adventure that warned him of the mad-
ness of gambling.

Clive, of course, took great care to talk
about football, boxing, or any subject as far
as possible from the one which was uppermost
in both their minds.

Fullwood had scarcely touched his dinner,
and he had told himself that he would never
enjoy any food again. But this study tea
struck him as being the most enjoyable meal
of his life, :

Before it 1was
dropped iIn.

‘“Hallo! Still pgorging?” asked Edward
Oswald, with an exaggerated air of careless-

over, Handforth & Co.

ness. “1 must say you're looking a bit
better, Fully. All honey in this study now—
eh? Good! There's nothing like peace!”

“You ought to know,” said Fullwood,
smiling.

“Come on, Handy—we can’t stop,” said
Church, dragging at Handforth’s arm,

“Have you forgotten about Irene?”

“Irene!’ ejaculated Handforth, with a
start. “ Where ?” |

“My dear chap!” protested Church, pained.
“ What's the time? We'd better get back to
our study at once.”

Handforth hurried out, and he and- &is
chums were behind the door of Study D
within twenty seconds. Handforth was look-
ing intensely worried. On one famous occa-
sion he had invited Irene Manners, of the
Moor View School, to tea, and had forgotten

all about it. He always had a horror of
doing the same thing again.
“Now then, my lad!”” he said sharply.

‘“What about Irene?”

“Nothing,” said Church, grinning,

“What do you mean—nothing ?”

“Well, I only said it to get you out of
Fullwood’s study,” replied Church. “You
know what a chap you are for putting your
foot into—— I—I mean you know how care-
ful we've got to be. And I was afraid that
you might say too much.”

“You—you spoofing rotters!” enorted
Handforth. “You got me out of that study
by a trick S

“Just think of the good we've done with
our money,” interrupted Church enthusi-
astically,  ‘“Instead of squandering it on
pictures, or feeds, we’ve done Fully:a good
turn.

Just after tea, -Fullwood made a pretence
of going to his cash-box for something. DBut
Clive could eacily read his real object. Just
as Fullwood was about to close the box again,
he looked up. - | ‘

“0Oh, by the way, about your money,” he
said carelessly.

“That’s all right,” said Clive.

your cash-box.”

Fullwood took out the money with a feel-
ing of untold relief.

“I don’t know,” he said slowly. ‘‘I'd
rather vou kept it, Clive, if you don't mind.
After all, it’s yours, and you'd better hang
on to it.” '

Clive understood—and took the money.

Fullwood wanted to feel that everything
was straight—that the money was paid over
to its rightful owner. Thus, he felt, the
matter was indeed thrust into the past.

Neither he nor Clive Russell guessed that
Fate was planning the cruellest blow of alll
Ralph Leslie Fullwood was to lcarn that an
act of folly is not so easily wiped away!

THE END.
Coming next week—* ALL THE FUN OF THE
FAIR " Handy will keep you in fits of laugh-
ter in this topping yarn of the Boys of St. Frank’s.
Make sure of your copy by ordering n advance/

“J.eave it
in
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S LEAGUE
THE CHIEF OFFICER’S CHAT.

Owi to the great demands on my space this
week, n‘% have been obliged, very reluctantly, to
hold over for the time being the League Form and
that ever-growing popular feature, Correspondents |
Wanted. The absence of the League Form
should not make any difference to the good work
being done by members in securing new mtrcrt
ductions. As we are getting very near the Silver
Medal atage, it is up to every Bromze Medallist
to add the additional & introductions te his credit
g L aggn as possible, and so qualify for the higher
AWR

Mead Cabinet Gramophone
). 34 feet high with 30 tunes.

i} monthly payment terms,

§ No. 808 De Luxe Upright
Pariour models 86 18/6
cash. Sent Packed Free,
Carriage Paidon 10 Days’

Free Trial, Satisfaction
Guaranteed or money re-

" : funded, Write TO-DAY
ixfll for Fre. Art Catalogue.

calling
o BOYS (14419)

