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_HJusT a walk by moonlight!” said
. -Dudley Vane-Carter,

:#Fathead!” said threc voices in

:Compton, Drake, and Lee, in the
- .. porner study, seemed to be of one
" pplpion, It was a case of three
' minds with but a single thought:
"."three tongues that spoke as ome. '
Do 'Nrgpe - Carter, lounging in the
... iptydy doorway with “his hands in
i« hi¥ -pockets, laughed. The Carcroft

2 Co. were staring at him from with- -

.. in.the study: outside, in the pas-
- sage, slx or seven Fourth-Formers
"% vegre ‘staring at him, Which was

wery agreeable to Dudley Vane-

Carter, who liked to make fellows

‘stare and wonder at his nerve.

" "My dear men, where's the harm
© 4n-a moonlight walk?" drawled
.; 'Vane-Carter, “I'm getting out of
©"4thp dorm at half-past ten #

. i*You're mot, you ass!" spapped

:.Bob_Drake,

- "_and petting back soon after
midnight—"

weMAnd  ecatching an  early train

home in the morning?” asked Lee.

"Wash it out, V. C., and don't play -

the goat.”
S 'can't be done! It's a bet.,”
YA what?"  ejaculated Harry
‘Compton, 3

*Bet! B-E-T, bet! Perhaps Yyou
don't know what a bel is, in this
model study. Never heard of such
a thing, perhaps. Shall T explain,
or will vou look the word up in
‘the die?"” ¢
" 'There was & chuckle from the
passage, In the corner study they
did not bet, as V. C. often did. But
undoubtedly they had heard of svth
things.
.« “T've bet & man in the Shell that
Im do it,” explained Vane-Carter,
“g0 that's that. I locked in to ask
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you fellows if you'd like to come.”

“Out of bounds at midnight!"
exclaimed Boh.
“Why not? A pleasant walk

along the beach in the moonlight,
to the sea-cave. The tide will be
right out. A nice walk back! I'd
like your company, if you'd care to
come." .

“And our company on the train
home ‘tomorrow 7" asked Bob, sar-
castically. - ' AT

“You keep harping “on that.
Preclous little risk, really. Roger
will be fast asleep. Even our. be-
laved form-master doesn't git up to
all - hourg watching -for fellows
breaking out. Do come! I'm not
goin' to take you to the Lobster
Smack for billiards or banker. Only
a midnight stroll——-"

“And you expect Roger to believe
that, if you're nailed?' asked Bob.

“Well, no!"” admitted Vane-Car-
ter. *Tt would sound rather thin.
But it happens to be the truth. You
can take my word for it, though
old Duecas probably wouldn't.
Coming 7"

”Fﬂ.ﬂleﬂdtﬂ
unison again.

“T suppose that means that the
answer's in the negative” Vane-
Carter shrugged hiz sghoulders, and
turned to the staring juniors in the
passage, “Any of vou men like to
come? Pleasant walk by moonlight,
with just a teeny spot of risk to
make it a little exciting.’

“"Too big & spot for me," grinned
Levett,

“What about you, Turkey? It's
three miles—hut if you pget tired,
I'll roll you home like & barrel”

"¥ah!" wae Turkey Tuclk's reply
to that. i .

“¥ou comin’, Lizard?"

Lord Talboys shook his head.

said the three In
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“Hardly! Look here, V. ., wash
it out, and don't be a goat. Nobody
here i3 ass enough to go with youw
if you're ass enough to go. You're
rather a bad hat, old chap, and no
credit to -Carcrofi——" ;

“What " i Ty

“But nobody wants to see you
bunked. And- you'll be bunked like
a shot If you're caught out . .of
bounds at night. That's one thing
the beaks are frightfully parficu-
lar about. Whatever -else they may
go easy with, they don't go easy
;:riéh that. You know it as well as

D.ll‘

“Quite!" asgented Vane-Carter.

“Well, then, wash it out. If you
want us to admire your merve, old
thing, we'll all sit round and
admire-—_"

"Ha, ha, ha!"

