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Ralph Leslie Fullwood, formerly
the Leader of the Cads of Study A,
finds it difficult to live dewn the bad
reputation he has earned at St.
¥Frank’s, especially as it is generally
known that Eustace Carey, his
cousin, is wanted by the police ; and,
what is worse, Carey has threwn
himself on Fullwood for protection,
and is actually at St. Frank’s mas-
querading as Stanley Clavering, a
new boy, whom Carey met in Bellton
Wood. A fugitive fleeing from justice,
Carey had tricked Clavering into the

ducgeon of some ruins and compelled the latter to change clothes

with him, locking his prisoner in the dungeon.

story with the hogus Clavering at

So we begin this week’s

St. Frank’s, while his wunhappy

victim, the real Clavering, is languishing behind the iron bars and

hea,vy bolts -of a dungeon.

|

THE EDITOR.

-
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER 1.
WHAT THE GALE BLEW IN.

; CRRRH! Blowing up for a wild
night, by the look of it.”
Leﬂlnald Pitt, of the Remove,
Sy as cast a glance at the leweunﬂ
St E? he ,E‘merﬂed from the gymnasium ab
{:hOuraUk Rain was in the wind,
. ?h llttle was falling. The high trees
shoy, moarmn noisily, and. the nal-: came
dhe“g through the West Arch on the
“y ide of the Triangle.
Py ?V jingo, we’'d better get indoors,
Grey.  “It’s quite earh, tooﬂ-
ime to make those re pairs to our

for ti:m Gym's all right, but this is a night

Tilﬁle ﬁI'E‘alde 2
" ‘W0  juniors

Tnanﬂ,;e hurried across the
There” yp,old entered the West House.
they W&bent many fellows about, although

e
Hoyseg o Plenty of evidence of life in the
emselves, Windows were gleaming

S—

and - warmn
a taste nf

and everything looked cosy
within. There was already
October in the air.

The great gates were still open, although
it was close upon time for locking up. A
figure appeared from the lane—a youthful
figure, wearing a light overcdat and a schocol
cap, and carrying a handbag.

The cap, however, did not bear the St.
Frank’s colours or badfr e, and the newcomer
was apparently a stranfrer. For he stood
just within the gates, lcoking from one
side of the Triangle to the other unaware
of his bearings.

He was no mere junior schoolboy, but
a fellow of between seventeen and eighteen,
with fair hair and a somewhat characterless
face. His eyes were alight with a kind of
eagerness, with anxiety lntermmOIEd

At random, he took the path to the left,
and made for the nearest doorway—which

was that of the West House. He mounted
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the steps, and entered the weil-lighted, dig-)

nified lobby. ‘

. One of the Removites was standing against
the notice-board, cugrossed in the latest
items of school news. This junior was re-
markably skinny, all legs and arms. His
face was lean, his cyes were set in deep
hollows, and he bad a sharp nose and pro-
jecting cars,

“J say!” exclaimed the newcomer.

" The boy at the nctice-board took mno
notice. It was more by accident than de-
sien that he turned, and caught sight of
the stranger. His sandy, curly hair was
like a mop, and his eyes were rather vacant.

“Where can I find the headmaster?”
asked the new arrival.

““I1 beg your pardon?” said the curious-
looking junior, who was Cornelius Trot-
wood, of Study L. “Did you address me,
dear friend?”

The stranger stared.

“Yes, I did address -you,” he
“My name’s Stanley Clavering,
fresh here. I’m for the Sixth.

I find the Head??? .

“0Of course—of course,” said Cornelius,
nodding. '

““ What do you mean?” :

“T’m not surprised that yon want tec go
to bed!”’ said the Removite. “0On such a
night as this 2

‘“You young idiot, T said nothing about
going to bed!”? shouted Clavering.
the headmaster!?

“It’s raining faster, eh?” said Cornelius.
“ Well, we expected o

“You confaunded dummy, I said nothing
about the rain!*’ roared the newecomer. 1
want the headmaster—the hecadmaster!” he
added, in a shout. .

Cornelius backed away.

“I will admit I'm a little deaf, but there
is no need to bellow at me in_ that un-
seemly fashion!”? he caid frigidly. ‘“Why
didn’t you speak more plainly at first? You
require the headmaster? Then, my dear
friend, you have come to the wrong place.
Dr. Stafford does not live in the West
House.”

*“ Where does he live, then??

“You must goup the Triangle, and through
the Big Arch,” directed Cornelius. ¢ You
will then find yourself in the Inner Court,
with the Head’s private residence facing you.
I trust that I have made myself clear??’

~ “Yes, I think so, thanks,” said Claver-
img. ‘““Which way do I go when I leave
this door? There are so many Houses!”

The page-boy will attend to them, no
doubt.” -
“What?”
“You were saying that you
mud on your &rousers 2

“You deaf young fool!’’ snapped the new
senior. “1 said mnothing of the kind! You
ought to be in a home—not in a public
schooll Whick way do 1 go when 1 leave
this door?” ;

replied.
and I’m
Where can

had some

‘i ] “rant .

- “I'm sorry if you find me a bore,»

‘ ; : Sai
Cornelius stiffly. _ d

“Ye gods and little fishes!* groaneq
Clavering, turning and pointing = outside

“Do I go straight across?” he thundereq
“Yes, of course,” said Corney, nodding'
“1 can see——> o
But Clavering didn’t wait. He strode
and Trotwoed minor gazed after him
frown., _ )
“ Naturally, I could see he was crosg»
he murmured. “Why should he tell me

_out,
With g

such a thing? A most objectionube
character. 1 trust he is not making. a long
stay. One might suppose I had offendeg

him !*

In the meantime, Stanley Clavering went
right across the Triangle under the impres.
sion that Cornelius had directed him there,
He found an arch all right, but it wasn't
the Big Arch which led to the Head’s resi-
dence. It was the East Arch, and Claver-
ing found himself in East Square, with the
Modern House on one side, and the East
House on the other, :

He was confused again, for there were
two doorways in view—the rear doorway of
each House. Once more he had to choose
at random, and he took the left again. And
just as he was entering the Modern House,
something happened.

An object came hurtling out with exces-
sive speed, and Clavering only just dodged
it In time. The object hit the ground,
rolled over and gasped. The next second
another object followed, and performed

F similar aerobatics,

While Clavering was attempting to get
clear of danger, a third object shot out.
This one made a considerable roar as it hit
the ground. A number of juniors appeared
in the doorway, dusting themselves.

“ And that’s that!” said John Busterfield
Boots firmly.

The three unfortunates sat up, and the
last one to emerge uttered a warlike belloV:

“You wait!” he hooted. ¢ You rotten
Modern House fatheads! Just wait until

you walk into the Ancient House nex
time!?? :
“Dry up, Handy!” groaned one of the

other ejected Removites. It was all your
own fault. You shouldn’t have-said thab
these Fourth-Formers are lower down ﬂ‘;
scale than the Remove! They naturally ¢
wild ! 1ed
“Are you standing up for them?” howle
Handforth. ' hé
““Not exactly,” growled Church. Alll
same 2 Ly
‘““Excuse me!” said Clavering C“‘:”g'
“Have I got to wait here all the nl%he
hefore you youngsters shift out of
way??
Handforth turned and stared. the
‘“* Hallo !> he ejaculated. ¢‘Look what ol
gale’s blown in! Whq the dickens 4o %ur
happen to be? And not so much of 3,; 3
“ youngsters ’! By George, you've 80
nerve !’ '
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CHAPTER II.
FIRMLY ESTABLISHED.

difference between
the Fourth Form
and the Remove
was placed 1n  abeyance.
Buster Boots and his

stalwarts emerged from the
House, and joined Handforth & Co.
Il stood round Clavering, examining

Modern
They all 3 )
lr.im}with interest. '

¢ (Can’t be a New fellow,” s _ ]
an angular, loose-jointed junior, with pigeon

» gaid Percy Bray,

s ¢He's too old.”
tOfef’.‘lluch too old!” agreed Buster gravely.
¢« What do you mean?” demanded Claver-

ing. with a sharp note in his voice.

‘o need to bark at me!” said Boots,
with a curious stare. “ New fellows dou't
come to St. Frank’s at your age.” N _

“How old do vou think I am?”’ asked

Clavering anxiously,

« Seventeen, at least.” .

«“you're not far wrong,” replied the new
fellow, the darkness concealing the expres-
sion of relief in his eyes. ¢ As a matter of
fact, I'm booked for the Sixth Torm. I
was trying to find the Head.”

“Then you've come the wrong way,”
said Handforth. ¢ Any ass might have
known that the Head wouldn’'t live in the
East Square! No human being would live
on this side of the Triangle, anyhow,” he
added contemptuously. ¢ All the monkeys
occupy these two Houses!”

““Look here, you Ancient
roared the Fourth-Formers
“You Remove ass i

“Don’t start squabbling again, for
Heaven’s sake!” interrupted Clavering
acidly. “T want to find the Head. Upon my
word, I've never had so much trouble in all
my life! I met a young idiot who was as
deaf as a post, and he told me to go
through the Big Arch. I went through it,

ang—-—»

“You didn’'t go through it,” said Boots.

use fathead!”
in

€W, ; .
ClL: What do you call that, then?” said
avering pointing.
 That's the East Arch.”
.3 there more than one arch here?”
“ Three, :
- An Infernally confusing place, that’s
know Shapped Clavering. <« How was I to

x

this was the East Arch? i

B0 now
(19 &4
}_Ou,}lllleas You speak a bit more -civilly,
aggress{fgﬁn your neck!” said Handforth
A senio “y. I don't care whether you're
Spoken 3 011'. ‘not—we’re not going to be
Frapk’s ke that! And don’t run St.
%'ou : ,Ceﬂ‘éhele Did you hear him,
- ‘0]] : 1 r } | B
- arch Him e B U Geomgel Jeks
S -

€

How do

waldyl”  he - said.  “He’s mnew
© ¢an’t adopt drastic measures

one voice.

-

OR the time being the.
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¢“But it’s our only chance!” Handforth
pointed out. < After to-night he'll be in

23

the Sixth, and we mustn’t rag a senior

““0Oh, Iet him go!” said Bob Christine.
‘““ Look here, you new fellow—go Dback
through this arch, and turn sharp to your
right and walk up the Triangle to the end.
You’ll find the School House facing you,
and Big Arch goes ctlean through it. The
Head’s front door is straight ahead.”

Clavering turned without a word,
walked away.

““ Rude beast!”
tempt.

“What did I tell you?” demanded Hand-
forth. “We’ve lost our chance now! If
vou Fourth-Form chimpanzees hadn’t been
50 jolly meek——"’

‘““Come on!” said Buster grimly.
wants some more!”

Church and MeceClure wisely fled, and they
took no notice of the frantic shouts which
rang in their ears. And Boots & Co.
amused themselves for some moments at
Edward Oswald’s expense, leaving him a
mere wreck on the battlefield.

In the meantime, Stanley Clavering found
Big Arch at Ilast, and walked through.
There was a powerful electric lamp set in
the centre of the arch, illuminating it bril-
iiantly. A junior was coming through—a
skinny junior, all arms and legs.

¢“0Oh, here you are!” said Clavering, paus-
ing and glaring.

“Yes, here I am,” =aid Trotwood.

‘“What the thunder did you mean by
sending me across the Triangle, through the
East Arch?” demanded Clavering.

e Dig I7”

“Yes, you did.”

“Well, you ought to know,” said Trot-
wood calmly. ¢ Personally, I don’t remem-
ber anything about it. As far as I can
recollect, this is the first time I've set eyes
on you. I’m not particularly impressed.”

Clavering stared.

“You seem to have recovered your hearing
pretty quiekly?’”” he asked suspiciously.
““ Look here. you young sweep, were you
fooling me?”’

Trotwood grinned.

““Quite a natural little mistake, under
the circumstances,” he explained. “I am
Trotwood major, you know. You must have

and

said DBuster, with con-

«“ He

met my twin brother before—he’s about
half-an-hour younger than I am. We look
alike, but there the similarity ends. He's

a frightful young duffer.”
“ And I suppose you’re clever?”

““I leave that for others to say,” replied
Nicodemus calmly. “ Anything I can do for
L 9"

}Ou ." - ¥ r?

““No, there isn’t! '

““That's just as well, because I shouldn’t
do it if there was!’ said Trotwood major
“I'm rather particular about doing favours
You don’t strike me as being a desirable
character.” ' .

He walked on, and Clavering cursed in-
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wardly. All this time wasted, and he hadn’t,

reached the head yet! -But he had met
several of the juniors, and he had discovered
that they were full of high spirits. And he
was aware that he hadn’t created a particu-
larly good impression. - .

It was o bad beginning, and he felt a little
uneasy.

CHAPTER - I1I.
UNDER EENMORE’S WING.

R. MALCOLM STAP-
FORD, the head-
master of St. Frank’s,
regarded Stanley

Clavering with a smiling, dig-
nified gaze. He was sitling
‘ back in his chair, and Claver-
ing was standing on the other side of the
desk, cap in hand. The Head’s study was
particularly cosy, with softly-shaded lights,
and a crackling fire.

“I am glad you have turned up, Claver-
ing,”” said Dr. Stafford. ““To tell you the
he truth, T was getting a little anxious. I
was under the impression that you were
coming much earlier in the afternocn?”

Clavering cleared his throat.

“X was delayed, sir,”” he replied
wardly. |
““Indeed! Hcw?”
“QOh, nothing, sir!” said the new senior,.
“ There wasn’t a connection at Bannington, so
instead of waiting two hours for the local
train, I walked. As a matter of fact, I got
lost—I'm new to this district. I was wan-
dering round for a long time before I found
my bearings. I must bave gone miles out of

my way.” .

The Hecad smiled.

“ A simple explanation—and one that I can
easily understand,” he said benevolentiy.
““You should have taken a taxi, Clavering.
But we need not press the point. You are
safely here, and all is well.”

““Yes, sir.”

“As I informed your father by letter, you
will. go straight into the Sixth Form, and will
board in the East House,” continued Dr.
Stafford. “Your Housemas®er has made all
arrangements for your coming. I trust you
will be comfortable here, my boy. It is to be
your home, I understand, for at least a
year.” = o

“Until T 2o up to Oxford, I think, sir.”

“Exactly,”” said the IHead. **We will do
‘our best to endear you to our old school.
Will your parents be visiting you at all?”’

Clavering started.

“ But—but they’'ve gone ito India, sir,” he
stammered. -

““I know they have gone to India,” teplied
the Head, with a ecurious look at the new
boy. ‘ Yon saw them off on the becat yester-
day, didan’t yon?”

“Why, yes, sir.”

“T mean, will your parents vizit you hefore

awk-

¥

the end of the year?” said Dr. Stafiord. |

“Qr are they remaining in India for {y,
whole period?”’

“For the whele time, I think, sir,” replieg

- -]
Clavering. ‘““Anyhow, 1 shan’t expect thep
back until I see them. If you'll excuse me
sir, I'm a bit tired—that long walk—»

“Yes, yes, of coursel!” interrupted tp,
Head. ¢ Naturally, Clavering-—naturally,
won't keep you any lenger. At least, only
a few minutes.”

There were two telephones-on the heag
master’s desk, and he seized one of them-—
a private ‘phone which connected him wigy
all the other Houses. There was quite a net-
work of them at St. Irank’s. _

““ Oh, Drake, is that you?” said the Heagq,

“No, sir; I'm Payne, of the Sixth,” came
a voice over the wire.

“1 beg your pardon, Payne—your voice is
very much like Drake’s,” said the Head. «Ij
Kenmore handy?”

* He'’s here, sir,

“Splendid!” said the Ilead.
send him to me at once?”

He hung up the receiver, and turned to
Stanley Clavering.

“The head boy of the East House is on
his way here now,” he explained. ¢ Ken-
more wili show you your study, Clavering,
and introduce you to your Housemaster. I
thought vou would like it better if yon were
escorted to your new home.”

“Thanks awfully, sir!” said Clavering
“1t will be better—I got mixed up with the
arches at first. Looks like being a wild
night, sir?’ he added, as_a gust of wind
boomed against the mullioned windows.

«1 am airaid so,” agreed the Head. “Oh,
by the way, Clavering, what about your
luggage? Did you leave it at the station?

“I{'s coming on, sir—I thought it would be
here,” replied Clavering. It was naturally
put on- the local train.”

“You will probably find it in your room
waiting for you,” said Dr. Stafford. ‘Per
haps I had better mention that your Housé
master has somewhat peculiar ideas on food.
so you must not mind— Ah, Kenmore,” h€
added; as the door opened. ¢ Come in, M
boy! This is Clavering, whom 1 m«entlﬂﬂ?]g
to vou this morning. Will you show lnl‘
his Toom, and introduce him to his scho?
fellows?” the

““ Certainly, sir,” said Simon Kenmore, ti-
head hoy of the East House.
meet you, Clavering. - You’ll be

in the Senior Day Room.”
“Will you

with me. Anything else, sir?” bt
“That is all, Kenmore. Good-MIg" Ly
said the Head, smiling. ¢ Good-night™

Clavering!”’

“ Gocd-night, sir!?

They passed oul, and Kenmore or-
fancied that Stanley Clavering uttered 2 iizltﬂ
ceptible sizh of relief as they emergeq they
the open air. Clavering didn’t speak a3
started across the Inmer Court. And <ing
more made no remark until they were pa~
through the Big Arch,

“ Everything ail right?” he asked.

rather

iv
‘-ll

-
W
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1 think $0,” said Clavering. “ What do,

¥ I?' i
e “I-i?jn vou seemed a bit alad when we left
§ u

tine Head’s study,’” replied Kenmore.  Ilave
ne He: ~

me trouble with the old man? They're
i;ﬂng, at times.” ‘ T
[ the Head was quite decent,” sai

C;-i-?ii]ﬂ quickly. * But I'm tired—walked

- Bannington-—lost myseli. T'll be awiully
Mi?ned if vou can show me the ropes as
?Eiﬁih‘ Qs ﬁnssihie. I'd like to be quiet for
| A

i< evening.”’
th:?&f{:lf d::?n't want to meet the crowd,

g, B 1
t!lj;ri:(j rather nob, if you don’t wrind-—"

«: pPlease yourself,” said %xenmnre_ “1f you
like to be unzociable, that's your own dmn__q._
'}l take you to your study, aund then 531‘{;}“
vou vour bed-room. Will that be enougn?
" Plenty, thanks,” said Clavering eagerly.
«1 shall be able to find my way about ali

-

right aiter that. I suppose the Housemaster
will want to see ine, but it doesn’t matter,
straight off, does it?

snid Kenmore, as they
“You needn’t
To-morrow will

back until mnine,”’ s
entered the East House.
bether about him, anyhow.
he time enough.”

I'ive minutes later Stanley Clavering was
alone in his bed-room. He had seen his
study. and now Kenmore had left him-—under
the impression that the new fellow was a
morose sort of beggar., And Clavering-stood
in frent of the mirror, eyeing himself with
gleaming triumph in his gaze.

“I'm in!"” he muttered gloatingly.
hy gad! The thing’s worked like a charm!
Now I can snap my fingers at everybody i

' MO_AT HOLLOW, the

: | where the by-road led
; trees on all sides bent to the
Getled pile. Tt was quite close to the
Ad an eyj) reputation. Twenty-four hours
1t was Quite splid. 3|

And Fullwood was in a towering

CHAPTER 1V.
FULLWOOD’S LONELY VIGIL.
orim old house at the
bend of the lane,
to Edgemore, was moaning and
rattling in the gale. The high
{’E‘Ce of the gathering wind.
Omplete darkness enshrouded the sinister,
'HH{ Y . = .
in}:;‘“i: i‘“d_ yet isolated by the enormously
= Wall which encircled it. And the place
Since : ] !
Thér:ld.ee,d’ it had even-acquired a ehost.
1 Was a figure in the grounds now—but
Leslie v It belonged to Ralph
rank’s r““‘*"'ﬂad, of the Remove at - St.
flliliﬂthf-r

: minute!” he muttered
; Ve waited here until I'm sick,
" he gets o 0P- Confound him! T don’t care
to heay oy c0Mared now! It would be a relief

i eyes of the law, a man,
| had been an undergraduate at Oxford, but
« As a matter of fact, he’s out—woun't be |

0

ar th. :
that the poljee had grabbed him!”

The former cad of Study A had crossed
the drawbridge, and was now making for the
high wall. For nearly two hours he had
lurked in the grounds, and in the house—ever
since dusk had fallen. He was awaiting the
return of his cousin, Eustace Carey.

But Eustace Carey had failed to show up.

“If he hasn’t got more sense than to lose
himself in the wood, he doesn’t deserve any
help,”” muttered Fullwood, asz he climbed
the wall. ¢ Anyhow, he can’t expect me tao
wait half the night! I'm hanged if I'll come
back now, to keep him company!”

There was every reason feor Fullwood's ex-
asperation.

He had been helping his rascally cousin a
good deal since the term had commenced.
Only a mere day or so, but it seemed weeks
to Fullwood. And the events of the last
few hours had fairly got on his nerves.

Eustace Carey was an utterly worthless
young rascal of just over twenty-one—in the
Until recently he

now he was a fugitive from justice, charged
with assault and robbery. But for IFull-
wood’'s help, he would certainly have heen
in a prison cell by this time, awaiting trial.
This term there was a subtle change in the
eynical Ralph Leslie Fullwood. - It had com-
menced during the trip to the South Sea
Islands, when he had formed one of Lord
Dorrimore’s holiday party. Cut adrift from
his old associations, Fullwood had revealed
surprising flashes of moere decent fezlings.
And when he had returned to St. Fran¥’'s
he had received one shock upon ancother. In
the first place, his old chums, Gulliver and
Bell, had grated upon him to such an extent
that he loathed them within a couple of
heurs. He believed they had changed—he
suspected they had grown more ecaddish and
blackguardly durinzg the holidays. He was
wrong. They hadn't changed at all. It was
Fullwood who had changed. .

Close contact with decent fellows for weeks

r on end had altered him without his being in

the least aware of the fact. And on the very
first day of term he had broken with Gulliver
and Bell, and had quarrelled with every one
of his former associates.

In addition to these troubies there had hecn
Eustace Carey. The school had rung with
that sordid story. Tuliwood attempted te
keep his relationship with Eustace Carey a
sceret—but Teddy Long, the sneak of the
Remove—had thought ctherwise.