AUSTRALIA, NEW ZEALAND, CANADA.
Preliminary Farm Training. Generous
financial assistance towards passage and outfit.
Bepayable by easy instalments when in work
overseas. Apply: THE BALVATION ARMY
MIGRATION DEPT., 3, UPPER THAMES
STREET LONDON, E.C. 4

1/6 THE BULLY BOY 1/6

20 -8hot RBapid Repeater .
Aotion Pea Pistol. Fires 35

a 25 feet at the rate -
of100 & minute. A regular N
Pocket Lewis Gun! Bright nickel finlan;
each in box with ammunition. A better
shooter than you have ever had beforel

Band 1/6 and don't miss our latest quick
firer! Colonial postage 9d. exira. Bend
poatoard for list.

b 3. BISHOP & CO., 41, Finsbury Sq., London, H.Gr

FHEE 20 Different Queen Vicloria Stamps
=] Halta 1885 etc.). Request approvals,
Abroad 6d.).— WHITE, Engine Lane,

YE, 8Sto urbrtdga

Be sure to mention “ The Nelson Lee
Library” when communicating
with advertisers.

ENGINES

The mechanically minded

boy finds unending fascin-
ation 1 a Bing Stationary
Engine. Each is modelled
on a particular industrial
type, and built to scale by
expert engineers. See these
wonderful models at your
nearest toy shop and ask for
your copy of the complete
Bing Catalogue. In case of
dlfﬁculty in obtaning a
copy, write to-day to
address below.

Look for this
Brand Markon
all Metal Toys.

'BING ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT,
8, LINCOLN HOUSE, HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON,W.C.1
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@z FREE GIF TS| 85 vis, iz
ke : Ca =

PURSE & POCKET Guaranteed 5 Years’

== to all who buy a Pen!

T s S A SR m-. .- ceupEsmaeS

G. FRANCIS, Esq., writes: * 25 Pens have I purchaseﬁ :
and all my friends are per’iect]v Battaﬂed " M. G. POWELL, Eaq.,
writes: “ Delighted with *Silkrite’ Pen, It equals any other make at 10/-"

2 FREE GIFTS | With every Pen at 1/8 sach, aund 3d. exlra for postage of gifta, we GIVE FREE a Real Lul:her

LOCK PURSE and a Handsome POCKET ENIFE (2 blades) as sketch, Write for 1926 Gift Cal., Richly IHius., full of Big Barpam,
Jewellery, Fancy Goods, Post Free! Our 21at Year of Business ' "THE LEEDS BARGAIN CO. U J.81, Eendal Lane. LEEDS.- ’

———— . —————

FINE STAMP PARCEL FREE! Helght Iﬂhor&asﬂl 5/_ Completa

ACTUAL CONTENTS: Metal Tweezors, British _ In 30 Days. Course,
Colonials. 100 Titles of " Countriess 62 different No Appliances. No Drugs. No D:ﬂung
Stamps (50 unused), etc., eto.* A really marvel. The Melvin Strorg System NEVER FPAILS.
ious offer, nbsolutefv free. - Send p.c. only re- Send stamp for pd;ilculalsand testimonials,

gquesting apbrovals. - —MELYVIN STRONG, LTD. {(Dept. 8), 10.-

Lisburn & Townsend, London Rd., Liverpoo . | Ludgate HIIl, London, Eongland.

" QOLID ER JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY AND
E%%LJEHLEVERS‘IVL.AV’TCH , SEE THE WORLD

which qelechon», are made for fhu “m*v }_Gl[‘-
graphy and Signalling Branches). Age 15} to 163
l T . -

years. ;
MIEXN a.so are required for:

SEAMEN (SPECIAL SERVIC E) . Age 18 to 25,

*-.*-c_ ‘
",

YOURS b for

-"‘ =~

Every reader of “Neisori Lee Itbrary”ahonld
pecure one of these “valyablez Solid Siver

Lever Watcnes to-gay. % Now' for the first.tims STOKERS e Tee .. Azel18to. :%Tn
offered on our- umeard of . bargain terms. D-EPBSIT | ROYALMATRINE FORCES .. .. AuclTto?2
READ OUR BRIBP DESGRIPTION. i GOooOD 1 \1‘ ALL TPOU \D‘