“¥ou cheeky ass!” roared Vane-
Carter,

“Fh! Have I said anythin' to
offend you?” asked Lord Talboys,
innocently. “Sorry if T have. But
as I was sayin’, we all know you're
a devil of a fellow, and don't care a
boiled bean for beaks and prefects,
and all that, and the rest of it. 8o
why not let it go at that? Why
ask for the sack? I don't like you
much, perszonally—but T shall miss
you, when wvou go

Vane-Carter made no reply to

that. He shoved roughly past Lord

Talboys, sending that gslim and
elegant youth staggering against

the wall,"and tramped away up the 4

passage to his own study, leaving
the erowd of Carcroft fellows
laughing, ks

ROGER DUCAS, master of the Fourth &
Form, stood at his open  study: i
window, looking out into the old 33
quad of Carcroft, bright in the 3§
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autumn sunshine, There was &
puzzled frown on Roger's brow.

Something was ‘on’ in Roger's
form. He knew it as if by instinect.
Few tlhipgs that passed In the
Fourth Form at Carcroft escaped
Roger's eapgle eve., Roger had a
,oumerous form; but he had every
omé ‘tabbed’ If a pie was missing
‘below stairs, he thought of Turkey
‘Tuck at once. If a scent of ciga-
rette-smoke was detected in the
Fourth-form box-room, he thought
of Levett., If a Latin prose was
crammed with unheard-of howlers,
ke hardly needed to look for Lord
Talboys' name on it
was heard to crash up in the
studies, Bob Drake's name leaped
to his mind. If a School cap was
glimpsed over the fence of the
‘Lobster 8mack,’ he hardly doubted
that - it adorned the head of Dudley
Vane-Carter. And his impression
now was, not only that there was
something ‘on' in his form, but that
it centred on the scapegrace whom
the other fellows called V. Q. It
was not only because these were his
initialz that Vane-Carter was called
V. C.—it was also a tribute to his
nerve. ;

And- V. -C's nerve was chiefly
displayed in a cool and systematic
disregard of school rules and. regu-
lations, Reger was sure—or: almost
gure—that V.C. indulged in that
extreme of schoolboy delinguency
—'brealing out' at night. He could
mnot be  guite sure, for V., . was
wary-—as wary as Foger himself,
if not a little more so. In that

peculiar contest between: boy and

master, all the honours had hither-
Lo been  wilh Lhe former” Roger
knew—or ag good as knew. But the
rebel of his form was always one
move shead of him.

He could see Dudley Vane-Carter

now, In the distance under the old
Carcroft oaks, surrounded by a
crowd of fellows, all discussing
something apparently of great in-
terest. Roger wondered what it
was, And as he wondered, a fat
voice, closer at hand, floated in at
his open window.

“I eay, you chaps, it's all gam-
mon. V. C. won't go™

Roger started, and stepped quich-
ly away from the window. Roger
was wvery interested to know what
was afool in his form: but Roger
would never willingly bave heard
careless talk not intended for his
ears, i

“Shut up, weu fat ass!" came
EBob Drake's voice, “Do you want
to tell all Carcroft?"

“Well, T mean to say, V. C's got
lols of nerve, but I*don't believe
be'll . go—"

Mr, Ducas shut his window.

If a footbhall-

Levett.

“You fellows asleep?” . .

It was a whisper in the darkness
of the Fourth-Form dormitory.
‘Lights out' for the Fourth was at
9.45: so, at half-past ten, all the
fellowe in that dormitory certainly
should have been fast asleep. But
on this particular night, matters
were not quite as usual. There was
a murmur of voices, and a sound
of fellows stirring, as Dudley Vane-
Carter whispered. The sonorous
snore of Tourkey'Tuck continued un-
abated. But  almost every other
fellow was awake., Bob Drake sat

up in bed.
“That you, V. C.7 Then you're
going 7" v'

“Didn't I say so?"

“For goodness' sale, V. C., wash
it oput,’ came Harry Compton's
voice, in almost pleading tones. "If
vou're fool enough to go at all, cut
it out for tonight at least. It's tooc
jolly risky."

“Tonight's the night!" drawled
Vane - Carter. He was dressing
rapidly in the dark as he spoke,

“Ten to one Roper will smell a
rat!" urged the captain of the
Fourth., “Every fellow in the form
has been talking about mnothing
else since tea, and you know that
Roger is as keen as a hawk."”