And, to Fullwood’s amazement, while his
old friends had sneered at him, and cut him
dead, Nipper and Handiorth and Pitt and
the others had been more companiouable
than ever. And then Careyv himself had ap-
peared upon the scene—begging to be hidden.

And Fullwood, since he had had no othev
eourse, had taken his worthiess cousin {o
Moat Hollow. And Carey had found
sanctuary in the grim old building. Supptied
with food by Fuliwood. he had been abso-
lutely safe;. but he happened to be a
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nervous weakling.
hcurs of darkness.

And those nights in Moat Hollow had been
nights of horror and torture for him. . lle
had even let himself be seen by a passing
villager at one of the windows—and
Moat Hollow was now haunted! Indeed,
Handforth & Co. had even instituted a ghost
hunt, much to Fullwood’s startled alarm.

It was in consequence of this Handforthian
stunt that [ullwood was now at
Hollow. TFearing that his cousin would be
found—ana such a discovery would mean the
sack for Fullwood—he had rushed to the old
house, and had told Carey to sesk refuge
in Bellton Wood. Carey had.gone, scared
stiff, promising to he back at dusk, when
the danger was over.

He hadn’t come, and it was now dark.
Hence Fullwood’s rage. He concluded that
his eousin had lost himself in the wood and

was wandering about in the darkness. And
it exasperated Ralph - Leslie beyond all
measure. -

“A pity if the idiot couldn’t keep his

bearings !” muttered Fullwood, as he reached
the lane. “Well, I'm finished. No more
hanging about for me fo-night! The {oo!
can go to the deuce!l”

He trudged to the end of the lane, fighting
against the buffeting wind. But he paused,
and then turned towards Bellton. There was
a magazine he wanted from the little news-
agent’s, and he might as well get it. The
shops wouldn’t be closed yet. It was still
comparatively early. ¢

As he walked to the shop he tried to
convince himelf that he didn’t care a rap
what happened. Bub he did care. ‘I'nere
is nothing worse than uncertainty, and at
that moment Fullwood was racked with
doubt. The mystery of Eustace's non-
return caused him keen anxiety. :

And he wasn’t thinking so mucih about
Eustace;, either., He had his own WoITies.
1f the Head got to know of his TIecent
activities he would certainly be eXpelied.
For he had bheen harbouring a wanted
eriminal, The faect that Carey was irull-
wood’s cousin would carry little Or no
weight., Perhaps Carey was in the hands
of the police .by this time. He was ool
enough for anything.

Fullwood got his magazine, and was about
to turn away from the counter ¢f the dim
little shop when he caught sight' of an
evening paper lying there. He bought 1t
mechanically, for he always liked to have
the latest news.. Besides, he wanted to see
if there was anything {fresh regarding
Eustace. b

On his way to the door he glanced at
the front columns, and certain headlines
seemed to leap off the paper, and stand
out. Fullwood’s heart increased its beat
tumultuously, for these are the words he
read: - -

# Oxford undergraduate dies without re-

de was fterrified in the,

Moat |

from  the ’Varsity. - - And all this fer

-y e i, —

Carey still
Murder charge probable.”

c'?;v?ring conscicusness. elucag
capture,

The shock of those few words was tye.
mendous. Fullwood hardly remembereg
getting out c¢f the shop. And when he
stood outside in the blustering wind jgq
thought he szaw the whole grim truth,

CHAPTER V.
THE GENEROSITY OF ENOCH SNIPE.

(¢ Y gad!” breatheg
Fullwood hoarsely,
So  Roper was
dead! Roper, the

man whom Carey had at-

tacked, had succumbed to

his injuries! And there were
rumours of a murder charge. In an instant,
the whole affair had ceased to be a minor
case of assault and theft, and had become
a tragedy. :
- Fullwood knew the story. He remem-
bered how Carey had gone to his fellow-
undergraduate’s rooms, had quarreled, and
during the fight Roper had crashed through
iﬁ)he window to fall upon the paved path
elow,

Eustace declared that the affair was an
accident. He maintained that the money
he had taken—two hundred pounds in cash
—was his own property, robbed from him by
means of Roper’s faked roulette wheel.

But Fuliwood had his own suspicions. He
knew that Carey hadn’t told the true story
—and even the papers were not to be re-
lied upon. But here, at last, there was
something tangible. Roper was dead! And
that altered everything. - |

The police would be no longer content
to merely circulate Eustace Carey’s descrip-
tion. They would now be after him like
hounds on the scent. The best brains of
Scotland Yard would be employed in the
hunt, and the net would be spread over
the whole country.

“And what about me?’ muttered Full-
wood, as he walked on. “How do I stand
now? Why, if I still keep FEustace in
Moat Hollow, an’ take him food, I shall let
myself in for prison! They’re bound to find
the beggar sooner or later, An’ I shall
be arrested, too, for hinderin’ the law, Of
somethin’, It’ll mean chokey, as sure as -
gun ! ‘ .

Fullwood wasn’t far wrong in this sur
mise, but the police would no doubt take
the circumstances into account, and merel,‘E
bind him over to keep the peace. BU
his eareer would be wrecked. Expelled fr_‘-?m
St. Frank’s he would naturally be bar%ﬁe
sake of Eustace—whom he didn’t care @
toss about! It wasn’t worth it! 5

“But I mneedn't worry!”? Fullwood tﬂh‘é
himseif -grimly, “I " understand why
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come back Now. He must have seen -

1121§“t ort in seme way. Perhaps the fool
this rignt to the village to buy a paper—
evell © - ble of any idiocy. Or he may have,
11351‘%%"1,‘(1 somebody talkin’. Anyhow, he’s
1

?;i;d about  Roper’s death, and he’s
fes

- d_), . .
“‘iﬁﬂi seemed the most likely explanation

‘ood. His cousin had flown into a
tiv%ﬁi?had fled. Fearful that the police
“:oﬁlci now trace him to Bellton, he had
gone off into the night. ,

As TFullwood neared St. Frank’s he felt
bitter. He could see further trouble ahead.
How the fellows would jeer and gibe! They

R
i g 75
gLl R ,f/‘///?
|!-', 7 # {/
: /]
I - ]

and would take mno notice of such ignorant
exhibitions. Every decent fellow knew that
Fullwood was blameless in the matter, and
their opinion was worth more than the patty
vindictiveness of the few.

Then his thoughts returned to Eustace.
Perhaps he’d better make another visit {o
Moat Hollow, after all, He would go after
lights-out, just to make certain. And if
Eustace was there, he would tell him
plainly to quit. Now that Roper had died,
the situation was altered. Fullwood wouldn’t
have anything to do with his cur of a
cousin.

He felt betfer when he entered - the

-

R, A

‘ Stop 1 7 ,

The voice thundered angrily in the midst of the roaring hymn of hate which ;

as only just getting into its stride. The East House juniors gazed with startled °
Surprise at Neison Lee, and their song died on their lips. .

-_-h-____‘—‘——-—.__

Y

W ; i |
0}11'51 call him the cousin of a murderer!

ust s : . L
am\,}-t as 1f it was his fault! Never had

Y. lerm started so miserably for Ralph
LE‘S]:e o iy so miserably fo .u p
reaf;?,f‘ at least is what he thought. In

rasealiv zhe ODposite was the case. His
for Fully ousin was a blessing in disguise,

Yood was i he t S
of Sincerity was learning the true measure

ant
s 1Lagonism
: carl“," on

In his former friends. And the

of these cads was only serving
”:'fﬁl‘mq't' the good work in Fullwood’s
Meneeg OF that the holiday trip had com-

He

resolv - . @

He yoo0lved to ignore sneers and jeers.
assume: an air of indifference,

Triangle. He had come to a definite de-
cision, and his mind was relieved. He made
his way towards the Ancient House, in-
tending to sek the privacy of Study I. But
a hail came from the doorway of the East
House as he was passing along the ecentral
path.

“] say, Fullwood!” came a voice. “Is
that you?”

Fullwood paused, and a figure came down

the East House steps, and approached him.
He was small and thin, and appeared to be.
slightly hunchbacked. His neck was long,
and his head projected.
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““ What the deuce do you want?” de-
manded Fullwood sharply.

He gazed at the Fourth-Former with dis-

gust. Enoch Snipe always aroused these
emotions in Fullwood. Snipe’s eyes pro-
truded from his head, and they were

watery, with peculiar red rims.

““ Please, Fullwood, I was just going over
to ‘the Ancient House to see you,” said
Snipe, in a soft, whining voice. ‘It's
lucky I spotted you, isn’t it?”

“ No, it isn’t!”?

““Oh, but Fullwood, I want toc tell you
yomething h

“] don’t want te hear it,” retorted Full-
wood harshly. ¢ Get back into your House,
an’ mind your own business. I don’t mind
tellin’ you that you make me sick., Why
weren’t you smothered at birth?”

Snipe giggled, as though amused.

“0h, I say, you're only joking!” he
jaculated cringingly. “As a matter of fact,
I want to be pals., Please, Fullwood, I'd
like to be friendly with you, now that all
 the other chaps are cutting you dead.”

“ All the other chaps aren’t!” said Full-
wood. *“Only the cads! Ninety per cent.
pf the fellows have got more sense than
-0 make me the butt of my cousin’s rotten-
ness, But why am I talkin’ to you at all?
get out of this before I lose my temper!”

“I'm willing to be awfully f{riendly, if
“you’ll let me,” said Snipe, standing there
and rubbing his hands together. “I’ll even
ceme into your House, and share your
study.”?

“Thanks awfully!”

“ 14’1l look ‘good for you,” went on Snipe
eagerly. ““It’ll show everybody you’re not
deserted. And I’ll sing your praises every-
where, tco. 1 shan’t want much—only about
a quid a week,” he went omn, his little eyes
gleaming with greed.  That’s
wood. And look how goocd it’ll be for you
to have a pal i '

Crash!

“I'd rather make a pal of the first worm

that comes up after this rain!” interrupted |

Fullwood contemptuously.
Accompanying these words had
hard punch into Enoch Snipe’s face.
was now sitting in the Triangle, in the
centre of a puddle. He uttered no sound,
except a low hiss under his breath, He
was in agony, but he held himself in—and
his evil little brain was already -evolving

revenge,

been a
Snipe

FULLW’OOD hadn’t
- that way, for the
least have told him to put up

CHAPTER VI.
THE HYMN OF HATE,

meant to jash out

at Snipe’s face in

East House rotter hadn’t any

warning. Fullwood could at

his hands. = But that blow had been auto-
matic. :

with Kenmore of

all, Full--

- Fullwood had hit out as instinctively as
he would strike a venomous snake. Thepg
had been something about Snipe’s attitude_
scmething about his very look—which hgq
compelled  Fullwood to act. He wagpy
sorry, either, His loathing for the fellgy
was intense.

“Don’t lie there!” he growled. ¢ (Get up
an’ go to your hole!” .

Before he could assist Snipe with the tgg
of his shoe an interruption came. The dogy.
way of the East House was darkened by 4
number of figures. They came out, apg
resolved themselves into Merrell and Mar.:
riot, and a number of others. Merrell ang
Marriott shared Study No. 5 with Enoch
Snipe, and they instantly recognised thejr
companion.

“Hallo! What’s this?” said Merrill
sharply.
He glared at Fullwood with anger—g

clumsy, awkward feltow, with big limbs.
“I've just given Snipe my opinion of
him, that’s all,” said Fullwood curtly.

‘“You murderous rotter!”’ roared Marriott,

| ““You’ve half-killed the chap!”

“He must fake after his cousin !
Munroe, flaring up. '
“Let’s pelt him!”?

Fullwood stood there, -facing the storm
calmly. ‘*

“It seemis to me all the worst blood of
the school is concentrated into the East
House!”” he said deliberutely. <1t starts
; the Sixth, goes down
through Graysen of the Fifth, an’ you
beauties of the Fourth—an’ ends up with
Fullerton of the Third! A bright collection
of first-class cads! It’s just as well that
voure all under one toof!”

There was a great deal of truth in this
caustvie remark. The East House was cer-
tainly the happy hunting-ground of the 85
Frank’s undesirables. As though by instinct,
they had banded themselves together under
the same roof. The other Houses were highly
plcased with this arrangement,

But the East House listeners didn’t like
it at all. )

“Did you hear that?”
“The beast’s actually insulting us
The cousin of a murderer, too!”

“What’s that?” roared Armstrong, &P
pearing out of the lobby. “ Here, I'm ;unl‘?}:
leader in this House! What's the trouble:

Armstrong, blustering and self-importanb,
pushed his way to the fore. His regenti_-‘f
acquired importance had already got 1o h'g
head, and he was throwing his weight -abﬂﬂf
forcibly. He had always made a lob '?1—
noise, but his chief characteristics were ;as
decision and weakness of character. He WHY
a windbag, full of bluster, and without &
real ability. « He'S

“It’s Fullwood!” shouted Marriott. 00T
just assaulted Snipe—nearly killed the P
kld 2 Fu]l'

““Qh, you make me sick " interrupted "y
wood sourly, “Go back to your kennels

shouted_

roared Merrell.
now!




: .

I've got somethin’ more important

f y{)‘dt
[’ =
to ,do'wal-ked away towards the Ancient
h?e and a nvmber of the Fourth-
Egg;e}s made as if to follow, But Arm-,
rrong stopped t-het}}. i . ]
> wait @ minute!” he said, No sense in

elves into trouble by scragging
It wouldn’t do him any good,
Wwe'll give him something that

etting ours

either- ] P 4"
him on the raw! _
tOE%I‘?sjiugo, that song?’’ asked Griffith.

wyes!” grinned Armstrong. A
__and all together when I raise my hand!

The East House fellows hurried on after
Fullwood, and overtook hup just as he was
about to mount the Ancient House steps.
They formed a complete circle round him,
and joined hands. No. attempt was made
to molest him. But the entire cu‘cle_ broke
into discordant song at e sign from Timothy
Armstrong. ' _

Fullwood gritted his teeth as he listened.
It was an atrocious parody on ‘“ Who Killed
Cock Robin?”’—the work of numerous junior
poets of the Last House. Unknown to IFull-
wood, these young rascals had been practising
the abomination for the past hour or Sso.
They were glad of an opportunity to roar it
out into IFullwood's own ears. Escape for
him was impossible, for he was caught in the
centre of the circle.

The voices rose loudly to the following:

“Who killed poor Roper?
I, said Eustace Carey,
With my fist strong and hairy,
I killed poor Roper!

“Who's Carey’s cousin?
I, said old Fully,
And I think it’s bully,
I'm Carey's cousin.

“Who'll hound Fully out?
Wf:. said the school,
With our rod and rule,
We'll hound Fully out.

& I§ he wanted here?
No, said St. Frank’s, |
H&:d rather rob some banks,
He's not wanted here!”
€< Stoptn

othl}f voice thundered angrily in the midst
Sust e {_(E;mnrg hymn of hate—which was only
'ﬂniogr? Ing into its stride. The East House
rolen. odZed with startled surprise at

N
li;?é?on Lee, and their song cdied on their

Ll

i i —

CHAPTER VIIL
IN THE NECK.
the Ancient House
was looKing very grim
Armstrong & Co., engrossed
their ecaddish work, had

faj Nivndll
lleg to observn
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“Come on|

e

{ strong.

THE Housemaster of
indeed.
¢ Nelson Lee’s gpproach. Yet

Lee had heard ever
and he was amazed.

““You are all Mr. Goole’s boys, I see!” he
exclaimed grimly. “ Armstrong, as head
junior in the East House, I hold you respon-
sible for this disgraceful scene. Allow Full-

y word of that parody,

{ wood to pass out of your midst at once!”’

The circle, with shaking knees, opened,
and Fullwood marched out. He joined Nelson
Lee on the Ancient House steps.

“ Thanks awfully, sir!” he muttered.

“You have rothing to thank me for, Full-
wood,”” said Nelson Lee quietly. ¢ No, don't
go—I wish to speak to you!"

He turned to the others just in time.

“Halt!"" he said sharply, as several of
them were about to flee. “I know you all,
and your names ‘shall all be reported to Mr.
Goole. I shall advise your Housemaster to
take this matter before the Head.”

“But it's nothing, sir!” protested Arm-
“Only a rag i

“A rag?” thundered Nelson Lee,

“Ye-es, sir—-" ' :

“Do you dare to stand fthere, Armstrong,
and tell me that that cruel, contemptibie ex-
hibition of hooliganism was a mere harmlesy
rag?’”’ exclaimed Nelson Lee acidly. ¢ Per-
haps you don’t realise the blackguardly
nabure of your conduct?” |

“We—we only sang
sir!”’ |

“But your song was expressly designed to
cause pain to this unfortunate boy,” said
Lee. “Not only that, but the words were
insulting and slanderous in the last degree.
How dare you set yourselves up as judges?”

The wreftched group was silent.
““Whatever the misdeeas of Fullwood's

a bit of a song,

{ cousin, you have utterly no reason to visit

this vindictive spite upon his head,”” con-
finued Nelson Lee scornfully. “Such a spirit
is un-British, and totally unworthy of St.
I'rank’s. Xave you no sporftsmanship at all?

{ Have you no sense of justice?”

Fullwood was rather flushed as he listened
to this scathinp string of words. It was
rather decent of Nelson Lee, he thought, to
stand up for him, but he wasn’t comfortable.
He didua’t want to be protected.

“I'ullwood is one of my boys, and I wili
not have him subjected to these petty
slanders,” said Nelson Lee .grimly ¢‘I shall
suggest to Mr, Goole that two hundred lines
for each of you will not be too severe.
Indeed, you may count yourselves lucky that
the headmaster himself did not hear your
contemptible efforts. You may go!”

The ¥ast House fellows slunk away
miserably, and Nelson Lee led Fullwood into
the Ancient House lobby. - _

“Y am sorry that happened, Fullwood,” he
sald quietly. :

“It’s all right,.sir.”
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“1 see you have the evening paper,” went
on Lee,

‘“Yes, sir.”’

“¥ou have sren the latest news, then?”

“Yes, worse luck, sir!”

“It is a most unfortunate affair, IFuill-
wood,” said Nelson Lee, shaking his head.
“It is a thousand pities that this unhappy
voung main should have died. I am afraid
vour cousin is in & bad way now. He will
.be wise to give himself up.”

Fullwood looked at Nelson Lee sharply.-

“He’ll never do that, sir,”” he replied.
“He’s too much of a cad—too much of a
funk. I know him—to my cost!”

“You have no great opinion of Carey,
then?”

“He’s a rotter, sir—a rotter to the core!”
said Fullwood bitterly. I wasn’t at alil
surprised when I heard of that Oxiord
affair. Just the sort of thing Eustace would
be capable of, DBut it’s not my fault, sir—I
can’t help what my cousin does. These cads
here——"’

He pulled himself up, breathing hard.

“Take no notice of them, my boy,” inter-
rupted Lee. “You are passing through a
trying period, but time heals everything. Let
us change the subject. 1 hear you are think-
ing of taking up football this term?”

“Yes, sir, I was,” admitted Fullwood.
“But I don’t know now, 1 think I'd better
chuck it up.” :

“Why?” |

““Oh, all this bother, sir,”” growled Full-
weod. “If Nipper puts me in the team,
s?me of the other fellows might refuse to
play——-"’

“If I know anything of Nipper, he won't
tolerate that sort of thing,” put in Nelson
Lee quickly. “ Your decision to play football
pleases me, Fullwood—don’t go back. I am
delighted to find a big improvement in you.
. 1t seems that these troubles have had a good
moral effect on you.”

“Thank you, sir,” muttered TFullwood
sullenly.

e went off a minute afterwards, boiling.
He hated to be told that he was ““showing
signs of improvement.”” The very thought
of it aroused all his old stubbornness and
headstrong devilment. He felt like going
straight to his study and smoking. He
wanted to do something to convince himself
that he wasn’t becoming soft. And it made
him all the more angry because he knew
that Nelson Lee had told the truth. He
hated to admit that he was changing, al-
though he realised that the change was for
the better. It was just the obstinacy of
human nature manifesting itself.

But all such thoughts were driven from
his mind as he entered Study I. To his
surprise, he found the light on, and some-
body was sitting in the easy-chair. With
the door handle still in his grip, Fullwood
stood rooted.

“Tustace!’ he muttered hoarsely.

CHAPTER VIIIL.
A STAGGERER FOR FULLWOOD,

USTACE CAREYVY._
E calmly sitting ip this

study!
For 'a momept
Ralph Leslie Fullwood’s brain
reeled. It refused to accept
the fact. He thought he wa;
seeing something that did not exist—that i
mind was becoming unhinged. -

Eustace Carey at St. Frank’s! It was yp.
thinkable, impossible—too insane to be trye!
Carey was wanted by the police more badly
than ever now, and any kind of publicity
would be fatal to him. Yet he was here!

“Come in,” said Eustace calmly. *TI've
been waiting for you.”

Fullwood closed the door with a slam. He
turned the key in the lock, and fell hack
against the door. His breathing was short
and sharp. He stared at Carey with startled
eyes. S

“What—what are yocu doin’ here?” he
asked fiercely. .

““ Sitting in your best chair.”

“You fool!’ hissed Fullwood. “You
madman! If anybody sees you—-"

“Pon’t worry,”” interrupted Eustace. “1've
been seen by all sorts of fellows. Surprising,
eh? Hope you haven’t been waiting at Meat
Hollow all this time? If so, I'm sorry. I
didn’t mean to give you all that trouble.”

Gradually Fullwood recovered himself, He
was no fool, and he could szee that Eustace
Carey was quite at his ease., For some
unaccountable reason his cousin had lost ail
his former fears. Something had happened.
Something enormously big. But what?

While Fullwood had been waiting at Moab
Hollow, filled with anxiety regarding his
worthless cousin, the latter had been here,
actuaily mixing with the fellows! It was the
biggest staggerer TFullwood  had &vel
received.

] don’t know what your game is, Eustact,
but you’re ecrazy!”’ he said deliberately.
“You're as mad as a hatter! Yes, I W
waitin’ for you at Moat Hollow. Have yoU
seen the latest news?”’ )

“ Ages ago,”’ said Eustace, yawning.