Gent.’s full- mzed Lever. Watch stout
Engine-turned "]:;;igl]\h --1¥all-nfyrked - Solid
Silver <Cases, © Acourately, wadjiisted move-
ments, c&refully timped,cand tCSl(d abso-
Jutely Treliable ‘t;,me,hécp?[s = Bold- “
enamelled dial, hinged® ba“k (as illus
trated), fully v.a'rEﬂ;j a scnd

this handsome -\ v u on re-
ceipt of 6d. At’ter I‘ELE‘TDU .send
2/- more, the balance may, .
then be paid by ~ménthly. in.~
stalments of 27: “€dch “until
20/- onoly. is pald 2/- in"the
& dircount cash with order
(or balance within -7 days),
Cash.returned in full if.&is>
gatisfied. Send &4d. now to-

_ SIMPSONS L5
(Brighton) Ltd. (Dept. 2053)““

94, QUEEN'S ROAD,
BRIGHTON, SUSSEX

EXCELLENT CHANCES IFOR PROMOTION.

—

Apply by letter to the Recruiting Staf Officer,
R.N. & RAL: 5, Buffolk Street, Birmingham ;
121, Vietoria Strect, DBristol: 30, Canning Place,
Liverpool ; 55, Whitehall. London. S, W.1: -289,
Deansgate, Manchester: 116, Rve Hill Neweastle-
on-Tyne: or 6. W lehmwtun Terrace, Quren’s Park,
anuthampton o

oy

DONT BE BULILIED

Send 4d. Stamps for Two Splendid
Illus. Lessons in Jujitsu: the Won-
b derful Japanese art of Self-Defence
& Without weapons. Better than boxing
or any science invented. ILearn
: to take care of vourself under
% adall circumstances and fear no
man. Monster large Illus.
Portion for P.O. 3/8. Send Now to “VYAWARA "
(Dept. A.P. 38), 1C, QUEENSWAY, HANWORTH, MIDDLESEX,

e o f MAQGIC TRICKS, etc.—Parcels 2/8, 5/6. Ventrilo-
e B e TSR agertm e * { quist’s Instrument. Invisible. Imitate Birds. Price 6d.
each, 4 for 1/.—-T. W. Hﬂ.RRISDN 239, Penton.
£2 000 ‘worth cheap Photo Hatenal Sam v1lle Road, London., N.1.

>ples catalbgue free. *12 by 10 En

largement any photo,” 8d.—HACEKETT’'S wonxs

July Road. leerpool T 4

Fon XMAS »parties, theatricals, fancy dress, ®
etc. . Original > and {nstructive Of meeting DEODIG mixing in company, golng to soclal

l}ia nise Outfit, price 3/- each, ‘complete, post free.— | gatherin dances, etc.? Do you lack Self-Confidence,
TON, 24, Station Parade, Norbury, Lohdon: 8. W.16. suﬁ'er rom Nervous Fears, ? Depression,  -Blushing,

Timidity, or Sleeplessness? Become Self-Couﬁdent full

: T T of Courage, Bright and Happy, by sending 1nmedlat-ely
c U H l s o U I 3 penny Bfalﬂpﬂ for particulars of the Mento-Nerve
" " S Streggt!temnv Treatment. GQUARANTEED CURE OR

NELSON LEE"” PEN COUPON. . VALUE 3d. MO\E}}&;@&NYQEELHOTT ey :

S8cnd 5 of these coupons with only 2/9 (and 2d. stam '
girect to (he FLEET PEN CO., 59 Fleot Streegi Rl Imperiad  ButlAings. . ‘;I'“dgate Cireus,.

HEIGHT COUNTS 3 oneine success:

health and physique improved. Wonder-
ful results. Send for particulars and our
£100 guarantec to Girvan System,A.M.P., X
17, Stroud Green Road, I.ondcm N.4.

C.4. By return you will "receive a handsome lever
s¢lf-filling PLEET POUHTAIH PEN with solid gold
nib (fve, medium, “or  broad), usuall ~10/86. eet

price 4/-, or with 5 coupons only 2/9,
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