“So am I, old bean.)”

“If V. C's got a pal here who
doesn't. want to esee¢ him hunked,
he'd better turn out and hold on
to his ears!” remarked Drale.

“Zood egg!" came from. Lord
Talbovs., “You hold on to one ear,
old thing, and I'll hold on to the
other. What?" ¢ = 1

There was a subdued chuckle In
the dormilery. Lord Talbows sat up
in bed, and peered round, in the
glimmer of moonlight from the
high windows. He glimpsed a mov-
ing shadow. A door was heard to
close softly. Levett gave a low
whizstle.

“He's gone!” he said.

“Oh, the ass!" breathed Harry
Compton.

V. C's a card, and no mistake,"”
said Levett. "1 shouldn't wonder if
he pulls through all right, After all,
this isn't his first night out. And
Roger hardly ever prowls round a
dorm &g some beaks do.”

“He might!" muttered Bob.

“If he does, V. C.'s number's up.
I'm going to sleep. Wake me, some-
body, if V. C. comes in with Roger's
paw on his shoulder,” yawned

“Oh, shut up, Levett,”

Levett chuckled, and .laid his
head on his pillow. But a good
many fellows were not thinking of
sleep—though they were sleepy
enough, at that hour. They could
picture Vane-Carter, treading softly
down dark staircases and passages,

letting himself out by the 1uhhy

“window, keeping in the shadows as

he dodged across the quad, climb-
ing the school wall in the well-
known corner: swinging along Fir
Lane to the gea, tramping along the
beach to the sea-cave in the bright
moonlight. He could not be back
t{ll midnight—and if Roger -was on
the alert——

"Eleven!"” said Bob Drake, as the
fainl boom {rom the clock-tower
came through the night, 'T'm go-
ing to sleep! I-—oh! What's that?"
He broke off with a gasp.

‘That’ was the sound of a quietly-
opened door. And a thrill ran
through the Fourth-Form fellows
who were still awake, as the light
flashed on in the dark dermitory.

MR. DucAS opened the door very
quietly. He swilched on the light
without a sound, If his form were
sleeping—as they should have been,
at eleven p.m.—he did not want to
awalen them.

There was a frown on his brow,
as he stood looking in. Eleven whs
Hoger's own bedtime: but before
turning in, he had felt it his duty

-to give his form the once-over, on

this occasion, Roger. as Levett had
remarked, was not given to ‘prowl-
ing.! But he was not easy in his
mind tonight: and he was thinking,
with deep doubt and "suspicion, of
Dudley Vane-Carter. : oy

"But the frown  cleared from his
brow as he gazed in. Al looked
normal. All was silent, All was-
still. For at the sound of the open-’
ing door, every head had been- in-
stantly laid on a pillow, and every
eye aufomatically closed, If the
Carcroft Fourth were ndt asleep, at
least they looked it. Roger's eye,.
as it ran from bed to bed, noted
the form of a sleeper in every one,
and he breathed a little sigh of
relief. Something, he was assured,
had been ‘on'™in his form—some-
thing that concerned the scape-
grace of the Fourth. But it was not
breaking out—as he had feared, Or
was it?

For, after that survey of the long
row of white beds, Roger, his face
growing grim again, stepped in.
Silently he stepped to Vane-Carter's
bed, It contained—or seemed to
contain—a  sleeper, like the rest.
But was there something a little
unusually rigid in the outlines of
that slumbering form? Roger bent
over the pillow and the prim ex-
pression on his speaking counten-
ance intensified. There was no hint
of breathing from that sleeper—if
there was a head on the pillow, it
was hidden by the edge of the
sheet. Grimly sure now, Roger
turned back that edge—disclosing
a folded sweater where a gleeper's
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head should have been. A rolled rug
and an overcoat up the rest
of the ‘sleeper.”’ It was a dummy in
the bed.

r Bancas breathed hard, and
he breathed deep. Dudley Vane-
Carter was gone: ﬂgl.tﬂf bounds at
eleyen "o'clock at night.

Roger did ot , He ¢did not
want to awaken his ha;rsl He gazed
long and gteadfastly at the dummy

"in Vane-Carter's bed: then
he turned away. As quietly as he
come, he went: the light was
switched off, the door closed softly.
Roger was gone.