“You—you know about Roper?” )

&

““ Yes, the poor chap’s dead,” said Euswlt
carelessly. “Pretty tough luck—bub 4
wasn’t my fault. And the police are sealg'gm
ing everywhere for Eustace Carey. .=,
fools! They haven’t got one chance mn
million of finding him.” '

Fullwood really believed that his €0
was insane. :

““ What are you drivellin’ about?” hoo
tensely. ¢ Before bed-time the whole SC 52
will be talkin’ about your presence here you
then the police will come an’ take
away—"" o

“?I'he school’s talking abOﬂf’t Wlﬁy
already,” interrupted Eustace. “Buhwei
should the police bother me? E’F'hat: ¢

usin

he asked
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. do with that sordid affair at Oxford?
gl WO BE - ed G IEL22
-m pot concerned 1 Ib.
I??n;otd_not concerned!” panted Fullwood.
“B';; the way you're talkin,” anybody might
Link that you're not Eustace Carey!”
t‘;;pm not Eustace Carey.” |
« What!”’ _ i
“Eﬁlv pame’s Clavering,”” said the other
calmly. ' |
HClaveI'lﬂg?” - B
« gtanley Clavering,. to be exact,” went

on Fullwood’s cousin. ‘“Not a 1bad9 name, Is
ite  Sounds a bit toney, what? I'm in
the Sixth Form, you know—East House.
T've seen the Head and everyth_mg.”

Fullwood swayed to a chair, and  sat
dO“r:-%-ou,re mad!”> he repeated dully.
“You're stark mad!”

Eustace Carey rcee to his feet, and sat
‘down at the table close to Fullwood. He
dropped the <careless, indifferent air, and
hecame e€ager. ,

“No, I'm not mad, Ralph,” he said
softly. ““Sorry if I’ve given you a shock.
But I couldn’t resist it. The fact is, I'm
safe. With a new name, a new personality,
I've got nothing to fear. As a matter of
fact, I was rather disappointed when you
recognised me.”

Fullwood stared.

“What did you expect me to do?’ he
asked. .

“Well, I 1look younger——*’ Eustace
- paused. “Don’t I lock younger?”

““Yes—years.”

“Good!” said Carey. “I’ll pass as a
St. Frank’s senior??’

“I suppose s0,” said Tullwood gruffiy.
“.Now I come to look at you, you do seem
‘different.  You’ve got your hair in a new,
Way, an’ those clothes, too—— Gad, you don’t
seem much older than I do! What hokey-
Pokey business have you been up to,
Eustace?»

,“If you'll sit there, and listen quietly,
I'll explain,” replied Carey. ¢‘That ghost
hunt was the cause of it—and I'd like to
Personally thank those juniors for driving
?ned %ut Into the wood! A chance came,
thige grabbed it. Trust me to do some-

g brainy 1
sa'dTrust you to do somethin’ criminal!”’

\d Fullwood curtly.

Ustace frowned. ;
be C?;gnfe of that!” he said. ¢ You'd better

s “?e}l], Ralph! After this little talk of
kEef) ovd pett?r be strangers, too. I shall
We'rg ter in the East House, and the less
«p vogether, the better.”

agree.»

1130 £
Eﬂsga?:-lé Deedn’t agree so bitingly,” growled
0T qoto ,D,O you want, to hear the yarn,
Somf‘:bo}i.“ hile T was in the. wood I met

Y—Stanley Clavering, to be exact.
I8 in h,‘}ﬂ away mnice and cosily, and I'm
Wtshely s © Place. That’s the thing in a

114

FFullwood looked horrified.

“You've—you've put Stanley Clavering
away?”’ he panted. ‘“By gad! You—you
dont meant you've Kkilled &

“Don’t be an infernal! fool!’’ interrupted
Eustaece. -

“Well, that affair at Oxford—-"

“Can’t you give it a rest?” snarled
Carey. “Haven't I told you a hundred
times it was an accident? Roper tripped,
and went backwards through the window.
I’'ll admit we were wild, but I -wasn’t to
blame for his crashing down to the paved
path. In any case, he was a cheat and a
swindler!”

Fullwood shrugged his shoulders.

““ Well, never mind Roper,” he said
grufily. ‘““ What’s done <c¢an’t be undone.
About this chap, Stanley Claverin’? Where
is he? What have you done with him? It
strikes me you’re tying yourself into a
few unholy knots, Eustace.”

Eustace laughed.

““That’s just where you’re wrong,” he
retorted coolly. ¢“Everything’s clear and
straightforward now. I’'m breathing freely
again. 1'm safe!”’ .

gy, iy Sy

CHAPTER IX.
STANLEY CLAVERING’'S FATE.

ALPH LESLIE FULL-
WOOD was infinitely
relieved. He was so
relieved that only

one <connected thought was
in his mind.
His own responsibility was

over!
Whatever happened now, he couldn’t be
held a party to it. Previously, he had been

hand-in-glove with Eustace Carey at Moat

Hollow—had deliberately assisted Carey ih
avoiding arrest. But that was all changed
now,

Carey had taken this fresh action off his

‘own bat. He had come to St. Frank’s with-

out Fullwood’s assistance, and if anything
happened to him, Fullwood couldn’t be
blamed. He was in the East House, and
was thus obviously unconnected with hijs
cousin, On this count, therefore, Fullwood
was content.

He was getting over the shock of finding
Carey in the same school with him., It
was bad enough, in all conscience—but
nothing like so0 bad as having the rotter
concealed in Moat Hollow. |

““Yes,” Eustace was saying, “I'm safe
now. And after to-night I shall sfpick to
the East House, so you’ll have nothing to
worry about. In any case, I shall be gone
within a week or two. I don’t suppose 1
shall stay here more than a fortnight, at
the most.”

““That’s the best thing you've said yet!”



“You're a mean young beast, you know,
Ralph,” said Carey bitterly. ¢ I’'ll admit
you've hielped me, but you’ve done it with
a rotten spirit, I shall want you to help
me again, “too——"’

“I thought there was a catch in it!»? said
Fullwood wearily.

“Jang it, this man, Clavering, has got
to be attended 4o!” snapped Eusbace.
“You can't expect me to do everything
alone, can you? You're my cousin, and it’
your-place to lend a hand.? :

¢““0Oh, go on!”? growled Fullwood. ¢‘Let’s
hear the details.”

“ Well, there’s nothing in it,”? said Carey.
“T met the fellow in Bellton Wood—ran
right across him before I could dodge. He
was walking from Bannington—lost his way
in the wood. He asked me which was the
way to St. Frank’s and we got talking.”

“1 thought 1 advised you to keep out of
sight??? _

“I know that, but I was s0 darned
worried that I didn’t know I was on the
path until I got there,” explained Eustace.
““ 43 it happens, it was all for the best.
This Clavering man was a talkative sort—
told me all his family history. And I found
he was beooked for the St. Frank’s Sixth.”

“Well??? - -

“It occurred to me that I could take his
place, that’s all,”” said the other coolly. ‘I

iured him to Bellton Priory—that old ruin |

on the top of a hill. It was easy enough—

he came like a lamb to the slaughter. He’s

there now—locked in one of the dungeons.”
Fullwood stared at FEustace hard.

“Creat Scott!” he ejaculated. ¢ You
took the poor chap to that ruin, an’ locked
him in a dungeon? You infernal cad!
can’t keep him there—he’ll simpiy die! You
can’t imprison a fellow in a dungeon 2

‘“DPon’t be so beastly squeamish!’’ snap-
- ped Eustace. ““I’ve done it—and Clavering

stays there until I'm ready to go. That's
where I want your help. We’ve cot to go
to-night—after lights-out—with blankets and
fecod and light.” .

¢ 0Oh, my goodness!”” groaned Fuliwood.

So it would be the same thing all over
again! This  hole-and-corner  business,
making secret might trips with food. It had
been bad enough going to Moat Hollow.
Now it was Bellton Priory, ,

“On the face of it, .it sounds bad,” con-
tinued Eustace, ““but that’s all nonsense.
I put him in a big dungeon, and within a
day or two we can have him nicely fixed up.
it won't be like solitary confinement, be-
cause we can take it in turns and visit him
—one of us at pight, and one during the

day. And it’s only for a week or twp.”
“But, in Heaven's name, why??” de-

manded IFullwood.

“Because the fellow’s got a passport—
I’ve got it now!” said Eustace tensely.
““Soon as this hue and ery is over, and as

———
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plain sailing,

You |

‘at  midnight

soon as I've faked that passport up for p
own use, I'll clear out.. You needn’t thini
I want to stay here, Ralph! I'm doine it -
because it’s the only safe course. Tp,
poiice will never dream of looking for me
in the Sixth ¥orm at St. Frank’s.”

“That’s true -~enough,” admitted Full.
wood. ““You’re safe now.” |

“Pidn’t I tell you 30?” said Eustacg
triumphantly.,

“But at any minute you might be bowleg
out,” went on Ralph Leslie. *“ What aboyt
Claverin’s people? Supposin’ they come
aown? Supposin’ some chaps from his olg
3chool——=2?

“You don’t suppose I'd risk a thing liks
this under those conditions?’’ interrupteg
Carey. “‘Clavering has mever been to a bije
public schocl before—he’s lived in the South
of I'rance most of the time, and has hagd
an English tutor. He hasn’t got a friend or
relative in England, and his people have
gone to India. There’s not one chance in
a million of my being spotted—even if I
stayed here for six months. And I mean
to be gone in a fortnight!”

- Fulilwood was silent. He could see the
force of his cousin’s argument. He even
realised that, in similar circumstances, he
might have adopted the impersonation him-
self. It was just the sort of thing he had
formerly been capable of. Buf now, some-
how, it went against the grain. '

“I saw the Head, and he suspected
nothing,””  continued Eustace. ‘It was .all
: Now I'm established in the
East House, and my name’s Stanley Claver-
immf. Don’t forget that, for goodness sake!
And don’t forget we’re strangers. That’s
just as important. When I go, I'd better
slip out through the window, so that nobody
sees.?? |

“What about to-night?’? asked Fullweod
bluntly. “You say you want me to help
you? When?”? -

“Better wait until midnight, at least,”
replied his cousin. “We can meet outside
the main gates—the same as we did oncée
before. I don’t know what we’ll do aboub
grub or blankets——" | i

‘“There's plenty at Moat Hollow.”

‘Eustace shivered.

““Moat Hollow!” he repeated. ¢ Gad, I'M
glad I've finished with that nasty place’
Ancther night there would have sent MO
mad! But I suppose we’d better get thosd
blankets and things away. They’ll do I
Ciavering, anyhow. And we mustn’t leave
any <c¢luea there, either.?”

Angd so it was settled. They were to
outside the main
Clavering nipped out through the
as he had suggested, and reached th
House without anybody being the
And  Fullwood was left alone with
thoughtas,

meeb
gates
windo¥s
e Eﬁst



CHAPTER X.

NIPPER’S DECISION.

. TUDY D was warm and
COo3Y. Handiorth &
- Co. were at prep., and
_ in addition to the
radiators, a cheerful fire was
blazing in the grate. .
Handforth was sitting at
the table, a far-away look was in his eye,
and he was mechanically chewing the end
of McClure’s pet pen, and reducing it to a
pulpy condition. Church and McClure were
writing hard.

«] say,” said Church, looking up. ¢ This

grammar gives me the pip! What's the
subjective—="’

¢t 3urder,” said Handforth absently.
¢“Eh?” -

«“That'll be the verdiet,” said Edward
Oswald. ‘“And quite right, too! The chap
vas chucked out of the window, and Carey
ought to be shoved in the dock! . I've a
good mind to cfler my services——"’

¢ Are you doing your prep., or dreaming?®
asked Church sarcastically. “I'm worried
about this beastly grammar!”

¢ Grammar!’”?  said Handforth, with a
start. “Don’t mention grammar to me! I
hate it! If there’s one subject under the
sun T loathe more than anything else, it's
grammar! I can’t even understand -awhy
they give it to us!”

Church sigheds

““Neither can I, bubt.if this isn’'t done
to-night, old Crowell will' jump on me to-
morrow,”” he said. “ That’s the plain truth,
$0 why go into the whys and wherefores?”

I was thinking about Fullwood,” said
Handforth. ¢ Give the grammar a rest. I
think we ought to go Fullwood’'s study—a

¥hole crowd of us—and cheer him up a
'b_it-. We'll just show him that we don't
’t-flke Aany notice of his rotten cousin. Full-
wood's different this term. 1le's almoat
decent.*

“It's not fair to judee a man by his
Past,” put in MeClure, looking up. ¢ Full-

’}‘;"U,Cfdl Was with us on that holiday trip, and
C's been a better chap ever since. It's not

ﬂ;;}mq j:-’he game to remind him of last

I “rho,s
Droh&hl}'
Way those
L vote we o
7 GI‘e
MeQlyp

going to?” said Handforth. “He's
got the pip to-night, after the
East House cads went for him.
et up a party and go along—""
at Scott, is that my pen?” asked
€ suddenly.

it“i;fffur pen?” said Handforth. “I believe

Eerhﬂnded it over earelessly.

thg‘?hﬂt we want to do is to show him

thiua Ve don’t believe in that sort of
s; he went on.

Quite “Personally, I am
ang_ Lrepared to give Fullwood my fist,
T —
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1 killed the spider with a poker.

room.

“Look here, what about my pen?” inter-
rupted McClure indignantly.

“My hat!’’ snorted Handforth. “Haven’'t
vou got anything better to do than to
interrupt me over your silly pen? You've
got it back—what more do you want?”

“You've chewed it ail up!” roared
McClure.

“A whole fuss over nothing!” retorted
Handforth. “The pen wasn’t worth tup-
pence in the first place. And if I like to
chew your pens up I will! So no more
about it, my son!”’

hurch grinned.

- “Isn't that the pen you killed a spider
witie?” he asked, turning to McClure.

Handforth gave a violent start.

“You—you killed a spider with it?” he
gasped. “With the end I was chewing?
f[elp! I’'m poisoned! I thought there was
a funny taste about the rotten thing!
Ugh! Why didn’t you tell me, you rotter?”’

“Don’t get excited,” said McClure coldly.
Church
was only kidding you.”

Handforth breathed a sigh of relief, and

siowly rose to his feet. Church and Mec-
Clure instinctively retired towards the
door. Fortunately, it opened at that
moment, and Nipper Ilooked in.

“Come and look at the door of Study I!”

he said. _

“Blow Study I!? roared Handforth.
“I'm going to smash these fatheads!
Study 1?” he went on. * That’s Fullwood’s

What about it?”
“Come and look,”’ said Nipper. “Some-
thing ought to be done about it—and some-
thing will. I was just going in to tell
Fullwood = that he’d be wanted for our
mateh against the Modern House on
Thursday. I've decided to play him instead
of Somerton. Somerton was a bit slow
against the West House, and he’s asked for
a rest, anyhow.”

“Do vyou think Fullwood
enough?” asked Church.

“T don’t know—that’'s why I'm giving
him the test,” replied Nipper. “He’s got
to practice hard to-morrow and on Thurs-
day morning, so I'm giving him good warn-
ing. I want to give him every chance I
can—this keenness for football of his has
got to be encouraged. I'm jolly glad to see
it_.i,‘

“But
McClure.

“Come and have a look at it,” replied
Nipper. -

He wouldn’t explain,
into the passage,

will be good

what about his door?’ asked

so they went out
the recent trouble for-
gotten. And when they walked down to-
wards the end they found that Archie
Glenthorne and Alf Brent and one or two
others were there.

“T mean to say, somewhere near the
ragged edge, what?’ Archie was protesting.
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This is what one
werk at the

“(Gdds ecads and rotters!

might call frightfully dirty
good old cross-roads.”

“It’'s too bad!”. said Brent warmly.

“A filthy trick!” declared Clive Russell,

with indignation. -
“What’s -a filthy trick?’’ demanded Hand-

forth., “By George!” he added staring,
“Well, I’'m jiggered!”
There ~was a big card  pinned on the |

door of study I. There were words daubed
upon it in ‘printed characters—executed in
ordinary ink with a paintbrush:

. “BEWARE!
“Enter this study at your peril!
contaminated!®’

It is

“Who's done it?” asked Church hotly.

“ Goodness knows!” replied Nipper.
“Some of those East House cads, probably,
or it migcht have been Guliver and Bell.
They hate Fullwood like poison nowadays.
Anyhow, Fully ought to be told.”

“IWe’ll tell him,”’ said Handforth, throw-
ing open the door.

CHAPTER XI.
PERSECUTION.

ULLWOOD sat up

with a jerk. He

F had Dbeen reclining

in the depths of his

armchair, thinking over all

the dramatic cvents which

had recently been happening.
e hadn't even started his prep yef.
“Anythin® wrong?” he asked quickly.

The c¢rowd surging in  the doorway
alarmed  him. He had s&ubconsciously

heard voices out in- the passage, but he

had not connected them with his own
study. And a thought instantly sprang
mto his mind now. In spite of all his pre-
dictions Carey had been bowled out,
“Yes, there is something wrong,” said
ilandforth fiercel Lt 8 1 lccl
dandlor ercely. ome and lcoix at

this sign on your door!”’

“Eign?” said Fullwood.
stand.”

He sirode across, relieved to find that
the matter was of minor importance. He
stared at the daubed sign and flushed.
Then with one movement he tore it down
and ripped it to pieces.

“Thanks for tellin® me,” he muitered.
“I'm not. surprised. In faet, I was
expeetin’ semethin’ of the kind.”’?

~ Every Saturday. Price 2d.

“1 don't under-

“Have you any idea who did it?” askeq
Ninper. .

Fullwood shrugged his shoulders.

“What does it ~—matter?” he agkeq
quietly. "I can afford to ignore thes
vindictive tricks. I don’t know why it
hub some of the fellows are ready to tesr
me limb from limb just because my cousip’s

a hooligan.”?

“What-ho!” said Archie.. “Well saiq
and all that. Dash it all, a chappie cap’t
be responsible for anoiher chappie, even it
he is bulg¢ing with the same brand of blogq,
I mean to say, this sort of thing is some.
what turbid!”

“I should think it 18!” exclaimed Hand.
fortih. “ Don’t upset yourself, Fully. We've
heard the news about Roper, and it
doesn’t make any difference to us. ILei’s
hope your cousin . is soon pinched, that's
all.??

“By gad, I'd like to read that piece of
news!” said IFuliwood feelingly.

““ Absolutely, old object!” beamed Archie.
“In the meantime, let’s forget the dashed
thing and be merry. Kindly remember,
Fullwood, old article, that Study E is wide
open to you. Dash in whenever the good
old fit {akes you. If I’m indulging in forty

of . the best, wake me up, and we'll chat
slightly.”?
“Same here!” chorussed the others.

Ifullwvood Jooked at them gratefully.

“I-—-1 don't know what to say, you
chapai” he muttered. “Until this ferm I
thought you were—— Well, I don’t knaw.
You understand, don’t you? I'm beginniy’
to find things out now. It’s decent of you
tl-}________:?

“Rats!’? interrupted Handforth,.
lcoking at the thing in the true light,
that’s all. You weren’t at Oxford with
your cousin; you haven’t even met your
theastly relative for years, and it’s caddish
to persecute you for nothing. Here's nY
fist1”

Fullwood, much {fo his
was obliged to shake hands all round.
juniors, of course, overdid it in
desire to make Fullwood feel camf_:}rta:?]ei
They only succeeded in making him I8¢
his position more acutely.

““Now to business,” said XNipper l;rli}ti}:»é
“1 shall want you for practice in t°
morning, Fullwood, and to-morrow after
noon, too, while the Modern House chaP>
are playing the East House. WeTe 1-111%]
against Boofs and his men on :I'ilul;af 2}
and I want you in the forward line’ *

This time Fullwood flushed with pleasui®

“You mean that?” he asked eagerly. ;

“I'm junior skipper; I don’t Gﬁ'*ffﬁl:s
man & place for fumn,” smiled Nipper. -~ .
up to you to put in as much pl*aﬂtlcf} s
you can, Fully. If you put up a good SHY%
against the bodern House you m

“iWe're

embarrassment,
The

their

jeht 8¢
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place in the junior scheol team for

a ace o

t I'I:_!.‘;. - = 4 ah

E"Et}r‘? wad!’® breathed TFullwood, his eyes
e ] -‘.'..-'l N

“you mean against the River

spnrklfllg_ : : for that. Ni el
) shan’t hope for that, Nipper—
Housce . I 3

e PN LTy N \ e
b‘fF(H-Jod epough!” said Nipper. *“Cheerin!’

He marched out, and ‘diplmngt‘tirnily t_mk
a1l the others with ‘him.  Nipper could
clearly see that li‘u}lu-'nugl Was uncomiori-
«yle on account of all this sudden friendli-

Ness Last term they wouldn’t have
q:ﬁﬂ}eased ten words to Tullweod., Now
they werc swarming round him, just to

show him that they took no notice of the
scandal concerning his cousin.

Left to himself again, Fuilv.jgmi“hnd‘ some-
thing new to think about. Footbalil Not
so long ago he would have sneered z}t-”t.ne
very idea of it. DBut now he was thriiled.
He had a chance in the Iouse team already
_and there was a possibility that he
mizht play for the school. It seemed too
cood to be true.

“What a blockhead I was. to Tegard
Nipper as an outsider,” thought Fullwood.
“And Handforth, too, and Arenie. Gad!
I used to look down on those chaps, an’
do evervthin’ I could to harm them. Ralph,

my son, you've been all sorts of a fool in !

the past.
Vrr

live!
Then he smiled in something like

You're only just bheginnin’ to

itis old
himse

way. Was he making an ass of self?
The o!d life attracted him now and again

hut he aiways dismissed the thoughts of
gambling, and Dbetiing on horses. He'd |
never do that sort of thing again, the
decided. The game wasn't worth the
candle.

_Then, as he continued thinking, he

irowned, confound Carey and all his

Works! How could he practice football pro-
Perly without a decent amount of sleep?
He'd have to turn out an hour before
Tising-bell, or Nipper would want to know
the reason why. School sports skippers
were always hard task-masters.

There was that appointment with Carey |

Al midnight. He couldn’t get, much sleep

bfiﬂrehand, and only a few hours after he
Ifturned irom the Priory. That wasn’t
¢ way to excel at football. It might even
DO all his chances for the mateh.

“An’
i;}lf‘tgelif-w”}lp’s planted firmly now, an' I
atl shift him. I don’t believe he’ll go
Will % end ﬂf,.‘ a fortnight, either. B}lli} he
Tefus ﬁmlf:ghi’ he added fiercely. “1if he
- ,;Ea, Ill_ expose him to the Head, cousin

I O cousin!” -

Skiﬁip;gtt}ed down to his prep at lasf, but
troune 1t badly. There was bound to he
but 1, ~vith Mr. Crowell in the morning,

Theo Clanced it,

Oneq, H"‘s'hen bedtime came he went up at
¢ had a room to himself now. For

——ma

I'm helpless!” muttered TFullwood |

Fullwood pulied the card down with
a savage tug, and looked at it in the
bright electric light.

he had not only left Study A to Gulliver
and DBell, but he had deserted their bed-

room aiso. He had prevailed upon the
House-dame to let him have a bed-room
to himself—there were several to spare
under the new order of thines. And Mrs.

