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“V.C.!" exclaimed Harry Compton.
He was startled.
It was after lock-ups at Carcroft

" Behool, The lights of many windows 9!

leamed out into the dusky old
uad, The light should have been
9n, in thig junior lobby, but it was
te dark there when the captain
f the Fourth came in from the
pagsage. :
Compton,. . wopdering who had
urned off the light, witched it on.

hen he. saw wihy bad been
switched off. - i
. The lobby window was oOpen.
Half-out of the w!n&)g:v was Dudldy

Vane-Carter, of the Fourth Form.
arry Compton &fared at him,
lankly, as he exclalmed,

V.C, with ane leg gvgg; %g
windowr-glll, turned his head. I
was startled, too. If it had beeh
Roger Ducas, the master of the
gnurth, who had caught him get-

ng out of the lobby window after
lock-ups, instead of Harry Comp-

P:m, V.C. would have been hocked
or a painful interview in Roger's

study. Hls eyes glinted at the cap-

taln of the Fourth as he stared
round.

“put out that light, you fooll"”
he breathed.

“Look herge——!"

*Do you want me to zet nailed?”
flased Vane-Carter. “Shut off that
Light.”

" Harry Compton hesitated a mo-
ent. Then he switched off the

ﬁght, and the lobby was Flungad

n darkness again. He had his own

‘ppinfon  of V.C. and his manners

'gmd customs: but certainly he did

ifiot want to give him away. In the

{ Bghted window, Vane-Carter was a

1 Gonepleuous object, and it was quite

A GRIPPING STORY OF CARCROFT SCHOOL B ERANK RICHARDS.

pt_:sible that & “beak” might be
walking in the quad.

ELEIE}I{ here, V.C." safd Harry,
uietly, "cut t_i:q.t out! You're going
out of bounds after lock-ups——"

“Mind your own business”
snapped V.C. e _

“T rather think that it's my busl-
ness, as you're making ‘me.a party
tp it,” exclaimed Compton angrily.
“Tt's risky, too. I saw Groom golog
put ten minutes ago—he might be
in the guad—" -

“The risk {3 mine, not yours!"
sneered V.C. "If I ryn ioto the
Fifth-form beak, it won't-hurt you.”
. “Have a little sense,” -snapped

pton. “If you're missed at
re " -

#] shall be back long bhefore prep.
If you want to know, I've got to see
4 man about a horse, and he's wait-
ing for me at the corner of Fir
Lane” The Sportsman of Carcroft
prinned, “Like me fo put a ien-
bobber on for you on the two-thirty
to-morrow? You can gel four {o
one on Nixey Niclk, I can tell you
he's a good horse.”

_You shady swecp!!”

UThanks! If that's the lot, I'll
cut”

“I've & jolly good mind to hook
you back by the collar——!"

"Oo—Iif you want your noge
pushed through the back of your
head."

“If Roger knew—-I"

"Go and tell him!"” sngered Vane-
Carter. With that, V.C, glithered
out of the lobby window and
droppéd to the ground,

Harry Complon made an Angry
stride towards the window. :F[ga was
more than half-fnclined to collar the

&[EsE

scapegrace of Carcroft and drag
him back. But V.C. was oulside
now, and he grinned at the angry
face in the dusk.

"You can go and sneak to Roger,
if you {feel like it!" he Jeered,
“Thinlt I care a hoiled bean for
your pi-jaw 7"

“You know I wouldn't, you rot-
ter!” breathed Compton. “But—"

“Do 17 I'm not so sure—you're
so jolly pi!" But that V.C. did not
believe what he:said was evident
the mnext moment, ss he added,
"Don't fasten that window after me
—I've got to get in again.” -

“Serve you right If I did! 1—"

:“Dh, ratg!™ '

Vance-Carter disappeared into the
shadows of the quid, leaving the
captain of the Fourth staring after
him, rather regretting that he had
not punched his head before he wag
out of reach. Hdwever, V.C. was
gone now; and exasperated as Q¢
wasg, Compton certainly bhoped that
he would not be “nailed.) When he
left the lobby, he left the window
unfastened, snd left the light ﬂﬂl
but it was in an angry moopd tha
he went to joln the crowd of
Fourth-form fellows In the Burrow.

HHE. hE, ]le.:"

Turkey Tuck seemed amused ad
he rolled into the Burrow. IHis fat
face wore & wide pgrin, and he
chuclkled with the musical effect of
a Chinese cracker,

Nobedy speclally heeded Turkey.
Turkey could have nned and
chuckled tfll the bell rang for prep,
and gznahaﬁﬂy tw::ula dh:wa heen : -
ereated. But & good many Fourlh-
E_q:;m fe_llgg{:a gave heed \hen the
grinning fat juniotr {Went oh:
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"Poor old V.C.! He's for it!"