'.Tnnir-thm was a murmur of

voices In the Fourth-Form dormi-
tory, 'Slumber, which had seemed

_“to relpn supreme, dropped off like
.'ﬂ. Armaen

t.
. C's done it thig time!" came
from ‘Levett, “Roger's got him on

" toast. If you have tears, my beloved
- “'papers, prepare to shed them when

V. €. goea up to the Big Beak in
the morning.”
“0Oh, shut up, -Eevett.”

‘-~ whohe old V. O, sighed Lord
Tn.lhn;irs, “always askin' for it.”

4T wish now I'd turned out, and

" grabbed him by his silly ears!”

growled Bob Drake. “He will walk

© right’ into- Ruger’s Aarms when he -

numus back.
~Thare was & umak of a bed,

fWho's - that gq:tt[ng up!™ ﬂ.ﬁl{f"l‘l

“several voices. : 1
- “Only little me,” ‘answered Lord

' Talbo
i wﬁ’;:t are you up te, Lizard?"

" ¥Tm goin' to speak to Roger.”
fW},w.t on earth for?" exclaimed

. 'Bob, "¥ou'll get fix if you go out

of thg dgrm, fathead, and Roger
2 !Pm-ynu.u
-7 Il chance that!” yawned his

lordship.
: "‘:Eﬂt what——17"
Lord Talboys did not answer

‘again. Onge more the deor of the
'%urth Form dormitory opened

and shut: and the juniors were left
wondering.

I.wagn_ DucAs sat in his study, with
dark mnd bitter brow. He was

angry—deeply and intensely angry.
- ‘Mo mester liked an expulsion in his

form-—and Roger loathed the wvery
idea. But it had to come to that.
The scapegrace of his form was
out of bounds at nlght—-—o}winusiy
in shady company in some shady
quarter. Roger had often doubted
that mem‘her of his form—yet the
knowledge came as a heavy blow

" to him.

There was no bed for Eoger {e
awhile, He had to wait up for
rascal to retnrn. And jn
it was to be

udle;: Yant-

‘Carter to m head-mautar—-md'

then, after sentenes had been duly
propounced, to his train. For there
was ng doubt sbout the wverdict:
there y only one pentence for a
Carcroft fellow caught ‘breaking
out’ at pight, seeking evil associa-
tions at forbidden hours.

Roger gave s start, as there was
8 light footstep in the passage, and
his glance spun round to hla study
door, which he had left half-oﬁ:
He stared blankly at a figure
appeared there: a slim figure In
the most elegant and expensive
pyjamas at Carcroft School.

“Talbgys!” ejaculated Roger.

“Yans, sir! I—"

“What does this mean? How
dare you leave wyour dormitory at
this hour? Go back to bed at once.
I will deal with you in the morn-
jng_l’

“Rut, sir
J "Gﬂ"'

“Tt's about V. C., sir!” said Lord
Talboye, In' the dﬂumray and eye-
ing Ruger warﬂy, “T—T mean, Vane-
Carter

“] am aware that Vane-Carter is
out of bounds, Talboys. You need
say nothing. Go back to bed.”
YifYou don't knuw where
gone, sgir"

“I think I have s fairly clear
idea!"” said Mr. Duecas, compressing
his lips. “In any case I require no
information from a "'bﬂ},' of mjr

he's

form, I—"

“But you haven’t EII‘
“What 7"

“T've mno: doubt, . sir, that. you

think V. C. has gone pub-crawlin’,”

gaid the Lizard, cheerfully. “T ad-
mit it looks like it. But—he hasn't.
He's si.mP‘ly gone for a walk!" -

“What!" almost howled Roger.

“A walle by moonlight, sir”

“How dare you talk such non-
sense to me, Talboys. Step info my
study.” Rager reached for his cane.
SN OW——

“Oh, gad!”’ murmured the L]zard
He had risked it: but he realised
with dreadful clearness that silken
pyjamas were g very poor
tion. He came reluctantly into the

“If youll let me epeak,

study.
sir "

T wrill listen to no such abaurd-
ity, Talboys. Bend over that table!”
spapped Mr. Ducas,

‘“ery well, gir!" sighed the
Lizard, “but I give you my word,
gir, that it's O.K. A fellow dared
V. C. to walk to the sea-cave at
night, and he was ass enough to
fall for it. You wouldn't believe
him if he tpld you so when he came
back——"

“T certalnly should not!"” snapped a
@ Roger.