Poulter, who knew something of the facts,
had agreed.

Fullwood reached his ‘bed-room, and came
to a halt. There were evidences of further
persecution. A card was pinned on his
door, daubed just the same as. the other
one.

CHAPTER XII.
THE UNENOWN TORMENTORS.

ULLWOOD pulled the

card down with a
savage tug and

looked at it in the

bright electric light. He was
thankful that he was the
first upstairs, This time the

| words were different:

“GEXERAL XNOTICE!

“Offices of the Specialised Crime (s,
Ltd. Eustace Carey, President. Ralph
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Leslie Fullwood, General Manager. All
sorts of ecrimes committed at nomind!
gharges. Walk in!”’?

It was a cheap, nasty form of spite. But

Tullwood couldn’t help smiling in a rather
twisted fashion as he read the words. It
occurred to him that he might have done
the same thing himself not many weeks
earlier. So how could he blame
others? But if anythingz was calculated to
carry on the good work of reformation in
Fullwood, this cerfainly was.

He entered his bed-room hastily as he
heard voices and tramping feet. And his
eyes glittered as he recognised the tones
of Gulliver and Bell. They were well in
advance—so that they could point out the

notice. Well, they were dished. |
Fullwood was fairly certain that his
former chums were vresponsible for the

notice, and he grinned with real pleasure

as he realised how they were done. They
hadn’t derived any pleasure {from thelr
handiwork.

‘But the notion made TFullwood thought-

ful, Gulliver and Bell hadn’'t got encugh
sense to do a thing of this sort on their
own initiative. Bernard Forrest was the
real culprit—Forrest, the new leader of
study A. He looked like being a worthy
successor to Fullwood., Forrest was already
revealing the traces of viliainy that even
Fullwood had never displayed. |

ullwood tore the eard up, and put the
fragments into the fireplace. He
voices outside, but took no neotice. Iorrest
& Co. were about the only fellows in the
~ Ancient Houze who could have perpetrated
such a mean trick. All the other juniors
were decent. The majority of the rotters
banded themselves together in the East
House.

“ Oh, well it’s no good thinkin’ about such
triftes,” decided Fullwood. ¢‘There’s some-
thin’ more important to worry about.”

His mind, indeed, was filled with varied
thoughts. Ralph Leslie had never had to
think so deeply before.
removing his waistcoat he caught sight of
;he nmantelpiece. Then he compressed his
ips. S

another notice! This was only a small
one: _ .

““ Price list.—Burglary, two guineas. For-
gery, five guineas. Manslaughter, ten
. guineas.”

““The cads!” snapped Fullwood harshly.

He tore the thing up* with a viclend
sweep of rage. And, outside, a violent gust
of wind rattled the windows as thou h in
sympathy with him. He went to the win-
dow, and lookéd out. The night was get-
ting very wild, and rain was pelting against
~ the panes. |

“ A fine night for that Priory job!”’ mut-
tered Fullwood. *“But we've got to go.

these

heard.

In the aet of

That pecor chap might be dead by the
mornin’, unless we take him blankets an’
food. 1In fact, I feel like goin’ now!”»

But that was impossible, so he '
bed without any loss of time, ngOtcéltﬁg
get two or three hours sleep, anyhow. Hjs
aiarm-clock would wake him up, and he hag
set it for ten minutes to twelve, placip
1t under his pillow. The throbbing woulg
awaken him, without disturbing anybody
else, |
ile turned the bedclothes baeck, and let
out .an exciamation of rage. Lying on ihe
bottom ‘sheet was another big square of
cardboard. He -didn’t even read it.- He
wrenched it to shreds. with furious force
a‘nd hurled the pieces into the ﬁrepiace:
Then, just as he was about to get into bed
loud voices sounded outside his door—hoarse
and disguised. A

““Think we’d better lock him in?” came
one voice. - |

“Wouldn’t be a bad idea,” said another
“He might come out durin’ the night, an’
half-murder somebody. It’s in the. blood, you
know | )

“Wouldn’t it be better to bind him in his
bed ???

Fullwood clenched his teeth, and strode
to the door. There was a scurry of feet,
and by the time he got outside nobody was
within sight. And he wasn’t foolish .enough
to give chase. He went back, pale and
grim.

His persecutors little realised that t{hey
were doing their utmost to separate Full-
wood from them for ever—that they were-
speeding up the good work which the recent
summer vacation had started.

Fullwood prepared to get into bed again.
Footsteps sounded oubside, and this time
he was reaady. He crept to the door, fiung
1t open, and lashed out.

Crash! ' '

“What the—— I say, steady!” gasped a
startled voice.

The owner of that voice was on the {loor,
full Iength on his back—for Fullwood had
struck - with terrific force. He stared
blankly, for the prostrate one was the night
prefect.! -

1 say, awfully sorry!” gasped Fullwood.

“And so you ought to be!®’ retorted the
prefect, scrambling fo his feet, and rubbing
his left shoulder. “ What did you hit me
with—a sledge-hammer? What’s the idea of
this funnv business, you young ass?”’

Fullwood felt relieved when he observed
that the prefect was Biggleswade. He Wwas
one of the best-natured men in the Sixth—
a senior who had a great reputation as 2
comedian, He never lost his temper, a2
%ﬁ.’z}s the general butt of everybody’s pleasan:
ries. -

« Sorry, Biggleswade,” said Fullwood. 3
didn’t mean that for you at all! A mi_nute-
ago there were some rotters outside hers
ragging me. 1 thought I'd catch them red-
handed.”

David Biggleswade gave a wry smile.
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right—under the cires., I'll overlook
i+ v he sald grufily. < I've heard something
?i;oﬁt- the goings on. - You have my Symi-
‘iqthv rullwood. Don’t take any notice ol
the young begears.”

«1 won't,” said ¥ullwoed gra

. ee. A1

re 3 5
scent of you to— - ; g Soss
dtu Nonsense,” said the prefect. W hat

ahout your light? T'm going to switeh it
= 32
off. you Know— | ‘ |
< That's all right—I'm just ready,”
plied Fullwood. ¢ Good-nignt, Biggleswade,
thanks.” ‘ .
The prefect-turned the light out, and took
his departure. And Fullwood settled him-
self down to sicep.

ro.
~

CHAPTER XIII.

THROUGH THE STORM.
TURRRRH!
ruliweod awoke
with a start., Some-
_ thing was vibrating
in his ear dully and energetic-

aliy. For the firsy second
or two he was bewildered
with sleep, and had no notion of the cause.
Then the sound abruptly stopped, and hLe
sat up.

"The wind was buffeting against the Ancient
House with tremendous violence—a ftrue
October gale. It seemed to. Fullwood that
he hadn’t been asleep for more than ten
minutes. He hauled out the clock to ascer-
tain if he had set it wrong.

But the hands pointed to eleven-iifty. He
had ten minutes to dress, and get down to
the main gates by midnight. Xe had slept
soundly for over two hours, and -was giad
of it.

He didn’t risk pulling the bedeclothes over
him again, just for another minute. That
would mean dropping off into another sleep,
and he was particularly anxious to visit
‘r.llxje- Priory and look at the prisoner with
his own eves. He didn’ trust Eustace Carey

an ineh.
amHe 2ot out of bed, and gained a certain
ount of comfort from the bocm of the

‘E'i}teigil‘tﬂ;lde._ it wouldn’t be very pleasaunt
of “-'f‘:"l*“heernifﬂht_fﬂ“ut ‘lb was the right kind
Ch:-.ncé En 3 t}c;r safety. There wn:?.n t one
58 Tig ] lousand of being heard or seen
¢ left the building.
do}}{f{-‘rtfllll;issefd Limself quickly, and took his
DA of his rom the bed-room, carrying a
staipe - s thickest shoes. Creeping down-
5110114(@{1“;%:‘;;11 easy matte,r. The gale
SATY for him ﬁter and it wasn’t even neces-
the leuirnce display caution. He visited
and s %ui’m_ni_c‘_md selected his mackintosh
Then 19: :}‘-(}::Eel“-
aow, e Crgtlgg E‘lhe 1:{0}139_ by his study win-
wall int t]e West Square and climbed
.o 4t0 the private road.  Within
Maiy gaq ﬁhe Was 1n the lane opposite
=4t€s.  To his satisfaction, there

was no rain. The wind was too high, in
any case, Overhead, black masses of thick
clouds were sweeping across the sky. There
was a glimpse of the moon now and again.

¢ Thought so!” muttered TFullwood im-
patiently. < Not here yet!-:

As he spoke, the school clock boomed out
the hour of midnight. There wasn’t a light
showing in any of the Houses. The majestic
pile of St. I'rank’s was asleep and quiet.
And out there, in the lane, Fullwood waited.
Five minutes—ten minutes. His exaspera-
tion increased.

“The fool hasn’t awakened!” he told him-
self. 1 might have guessed it! I don't
know where his bed-room is, so I can't go
an’ rout him out! This means I've got to
go to the Priory alone! Hang him !

But at this moment a figure came scram-
bling over the wall near by. Fullwood ex-
perienced a sensation of vrelief, ani a
moment later his cousin was facing him.

“Good man!” murmured Xustace. “You're
here on time!*”

““On time!” snapped Fullwood. “I’ve been
here nearly a quarter of an hour. What's
the idea of keepin’ me waitin’ =

“Don’t growl,” interrupted Eustace. I
got mixed up with these infernal arches and
things—and then I couldn’t find a way over
the wall. Anyhow; -I'm here now. Moat
Hollow first, eh?”? '

““ Yes, that’s the plan.” :

They set off down the lane, Carey also
wearing a mackintosh. His manner wasn’t
quite so jaunty as it had been in Study I.
The wildness of the night was havinz its
effect upon him,. _ :

“Gad, I'm glad I've got a decent bed to
steep in  to-night!”” he said fervently.
“ Honestly, I don’t like going to Moat Hoi-
low, even for a minute or two! That place.
gives me the jumps! I couldn’t have slept
there again for a pension! There's some-
thing rummy about it.”?

“There’s more important subjects to talk
about than Moat Hollow!” said Fullwood.

“There’s one thing you've forgotten,
Eustace. It's all very well to %alk about
sharin’ this work of visitin’ Clavarin’—but

have you thought abhout the conseciences?”
“What consequences?”’
“You say you mean to clear off for a
fortnight?”
¢ About a fortnight.”
“It’s “about’ now!” grunted Fullwood.

““After you've cleared off, what about
Claverin’? e can’t be leit there to starve

—an’ I'm not goin’ to take charge of him

33 ;

“Don't be a young
Carey. Jf¢After I've got out of the
country, I don't care who knows how 1
wangled the thing. I can snap my fingers
af everybody then. After I've gone, I shall
want you to look after Clavering for two
more d¢ays. That’s all. Then you can set
}_‘;H’l at liberty. I'm not asking much, am
i - -

Fullwood came to a halt in the lane.

ass,” interrupted
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“Not askin’ much?’’ he repeated. ““ You’re
askin’ me to sacrifice everythin’! My re-
mainin’ years at St. Frank’s—my chance of
goin’ up to Oxford——"

" “What do you mean??

“You can only think of your own selfish
point of view!” retorted Fullwood angrily.
‘““After you’ve got out of the country you
don’t care! Of course not! But what
about me?”? _

“Won't you he glad to get rid of me?”
asked Carey tartly.

“Yes, by gad, I shall!”? retarted his
cousin.  ‘““But  have you thought of
Claverin’? As soon as he’s released Le’ll tell
the whole yarn. Do you expect him to keep
mu:m about my part in the affair??”

“H’'m! I hadn’t thought 2

““0f course you hadn’t thought !’ went on
TFullwood Dbitterly. “But Claverin® will
tell the whole yarn about me, I shall get
the saeck, an’ most likely the police will
erab me for helpin’ a wanted eriminal!”

“Look here, confound you o2

“It’s true!” insisted Fullwood. ¢‘That’s
just what you are—in the eyes of the law!

You’re my cousin, but you’re wanted by the

police! An’ where do I stand after Claverin’
has got free? You'll be safe, but I'll be
in the soup!”?

CHAPTER X1V,
AT THE PRIORY,

USTACE CAREY was
not given to thinking
much. ¥or c¢ne thing,
he hadn’t got the

necessary mechanism—except-
ing under great stress. Until
this recent catastrophe he
“had gone through life without calling upon
his brain at all.

¢« Well, hang it, I can’t look after Claver-
ing single-handed!” he protested. ¢ You’ll
have fto give a hand, Ralph A

““There’s only one way out,” interrupted
Fullwood thoughtfully. “Funny thing 1
didn’t think of it before. I shall bave to
be disguised.”

““ Disguised?’’ repeated Carey.

** After a fashion, anyhow,” said Fullwood.
“A kind of mask will do I can fix some-
thin’ up to-morrow. 1'll wear a handker-
" chief to-night, aw’ I won’'t speak. Of
course, Claverin’ will guess whom I am as
soon as he gets free—he’s bound to connect
me with you when he finds out that I am
your cousin—but he can’t prove anythin’,
And that’s all that matters.”

They walked on down the lape, and
Eustace Carey was much relieved. For a
moment or two he had begun to fear that
Fullwood was going to back out. And the
thought of paying these nightly visits to
the lonely DPriory alone affected Eustace’s
nerves.

“That’ll be all right,” he
“You’ll be as safe as. houses.”

deeclared.

twenty
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“No, I shan’t be, but it’s the only thipe
to be done,” said Fullwood. 5

He didn’t feel like conversation. Jiq
cousin irritated him beyond measure. g
cursed himself for being a coward. y
on earth didn't he take the bull by the

horns, and give information to the police?
Why should he be saddled with this out gng
out blackguard? Why should he risk gaJ
his chances in the football because g¢f
Carey? , _

But these arguments, after all, were use.
less. As BEustace had once said, blood was
thicker than water, -and Fullwood couldn’
act the informer. The previous term he
might have done it, but rot this. His moral
character had undergone a change. He was
becoming more thoughtful.

He knew, in his heart, that he would have
to help Carey to the bitter end. So he re-
signed himself to the inevitable. They
reached Moat Hollow, and climbed over the
high wall fo the accompaniment of the
gale. The visit was only a brief one.
~ All the things that Carey had used were
in one room. The blanketls, the cooking
utensils, and the foodstuffs. The blankets
were used as wrappings, and in less than
minutes the pair had started off
again, each with a big bhundle,

“Thank goodness we've entered that
place for the last time!” said Eustace, as
they trudged along the Edgemore Lane
with the wind fellowing behind them. *It
gives me the horrors.”

“And yet you ecan” comfortably Jeave
Claverin’ in those dungeons for a fart-
night,” said Fullwood. <1 tell you straight, °
Eustace, if Claverin’ isn’t made comfort-
able Pl sct him free.”

“That dungeon is fifty times better than
Moat Hellow any day,”’ declared Eustace.
“He may he lonely there, but it’s only a
temporary arrangement. For the sake of
the family you've got to help me.” _

Fullwood knew that this was true. HiS
own father and mother would uphold him
when they learned all the facts, Once
Carey was free of the couniry the matter
would Dlow over. But if he got into the
hands of the police the entire family would

he dragged into disrepute, and would have

a gaolbird as a member.

Lverythine would depend wupon the
dungeon. If Fullwood was satisfied that

Clavering would come to no harm he would
keep mum. But if there was a chance of
Ciavering coming to serious harm Fullwood
meant to put his foot down. Another
scheme wouid have to be thought out.

Bellton Priory was reached at last, i‘}st’
as a fresh rainstorm - came sweepine
down on the wind. The pair were in the
niek of time, and reached cover before bhe
rain started. The blankets were saved.

F : ,

“Hanged if I know where I am yet¥

o b Y . t “There

said Carey, as he groped about. 5 zie
are somc steps—— Yes, here we are,



@9  THE ST. FRANK'S WEEKLY

) _

Go easy here. Better grab hold

H
hand, and— _ o
nead—don't talk,” interrupted Full-

added.
of my

i GO a
“‘1{{)(‘ anxiety had increased. A more wild

,{bdesolate spot than this could scarcely
3ntimaained. 1t was impossible to believe
tﬁat Stanley Clavering could exist here for
two whole weeks.

They reached tnae bottom of the crumb-
ling steps, and then went along the dank,
earthy tunnel. These old ruins were not
disturbed month in and month out. During
the summer-time ~they were explored
perhaps once Or twice, but all the rest of
the vear they were leit severely alone.

“Ylere we are,” said Carey at length.

He struck a match and a candle was
lighted. Y¥ullwood took a quick glance
round. The passage wasn't so damp as he
had imagined. A great oaken door faced
them, with the bolts shot home into the
sockets. There were other doors in this
passage, most of them half open.

¢ Better stand ready,"” murmured
Eustace. “The beggar may make a dash
for it. If he does, grab him.”’

He shot the bolts sback, and they both
entered the dungeon together. But there
was nothing to be afraid of. A figure
stood within, waiting. He was in the
middle of the dungeon, blinking at the
sudden light.

. S0 you've come back?” he said eagerly.

I thought you didn’t mean it.”

He looked at the two visitors curiously.
Eustace Carey was the same, but Fullwood
Was unrecognicable. With ‘his mackintosh
buttoned round his neck, his sou’wester
pulled over his eyes, the disguise was
clfective, particularly as he had a coloured
81”]\ :ha_ndkerchief completely over his face.

tly his eyes were revealed.

“It’s all right—nothing to be afraid of,”

Sald Eustace. “This is a friend of mine—{

doesn’t want to be known. We've brought

€verything, as I promised.”

wﬁtill]le}' Clavering was by no means a

cae[?acilé]g'} He hadn’t got much brain

he quﬁ, ut a glance told Fullwood that

didn constitutionally - sound. His nerves
seem to be affected, either. He was

attired jp Eustace’ .
. wustace’'s clothing, and looked
CUHSlderabiy dishevelled. g

he dung
€ ! o 1o
The fioop > Oon was by no means noisesome.

and th was even, the walls were dry,
place 9{?8 Was nothing gruesome about the

The Hullwood was relieved and satisfied.
d“n"E()nJ &H.}{etcs were +hrought into the
Stoocd by “,.‘th their contents, Tullwood
did 4y Sithout uttering a sound. Carey
different ?le talking. He explained the
get the SDiOI‘(')ES’ and advised Clavering to
so‘?n% Kot téa‘lamp going, in order to make

e' '

Iresh tl}iix?fs Eac}]; to-morrow’ with plenty of

°» 1€ went on. “You've got

enough candles for now, but we’ll bring
lot more., Don't worry, Clavering—we'ii
treat you properly.” :

“How long am I to be Lkept here?” askce
Clavering tensely. “It’s no good kicking; !
can see that. You’ve got 1ze, and I've goi
to make the best of it. But how long will
it last?”

“Only a few days,” replied Kustace
promptly. “Then you'll be free, and you’il
be glad it happened. Something to talk
about, ¢h?” -

I'ive minutes later the two cousins wecre
hurrying back towards St. Frank’s. And
Fullwood was feeling greatly relieved in
mind.

CHAPTER XV.
STARTLING DEVELOPMENT.

' 1S fears were scttled.
Stanley Clavering's
prison was wretched

enough, but the un-
fortunate  senior wouldn't
come to any harm, And
with added comforts on the
morrow his imprisonment might be made
fairly cendurable,

“No need to talk any more,” said Full-
wood, when t{hey reached - the Triangle.
“We'd better get straight to bed. I've
got to be up an ‘hour shefore rising-bell, so
I shan’t get much sleep.”’

“What do you want to get up at that
unearthly time for?”

“Yooter practice.”’

“Ye gods!” said Eustace blankly. “You
poor young ass!” .

They parted without amnother word, fer
Fullwood didn't feel -inclined to say “ good-
night.” He slipped round the rear of the
West House, and was soon through his
study window again. Within five minutcs
he was comfortably in bed, thoroughly tircd
out, and easy in mind fcr the first time.

Meanwhile Eustace Carey got back into
the East House. It was close upon two
o’clock now, and the night was as blustery
as ever, Carey crept upstairs to his bed-
room, congratulating himself that nothing
on earth could menace him. now. And he
had just come to this conclusion when,
without warning, the electric-light of the
upper corridor was switched on.

Carey gave a gasp, and halted. A man
had just emerged from a neighbouring door-
way, and was confronting him. It was, in
fact, no less a person than Mr., Barnaby
Goole, the Houscmaster of the East House.
Carey was caught red-handed. :

Mr. Goole presented a somewhat startling

-spectacle. Ile was attired in a dressing-

gown, and a nightcap was upon his head.

‘He was unbelievably thin, with narrow



shoulders, a clean-shaven face, and a thin
nose which was ruddy in the tip. He
regarded Carey In amazement.

“Indeed!” he exclaimed coldly, *“And
what is this® You are not one of my
boys. I have 3e=ver seen you before. At
least—— Yes, { seem to—?

“I am  Clavering, sir,” stammered
Fustace.

“IWhy, to be sure!”’ exclaimed Mr. Goole.
“Clavering, of course. 1 jhad been in-
formed of your coming, but I was unfor-
tunately out when you arrived. Come with
me, Clavering.”

“I'm awfully sorry, sir

“Come with me, young man.”

There was nothing else for it. Eustace
Carey was obliged to follow Mr. Goole into

32

the latter’s bed-room. Eustace cursed his
luck. This was the last thing ‘he had
anticipated. Confound the interfering old

idiot for being awake at two o'clock in the
moruning!

The light was stronger in Mr. Goole’s
hed-room, and Carey experieliced a curious

sensation. He could see the Housemaster
better now, and a chord was stirred in his
memory.

“Sit down, Clavering—niake  yourself

quite comfortable,” said Mr. Gocle, as lhe
shut the door. “You will be good enough

to tell me what you are doing, [ully
dressed, .at this remarkable hour.?’