Harry Compten was talking
cricket with his chums, Bob Drake
and Dieclt Lee. But he forgot cricket
as he heard that. It was only half-
an-hour since he had seen V.C. sur-
reptitiously getling out of the labby

window in the dark, He turned
round guickly as Turkey made thatl
ponouncenient, ;
"Wrhat's that about V.C.77 he
asled. . )
“Rpger's nailed him!" grinned
Turkey.

i

wiwhal's V.C. been up lo now!
asked Bob Drake. o

“He's generally up to something,
remarked Dick Lee. “But whatl is
it thiz time, you fat gurgle_r?"

“Cepped out of hounds in lock-
ups!” said Turkey. “Roger must
have copped him out of the House
—7T saw him walk him in.” Turkey's
fat prin expanded. “I say, Roger
walked him off to his study! I
heard V.C. say that he'd only got
out for a stroli! He, he, he! Did
Roger believe him? He, he, he!”

“Why not?" asked Lord Tallboys.
“Lovely evening for a stroll, even
if it is after lock-ups.”

"He, he, he! I fancy V.C.'s stroll
nad scmething fo do with the races
at Ridgate Lo-morrow,” chuckled
Turkey. “Roger wouldn't know;
but Tl bet he could guess—he
knows V.C. You should have heard
the whops!™ P <

“V.C, whopped 7" asked Bob,'

“Bounded like hbeating carpet!”
said Turkey. “Six of the best! Tl
pet V.C. will be raging! I heard

the whops from the corner of
Masters' study. He, he, he!” .
ing 0, msks for these things' re-

merked Lee, ‘but he's generally too
jolly wary to be copped. I wonder
how Roger got on to it this time."

“Roger's a downy bird," said
Bob. “Is that what you're snigger-
© o ing at, Turkey, you fat wvillain?
© Thigk it’s funny for a fellow to get
Blx?"

“He, he, he!” Turkey, apparently,
thought it funny. “I say, Hoger
laid it on. Il bet V.C. will have
to do his prep standing up this
cvening. He, he, he! And I say—
Oh, haddocks! Yerooooop"” ]

Turkey broke off, with a wild
howl, as a foot crashed on his
plump trousers. Vane-Carter had
followed him into the Burrow, and
it was his foot that interrupted
Turkey's remarks. That fat junior
velled and bounded.

YOt Wow! Whe's that? Tow-
ow-ow!"”

“Ha, ha, hal" '

“Think that's funny, too?"

soarled Vane-Carter. He lifted his
foot ngain, and Turkey bolted round
the table. Turkey was no longer
amusead.

Vane-Carter did not follow hio.

He strode across to the spol where
Harry Compton and Co. were stand-
ing. All eyes were upon him, His
brow was black, and his eyes glint-
ing. Eyidently the BSportemuan of
Careroft had bheen through it In
ERoger Ducas's study. V.C. was hard
as nails; but “six of the best” told
on him. And only too clearly he
was in @ flaming temper. ;

“¥ou ratter!™ he panled, his eyes
flashing al Harry Compion.

The Carcroft Co. stared at him.

“YWhal’s biting vou, V.C. 7" asked
Eol, pgood-temperedly. Mot our
fault that you got smix from Roger,
ig it™

“It's Compton's fault!”  said
Vane-Carler, belween his Leeth.
“Tou rotter! Yoo cur! You gave

me away to Ducas.”
Harry Compton jumped.
YL he exclaimed.
“You!™ V.C. almost wyelled. “You

Roger—he couldn't have been waits
ing for me under the wall if yol)
hedn't! He couldn't have known
thing. You roftter—you sneali—iyoll
tale-beariug rat—you 1"
"That's enough!"  exclaimed
Compton, "L tell you '
"Pacle it up, V.C.,"” anapped Buh,;
"Roger got on to il somechow——
"Yes, snd I know lmw-rimﬂ_;
Compton! T've had six from Roge}
—and now that sneaking rat is gd-
ing to pet something from me"
And with  that, the infuriate
Hpottsman rushed, hitting out,
Harry Compton had harely tine t§

put up his hands before V.C. wa
upon him. The next moment the
were fighting flercely.

YA FIGHT!

“Shut the door!" yelled Levett,

"Pile in, Compton!” exélalmed
Bob Drake.

motoring!

ABOUT “THE CAR OF THE FUTURE”

You may be surprised to find that we are not announcing
the prize-winners in this issue as originall
competition was announced in our October issue. We have
received so many excellent entries that we have decided to hold
it over fo next month when we can give it a bigger display and |
alsa carry the prize-winner in full colour on our cover. So watch t
out next month for the best ideas for the car of the fulure as

* submitted by Silver Jacketeers. If some of them are adopted by
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saw me getting” out at the lobhy
and you just walked off and
sneaked to Roger!