“But It's true, alrf" And—and

——" The Lizard's courage almost

protec-.

falled him. But not guite. He went
on: 'V, C.'s half to the ses-
cave by this time. If you wnnt—-!*'

n What iy

“It's a lavely night for a wallk,
gir, And—and you walk twice as
fmat as V. C. If you went—" .

“Boy!"”

“You'd find it wasa,only a silly
lark, gir, and not what you think.™

Roger Ducas gazed speechlessly
at that hiand and clegant member .
of his form. His grip tightened on
the cane: and Lord Talboys wished
fervently that he had stayed to put
hiz trousers on. The bhare idea of
that cane swiping on thin pyjamas

© made him cringe inwardly,

But slowly, the expression on
Roger's grim countenance changed.
Hig prip on the cane relaxed
Finally, he laid it on the table, to
Lord Talboys' immengse relief,

“Go back to bed, Talboysz!" gaid
Hoger quietly,. He no longer
gnapped. “I shall consider what
yvou have sald. Now go.”

And the Lizard went.

Roger Ducas stood, in deep
thought, varying expresgsions chas-
ing one another ¢ver his face. He
had had no doubt—how could he
have any? If WVane-Carter had
told him such a story on his return,
he would have regarded it as the
flimgiest of ha.phuzard inventmns
But——

‘Brealking out’ was breaking out,
even if .only for an unthinking and.

‘reclless Jark.' But If this was true,

it made a difference—a'tremendous
difference, A walk by moonlight!—
was it possible? If—if it was only
that——-

A smile—a very grim smile—
came over Roger's face. A few
minutes later, in hat and ceat, he
let himself out of the House, and
Master's gate, in the school wall,
openad  quietly to his key.

DupLEY VANE - CARTER grinned
cheerfully.

He had done it!

On the lonely beach he had not
met & soul. SBeamark village had
been sieeping when he passed. The
risk of being spotted geemed nil
He had reached the sea-cave, a mile
along the beach from BSeamark.
The tide was far out: vast stretches
of ribbed sand lay glimmering in
the gleam of the full round moon.
A fellow with less nerve than V. C.
might have been daunted by the
solitpde, the silence broken anly by
the. hoarse murmur of the sea, the
yvawning blackness of the deep
cave-mouth. But there was nothing
the matter with V. C.’s nerve. On

projection of the rock within the
arch of the pave, he tled a Carcroft
tie—proof to meet doubting eyes,

{Continued on page 3 }
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followed the torpedo ints the seh,
it would make an emormous white
bubble.)

From for'ard; “Number One tube
fired.”

From Cryer: “Torpedo running."”

Through the periscope 1 followed
its track as it closed the distanece
between us and the merchantman,
Despite its forty-five knots, the tor-
pedo seemed to creep through the
water like sn aquatic snail. On
on . . . on, until Haddow,
stop-watch, ordered:

helding the
“Fire Twol"
Lord, was that forty-five seconds?
- It seemed az many minuies,

"Wumber Two tube fired.”

“Toarpedo running.”

A, gquick glance at the cloudless
and still empty blue sky, then on
to the track of the second tor-
pedo.

At 1last:
fired."

“Torpedo running.”

Now we could only hope. Sav-
agely I gripped the periscope
handles. “We've gof to hit her,” I
whispered. *“We've got to™ I
straightened, gestured with a finger,

“Number Three - tube

and the perizcope wasg lowered baclk,

into ita well. “Eighty feet. Group
up. Full shesd fogether. ~ Star-
board twenty-five. Steer north.”

It was essentisl to get away Ifrom
~ the tell-tale spot where the tor-
- pedo tracks started. - .

I stood at Haddow's side mnd
walched the seconds tick past on
the stop-watch. [Everyone's ears
were strained to catch the sound of
- a hit.

One minute.