“I—I1 just went out for a breath of
fresh air, sir.” '

“A singulariy clever explanation, Claver-
ing,”” retorted Mr., Goole, with biting
sarcasm, “Is it your usual habit, on your

to take the

Qry

first night at a new school,
air in the middle of a storm
“The—the journey, sir 1
a bit seedy—="
“Come, come!”
“That won’t do.

was feeling

interrupted Mr. Gogle.
The truth, Clavering—I
want the truth. You were breaking bounds,
and that fact alone is remarkable, con-
sidering that you are a new boy—— But
yet I seem to remember Queer!” he
murmured, staring at Carey closely. “I'm
sureg I've seen—— Good heavens!”’

IIe broke off with a start, and grabbed
Eustace’s arm. ;

*“Goole!”  Dbabbled FEustace. “It’s—it’s
Barney Goole!”” He stared at the IIcuse-
master, horrified., “I—-I mean——"

“Clavering!” ejaculated Mr. Goole
deliberately. “So you are Stanley Claver-
ing? Did I not have occasion to birch you
more than once, Carey? You are Carey,
aren’t you? You were in the Fifth Form
at Southcroft College, and you were a
member of my House, too.”

Eustace was too staggered to say a word.

His limbs had all' gone limp, and his
previous sense of security had dissipated
itself into vapour. e was like a jelly

in every musele,

“No, sir!” he gasped, when he recovereq
his “voice. “I—I've never seen you befgra
It’s a mistake, sir. I'm Clavering——*

“That won’t do, Eustace Carey,” inter.
rupted Mr. Goofe. *“You pronounced Ny
name quite smoothly just now, and yqyu
used the contraction which was familiar at
Southeroft. I conclude that you didng
know I had come to St. Frank’s? -

It was ncedless for Eustace 10 answep,
The shock was a terrific one for him, By
pure chance neither Dr. Stafiord nor Kep.
more had referred to the Housemaster py
name, when speaking of him to Carey. I
FEustace had known of Mr. Goole’s presence
he would have abandoned his whole scheme,
But now it was too late.

“There is something mysterious about
this business,” continued Mr. Goole, who
was now deadly calm. “You come here in
the name of Stanley Clavering, a boy who
has never been to a public school before,
And I_ find that you are one of my old
Southcroft boys. You are, in fact, the self-
same Carey who is now badly wanted by
vhe police for robbery and murder.”

Eustace nearly choked.

“ Not—not murder, sir!” he panted. “It
was an accident——" '

“At all events, the police are particu-
larly anxious to make your aequaintance,”’
interrupted Mr. Gocle. *You are  right,
Carey—it wasn’t murder. Pardon my slip.

With Iuck you may get off with man-
slaughter.”

“What—what are you going to do, sir?’
breathed Eustace,

“Do?’ repeated the Housemaster. “There
is only one thing I can do. 1 intend to
ring up the police this very minute, and
hold you here until they arrivel!”

CHAPTER XVI.
THE COMPACT.

R. BARNABY GOOLE
had dealt with the
matter very, coolly

and decisively.
There was no mistaking tne
grim note in his voice.
After the first shock of sur-
prise the whole truth had come to him-
Carey was wanted by the police, and he
was here masquerading as a youth of
seventeen. Actually he was over twenty-
one, but certainly didn’t look it.

The Housemaster had instantly recognised
the cunning nature of Carey’s plan. He
had come to St. Frank’s in Claverings
personality in order to evade the law.

“Don’t—don’t do that, sir!” panted the
wretched Eustace, “Don’t give me up
the police!” |
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Eh& referee rushed up furiously.
You young hooligan !’ he shouted. ** Qet off the field !
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“Can you give me any reason why
shouldn't.”’

“It was an accident, sir >

“TI am afraid that won’t hold water,

Carey,”’ interrupted Mr., Goole coldly. “ And
indeed if Roper’s death was an accident
vou have nothing to fear. If will be far
better for you to face the police, and let
justice take its course, If you are
innocent there will be no punishment.”

“Roper robbed me,” said Carey fiercely.
“I went to his rooms to tell him he was a
cheat, and we had a row.. He went for
me, and I defended myself. Then he tripped
on something and fell through the window
—clean ouf, and down to the paved path.
It wasn’t my fault, sir i

“It is natural that you should make the
best of your own story, Carey,” said the
Housemaster acidly., ¢ Personally, 1 have
not the slightest doubf{ that you attacked
Roper when in a drunkea condition. You
knocked him out of the window, and then
robbed his rooms. You thoroughly deserve
the full extent of punizhment that the law
can administer.”’ :

Mr, Goole moved across the room, and
thoughtfully rubbed his chin, IIe was won-
dering how he could go down and ring up
the police, and be sure of finding Carey upon
his return. And Carey was thinking, too.
An evil glint was appearing in his eyes.

“You'd better keep mum, Mr. Goole!’ he
said suddenly. “We're not master and
pupil now—but man to man!”

“Man to man!” repeated Mr.
“Good gad!”

“That’s what I said!” panted Eustace,
““ And you’d. better not ring.up the police!
If you do, I'll get you kicked out of St.
I'rank’s! If you've got me in your grip,
Goole, I've got you in mine.”

The Housemaster started, and looked at
Carey with a steady eye. Carey's manner
had completely changed. He was openly
insolent, and his eyes were burning.

“Oh!”’ said Mr. Goole. “You’ve got me
in your grip?”

‘““What about that affair af Southéroft
after I'd left?” asked Carey tensely. 1
heard about it from one of the other fellows
—a friend of mine. You thought I knew
nothine, didn’t you?”

“What do you know?’ asked the House-
master sharply,

“I know that you were the treasurer of
one of the Southeroft Senior Clubs!”
torted Eustace. I know that you took the
11}0116}' and used it! It was hushed up at the
ime——""'

“Stop!” panted Mr. Goole.
penny of that money back!”

“I'm not saying you didn't,” replied
Fustace coolly. < But it took you a year,
didn’t it? And if it hadn’t been for decency
of the fellows concerned, you would have
been exposed. I heard all about it from
Rodway. Ile was the hardest hit of all—"

Goole,

““I paid every

“1 tell you the money was paid back—~—""_.
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“All the same, if the headmaster of gt
Frank’s hears that yarn, you won't stay hé";
long, will you?”’ asked Eustace. < ygqy w;L
practically kicked out of Scutheroft hecaugij
of that other affair. Nothing actually cqm.
out, but the Head suspected things, ang \,{;f’
got the order of the boot. Ring up ‘thei
police, and Dr. Stafford will soon know yoy,
record.” - i

Mr. Barnaby Goole had gone deathly pale.
and he sank on to the end of his bed. " gj;
very attitude was sufficient proof that
Eustace Carey had spoken the truth. There
was intense agony in his eyes.

At last he had secured an appointment
which befitted his learning and dienity.
As Housemaster of the East House at St
Frank’s he had regarded hiimself as a fixture.
The past was dead. Dr, Stafford knew ng.
thing of it. Mr. Goole had come fto St,
IFrank’s with an unblemished record.

For years that moment of folly had haunted
him. He had taken money, as Carvey had
stated. He had used it for his brother, who
had been on the verge of ruin, But the in.
vestment had failed, and Mr. Goole had been
left to face the music,

Owing to fthe generosity of several South.
eroft seniors—fellows who knew that BMMr.
Goole was mnot really to blame—the truth
had never been openly revealed, But the
headmaster of Southeroft had heard rumours,
had suspected, and Mr. Goole had been
asked to leave. There was no stain on his
character, but there were a few smudges,

He had started again as assistant masfer
at a small school, He had risen gradually,
and, at last, he had glowed with joy upon
receiving his present appointment. After alt
his vears of struggling, he had got back to
his former status, Indeed, St. Frank’s was
the best school he had ever been at.

Mr. Goole looked up, and faced Carey.

“You threaten to expose my poor act of
ill-judgment if I hand you over to the
police?"” he asked. Do you suppose, Carey,
that I can allow you to remain in this
school?"'

Fustace went close to the Housemaster.

“Listen, Mr, Goole,” he said fiercely.
“Why should we quarrel? If you won't
say a word, neither will I! I swear that—-"

“ But—but !

“Things aren’t so bad as they seem,” went
on Carey, ‘I tell you that affair at Oxford
was an accident. Give me a few days, any:
how! I promise fo clear out as soon as
can! I'm only waiting until I can get ovel
to Trance. I won't be here longer thain @
week, at the most!”

Mr., Gaole’s eyes gleamed.

“ But Clavering?” he asked.
you done—-"

“That's nothing, Mr. Goole,"” iuterru?tfd
Carey lightly, and lying with fluency.
arrenged everything with Clavering yesterdal:
He's gone away for a holiday en my moné¥:
and I'm taking his place. You needn’t worty
about him at all,”

¢ What fiave
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at your mercy, and 1 am in

e me 2
«You Dav of helplessness,”” said 3r.

wretehed state

a nuskily.  “1% will be ruin for me if

Gool tafford Knows of that unfortunate

g-ﬂ.crﬂg affair. We are both In the same
Utls:

rey.
bﬂﬂt’j Ca .
' lﬁtr 3 Ml
¢ 1_[;}}1611 « We’ll each keep our mouths shut,
eafiblej-; things go on as they are!”
al

ake a compact,” said Enstace

CHAPTER XVIIL
THE REPORT OF THE INQUEST.

ANDFORTH looked up
at the sky criticaily
“1t’s fine now, b

. _ it’ll rain before th
R | afternoon, mark my words?!
AR AN S he said solemnly. “ Il just

MEAROSLS come in time to mess up our
mateh against those Modern chaps.”

“Don’t you believe it, my son,” said Nipper
cheerily. “The barometer’s high, and she’s
gcing higher! It’s going to be a glorious
afternoon.”

-I—IJE:
g ct,

L]

“1 tell you it'll rain!” insisted Handfﬁr_th. ‘

“ All right—let it rain!” grinned Nipper.
““Who cares? Tootball isn’t ecricket, my
lad. We don’t need to worry about the wet.
Seen Fullweod?’? '

gone off to

“ Just Little Side,” said
Church.

“Good!” said Nipper approvingly. ¢ Ile’s
done wonders these last two days. 1I've

never seen a chap stick at practice like him.
I didn’t think bhe had the determination.
He’s improved ou$ of all recognition!” |
" Fullwood’s a new man this term,” agreed
Handforth,
It was Thursday morning, and the October
SUn was shining over St. Frank’s with a
weakly kind of light. There was no wind,
and anybody but Handforth could see that
¢ Weather would remain fine.
sﬂﬁglfﬂ"? praise of Fullwood was well de-
of le had practised with the one idea
S I;;r‘f'?m:‘:’ his form. And he had pro-
8 ﬂfi S0 much that he was already reveal-
& Hashes of yeal brilliancy. If lie kept it

he would irst-class insi
forward become a first-class inside
. :’:ll{}st fellows in the Remove were startled.

It ;‘;‘;ﬂda—vth'e old sneering cad of Study A
mmgeghd imeredible that he could have
the f-‘.}gtb?ﬁl ]??1(3]' But one lock at hl?l? on
33;{!& follas. ield was enough. He wasn’t the
lievg:] One thing, Fullwood’s mind was Te-
- Larey hadn't bothered him at all.
been arranged that Eustace should
Priory prison by day, and Fullwood
Ofder of tIEU“W{')Gd didn’t mueh care for this
COmpy s hngs, but it was better than ac-
Cl 1¥mg his cousin. -
Avering was still all right.
Uyeh Signed,
SPIrit, ang

He was qguiet
He didn't seem to possess
his confinement was killing

what little he had had to begin with.
e had come to no actual harm,

And Fullwood had been putting in most of
his time at {ooler practice. It was like a
tonic to him. He felt heaps better. He was
determined to go *“*all out’ in the match
that afterncon.

And just before morning school he heard
some news that increased his high spirits
svill more, The report of the inquest on
Roper was published in the morning papers,
and there was something in that report
which brought intense relief to at least
three individuals.

The doctor had declared that Roper had
died of heart failure, due to shock. His
injuries had not been serious. Any normal
man would have receveresd from them without
any complications. But, according fto the
doctor, Roper was constitutionally abnormal.
The sligiitest shoeck had heen lighle to kill
him. If he hadn’t died now, he would cer-
tainly have perished at the first unusual fall
or blow.

The jury, however, had brought in a
verdict of manslaughter against Eustace
Carey. Not that this counted much. A
coroner’s jury carries praectically no weight.

But

It weas certain that the police would
diminish their aectivities., There would be
no countryside search for the missing
culprit.

For the inquest clearly proved that Roper’s
death wag, indeed, an accidental one. Carey
was only sought now on a charge of theit.
if he was taken, the chances were that he
wouldn’t hear anything of the manslaughter
indictment. _

Carey himself was jubilant that morning.
He took the news to Mr. Goole, and the
Housemaster of the East HHouse was infi-
nitely relieved. In the privacy of his own
study, he talked with Carey.

“Didn’'t I tell you it was an accident, sir?”
asked Carey triumphantly. < You wouldn’t
beiieve me at the time—but it’s proved now!
As for the robbery, the money was mine all
the time.”

“41 will admit I am easier in mind,” said
Mr. Goole coldly. ¢ But you must leave St.
Frank’s at the earliest possible moment,
Carey. 1 hate this intrigue and subterfuge!”

“Ponn’t you worry,”” said Eustace coolly.
«I'll soon bhe gone now.”

But, after luncheon, Carey had a difierent
story to tell TFPullwood. TI'ullwood went to
him to dlscuss some point regarding Claver-
ing, and he found Eustace in a cheerful,
light-hearted mecod. Needless to say, Ralph
Leslie had heard nothing of Mr. Goole’s con-
nection with his cousin.

“It's all right—I'm going off to the Priory
almost at onee,” said Eustace. *1I won’t
forgett those thirgs we talked about.
Sardines, salmon, biscunits, candles——"

- “Never mind about them now,’”’ interrupted
Fullwooed. “You've seen the report, of
course?”

‘“Seen it?” laughed Eustace. “My dear._
kid, I'm as safe as houses now. The police
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I can take

won’t care a rap about me.

S |

things at my leisure—

“ You can’t stay here lorger than a fort-
night!”’

¢ Can’t I?° retorted the other. ““As a
matter of fact, I'm thinking about keeping
on the spot for at least a month., I'm
enjoying this life—it’s something new. &ad,
I never expected to be back at school
again—-"" .

“But look here,” said Fullwood fiercely.
“What about Clavering?”

“Hang Clavering!”

“You can’t keep him locked up in that
dungeon for a month!” shouted Fullwocd,
witle sudden fury. ‘A fortnight was bad
enough, but a month Is imnpossible! I won't
let you do it, Eustace!”

“You infernal youneg idiot——"

“The peor chap will go mad!"” snapped
Fullwood. ¢ Can’t you see the change in
him already! IIe won’t stand it—he can't!

Man alive, it’ll be murder if you keep him.

If you insist

13

in that piace for a month!
upow this, I'll go straight to the Head

Crash! |

FEustace Carey, confident of his positign,
was indilferent to Fullwood’s threats. lie
brought his fist back and delivered a blow
which canght the unfortunate Ralph Leslie
on the side of his head. He reeled drunkenly.

“ Now get out!”’ snarled Carey thickly.

But Fullwood was no coward. With appal-
ling fury he flung himself at Eustace. and a

moment later they were fighting like demans.

CHAPTER XVIII.
A BAD BEGINNING.
¢ LAM!”
Ralpli Leslie Fullwood

sprawled in the senior
passage of the Ifast

House. The door of «“Claver-

ing's? study had just

crashed to with such force

that the hall shook. :
Jullwood was very much of a wreck.

He was dazed, dizzy, and he felt sick. Fis

tongue was bitten, he had any number oi
bruises on his arms and body, but, merei-

fully, his face was practically unmarked. To
get up was an effort. His body felt as

lt]_mugh steam-hammers had been pummelling
im.

The fight had gone against him—and small
wonder. Eustace Carey was a man—very
much of a nonentity, but still a man. e
was heavier than I"ullwood, and bigger. His
fichting ability was nil, if fair means were
adhered to. But Carey had no knowledge of
fair means.

During that scrap he had kicked, he had
eibowed, and he had performed every foul
known to fighting. And TFullweod, who had
stuck to straichtforward hitting, had natur-
ally got the worst of it. Kicked in several

‘natives, old man!®’

T

parts of the body, he wos one mass of. pai
irom head to foot. . - n
He crawled away, and luckily succeedeg

cetting to his own bed-room without 3ttrac1€
ing much attention. He changed, apg hi

thoughts were bitter. What about fg(,t}\aﬁ
now? How would he play in the mf‘l:tcl
against the Modern House in such a -condit-igé
as this?

He looked at himself in the glass, p4
there was no apparent injury. What eXCusa
could he make to Nipper if he asked to },
left out? He couldn't explain that he haq
had a fight with Clavering, of the Sixtj
That would be fatal. '

And if he made mo mention of the fight,

Nipper would hesitate before giving hip
another chance. Fullwood was in g

guandary, but he soon made up his ming,

“I’'ll carry on!”’ he muttered grimly, .«
shall be all right after the first five or ten
minutes, I'm not going to be dished by
that cur!?’”

His thoughts regarding REustace wera
hitter. And Eustace’s thoughis were very
much the same—for Fullwood had given
Eustace a very thick ear, and a decidedly
swollen mnose. :

Fullwood had a fresh worry now. His
cousin meant what he bad said! He would
stay at St. Frank’s for a month now that he
was comparatively safe. He would bask in
the security of his position, and make his
plans at his leisure.

And the unhappy Stanley Carey would be
left to languish in the dungeons of Belllon
Priory! It was not surprising that Full-
wood was absent-minded and worried when
the junior House teams turned out for the
game,

Except for the fact that Fullwood was
taking Somerton’s place, the Ancient House
team was the one which had beaten the
West House earlier in the week. It was
composed ol Handforth, goalkeeper;
McClure, Burton, backs; Watson, De
Valerie, Church, half-backs; Hart, Tregeilis-
West, Nipper, Fullwood, Brent, forwards.

Buster Boots & Co. were at strength
They were out for blood, having wiped uP
the East House juniors—led by the blusjt*e‘f'
ing Armstrong—by eight goals to nil. They
didn't hope to beat the Ancient House %9
drastically, but they were determined 10
win, S |

The Modern fouse team consisted of 0?5‘:
field, goalkeeper; Crowe, Denny, bac]’f{
Churchman, Bray, Yorke,  half-backs;
Nation, Clapson, Boots, Christine, Crook%
forwards, s

“Glad to see you on the field, Fl“]-"_
said John Busterfield Boots, as he clezgpg;
Fullwood on-the back. “ A bit of a 'Chi“?ﬁe
from last term, eh? You're surprising

a . : . nall-
Fullwood wineed slightly at the liﬂp:n)"
“I'il do my best against you chaps
how,’" he replied.
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« Apyohing wrong?”’ asked Boots.
‘Y‘Ujfe not looking so good as you might.
‘ Oneed more exercisé, my SOl. Exermse
Yoghe mainstay of health! You ought tfo
is ;4 ;
go for walks ¢

« Chuck 1%,
pustling Up-.
}701“' heﬁlt;h
pegin!”’

if GO

dy.” . |
Tea’rhje referee was Carlile, of the Sixth, a

Modern House senior. He blew his whistle
;.vith an air of importance, and the teams

lined up.

Buster,” said Handforth,
«This is no time to listen tlo
talks! We're waiting to
“1’'m

grinned

ahead,” BOE’DS.

to-day! It was one thing to beat the East
House, and another thing to beat the
Ancient MHouse. ' :

Luck favoured them, however, in the ninth
minute,

From mid-field, the ball was passed
cleverly over to Billy Nation by the Modern
House <centre-half. Nation {found himself
opposed by Tom Burton, and for. .a moment
it seemed that Burton would clear. But
Billy was as guick as lightning, and he
whipped round.

The next second he centred, and Boots
trapped the ball, and sent in a first-time

3 [COETS
e M

8 OF

R

 STORIE

SPORT, SCHOOL AND ADVENTURE |

N

Y

THE
Boys’
Friend
Library

(New Series.)

No. 18.
FIELD BELFIELD,

No. 20.
PARRY.

No. 17. GLADIATORS OF TEE LEAGUE.

A Masterpiece of Footer Fiction,
FIGHTING DAYS! .
A Dashing Story of OQld-time Bare-fist Scrapping. By H. WEDGE-

No. 19. THE WINNING STREAX.

A Stirring Tale of Boexing ard Circus Life.
JIM OF ‘“C” SQUADRON. g
A Thrilling Yarn of Army Life and Tighting in Egypt. By D. H.

By JOHN W. WHEWAY.

By WALTER EDWARDS,

{(New Series.)

THE No. 17.

Sexton
i Rlake
Library

No. 18.

No. 19,
A Story of the SUEZ,
Eagle,

and France.

mailer,’’ ete., ete.

ON THE NIGET EXPRESS.
A Poweriul Story of Mystery and Detective Adventure,
GILBERT and EILEEN HALE.

THE ADVENTURE OF THE ALBANIAN AVENGER.
A Tale of Baffling Mystery and Detcctive Work, featuring GRANITE
GRANT and MDLLE. JULIE.

THE GREAT CANAIL PLOT.

Wu Ling, George Marsden Plummer,
Prince Menes, Madame Goupolis., and Mathew Cardolak.
No.20. THE CASE CF TEE TWO SCAPEGRACES.
A Fascinating Tale of Deduction and Stirring Adventure in England
By the author of

introducing

introducing Sexton Blake, Tinker, the Black
the Three Musketeers,

‘“The Case of the Society Black-

THE SCHOOL-
BOYS’ OWN
LIBRARY

A
FRANK
No. 14.

Sensational Yarn
RICHARDS.

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

No.13. THE TYRANT OF GREYFRIARS!
of Harry Wharton

THE OUTCAST CF ST. JIM’'S. v
A Dramatic Story of School Life with a strong Human Interest. By

& Co. at Greyfriars. 'By

e

NOW ON SALE!

PRICE FOURPERGCE EACH!

! .
ki ‘F‘*‘flmg fit?” asked Nipper, as he %ook"
413 place by Fullwood’s side.
i -
iFmei” replied Fullwood untruthfuilly.
ga‘méﬂ%ﬂ?nt l-a:te.r the whistle blew, and the
“Um'hera fconfn;e‘nced: There were quite a
fow min{{; _exciting incidents in the first
The :fou};lh?n' but they all came to nothing.
€LCOUry o ul players received practically no
00ker+ sement from the ropes, for the on-
> Were few, Afternocn school wasn'd

out _
mea{lﬁﬂalthough the footballers had been
S€d early for the game, -

11—
Wasn't long before the players settled

dowy
0 st P
ey Werea steady struggle. Boots and his

Up sgainst a different proposition

shot which tested Handiorth severely. But
the celebrated Ancient House goalie was
equal to the task. With all his wusual

recklessness he punched out, and cleared.
But Bob Christine was teady, and he seized
the opportunity on the flash.