“are you mad?"” exclaimed Harry,
contemptuously. “¥ou know that I
did nothing of the kind."

“Draw it mild, V.C,"” sald Lord
Talboys. “No sneaks in this form,
ol' man. Den't be & goat!

“T tell you he did!" shouted
Vone-Carter. “Roger couldn't have
known if he hadn't. Only Compion
koew that I'd pone. And when T
climbed in again, I dropped right
into Roger's claws. He wasz wail-
ing for me to get in—wailing on
the watch for me! How did he
kenow T

"By gum!" said Levetl, with a
whistle. “If you pave V.C. away,
Complon——" The captain of the
Fourth interrupted him.

“~huck it at that, Levett!” he
sald, his eyes gleaming at the ecad
of the Fourth. “Another word of
that, and I'll hoot you all round the
room."”

“Try it on me!™ shouted Vane-
Carter. "I say that you gave me
away—you went and sneaked to

There was wild excitement in the
Burrow. Drummond hastily shut
the door: bealks and prefects were
not wanted in the Burrow with a
fight poing on. A buzzing crowd of
juniors surrounded the combatants,
They were “going it" hommer and
tongs. Vane - Carter's face wad
flaming with rage; Harry Comp-
ton's gset and grim. He did not want
a ‘row"” with V.C., little as he like
his ways; but the accusation o
Uspeaking' was too much to be
tolerated. He was more than ready
to meet V.C. half-way,

V.. evidently helieved what he
said. He had been “given away" of
Mr. Ducas could not have been ¢
the wateh for him! That seemeé
cerlain to Vane-Carter —and onl
Compton knew that he had got o {
in lock-ups. Somec of the fellows
the Burrow wondered whether h
had it right, Ewveryone knew tha
the captain of the TFourth wa
“down” on V.C.s wild ways; an
how had Roger pol wise fo it
Roger, no doubt, was a “down
bird," but he was no magician,

“Give him beans, V.C," yclled
Levett. '
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“No snealks wanted here! chimed
in Leath,

“Oh, shut up, you two!" snapped

3 Talboye, “Compton wouldn't

0f course he didn't!” exclalmed

leck Lee, Indignantly. “Knock it

ack '{lwm bis cheeky neck,

"That's all very well” said Bar-
jck meajor, “but how did Roger
ow "

“Bhut up, Barrick|"
\"You shut up, Drum!”
“Oh, my hat! There goes Comp-
ton!” exclaimed Babtie,
Ha Compton, captaln of the
mrﬁ Form, was a good man with
g8 hands, But Vane-Carter's in-
i d attack seemed to carry all
fore it. V.C. wasg, In fact, mad
rage, and he geemed to have
ce his usual strepgth. Two or
ree minutes ¢f hard punching
ere followed by Harry Compton
ing over er a tremendous
g!t and sprawling on his back on
¢ floor of the Burrow.
“Good man, V.C,” chuckled
Levett.
ob Drake ran to give his chum
elping hand uip. V.C, panting,
med hardly able to walt till his
ponent was on his feet again.
arry Compton staggered, leaning
eavily on Bob's arm. He had had
# tremendous knock, and the crash
¢n the hard oak had done him mo
Eﬁ{ﬂf
"Going on, old chap?" whispered
Bob, anxiously.
Compton’'s eyes glittered as he
panted for breath.
“Do you think I'm going to let
Ehat blackguard call me a tale-

er!" he sald between hls teeth.
'm going on till I've smashed him
—por he me!" : ;
‘iAre you coming on, you rat?"”
outed Vane-Carter. “You can go
sneak to Rdger again when
're through, and tell him T've
cked you for telling talea™
V.C. had no time for more than
that. Compton came on again with
rush, and it was hammer and
ongs again,
This time it was Compton who
ined pround. V.C. waz driven
ck, with punch after punch, till
was driven fo the wall. But
ere he rallied, and came on again,
ard and fast, his eyes blazing over
ls rapld fista.
"Look here, what about rounds,
the pgloves on?" exclaimed
rd Talboys. But no one heeded
e Lizard. Gloves were invariably
ad in a "scrap” st Careroft; but
C the combatants were too
and excited to care about
t now. They punched with bare
ckles, and punched hard.
showed severe signs of
famage. Compton’s nose was

gtreaming crimson, and one of
Vane-Carter's eyes was darkening.
Neither seemed to care. There was
a sudden rush as Harry Compton
wenl down agaln.

"Licked!" gasped Levitf.