Someone spoke bul was Imme-
diately silenced. "I raised my eyes
and saw Churchill peering round
the door of the ward-room. He
winked. I winked back.

Two minutes.

We were a fair didtance now
from the torpedo tracks, so I or-
dered: “Group down. Slow ahead
together.,” As speed was reduced
the clattering vibrations diminished,
and we would be able to hear more
clearly the sounds of any explo-
sions,

Six minutes

I was soaked with perspiration
© and the air inside the submarine
was a heavy foul blanket. To its
natural staleness were added the
odours of three dozZen people who
had neither bathed nor washed their
clothes for a fortnight.

Seven minutes,

Still we waited. A heavy despair
~ gelzed my heart. By thizs time the
torpedoes had run 6,000 yards.
Either we had missed the mer-
chantsman, or she was out of
- range. . . . Then we heard it--the
. unmistakable sound of a torpedo

THE SILVER JACKET

PAGE 31|

striing home, & noise Churchill
described admirably as an outslze
momkey-wrench falling om & corru-
gated fron roof. ‘Theére was &
great, spontaneous cheer from the
gailors, Two minutes later we
heard two deeper explosions as the
other torpedoes hit the bottom.

Blowly we returned to periscope
depth. The wmerchantman was
stopped and down by the stern. A
plume of white steam tralled up-
wards from her funnel. She listed
badly to port. “We've got her” 1
announced. “Want & look, Num-
ber QOne?”

Quickly Taylor fixed his eye to
the periscope. *“She seems to be
ginking stern frst,” he said—and
another cheer filled the boat.

There was no longer any point
in loafing around at periscope depth.
The water was clear and calm and
a patrolling aircraft might  well
sweep acroas from the Ttalian main-
land. We dived to eighty feet,
“fell out" diving stations, and
headed seawards,

I felt I could claim the ship &s
“hit, probably sunk' She had a
long way to go te the beach, and
with Cryer's report that her pro-
peliers were stopped, a severe list
to port and a hit in the stern, it did
not seem a wild claim. My only
fear was that no one would believe
we had managed such a sinking at
a range .of over B§,000 yards.
{There were, indeed, & few doubts
about it among the sub-mariners at
Gib., but they were quickly silenced
whenn confirmation came through
that the merchantman had gone
down. Crutch, meanwhile, needed
no confirmation before sewing a
white bar on our Jolly Roger to
signify the achievement.)

Steering southwards at eighty
feet, we waited anxiously for re-
tribution. Receiving & signal from
the ginking merchantman, il was
guite possible for a team of de-
stroyers or patrol craft to be sent
in search of us, backed up by low-
flying aircrafi. But none came,
and I blessed our good fortune, and
allowed myself to rélax. I had for-
gotten the old Spenish proverb:
“Take what you want, says God,
and pay for it."

We had taken what we wanted,
and werc to pay for it with the
ugliest incident I had yet exper-
ienced in the submarine service.

We spent a further thirty-six
hours in the Gulf of Genoa anxious
to stalke fresh prey, but the enemy
kept his distance and the time came
to start back towards Gibraltar.
Although disappointed, I reckoned
that even if we had g clear run
home our patrol had been justified.

Was were “blooded” and I had
proved myself fo the crew.

In a way I was not sorry to
pauge for breath, for the intense
concentration needed for the attack
on the merchantman, coming after
a long, debilitating period at sea,
had left me tired and temporarily
washed-out. PBut I was back oh
top of my form and impatient for
further action when, at dawn on
April 26th, soon after we dived,
Thirsk ealled out: "Diving stations!
Captain in the control-room!"”

Through the periscope I esaw to
statboard a schooner of some 200
tons,. We were twelve miles off
Bordighera, and still in the “free
for all" area.

(To be continued) €

Don't miss the next instalment
of “UNBROKEN" in next month's
issue of THE BSILVER JACEET.
Make sure by ordering your copy at
your nelwsagent now.