He returned the leather before Handiorth
could - fully recover himself. It sped low,
and Edward Oswald flung himself down.
Rut, the ball, slippery with mud, just eluded
his grasp, and whizzed into the net.

fGoall» ;

¢ One for us!” said Bob delightedly.

“Good man!”

velled Boots, running up.
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“ We've drawn first blood, and we'll make | beaten

the fur fly now!”

“You siliy fatheads!” howled Handforth.
“That wasn't a goal at all! If the ball
had been dry——7 ,

¢“But it isn't dry!” chuckied Boots.
¢“ We'll give you a hotter one next time, old
con. I'm afraid you’re losing your form!?*’

But for the fact that the referee was
- blowing his whistle for the re-start, Hand-

forth would have committed assault and
battery upon the rival <captain in the
enalty area. He gave a charaeteristic

two of the opposing
expectedly, the Ancient House fellows wer
pressing harder than ever. Watson paSSeg
across the field, and Fullwood had the luck
to receive the ball right at his feet.:

““Go it, Fully!”

¢ Shoot, man!”

Unfortunately, Ralph Leslie Fullwood Wa3
thinking of other things at- the momept
Much as he had tried to concentrate g
attention upon thie game, his mind had cgp.
stantly drifted towards Eustace, and tp,
unfortunate prisoner in the Priory, Hig

halves, Gn

+ the East House !

It was in fact, no less a person than Mr. Barnaby Goole, the Housemaster of
Carey was caught red-handed. _ |

snort as the leather was once again kicked
off.

““They've got one goal—but that’s all!”
he said, addressing the goal-posts. “A
giddy fluke! If they get another shot past
me, I'll eat the net!”

The game was veering towards the other
end of the field, and Handforth had nothing
to do. 1le watched interestedly, shouting
advice which nobody heard, and nobody
wanted to hear.

| Watson had the ball, and he had already

period of distraction was only momentary,
but the cpportunity was lost.

While ke was still hesitating, CFOE‘?
dashed up, tcok the Ileather {from -Flutv
wood’s very toe, and cleared with a mugi™

kick. A second goal for the Modern HOU
nearly resulted—and would have done SO bﬁ{s
for a superhuman effort on Handfort
part. e
Fullwood could have kicked himself. l
had made an awful mess of thatl chaf?l];
and he Lknew that Nipper had menta 3
piaced a black mark against him.



CHAPTER XIX,
ORDERED OFF THE FIELD.

ALF-TIME arrived,
and the scores were
even—one all, Nipper

teams were Very evex:tly matehed.

« Fullwood isn’t doing so we}l as we ex-
ected,” remarked Watson, during 1th-e brief
igterval, ‘“He’s made two or tgnree bad
plunders already.”

Nipper nodded.

«1 can't make it out,” he said, frowning. |

four times as good this
morning at practice. Ie’s gone right ofiL
He’s awkward, clumsy, and doesn’t seem
to be paying any attention to the game.”

«Up to his old tricks,” growled Church,

“Qld tricks??”? said Carlile, the referee.
wWell, you know IFullwood,’” said Church.
iWHe can never be relied upon—but we
thought he was difierent this term.”’

“He is different, t00,”? declared XNipper,
4 It’s my opinion he’s got something on his
mind. Unless he improves, he’ll have no
chance of figuring in
against the River House, on Saturday.”

Carlile looked curious,

“I can’t understand why you're playing
Fullweod at all,” hne said frankly. ¢ The
chap’s a young ecad! I've been expecting
him to foul every minute!
any sense of decency.”

“You don’t understand, Carlile,”” -said
Nipper.  “You’re in the Sixth, and you
don’t know ‘what’s happening in the Junior
School,  Besides, you’re in the Modern
House, t00. Fullwoed isn’t the same chap
this term, IIe’s improved out of all recog-
nition,?

“A leopard can’t change his spots!® said
Carlile wisely.,

. The subject was dropped, and Nipper
didn’t say anything to Fullwood. This fact,
1 itself, was signjficant, and Fuilwood
4DDreciated its meaning. Nipper was dis-
4Ppointed, but didn’t care to speak.
lph Leslie clenched his teeth, and deter-
wéned to improve. His aches and pains
agée wearing off a bit now. It had been
- ILY to run at first, and he had only done
end Y sheer will-power. But towards the
gain'of the first half he had felt himself

g strength and power. And he had

r . .
?gﬁlupely dismissed all other thoughts from
ming,

At the
£rim)y
“IPper

«}lis form was

sound of the whistle, he went off
and determinedly. He would show
- that he wasn’t useless, after all!
8d Nipper certainly received a surprise.
hot“;‘m-g the first ten minutes the play was
on i’}d fast. Twice Fullweod got through
CTogpeq O 00, and  once his efforts were
4. with success. He beabt three

had equalised for
the Anecient House, and after
that neither side had |
achieved much success. The

the School Eleven,

He’s never had |.
And Fuilwood,

opponents, one after the other, and sent in
a ¢rashing shot which Oldfield didn’t eveu
see. It was the best goal of the mateh,

“Good old Fully!®

“Well kicked!”

¢-Splendid, old man!’? exclaimed Nippet

breathlessly. ¢“That was a beauty!”
““Thanks!’? said Fullwood, flushing.
“*;Ke-ep 1t up, and you’ll play on Satur-
day!??

Those words were encugh to encourage
Fullwood to even greater efforts. The
Modern House fellows were grim now. They
felt that they were losing their grip on
the game. The backs were desperate, fight-
ing with intense concentration. ‘

Again Fullwood proved his prowess. De
Valerie sent a pass out to Brent, but Iull-
wood ‘trapped - it en route. Without a
second’s pause, he swerved round in his
stride, and made for goal. -

Crowe rushed up like a charging elephant.
This new forward was a dangerous cus:
tomer! He had to be stopped!

There were a large numbers of spectators
round the ropes now, for afternoon lessons
were over, and great interest was being
evinced in the game. And the crowds saw
something which startled them.

Crowe rushed up and tackled Fullwood.
He was being robbed of the ball iust as he
was about to shoot. And it seemed to
everypody that Tullwood’s foot shot out
viciously as the two players met. _

Crowe gave a shriek of ageny, and fell
headlong. He lay perfectly still, groaning.
continuing onwards, was
abruptly pulled up by the shrill blast of the
whistle. : gl |

The referee rushed up furiocusly.

“You young hoocligan!’® he
“Get off the field!” :

Fullwood leoked at him dazedly.

“But—but I don’t understand!?’ he stam-
mered, turning pale. | ?

“¥You kicked Crowe deliberately—one of
the worst fouls I've ever seen!’” thundered
Carlile, “ Get off the field!”

snouted.

. r—p——

CHAPTER XX,
THE OUTCAST.

« oUL !
“*Yah, you dirty
rotter!”?

- “Good old Car-
lile—you’ve dene the right
thing !» |
A perfect storm of hoots
and jeers went up, accompanying the shouts
and <catealls, Fullwood’s fellow players
came crowding round him, but they were
diverted by a sharp exclamation by Carlile.
“This poor chap’s out!” ke said, bend-
ing over the unfortunate Crowe. ¢ Great

Scott! He’s stunned! Come along, some of




vou—carry him off. He’d better go straight
into the sanatorium!”’

Crowe was certainly in a bad way. In
crashing over, he had twisted his neck in
some way, and was half-unconscious. His
fall had been a violent one. Ile was gently
Iiited, and- carried off by a number of
Modern House fellows.

Fullwood still stood on the field—too be-

wildered and miserable to move. He was
dimly aware that Boots and Nipper and
many others were -regarding him with

fiercely angry eyes.

¢“What did I tell you?” shouted Carlile. |

- ¢ You're not playing in this game any more
while I'mn refereeing! Get off the field, I'ull-
wood!”?

¢“You were right about the leopard, Car-
lile!”? said Church hotly. _

¢ You'd better go, Fullwood,” said Nipper,
looking at him straight in the eye.

“ Why should I go?”’ asked Fullwood
thickly. ¢« What am 1 ordered off the field
for?”

“Tor fouling,” retorted the referee.

«“But I didn't foul!” protested Fullwced.
“] didn’t touch him!”’ _

“You won't improve matters by lying!”
shouted Carlile. “Do you think I didn’t
see? Why, it was one of the most de-
liberate fouls I've ever spotted. Crowe
tried to tackle you, and you lashed ouf, and
kicked him on -the ankle! You tripped
him, too!?

“0Of course he did!”

“We all saw it!”» :

The Modern House fellows were futiously
vehement. ‘

“I tell yout I did nothing!” insisted TFull-
wood desperately. “1I knew Crowe was on
me, so I shot for goal. T didn't kick him
at all—my foot struck the ball.”

““Then why did Crowe crash
that?” asked Nipper.

«“T1 don't know—I'm just as puzzled as you
- are,” said Fullwood quickly. I believe he
caught his foot in something——"’

“We don’t want any arguments!” inter-
rupted Carlile angrily. ¢‘Are you going off
the field or not? If I was captain of your
team, I'd never .let you play again! 1
guessed what would happen as soon as I
saw you in the Eleven. You ought to be
horsewhipped.”

Fullwood clenched his fists, and walked
away. He took no notice of anybody. A
storm of jeers followed him as he strode
towards the school. And his heart was
filled with disappcintment and bitterness.
S0 this was the end of all his hopes!

He was dazed and half-stunned by the un-
expectedness of his disgrace. For it was the
worst blow of all to be ordered frora the
field of play by the referee.

over like

It was trebly hard to bear because he
was absedutely innocent. He had done
nothing. To the best of his belief, Crowe

had fallen over of his ownm accord. " Full-
wood would certainly have known if he had

3

L

- explanation.

a
g

accidentally kicked the
kicked him.

back. But he hady'

He went straight into his study, ,,
slammed the door. And it didn’t taﬁe'hjd
lone to realise that there was one t.rén

¥From a short distance it hag
seemed to the other players that he had
fouled. They would have taken angt]-;E,r
junior’s word—but Fullwood was a dog wit,
a bad name! That was the crux of tp,e
matter. Last term he had probably been
capable of some foul tactics-—he might eyey
have - gloried in them under certain o
cumstances. But this afternoon he had beeq
playing the game for all he was worth.

And now he was disgraced—barred fropy
the football field for good! The door openeg
and Clive Russell looked in. The Canadiap
boy was grave and serious. He had hurrieg
indoors after Fullwood.

‘“Say, can I come in?” hs asked.

Fullwood’s only reply was a grunt, ang
Russell went in, and closed the door. He
sat on the corner of the table, and looked

at Fullwood queerly. :

““Why did you do that,
asked quietly.

‘““ Do what?”?

“Foul Crowe like that——"

““Have you come here to taunt me?”
shouted TFullwood, flaring into a sudden
rage. “I didn’t foul Crowe! I didn’t touch
him !”’

“There’s
throat——>

“Then don’t accuse me of something I
didn’t do!”

‘“Steady, old man,” said Clive, taking
Fullwood, and pushing him back into the
chair. ““Let’s get this straight. I wasd
watching, and I could swear that you kicked
Crowe on the ankle. It may have been
an accident——>

“It wasn’t an accident.
him.” :
““Say, is that honour bright?” asked
Clive.

““Yes, it is—honour bright !* ;

““Then I believe you,” said the Canadian

Fullwood?” he

no need to jump down my

I didn't touch

boy. holding out his hand. «“I guess I'M
really sorry, Fullwood. I'm afraid Jou
won't convince the others, though. I'V0

never seen a more obvioas thing in my ],lf‘?'
There are twenty witnesses who’ll go against
you. What really happened?”

Fullwood looked at Clive with sullen eyeés.

“1 don’t know,”” he replied. ¢ Crowe must
have caught his foot in a hole, or som®
thing. But what does it matter? I'V¢
been ordered off, and I'm chucked out ©
the football for good.”’ >

“It’ll be tough if you don’t geb anothtt
chance,” said Russell. " But after Whd
happened——"’ i

““Look here, I don’t like your toné, . .,
terrupted Fullwood savagely. “I've gi‘uf
you my word of honour that I didn’t f;}dr
and you're still talking as though I
I’d’ rather be alone, Russell!” 417

“ All right—I’ll quit,” said Clive shol



went oub, and Fullwood cursed '}{lm
There had been no reason

r being a cad.

for aring up like that again. But he
for d”}]t ﬂi;p {}:ﬂmse]f. He was brooding and
eouldll & B vthing was going wrong. In

B;)?fgsi'f his efforts, he had made a hopeless
5

pash of things.

[ ———

CHAPTER XXI.
THE TRUTH.

ULLWOCD’S cowardly

foul was the sole

. topie of ccnversation

at  tea-time  that

evening. There wasn’t a fel-

Jlow who doubted the foul it-

self. 1t had been so obvious

_so blatant. Besides, the referce had

ordered him off the field—and that was good

enough in itself. : '

foul, then nobody could have secn it! i

" The Modern House fellows were the more in-

censed. They wanted to do something

violent. Crowe was still in the sanatorium,

and none of the juniors were allowed to go

there., Crowe was better, but no further
news could be ascertained.

In the Ancient House the fellows were
quietly angry.  Fullwood’s action was a fear-
ful disgrace for the whole House. It was
his first game in the Junior Team, and he
had played his old dirty tricks! XNipper was
severely criticised on all hands for having
had anything to deo with Fullwood. o

Even those juniors who had upheld him in
regard to the FEustace Carey affair were
now bitterly against him. He had always
been a cad, and was still a cad. That was
the long and the short of it. .

Handforth was headstrong, as usual. He
wanted to find. Fullwood, and fight him on
the spot.
He had mysteriously disappeared, and cer-
tainly wasn’t in the school grounds.

“Something ought to be done about it,”
declared Percy Bray, in the Modern House
Junior Day Room, after tea.  We can’t let
i stand like this. Fullwood was ordered off
the field, but that’s not enough.”

‘““Not half enough,” agreed Denny. < Why
Dot go across the Triangle, and demand to
have Fullwood delivered up to us??

“We don’t want to start a House row,”

,sazg Buster Boots. ‘
. Rats! They’d hand. him over in a
Minute 1> declared Clapson. “In a case

lke this they’'d feel that it’s- our job to
Mete out justice. The cad deserves to be
dl}lmmed out !”? |
-th‘Let’s get him Lere, and make him run

€ gauntlet !

‘m not so sure that it was deliberate,

-?Pu know,”” said Bob Christine thoughtfully.
f?RIH%y have been an accidental kKick—>
y atls EJJ
;: We distinetly saw him lash out !

. Of course we did!”

- “Just like his old games!” said Crooks. '

If Carlile hadn’t seen the

But Fullwood wasn’t to be found.

o=

“And the fellows have Leen sympathising
with him because of his beastly cousin!
Why, he’s just as bad! He’d probably do
worse than Carey if it came to it !

. The door opened, and somebody hobbled
in.

“I say, ook who’s come!” yelled Yorke.
““Here’s Crowe! Good old Crowe! We
thought you were crocked for a week|?®

Crowe, the martyr, was surrounded by a
noisy gang of Fourth-Formers. He was look-
ing rather skaky, and he had a stick to
walk with, but otherwise he seemed_all right.

‘*“ Here, chuck it!”’ he protested. ¢ What's
all the excitement? They wanted to keep
me in the Sanny, but I wasn’t having any
of it! Not likely! I’m sound enough, ex-
cept for a sprained ankle and a twisted
neck! I shall be all right in a day or two !>

““ That’s fine!” said Boots enthusiastically.
“We thought that cad had half-killed you!”

“ Which cad?*

“ Fullwood.”

“What about him?” asked Crowe, star

ing. “And how did the game go? Who
won ?>?

““Ancient House—three two!» growled
Boots. ¢I don’t wonder at it, either, with

one of our hacks off the field.”

‘““ Well, the ref. ordered Fullwood aff the
field, so it evened things up,” said Bob
Christine. “We’d better give up the serag-
ging idea mnow. Crowe isn’t so badly
crocked as we thought.” : v .

““What the dickens are you talking
about?”” asked Crowe. * Are you telling me
that Fullwood was ordered off the field?»

“.Yes, the cowardly hound!”

“But what on earth was Lo or.ered of
for?» : )

“TFor fouling you, of course.”

‘““He never touched me!” said Crowe, in
amazement.

““What !> yelled a dozen voices,

““He never touched me!” repeated Crowe.
““Great Scott! Do you mean to say that
Carlile was ass enough to make a blocmer
iike that? It’s ridiculous—it’s absolutely
potty !» , |

“But—but we all saw it!” gasped Boots.

“You must have seen double!”

“We saw him lash out and kick you a
frightful cosh on the ankle!® declared
Buster breathlessly. “You gave a fiendish
yell and crashed over. It was as obvious
as the day!”

Crowe snorted with impatience.

“If that’s what you call obvious, you’re
all blind!” he shouted. “I tell you, Full-
wood didn’t touch me! He was streaking
for goal, and I tried to tackle him. But I
caught my heel against a lump of hard
ground and ricked my ankle. Do you think
I don’t know? It gave me beans, and I
don’t remember much more—->*

“You must have been mistaken—-"

“You babbling ass!” howled €rowe.
“Fullwood’s foot was a clear six inches
away from ‘me when he kicked, We hadn’t
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It was a pure
accident, and Fullwood didn't know any-
“thing about it. 1f I hadnw’t biffed myseif
on the head I should have explained on ihe
spot.” | '

Crowe's account of the affair was con-
vinecing. He wasn't saying this merely
to shield Fullwood. And the Modern House
juniors were staggered. With a queer sen-
sation, they realised that a grave injustice
had been done.

even touched one another!

ey ——

CHAPTER XXII.
LOOKING FOR FULLWDOOD,

out of the lobby, and was
about to pass down the steps when a flood

of humanity came sweceping towards him
like a tidal. wave.
Buster Boots & Co. poured into the

Ancient House as though De Valerie hadn’t

been there at all. The unfortunate C(Cecil
vanished. And when the rush was over he
sat upon the steps, a mere wreck.

“What happened?”’ he gasped, appealing
to the thin air. “My only hat! A raid!
Those heastly Modern House chaps 2

“Good gad!” ejaculated Archie Glen-
thorne, strolling up from the West Arch
and jamming his monocle into his eye.

“Odds wrecks and derelicts! Laddie, when
did the cyclone pass?”

“About ten seconds ago!” said De
Valerie. “There’s a raid, Archie. The
Modern House chaps are on the war-path.”

“I mean to say, how frightfully fearful!™
said Archie, in alarim.
skin stuff, what?
be done? I mean, what about
round the defences, and so forth?”

From the interior of the Ancient House
loud sounds were proceeding. They swelled
even more, and Glenthorne and De Valerie
only just got off the steps in time. Then
Boots & Co. came tearing out again, but
thiz time they were accompanied by a host

rallving

of Removites. De Valerie looked on in
astonishment. This was a new Kkind of
raid. : -

“What on earth’s the matter with you
maniacs?’ he asked tartly.

“We're looking for TFullwood!” roared
Handforth, fixing De Valerie with a sus-
picious stare. “What have you done with
Fullwood?”

“He's mnot in
retorted De Valerie. “What do you want
him for anyhow? Not so long agzo you
were threatening to frogsmarch him round
- the Triangle!”

“He’: innocent!” shouted Boots,

my

What

o ALLO!
the—"
Cecil De Valerle,

L- - ”.r', of the . Ancient
& /jf House, uttered a startled
5 1/ gasp. He had just emerged

“The sood old Red-
Hadn't something better

waistcoat-pocket !

“Innocent!”

“Yes, he didn’t foul Crowe at aj»
plained Nipper. “Crowe’s just told us’w}fx'
really happened, and it seems that e\rm-a.t
EDLI}’ was }dcceived. It was all bf:cau{:.é
rowe was half stunned, and couldn’ .
abt the time.” - 0 “peak
CBut—but I saw it with my own eyegi
%ﬁ;(&ula%ed' De Véﬂeﬁe. “Wasn't I on tpe
eld, playing -centre-half? It was o1
ate l{iiﬂ{ 3 * d?hbﬂr‘

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Crowe. “Hereg
another of ’em! Fullwood played a per-
fectly clean game, and my fall wasn’t apy.
thing to do with him at all. I should havye
gone over just the same if he had beeq
yards off.”

“Well, I'm hanged!” said De Valerie
“Hadn’t somebody better fetch Carlile? Ho
was the ref., you know——" :

“Blow Cariile!” interrupted Boots. “We' -
jolly well have somebody else for a referce
next time! We want fo find Fullwood, so
that we ecan apologise to him.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Where’s Fullwood?”

“Poor chap, he must be fceling rotten!”
said Nipper anxiously. “He played wonder-
ful football in the second half, and then he
got ordered off for a foul that he didn’t
commit! We've got to find him.”

“Now’s your chance, Handy!” grinned
Reggie Pitt. *“ Bring your famous detective
ability to the fore! Get your clues, and
track the chap down.”

“You mind your own business, you West
House fathead!” retorted Handiorth darkly.
“This affair isn’t anything to do with you
at all!” _

“l admit it!” said Pitt meekly. “All the
same, we're interested. Iullwood’s a good
chap this term, and it’s hard lines for him
to be wandering about with this load on
his mind. Why not institute a search?”

. The whole school was ransacked, bub
Ralph Leslie Fullwood was nowhere 10 Df
found. The ellows were seriousiy con-
cerned, and full of anxiety. Nothing else
fmattered until they had made full amends
to the unfortunate victim of the mistake.
The Eluderu House juniors were particularly
upset.

They had hooted, they had jeered, and
they could imagine what Fullwood’s feel-
ings must have been like. There is 1Y
humiliation worse than that of Dbeils
ordered off the football field before the
eves of a hostile crowd. And when the
punishment is undeserved, the result 1
nothing but torture. ¢

Clive Russell was more keen on the hun®
than anybody else. He was the only fellcﬂ;
who had taken Tullwood’s word—who ad
believed his account of the mishap. Aﬂe
Clive wanted to be the first to tell him B
good news., -

Noboady had seen Fulliwvood go out,
the anxiety increased.

and



: .

wThere's nO telling what he might have
done,” said Handforth. “Ordered off the
r;!{lalike that, and hooted and hissed, he’s
I'T;;.bahl;.r gone off to the river -
p"Dnn’t he _ nd
“He wouldn’t commit suicidel” ‘

«who's talking about suicide?” demanded
Hﬂndfo‘rth t-arti__v. ‘

wwell, you said the river—- .