But the captain of the Fourth
was not “licked.” He did not need
a helping hand-—he leaped to his
feet again and came on as If, like
Antaeus of old, he derived new
energy from contaet with mother
arth. He fairly hurled himself at

udley Vane-Carter, knocking his
laghing fists right and left, and
landing his knuckles on the Sports-
man's chin with terrific force. V.C.
gave a gasp and went over back-
wards as if a cannon-shot had
gtruck him,

“Man down!" gasped Bob Drake.

Levett rushed to V.C's ald. He
dragged the dizzy Sportsman to his
feet, Vane-Carter, dizzy and dazed,
leaned on him, panting, sagging.
Harry Compton stood walting. V.C.
strove to pull himself together. At
the moment there came a startled
squeak from Turkey Tuck:

"Ware beaks!" ;

The door opened. Trampling feet
and loud voices had evidently beén
heard beyond the Burrow. It was

the portly form of Roger Ducas, .

master of the Fourth, that ap-
peared in the doorway. V.C. neither
heard nor heeded. He rushed at
Harry Compton, hiz face flaming,
his fists lashing.

“Stop!" Roper almost roared.

Even the maddened Sportsman
stopped at that deep voice as Roger
Ducas strode frowning in.

THERE was sudden sllence in the
the Burrow.

Mr. Ducas stood lpoking at the
two breathless, panting, dishevelled
junioras, and his frown intensified.

“Compton! Vane-Carter! How
dare you!” Ro, boomed. “You
have been fighting — without even
gloves! Both of you look disgrace-
ful! What does this mean?"

Harry Compton did not reply.
But Vane - Carter broke out
savagely.

“If you want to know, sir, it
means that we don't like sneaks in
this form! A fellow who sneals
gets what he asks for.”

Roger gave him a grim look.

“What do wyou mean by Lhat,
Vane-Carter?" he asked, very
quietly.

“] mean what I say, sirl” V.C.'s
passionate voice rang through the
Burrow. “That rat gave me away.
Yes, I komow that I was out of
bounds in lock-ups, and I'm not
grousing because I pot slx for it!
But Compton gave me away, and
sneaks are not wanted here.”

“Vane - Carter!" Roger's wolice
rumbled like thunder. “Are you
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1n1p1 g that Compton came to m
o tell tales—and that I woul
ljsten o any hgg in my form who
did so mean a thing?”

"I Jmow he did! I know M

“You know nothing of the kind
Vane-Carter. Compton has no
spoken to me. I knew that a boy

my form was out of bounds ip
lock-ups because Mr, Groom, whp
was walking in the guadrangle, saw
him climbing the school wall. Mr,
Groom very properly reported it to
me, and that is how I lmew, Vane-
Carler, and why I was waiting for

our return. I am glad to be able
o set this matter right,"

“Oh!" gasped Vane-Carter.

“T am afraid, Vane-Carter, that
you have a suspicious and malicicus
mind, or you would not have sus-
pected a schoolfellow so easily.”

“Oh!" repeated V.C. ratherpy
blankly.

“But more serious than that™
boomed on Roger, “is your implica-
tion that I, your form-master,
would listen to a tale-bearer—that
I would allow any boy in my form
to act the base and mean part of
an Informer. That is an insult to
me persenally, Vane-Carter.

[—I—J-—1!" V.C. stammered,

“If T had not caned you so re-
cently, Vane-Carter, I should cane
you most severely for so insulting
a reflection om wyour form-master,
I ghall not cane you again; but you
will- write five hundred lines of
Virgil, and go 4nto ¥xtra School
for the mnext four half-holidaya.
And I trust,” added Roger, mly,
“Lthat this will help you to form a
better opinion of me, Vane-Carter.”

Roger Ducas billowed out of the
Burrow. He left a dead silence be-
hind him. Harry Compton smiled
faintly. Vane-Carter gave him a
shamefaced look. Bob Drake was
the first to speak.

"Good old Roger!” he said,
“Roger's a sport. Roger's set it
right!”

“What have you gol to say now,
V.C.?" asked Dick Lee, scornfully.

Vane - Carter's damaged face
crimsoned. There was good as well
as bad in the scapegrace of Car-
croft. For once, at least, V.C, was
feellng wutlerly and thoroughly
ashamed of himself. It was not
easy for the arrogant Sportaman
to eat humble-ple, and he turned
towards the door without speaking.
But he turned back again.

“Sorry, Compton!" he muttered.
“T—I was a fool, and—and rather a
cad, too—sorry!" Then he grinned
wryly. “You had me licked, any-
way—and I jolly well deserved it!
I might have known you better—
and Roger better, too! Borry!" -

And with that, Dudley Vang-
Carter hurried out of the Burrow
without walting for a reply.

———
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