ROGER'S WAY
{Continued from page 12)
on the morrow, that he had beea

as good as his word. Then, grin-
ning, he turced to leave the cave—

.and walk, or rather saunter, home. -

V. C. was in no particular hurry.
It was a lovely night for a stroll
V. C. was feeling elated. Dnce
more he had demonstrated what & -
deuce of a fellow he was: un- .
daunted by beaks, regardless of"

rules: o law unto himself. Once -

more he had the laugh on Roger,
slegping peacefully at the school;
and, if he was dreaming, _
dreaming that a member ©of his
form was out of bounds. At that
thought, V. C. sz grin became a.
chuckle. He wag more than a match

for Roger! +E

“"Vane-Carter!"

The scapegrace of Carcroft
jumped clear of the ground, He had
heard no foolstep on the soft sand.
He had not dreamed that anyone
was at hand—least of all the ownet
of that cool, clear, cutting voice.
He stared at ihe portly form. of
Roger Ducas, as that portly form
appeared round the cliff, with pop-
ping ecyes. He could hardly, for &
moment, believe those eyes.

But he had to helieve them. It
was Roger! Dudley Vane-Carter
was standing face to face with his
form-masler,

His heart beat thickly—and then
seemed to cease to beat at all. The
grin vanished from his fare as if
wiped off by a duster. His colour
ebbed—it was a white face that
stared at Roger Ducas. The sack!
This wag the sack! That word
hummed in V., C.)s mind. He had

(Continued on page 34)

never
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ROGER'S WAY
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asked for it—and he had got it!
There was a long, long silence.

Roger broke it
“Have you enjoyed your walk,
Vane-Carter?"”

V. . blinked at him. Whatever.

he might have expected Roger to
say, he could not have expected
that polite and casual question.

] —] —I1——" He stammered
helplessly. “I—I only came out for
a walk, gir! I—T—-"

“Quite!” said Roger, with & nod.

“Tt’s true, sir!" Vane-Carter had
no hope that Roger would believe
him. But he said it. .

“Ouite!” repeated Roger. "It is &
beautiful night for a walk. But it
is hardly safe for a schoolboy to
walk alone at such an hour. We
will walk together. Come."”

Vanpe-Carter, dazed, came. He
walked by Roger's side. He had to
put on speed to keep pace with
Roger's long, springy strides. Roger,
portly as he was, was a tremendous
walker. When he walked with the
other beaks at Carcroft, often he
wallked them off their legs. His own

long legs seemed tireless. Twenty
' miles was little to Roger. V. C,,
breaking into a little trot now and
then, kept level. He stole a glance
‘at. his form-master's face. It did
- not reveal the thunderous wrath he
naturally expected fo read there.
It did not reveal anything. There
' was a glimmer in Roger's eyes that
* he did not understand. That was all.
In-silence, they reached the wvil-
. lage -of Seamark, where the lane
led inland.: To Vane-Carter's sur-
rise, Mr. Ducas kept on along the
ch. The amazed junior ventured

to speak. .

‘emhis iz the way, sir. We turn
off here." :

Mr, Ducas glanced at him.

“FTou are tired of your walk s0
goon, on such a lovely night?” he

" V. C. could only stare. Ducas
spoke as if it were quite a normal
thing for a Fourth-Form fellow to
go out for a walk at midnight.
V. C. wondered dizzily whether he
was wandering in his mind.

“wiire will take a longer way—on
such a lovely moonlight night!%
gaid Mr., Ducas. “Come!”

Lost in wonder, Vane-Carter fol-
lowed him. Seamark was left be-
hind, and they tramped away along
the glimmering gand of the beach.
At several points, further onm, it
was possible to turn inland and
reach the school by a round-about
route. But Roger did not turn imn-
jand. He marched directly on, and
V. C., almost wondering whether
. he was dreaming, walked at his
glde. A beak catching a fellow out

of bounds at night might have done
many things—anything, but start-
ing off on a long walk That was
unimaginable. But that was what
FRoger was doing,

Vane-Carter’'s steps began to lag.
He had done a mile and a half to
the sgea-cave before Roger bhap-
pened.. Now he had done three
miles since. V. C. was tough and
hardy, but that walk was telling on
him, especially with a long-legged
beak setting the pace. It was not a
warm night, but perspiration broke
out on his forehead. He began to
breathe in gasps. Roger, at length,
gave him another glance.

“Are you tired, Vane-Carter?”

“p— a—a little, sir!™ panted V. C.