« can’t he go along the river for a walk?”

«xott unless he wears floats!” said
jfeClure. “But perhaps you mean he’s gone
for a walk along the towing-path? Why

t up three or four search-parties and

t g€
R We're bound to

along all the lanes?
ﬁ?ld Lim like that?”
“Good idea!” said Church.
it to Nipper.” .
«wait a2 minute!” said Handforth tensely.
«pye just thought of a corking scheme!
we’ll get up three or four search-parties,

“Let’s suggest

and zo in all directions, taking different
lanes !’

Me(lure stared. ‘ :
“you fathead, that's my ideal!” he
roared.

«1 naturally expect you to pinch my sug-
gestions!” retorted Handforth coldly. “But
we won't argue about it. We'll get busy!”

Unfortunately, they got busy too late.
Nipper and Boots and the others were
already setting out in various directions.
Ralph Leslie Fullwood had never been S0
much scught after in all his life!l

— —

CHAPTER XXIIL
A LITTLE SYMPATHY.

OTALLY unaware of
all this commotion,
Fullwood was wan-

dering aimlessly
along the lanc near Banning-
ton Moor. He wasn’t aware
of his ‘direction, He had
allowed his feet to take him where they
would,
His mind was too full of bitter thoughts
care how far he went, or which road he
book.  3Jomething of his old nature was
tOming hack to him. He had been squash-
g it out of existence of late—thrusting it
back into obscurity. But now everything
~Was favourable for a return,

He haa done his best, and he had failed!

now, not only were his {former
3 against him, but the whole Junior
b . He had been jeered at and hooted
Ic.?n alI: What was the use of trying any
-Wagﬁl‘? He was barred from football, he
95 cut by onme and all, and life had
®C0me drab and hopeless.

&']Ijihi‘:n there was the worry of Eustace
thEE}" There was Stanley Clavering, at
of Priory,  Fullwood’s life was composed |

D0thing else but worries just now, He |
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an ass, Handy!” said Church. |

~Slam ! :

BRalph Leslie Fullwcod sprawled in
the senior passage of the East House.
The door of “* Clavering’s *? study had
just crashed too with such force that
the hall shook.

was In just that condition when he didn’t
care a hang what happened. He felt reck-
less—desperate. He wanted to do scme-
thing to put an end to all this misery.

“I'm a fool!” he told himself, again and
again., “Why should I keep on like this?
St. Frank’s doesn’t matter to me now, If
I get the sack it’ll be all the hetter. I’ve
a good mind to ring up the police an’ give
them the tip about Carey. Yes, by gad,
why not?”

The idea took root. That there was
something treachercus in it did not bother
him in the least. His feelings towards
Carey +were ones of hatred. It was Carey’s
fault that this fresh disaster had happened.

But for that fight he wouldn’t have been
bruised and battered—the whole course of
his play that afternoon would have been
different. It was all Kustace's fault!

Why not finish everything at once by
exposing the rotter?

If he didn’t, Eustace would only hang on,
week after week. He had as good as caid
that he’d stay a month. And Ralph Leslie
felt that he couldrn’t stand it, Life was
intolerable already. Weeks more of it
would drive him mad.



“I'll get- my revenge on IZustace!” he
- muttered fiercely. “I'll go to the village
an’ ring up Inspector Jameson, of the
Bannin’ton Police. Xe won’t know who I
am, but I'll give him the tip! Then I'll
stand in the Triangle while Eustace is
taken away in handcuffs! An’ the fellows
can jeer all they like! What do I care?”
Under the circumstances Fullwood’s mood
was not hard to understand. He had just
passed through a trying ordeal—all
more ¢rying because of his secret worries.
It was cruel, indeed, that he should suffer
- such a blow when he had been honestly
- doing his utmost to make good,

His shest efforts had only resulted in dire
disgrace. He ‘was scorned by the entire
Junior School. He was branded as a foul
player. Me had been kicked off the field.

“Well, you needn’t look so fierce!™

Fullwood gave a violent start. He had
heen standing in the road, oblivious of his
surroundings.
he was
View School.
saw nothing.

“I'm goin’ dotty already!”’ he muttered, |

passing a hand over his brow.

There was a swift movement against the
low wall of the girl’s school, and a trim
figure leapt down into the grass by the
roadside. The girl was dark, and exceed-
ingly prebty. She was slim and dainty.

“0Oh, I say!” muttered Fullwood.
#I—I'm sorry——"

“What are you sorry about?” asked
Winnie Pitt, smiling. “Look here, Full-
wood, there's something wrong with you.
What’s the matter?’ she added, standing
in front of him and looking up earnestly, -

He forced himself to smile in refurn.

“ Nun-nothin’,”” he stammered. “I—I was
just takin’ a little stroll, Winnie. You're
quite wrong. There’s nothin’ the matter.”

“Yeu can’f{ kid me like that,” said the
girl promptly. “Come over - here an’ sit
down on this fence. I’ve never seen you so

seedy before. Something’s happened, and
you’ve gob to ftell me what it is. -1 won't

let you go until you -dot”

“Oh, but really—-"

“If you make one more objection I'll raise
my voeice and bring Irene and Doris and
the others here,” threatened Winnie, *“ And
between the lot of us youw’ll have to explain.
What's it going to be?”

Her tone was very businesslike, and Full-
wood capitulated. He accompanied her to
the fence, and they both sat on the low
wooden bar. Winnie was looking at her
companion closely. DBeing Reggie Pitt’s
sister, she possessed a good deal of his
shrewdness and quick-wittedness.

During the latter part of that summer
holiday trip, which now seemed so remote,
Winnie had grown to like Fullwood far
tbetter than she had ever expected.

the |

He wasnp’t even aware that

in close proximity fo the Moor ; : ' .
He 11)00}_:9(1 gp sharply, and that’s on your mind,”’ said the girl.

e

Irene’
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Manners and Doris Berkeley had beyy

startled, for they had always regarded Fyj.
wood as an utter cad.

But Winnie had maintained that Full.
wood wasn’t so bad when you got to know .
him. Perhaps it was her influence indeeg
which had started that subtle change in the

| former leader of Study A.

Only that morning Winnie ‘had seen her
brother. And she had been delighted tg
hear Reggie’s report that Fullwood  was
going in for {football, and practising
strenuously. He had improved out of al|
recognition,

She had known that Nipper was going to
play him that afternoon in &he inter-
House match, and his present dejection
therefore was unaccountable. It wasn’t an
ordinary dejection, but something deep-

{ rooted and grave.

“I'm waiting,”’ said Winnie calmly,
“Waitin’?” _ _.
“Waiting for you to tell. me the trouble

“IS
it about football? Didn’t you make a good
show in the match this afternoon?”

A Dbitter laugh was forced out of Full-
wood unconsciously. |
“Qh, it was a fine game!” he said, with a
kind of gulp. _ -
“Don’t tell fibs to me!” said Winnie
severely.  “You've given yourself away,
young man. Something happened at thal
football match, and I don’t move an inea
from this spot until you tell me!”

At g4

CHAPTER XXIV.

NOT S0 BAD, AFTER ALL.

INNIE PITT’'S

sympathy was 60

W obvious, her calm
determination = to

find the truth so apparent,

that TFullwood felt rather

helpless. That bitter, sullen

feeling was deserting him. He already

felt rather ashamed of his decision to ring
up the police. It would have been a con-

temptible trick, and he was trying (0
‘avoid contemptrble tricks nowadays.
“I'm still  waiting,”’ said  Winzie
patiently.

““0h, I say, it’s nothin’,” said Fullwood.
“There was a bit of a row on the field,

that’'s all. You wouldn’t understand,
Winnie—-"? _
- “Wouldn’t I, indeed!” interrupted ta€.

teiling me

girl indignantly. “Are you

don’t understand football?

give you more points )
“All  right—all right!”

hastily. * Sorry!”

“And so yocu -ought to be!”’

said Fullwoad

‘she said,



” tv. “You were playing in that
ik Seﬁ"fi? ':Ilft-ernoon. Who won?”

}fI__I don’t kI}OW.’: _

«wyou don't know?” she asked, her dark
eyes wide open.

“NO-” ) i

oput didn’t you play until the final
; 'Ct-e?”

“ill}'qé; 1—1 left the field ”_ _
Fullwood paused, and Winnie seized his
dr‘]:ni.(ou left the field before the mateh
was over?’ she asked keenly.

“Yes.”

“Why 1’

«Oh, because—because—-"

“«You don’t mean to say you were
crdered off?” asked Winnie. ' My hat, you
were! I saw you start just now. No
wonder you were looking so frightfully blue.

What happened? Why .were you ordered|

off 17

Fullwood saw that {further concecalment
was useless.

“¥or foulin’, eof ceurse,” he replied
gruffly. , ,

“Anda did you foul?”’ she asked, aghast.

“Ne.” \ |
“1f you didn’t foul you oughtn’t to have
been ordered off ; and if you did foul I
don’t want to speak to you againi?’’ she
said firmly. “But 1 don’t believe it. 1
don’t know any of the facts, but I won’t
believe that you played dirty. It was your
first game for your House—-—"

“They were on me like a pack of
wolves,”  interrupted  Fullwood  fiercely.
"The whole thing was a mistake; 1 don’t
€vén know how it ‘happened. Carlile
ordered me off, an’ the others wanted to
tear. me to pieces, An’ I did nothin’—
nothin’!” ke said passionately, “It’s a
rotten shame! Just when I was tryin—”

He broke off and swallowed hard.

L3 C oz -

Sorry!”>  he muttered. “I—1 didn’t
mean—-—_

"Q L] 2 4 b - -
W__ui?: t%‘;ap's what happened, is it?? said
tgmx?-}e quietly. “I'm gecing &traight along

wn brer, and I'm going to ask him—-7
in, o 8ad!” interrupted Fullwood, start-
ng up.

hGUnd}_n* me down out here!”

Winnie Pitt joined him in the middle of

1‘2 Fgf‘lfi. NA series of wild yells came from
bore 1(-‘]5 &}:Ce. A whole crowd ?f_]umors
ASpect O'ﬂfjlﬂ upon the pair. _ Their very
Pals r;“u:j. T:-'}lreapemng. Winnie turncd

v Vith indignation.
ang '?“'t run!” she pleaded, *“Stay here

wy aC€ them!??

He !‘;}ean to!” replied Fullwood quietly.
harq), is feeling so much better that hc
ship ‘hq Tlezw himself. V&Tmme"s companion-
1t ad wrought an extraordinary change.

amy Nim  thrinking; it set his heart
D0g.  Was it because of her that he

A
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“They’re after me! They’re even |

£ S

had come to St. Frank’s with a different
spirit this term? It seemed incredible.
~ “There he is!’’ roared a -dozen voices.

“Grab him!”

“My hat! He’s with one of the girls!” .

The crowd surged onwards like an
avalanche. . Foremost were Handforth and
Nipper and Buster Boots and Reggie - Pitt.
Fuliwood stood back, and clenched his
fists.

“ Better go easy!” he said fiercely. “1I
won’t etand A

“You silly fathead!’’ roared Handforth.
“We’ve come to apologise!”

“To—to what?’

“My dear old Fully, we've done you a
fearful wrong!” exclaimed Boots, pushing
forward and grabbing Fullwood’s hand. “If
you’ve got any sense, you won’'t forgive us;
we don’t deserve it!”

“Get out of if, Boots; let’s get his fist!”

Fullwood. was dazed and bhewildered as
the juniors swarmed round, all of them
apclogising at once. They thumped his
back ard pumped his arm.

“But—but——" he began. -

“We ‘heard the truth from Crowe,”’
explained Nipper, when he could make him-
self understood above the -din. “He told
us how he caught his foot in the grass.
I'm sorry, Fully. We ought to have known
bett’el‘vj, -

“Sare, you ought,’’ agreed Clive Russell.
“But I believed him.”

“Yes, Clive, you did,” said Fullwood
agratefully. “Thanks for that, old man!”

“And you played so well in the second
half that I want you in the same position
for Saturday’s match against the River
House,” said Nipper cheerfully. “Will you
accept, Fully ¥’

Would he accept! Just for a moment
everything went dim in front of Ralph
Leslie Fullwood. He only knew that the
cloud had passed, and that everything was
all right again. Mis heart was {full of
thank{ulness.

But he had a long, uphill fight before
him yet.

THHE END.

NEXT WEEK—run particulars of
FREE GIFTS?
More about the Reform of Fullwood in

“FULLWOOD’S
UPHILL FIGHT!”

T T L S

The STAMP COLLECTOR

The first of & series of articles on this fas-
cinating hobby by the well-known authority
on philately—FRED J. MELVILLE.




NOTE.—If any reader writes to me, I shall j
be pleased to comment wupon c_:uch re-
marks as are likely to interest the
majority. All letters should bhe ad-
dressed to EDWY SEARLES BROOKS,
c/o The Editor, THE NELSON LEE
LiBraRY, The Fleetway House, Farring-
don Street, London, E.C.4. KEvery letter
acknowledeed below has been persen-
ally read by me, and I thank each
writer most heartily. But, although all
letters afford me an equa] amount of
pleasure, I am reluctantly compelled to
confine my individual replies to those
of general intecrest.—E.S.B.

During the week I've come to a decision.
Or, to be more exact, the Iditor and I
have come to a dedision. From now on-
wards we're going to plan stories and
arrage such items as the Portrait Gallery,
General Map, League Magazine, ete, entirely
ourselves, In othu words, all you readers
are lefit out in the "‘01(1——-)011 won't
any voice at all!

¥ * ¥

That sounds a bit grim, doesn’t it? And
it's meant to be grim, too. The Editor
and I are 20 jolly grim tlat our only course
i1s to come out mth a bold statement.
NMaturally, he’s left it to me, but you can
take my word for it that he's just as
determined as T am. In a nutshell, we’re
both fed up with the present state of
affairs.  We're confused, too—absolutely be-
wildered. You may not believe it, but am
I the kind of ch'tp to spoof Vou‘?

I can hear you
80 it's dlwtmctly

And why this thusness?
all asking that question,

up to me to explain things. Well, for
many months—ever since t]lla “Between
Ourselves » of mine started—you readers

have been suggesting things. You've wanted
ionger storics—no Magazine—no serial—a
big Magazine—two serials—no Portrait Gal-
lerj,-a bigger DPYortrait Gallery—all school
story, and no detective interest—all de-
tective story, and no school interest, etc.,
etc., and then a few more etes.

* * *

Now you can understand, perhaps, why
we're fed up. You can appreciate our grin-
ness. You can sympathise with us in our
bewilderment. With so many conflicting
and contradictory suegestions—made to the
Editor as well as myself—we've juggled
with them during these months, and the

~ " m,
s =t a‘mﬁ“ﬂ’*” ’ =

have-
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stories have been written according to the
majority vote. Well, what's lmppened;
Jealousy! Rank, green jealousy! In fact,
the green-eyed monster has fairly haunted
us. We've pleased lots of readers, byt
we've displeased lots of others. And these
others have been jealous because THEIR
suggestions weren’t carried out. The dis-
contented ones wouldn’t have said a thing
if the Editor and had been solely respons.
ible for the minor changes. But it's a dif-
ferent thing when these minor ch‘mnei
were brought about by fellow-readers. And
I can tell you 1t’s a pretty tough job to

keep the whole family of readers from
sqquabbling among themselves.
* * *

Still, we’ve hit upon a solution. And

I've got a kind of idea that most of you
will be as pleased as Punch. From now
onwards I'm not asking for any suggestions
with regard to the forthcommrr stories—and
the ¥ditor isn’t asking for any suggestions

about maps and Portrait Galleries and
things., We want you to write to us as
aften as you please, and you can grumble

to your heart’s content if you've got any-
thing to grumble about. But no suggestions!
It isn’'t that we don’t want suggestions,
it’s purely for the sake of peace. You
can trust us to give you the stories and
other stull that you'll like, can’t you? My
most sucecessful yarns were those 1 wrote
withont any suggestiens from readers. And
I'm going ‘back to that policy. Trust me
and 1 won't let you down. That’s all
ask. Not so very much, is it? And let
me repeat that I shall bc av.fuliv pleased to
get letters.
* # -

And that reminds me that I've got 3
few to acknowledge: H. Mayrick (Wal
sall), Joseph William Maud (Otley, Yorks):
R. Castings {(Radford), An Aussie Flapper
(Coonamble, N.S.W., Australia), M. L Illf}’f
(Adelaide), Bushwhacker (Adelaide) B
Wilkinson (Gateshead), Rilly (DudIE'r): '
Yates (Birstall), A. Siaples (Harlesden)
F. M. Startup (Bridiington), George BUf
gess (Selsey).

* ¥

I'm afraid I haven't got enouﬂn space :’f
give you a long reply. Aussie Flapp'n
Uthouﬂh vour letter certainly deserves ?}?el‘
I'm giad vour dad reads Our Paper. AnO the
proof that grown-ups are eligible to oul
Circle. I'm surprised at you wishing ¥
self to be a boy!—E.S.B.



or, The Case of the
- Boy King!

- A Gripping New Tale of Detective
Adventure, introducing SEXTON
BLAKE and TINKER,

FOR NEW READERS. fresh, so please excuse. And if you wish

Tinker visits his former school chumg at | for a bottle of claret, there’s none out, and

Calcroft, and on his return is attacked and | will you please ask Master Tinker to open

captured by three men in a motor-car. { @ fresh case, the nails in the lid being like

Evidently, he is mistaken for somebody | spikes, and ’ammered in so hard they defies
else, for soon after, Lis captors set him { me.”

free.  Next morning Tinker rcceives a “I'm sure Sergeant Coggs will do that
visitor, who turns out to be King Peter of | for you, Mrs. Bardell,” said Sexton Blake.
Carlovia, and late of Calcroft. He is ‘““Lead me to it, ma’am, and I'll eat it,”

returning urgently to his unruly kingdom, | growled the sergeant. “1 can draw nails
and offers Tinker a job. Sexton Blake has | with my teeth.”

also an important mission in Carlovia, and | There was nothing bashful about his
80 Tinker readily accepts the king’s offer, | Majesty King Peter of Carlovia. . During
which is nct without grave risks. lunch he talked to Sexton Blake and Tinker
(Now kegin reading this rattling mew yarn.) | as if he had known them both all his life.
Blake summed up {he youngster as swiftly

S"EXTON BLAKE opened the door, and | a3 he had summed up Sergeant Coggs.

the sergeant stifiened and saluted. Peter’s faults were that he was happy-go-
“Sergeant Coggs, sir,” he said | lucky, careless and lazy. His good points
2 grufily, “Ordered to report, two | were that he was generous and honest, and
O'clock., On the stroke. Service of King | would stand by a friend through adversity
Peter, to which long life and prosperity.” as well as prosperity. Ile was so young that
Blake looked the sergeant over and it was pOSS}hle that Q good shaking-up a.;ld
fummed him up. -His impression was a | TOreé experience of life would enable him
dvourahie one, and Blake rarely erred in | to rid himself of his shortcomings.
’?‘ judgment of a man. “Then you don’t want a State entry into
« Strong as a bullock,” he thought;| Kamfak,” said the private detective. ‘ What
sohﬁ_‘l‘, faithful, but apt to shirk a job he | are your plans, then, sir?” |
eIt like and stick hard to a job he does | «For the sake of Mike Cassidy and =all
upe? Come in sergeant,”” he sajd aloud. | his pigs, please don’t ‘sir’ me, Mr. Blake,”
st ¢ haven't had lunch yet, so you’d better | pleaded his Majesty. < Peter is good enough.
_'r"do’t‘-‘ﬂ and read and have a smoke.” Well, my plans don’t amount to much. I
un tOUTs to command, sir,”’ said Blimp. | want to dodge the guard of honour that’s
ngte—rhﬂps you’ve forgotten me, sir, but I’ve | coming. Fer I have a notion it wiil be
!id' forgotten you. Sort of odd man, out- | more like a kind of escort, and instead of
he“pm'tﬂ}‘. and errand-runner at Calereft | bossing ¥, I shall be a sort of glorified
3?00}.. sir that's me, Didn’t like being | prisoner. I thought of sneaking over with
thé-:hl,hﬂlli!'h I've got a pension, Sce you and | Blimp, and turning up at the palace like
weplUng gent there last term, sird’ a prize or surprise parcel. 1 fancy old
ezfu,“e soup is on the table, sir, if you’ll | Sarjo will be glad to see me.” |
"inae me,”” said the voico of Mrd. Bardell, “But you couldn’t get through without
Qoge,. 0250 lamb to follow, though the green- | passports, Peter.” .
han'er ought not to sell such mint for mint- “Yes, that was the snag, Mr. Blske; buf
‘39,‘ all so dried-up and shrivelled, as if it | Blimp and I were sure we’d work it some-
ﬁﬂt seen a garden for years and years, | how.” ,
e too busy to run cut and buy some ‘¢« 8arjo is the Prime Minister, guv'nor, or
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was while Prince Paul was alive,” said  he consulted his watch again, and cop.
Tinker. pared it with the cleck, and went to the

Blake nodded. _
“Yes, I know that, young 'un. I've just
had a chat with a ‘man who has spent the
last two ycars in Kamfak.” |
“Two vears without getting shot! Why,
that sounds quite hopeful!” said Tinker,
with a grin. ¢ Perhaps he lived in a bomb-
proof shelter all the time. But about your
prime minister, Peter, my Monarch. Do
vou think you can trust the old guy?”
“It's jolly hard to say if yow can trust
anybody in Carlovia,” said Peter. ¢ He
writes niee kind Ictters to me, and he used
to shove plenty c¢f{ money into the bank for
me, but as it wasn't his money he didn't
lose much by that. Yes, I think he’s 0.X.
Then there's my cousin, Prince Darro, cousip
on my mother’s side, that is, a sloppy sort
of ass, but quite decent. When he was iIn
England he ecame down to see our  big
footer match against Ranthorpe College. A
ripping match, and played as clean as a
whistle, but on the rough side, for we’re

always mustard against Ranthorpe, and
they're cayenne pepper on beating us. It
quite shocked Darro. He said football was
a low, brutal, murderous game, unnworthy
of gentlemen, and only fit for gladiators and
hired assassins.”