“I will accommodate my pace Lo

yours,’”’ said Mr. Ducas, consider-
ately. "But we must not waste time,

as we have a long walk before u#
still,"

“A—p—a long wallk, sir!”

“Yeg, as we are going bome by
way of Marling."

“Marling!"” gasped Vane-Carter.

It was miles to Marling—and
when they reached Marling, that
was still four miles from Carcroft
School. Vane-Carter walked on like
a fellow in a dream.

They turned from the beach at
last, into a shadowy leafy lane. It
was easier going, off the sand and
on the firm earth. It was a relief
when Roger slackened his . stride
still more. But Vane-Carter, by that
time, was almost beyond feeling re-
lief. His legs were aching horribly.
By Lhe time they paced through the
sleeping village of Marling, he was
feeling that he could scarcely drag
one leg after the other. He dragged
on wearily, fecling like a fellow in
the grip of an awful nightmare
He could net suppress a groan, at
the sight of a sign-post: CARCROFT:
4 MILES.

His legs seemed to double under
him. He leaned on the sign-post,
panting. Mr. Ducas came to a halt.

“p, little tired?" he said, geni-
ally. “I am eorry! Perhaps, after
all, it was a liftle injudicious to
set out on & moonlight walk, Vane-
Carter, Perhaps there is something
to be said for toeing the line at
school. But ‘take a rest, my boy. 1
can give you five minutes."”

Five minutes seemed, to Dudley
Vane-Carter, to fiash by like five
unusually swift seconds. Then Roger
signed to him, and he stumhbled on
again.

"He understood—now. Roger, un-
expectedly, did believe. that he had
cnly gone out for-a moonlight walk
that might. He was giving him a
walk! He was giving him such a

walk as was likely to tire him of

the idea of taking moonlight walks!
He was glving him such a walk

as he was lkely to remember as
long as he stayed at Carcroft. That
dreaded interview with the Head,
in the morning, was not after all to
take place. But this, at the moment
at least, seemed worse. Vane-Carter
was sleepy—horribly sleepy. He
was tired—horribly tired. He was
aching—horribly aching. But he
had to walk—and walk—and walk!

Roger had slowed down, by this
time, to almost & funeral pace. But
he kept on: and Vane-Carter had
to keep on, at his side, stumbling,
lurching, half - asleep and wholly
wretched. Would that awful walk
never end! He stumbled on—and
on—and on. He did not care if he
was sacked, or flogged, or both—
if only that walk would end. He
could have sobbed with relief
when, at last, it ended, and Mr.
Duecas unlocked Master's gate with
his key.

Vane-Carter stumbled on. The
old quad was a sea of moonlight—
V. C.s shadow danced and bhobbed,
as. he lurched and swayed across Lo
the House. Mr. Ducas lel him in:
and to V. C.'s surprise, a portly
but sinewy arm helped him as he
limped painfully up the staircase.
Without its aid he could hardly have
reached the Fourth-Form
tory.

It was long past three o'clock.
At that hour, the most walkeful
fellow in the TFourth was fast
asleep. Not an  eye opened as Mr.
Ducas switched on the light, Vane-
Carter was just able to stagger to
his bed, There he rolled over, not
even removing hiz boots, and was
instantly asleep. The dormitory door
closed quietly, '

50 the Fourth saw him, when they
turned out at rising-bell. The bell
did not awaken Dudley Vane-Carter,
Even Bob Drake's vigorous shaking
only elicited a grunt from him, The
Fourth went down and left him to
it: and to their surprise, no remark
was made by Mr. Ducas when
Vane - Carter was missing from
prayers and from the breakfast-
table. They could only wonder what
bad happened—and later, when they
learned, there was much merriment
in the Carcroft Fourth. Roger, that
morning, was fresh as paint, and
guite genial. V, C. dragged ahout
lifelessly with aching limbs. V. C
was not seen to smile that day—
but he was surrounded by smiling
faces.

“0ld Roger's a card!" said Bob
Drake, “a real, genuine, gilt-edged
card! Bet you ten to one in dough-
nuts that V.C. won't go for any
more moonlight walks this term!”

And it was so!
Carter had had enough moonlight

Dudley Vamne-/

[

dormi- -

walking to last him for many terms.