Sexton Blake glanced at his watch.

“] want you to take a note to the
Foreign Office.for me, Tinker,”” he said, “=so
vou can drive Peter down. And a word to
vou, Peter. You’'ll find Sir Randolph Bru:-
ling quite a decent old gentleman, and any
advice he' gives you will be worth listening

to.”

“Very good, Mr. Blake,” =said Peter.
“And what about Blimp? Ile’s not used
to London, and if T don’t take him along
he may get mislaid.”

“Take him., then, and let him look after
the car.,” said the private detective. ¢’
have the note ready in a few minutes,
Tinker.”’ -

Soon after the two youngsters and Ex-
sergeant Coggs had gone a telegram arrived
tor Tinker; and Sexton Blake opened it.
The wire was from the Headmaster of Cal-
croft School.

“To Tinker, c¢/o Sexton Blake, Baker
Street, London.—Thanks for letter received.
Can only imagine extraordinary incident con-
cerns boy Bruce-Lyon, a mistaken identity.
Bruce-Lyon has appointment three p.m.
Foreign Oflice. Please ’phone there, dis-
cover if he has arrived safely, Am anxious.
—NORMAX DANEHURST.”

The Headmaster had paid a reply, and
Blake pencilled an answer and handed the
form to the waiting boy.

“To Norman Danchurst. Calcroft School,
Calcroft.—Bruce-Lyon quite safe. Tinker
thanks you for wire.—SEXTON DBLAKE.”

Then the private detective began to pace
up and down the consulting-room. At last

telephone.

“Is that you, Sir Randolpi? Good! I
Blake speaking. Obh, yes, as I told you iy
my note, I'm accepting the commissigp
When can 1 have the four passports?
only want them duly signed and sealed, fop
I can paste on the necessary photograpl;
and fill in the details myself. Only a pre.
caution against accident, you see, for I-
don’t expect to have to use them. In ap
hour? Rizht! And the letters of credit?
Put me down as plain James Brown, tutop
by profession, of Calcroft School, Calcroft
England.” ’

When Tinker and his Majesty, with Blimp
close at their heels, crossed over from the
garage there was a stranger in the consult-
ing-room, a pale man, clad in a sober black,
his hair parted sleekly in the middle, and
his eyes protected by smoked glasses. He
had the kind of stoop known as a student’s
hump, which is supposed to be the result
of much bending over books in long study.

““ Which of you two young gentlemen is
Master grucc-Lyon, please?” he said, in a
thin voice. ‘“No doubt Sir Randolph Bray-
ling has mentioned me. My name is James
Brown, the tutor reccommended by the
Foreign Ofiice to—hem!—to  accompany
Master Bruce-Lyon.”

Peter looked at his new tutor with any-
thing but affection. It seemed a poor sort
of thing to be a reigning monarch if the
British Foreign Office could saddle him with

a tutor he had never seen before, and did

not want. Tinker saw his expression of
dismay and dislike, took another look ab
Mr. James Brown, and then dropped into

a chair and laughed.

““A jolly good make-up, guv’nor,” he said,
with a chuckle. ¢ You look the part a treat,
and you’'ve fairly put the wind up old Peter.
I like your hair and your stoop and your
voice. Shift those goggies and take the
kink out of your back to reassure him, for
the shock has turned him quite pale aboub
the gills.» |

Mr. James Brown removed his spectacles,
swept  his hand over his hair, and
straightened himself. fThe transformatiom
was swift and astonishing. It astonished
Sergeant Coggs so much that he cried:
« Gawsh! If that ain’t a fair corker!” and
stood at =alute. )

““ Does this really mean you're going Wwith
me to Carlovia, Mr. Blake,” asked Peter
with excitement.

“Yes, that’s so. TYou've brought your
tutor with you from Caleroft School 10
help you to complete your studies. M-
James Brown, M.A. I sclected the name
because it’s an easy one to remember. *
be jolly careful to remember it, and always
use it.” od

“And what’s my stunt, guv'nor?” asket
Tinker. “ Don’t pick on anvthing with an¥
work attached to it.” 9

“You’re Peter’'s friend and guest, °

-
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chum he’s invited over. Stand to-
ther, you two fellows. You’re very much
g o ‘you two, only Peter is stiffer and
i3 different—very much alike.
name for yourself, young ’un;.
ing simple, like Billy Jones, The
t, of course, is your handy man, and
hew handy he is when we start

someth
Sergean
We’n- See’
packin g.’

Peter Jaughed.
T 4 v

«1f they manage of us
in Kamfak it won’t be such a bad bag,” he
said. “ Blimp, you d better get a taxi, and
fetch our luggage from the station, You'll

=

gnd the ticket in the pocket of my dust-

to pot the bunch

s I~ - -

o
1

+  (fet a move on you, or I’ll sack you.”
¢oav. : ” !
Twgertainly, Kingl? growled Sergeant

« Krneel, Billy Jones,*” said Peter, scizing
the poker, ‘“and when I’ve patted you with
this you will be Sir William Jones, a gal-
lJant knight.” '

“ Notbing doing, old bean, unless there’s
a pension or a salary attached to it,” said
Tinker. “ Billy Jones 1is good enough for
me, for I'm not hankering after titles. As
Jong as there’s a serew belonging to it, I'll
be Whelk-taster to the Royal Family, or
Keeper c¢f the Gelden Winkle-pin, but there
must be oof.”?

“Greedy lout,” said his Majesty. ““Do.
you want me, sir?”
© ““Yes, 1 want to talk to you 1':1;1411{%1'1
seriously, Peter,” said Sexton Blake, ‘‘so

please come in here, my lad. Tinker and I
are going to Carlovia on sccret service, but
we are your very good friends all the same,
and I have many things to ask you and
many things to tell you.”

Before closing the door of the inner room
Blnake spore to Tinker.

There’s a map of Carlovia on my desk,
young ‘un,” he said, ‘ perhaps a better one
than we could get from the War Office.
Have a goed look-at it. When I've had a
¢hat with Peter I must go to the French
mbassy, and then give the Admiralty
Office a call. Cut the luggage down as low
8 you can, and take great care of the
Papers that are coming along.”

I'll watch it. guv’nor,” answered Tinker.

C

OVER THE FRONTIER.

E-ACK!
At the crisp sound of a rifle-shot,
Tinker ducked down behind the
' A

E‘é?D of emoke floated upwards from the loop-
sidee of an old stone fort built on the hiil-

Tinker had not heard the ping of a

glslﬁt,nso he concluded that the cartridge

Sexta blank one. The car behind, driven by

abmo}l Blake, that was jolting over the
"%}til}ablr; road, also stopped.

Jopeo e 18 the Carlovian frontier, Billy
€8, said Peter, with a chuckle. I told

}'0‘1‘. they'd shoot, didn’t 1%

Bt )

| man politely.

g;'?:n did, old bean, and they did, old
:~ fald Tinker. “What charming people

‘we will hang him at once.

your loving subjects must be to know! Only
a dud cartridge, guv’nor,”” he shouted over
his shoulder. “I’m stopping till something
else happens, for they might squib off a few
live ones,”

A man in baggy blue knickerbockers and a
ragged military coat emerged from the
fortress, rifle on shoulder, and came down a
steep path to meet them. lle wore a terrify-

ing black, shaggy beard, and his hair was
like a mop.

‘“And you can't speak the lingo,”’
Tinker, -~ . -

“J] can’t, Billy, and, as I don't want fo
break my teeth and dislocate my neck, I'm
not going to try to speak it,” answered his
Majesty; “but I'll bet this johnny can talk
English.””

“It would improve him a lot to run a
lavn-mower over him a few times,” said
Tinker, “Gee, did he rob a scarecrow of that
uniform ?”’

Sexton Blake—or, rather, Mr. James Brown
—had alighted.

‘““ We are English,”” he said in a thin volce,
““so I trust you speak English.”

“(0Oh, yes; speak English right enough!”
said the man with the rifle. “ Where are
your passports?’’ - -

“Here are our passports, but I am afraid
they do not carry us across the frontier.”
said Blake. ¢I have here, however, a tele-
gram from his Excellency, the Carlovian
Prime Minister, Oscar Sarjo. Probably he
has telegraphed to you?”

Several other men had come out of the
fort, all armed with rifles. A quick glance up
the steep road, with mountain peaks tower-
inz over it, showed the private detective that
if anything had gone amiss, there was no
hope of making a successful dash across the
frcntier. On the hilly road the cars would
offer a splendid mark for rifles, and there
would be no hesitation about shooting.

‘““Yes, there is a message, sir,” said the
“ His Excellency’s car has
broken down.  If you do not meet him on the
road, he will wait for you at Livnar. You
will pardon the usual formalitiea?’ - s

King Peter’'s frontier guard proceeded to
overhaul the luggage. A few artiicles were
declared contraband, but a few English
Tz*ietasury notes prompfly settled that difli-
culty.

“ You may pass, gentlemen,”” said the man
in eommand; ‘“unless you would care to
witness an interesting little ceremony. We
have caught a brigand, and it was our Inten-
tion to hang him in the morning. For
another pound note, and for your amusement,
Quite a novel
sight, I assure you, and it will please the
young gentlemen—and quite cheap at a
sovereign.’’ :

Sexton Blake, alias Mr. James Brown,
M.A., lifted his hands in horror.

““ Good gracious, no!” he cried. “I should
faint with terror! I could not bear to sce
anything so hideous, and it would haunt my
areams, Accept another pound, with

said
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such a sight, Drive on, Mr. Jones

““What a country!”’ chuckled Tinker. ¢ Oh,
my stars, what a country! For the small
sum of one quid-—or a dollar apiece—you can
have a man specially hanged for your enter-
tainment! And I say, Peter, your roads are
as rotten as your uniforms!”

“You needn't grouse about it, for I
warned you enough,” said Peter. “You'll
find the roads better as you get further in,
I'il kick up a jolly row akout those uniforms,
for they're a disgrace, and I'll have the
whiskers off every soldier in my army, even
if causes a mutiny!”

“Got an army, then?
that?”

““ Four thousand strong, or weak, I don’t
know which,” said Peter. “Ii you want to
be a colonel, say so0.”

“Not for toilee, if the rest of your *army
resembles that sample, for 1'd sooner com-
mand a regiment of dustmen. Gosh, what a
road!”

The cars toiled up the hill, and then a
gloomy ravine yawned below that seemed to
drop into the very depths of the earth.

“ Anyhow, yeu can't grumble about the
scenery, Billy!” said his AMajesty, after a
pause.

“Quite good, but a bit too rocky, and I
hope the brakes will stick it, for if they
don’t there'll be such a jolly old bump that
your pals won't have the pleasure of shooting
us. And this is what I left my happy home
for! "Where's Livnar, Old King Cole?”

“Only about fifteen miles from the irontier,
where the railway comes to a full stop. 1
expect that wire from Sarjo about his ecar
having broken down was all a fluke. The old
inggins was afraid to face the ride. Go
easy here, for there's a nasty bend.”

“It's all bends, even the straight parts.”
grumbled Tinker, showing Sexton Blake a
warning hand.

Luckily, the brakes stood the strain well,
and the road improved, and without mishap
they ran inte Livnar, a town of two-storeyed
wooden houses and one rambling inn, where a
curious crowd gathered round the cars.

The men were slight—like most mountain
races—bearded and musecular, and wore
baggy blue trousers, stockings of undyed
wool, and grey flannel shirts. The women
looked emarter in their bright-coloured
shawls and short petticoats, and their dark

You didn’t tell me

-

hair hung in two plaits and was fastened.

with bows of gay ribbon. Though the im-
portation and carrying of firearms was
strictly forbidden, nearly every man had a
revolver at his hip in addition to a long-
bladed dagger, and all were smoking thin
Lrown cheroots, men and women alike,

The host of the inn, who had only one
eye and a face that would have hanged him
years before in any country except Carlovia,
bowed them in, and <4n broken English
begaged to receive their esteemed commands,

“We want to see his Excellency,” said

-

Blake, ““and then get us something to e,
I think we are going on to Kamfak.” '

They waited in a leng, ak-pannelled
room. A girl of aboul sixteen came in, 4

graceful, fair-haired girl with clear blyg
eyes.
“Cheerio, Celia,” cried Peter. ¢TFit |
hope?”? : :
““ Hallo, Peter,” said Princess Celia,

“Jolly fit and 1 hope you're the same.”

They greeted each other as coolly as it
thiey had only parted the day before.

““ My tutor, Mr. James Brown, Celia, My
sister, the Princess Celia, Mr. Brown,” saig
Peter. ““This I3 my school <c¢hum, Billy
Jones, come on a visit to be shot. Quite
a decent sort of kid in his way. Torwarg
lere, Blimp! ’'Shun! Jump to it, my lag!»

Sergeant Coggs jumped to it.

““This young lady is my sister, Princass
Celia, Blimp,” went on Peter. *‘She's your
mistress, and don’t let that fact trickle out
of your head. If I'm not about to give
you orders, you'll take them from tlie prin-

cess. And now that I'm at it, gentlemen
and lady, the moment I <crossed the
frontier of Carlovia things altered. Here

my word is the law and I am master of life
and death, 1f you disoley the princess, I'll
hang you, Biimp, and if I get any sauce
from you, Billy Jones, I won’t hang you, but
['ll have your head sliced off and give a
special holiday to let my subjects see it
done. I am the king, and the king can do
no wrong.,”

“Isn’'t it too silly,” said the princess to
Celia. ¢ And the silliest part about it is
that it’s all perfectly true.”

“I’'il watch that it deesn’t come true in
my case. I mean the part about slicing off
my napper—beg pardon— my head,” said
Tinker. “I'm clearing out of this on the
next ’bus that runs to the frontier.”

The door opened and an old man with
snow-wirite hair a flowing beard and a kind,
handsome face walked in slowly. e sank on
one knee before Peter and raised the youls
kKing's hand to his lips.

‘““Oscar Sarjo, the Prime Minister,” whi-
pered the girl: and those five whispered
words told Tinker that there was no love
lost between the dainty Princess Celia of
Carlovia sad Carlovia’s Prime Minister.

“QOh, get up, my friend,” said Peter
““You're getting too old to kneel on hard
boards, and besides, it takes the creases OY
of your bags.”

At this most unkingly remark to his lead
ing minister, Sexton Blake hid a smil¢
behind his hand, and Tinker, as he saWw the
laughter in Celia’s blue eyes, nearly choked:

“ My stars!” he said. ¢ If Peter go&5 o

; ; f -
this way he'll make a sort of comm-ﬂiﬁ?_

job of it, It's a comic-opera country,
how.” - s

Princess Celia’s face saddened and 3%
shook her head.
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v Iittle comic about Kamiak. It looks

i nd full of laughter when all the lights-
£4) l;}lazinfr and the streets are crowded.
-5 3 for you

ight be ahf.*a%-f {;arflﬁ’a.}_htnne, o
masked faces ‘everywn ere. .'G.li-"z‘
see._ ., Jaughter, there’s hate and bittermwess,
tnemdﬁre;dﬁll things are done. It 15 worse
:}'ﬂda gutr ancle died, for he was stern and
:;ﬁrgﬂg and they fearesd h‘im. I am afraid
for Pete?{.} Are you in the same Form at
{"#;];c;?}ff.I only went there last term,” s?-id
Tinker evasively. I was in Pycroft’s
House and your E‘}‘Dtﬂ-&l‘ was in Collier’s. I
knew Mr. Brown jolly well, and Even_lf he
jsp’t very impressive to look at, he's ihe
cleverest man I ever met.??

«1 hope Peter will take notice oi him,”
said Celia; ‘““but now that he feels himself
free, it’s not much good hoping.*?

«1'm sure he'll take notice of old Brown,”
caid Tinker. * Brewn won’'t stand any non-
sense, even from a giddy king, miss—I mean
Princess. That doesn’t sound right, either.
I don*t understand these gadgets very well,
Am I %o say your Highness or your Royal
Highness, or which?”’

“I'm Princess Royal, so it cught to be
“your Royal Highness ’; but I don’t want
any of that nonsense from you, as you're
TFeter’s chum,” said Celia, ““I'll just call
‘you Billy, and you ecall me Celia, but only
m private. Ji you speak to me in public
you must do the correct thing, or there’ll
be dreadful trouble. If the newspapers gob
to hear that the English boy visitor
addressed their princess by her Christian
name they’d want your head, and ask to
have you deported, so do be eareful, Billy.>’

““Gee whoosh! My pcor old head is begin-
ning to feel a bit loose on my neck, Celia,”
faid Tinker with a grin. _

Sexton Blake, Peter and the Prime
Minister had moved to the further .end of
the long Toom and were talking together.
EIIEEE{,EI' }GFJ}:eLi_ steadily at the girl, and her
Ti:;kley lue eyes met his unflinchingly and

oot mnew that she could be trusted.

. Lan you keep a sceret, Celia?”

I ought to be able to, Billy, for I've

been keeping secrets all my life, Why do
You ask me that?*

““ There’s .

“Is it because you know I'll find you
out?? .

It was a difficult thing to make Tinker
fluch, but he reddened and felt foolish.

“ Perhaps there is a bit of that about it,
Celia,” he said truthfully, <« for I’'m jolly
well sure you would find me out. You can
believe me or not, but, honest injun, I- hate
salling under false colours to you. I never
was a scholar at Calcroft, and I never met
your brother until iess than a week ago.
We’ve chummed in, and we're on your side
and Peter’'s side all through. OQur names
most likely will mean nothing to you, but
Mr. James Brown is Sexton Blake, the pri-
vate detective, and I'm his assistant, plain
Tinker, not Billy Jones.” -

““In my brother’s employ?”?

““No, but his good friends,” said Tinker,
lowering hig voice, as the girl gave a warn-
ing frown. ¢ We’re working for the Allies,
Secret Service, and trying to get at the
bottom of this rot over here.”

“ PDoes he know—Sarjo?”

“I haven’t a notion, unless my guv'nor
has told him, or Peter has blurted it out,”
said Tinker. -

‘““Then don’t tell him, Billy,” said the
girl. “You can {trust me to keep Peter
quiet. 1 detest Sarjo. He’s quiet. and

smooth-tongued, and he’ll flatter Peter and
fawn on him till Peter will think him the
hest in the world; but I know Sarjo better.
Another time I'll tell you why, Billy. I like
you better for having told me the truth, but
I still think you partly did it beecause you
felt sure I would find you out. And be
careful—awfully careful—of what you say,
for in Carlovia that old tag about walls
having ears is as true as true,”?

Peter’s talk with Sarjo appeared to have
ruffled his temper..

“TLet's hear you, Billy, old man, and you,
Celia,” he called out. ¢“ Here’'s a rotten
business! I've got to make a state entry
into Kamfak, and the news has to be an-
nounced and a general holiday and the town
decorated, and all that bosh. That’ll take
a week, and for a week Sarjo wants. us to
go and bury ourselves in Shalvola. In the
meantime, I'm not supposed to be in Car-
lovia at all!*’

“ And what does AMr. Brown say about
it??? asked Tinker. =

““ Oh, he agrees, else I'd have told Sarjo

.‘ F = ; H - - 4w - - -
mlﬂg?ﬁﬁbﬁ 1 hate sailing wunder false |to go and eat coke!’” said his Majesty.
P U0, Fou. (To be continued.)
e _
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My f)e;lr Leagueites,—

I am glad to see that some enterprising
0.0.s have already made a start with
their clubs. F.M. 76 writes to tell me that
his club, the Hale Branch of the S.F.L., Is
steadily gaining more members, and that they
have now the use of a large room in the
south wing of his father’s house, which they
have furnished not only with comfortable
armchairs, a big couch, bookcases and cup-
boards, but a punch-ball and Sandow de-
veloper. They have sports’ meetings every
Saturday afternoon, and in the evenings they
can indulge in indoor games in their large
new club-room,

Talking of indoor games, 0. 0., F. M. 677
reminds me of a promise I made last year
concerning the St. Frank’s Table Footbali
came, invented by Dick Goodwin.” 1 said
that I hoped to be able to get it manufac-
tured so that my readers would be able to
buy it for this coming winter season. 1 am
happy to be able to inform my correspondent
that my promise will be fulfilled, and that
Goodwin’s game, known as the St. Frank’s
- Table Foothall Game, will be sold for 7s. ¢d.
at Gamages, Harrods, Seliridges, The Army
and Navy Stores, DBarkers, Benetfinks,
Hamleys, Derry and Toms, and at all the
leading stores and toyshops. As 0.0,
I". M. 677 will remember, this new table
wame i3 just like the real game in ininlature.
Neat little football boots are fitted on the
first two fingers, and, thus equipped, you can
dribble, pass and sboot in exactly the same
way as you would on the field. I trust
that every 0. O. will see that his club is

|

supplied with one of these games, and thep
perhaps we can arrange a series of lnter. -
Club matches. :

Another O. @.,-who has already started a
S.F.L. club, is F.M. 420. He has succeeded
in raising a great deal of interest among the
boys of his neighbouriood in the League,
Over half of his football club have joined, ang
now they have started a swimming section.

I hope many other 0.0.s will now follow
the excellent exampies of F.M. 76 and
I''M, 420. Then, by the time the League
has reached a membership of 10,000, we shall
have a number of clubs already in existence.
In the meantime, I shall be interested to
hear from any other O. O.’s who have started
S.F.L. clubs on their own.

Only another three weeks, and then every
reader will find a handsome gift enclosed in
his ““* N.L.L.”” There wiil be no-two gifts exactly
alike in any two copies, and opportunities
will be given only to Members of the League
to exchange their giits with one another.
These egifts will be given away with the
“ N.L.L.” for four consecutive weeks. Nexi
week I will let you into the secret. So every
reader who wants to derive full benefit
from these gifts should lose no time In
applying for membership of the Laague;
Furthermore, in order to be quite sure 0O:
getting a copy of the “N.L.L.” for the four
weeks beginning October 24th—when these
gifts will be presented—it is advisable
place a standing order with your newsagenl
without d2lay.

Your sincere friend,
THE CHIEF CFFICER.

"]

— "1

(1) Getting to know your fellow-readers
from near at home to the most
distant outposts of the Empire.

(2) Joining local sports and social ciubs
afliliated to the League.

{2) Entering for competitions run for
the benefit of members.

(4) Qualifying for various awards by
promoting the growth of the League.

(5) Opportunities for contributing short
articles, stories, and sketches to the
League Magazine.

SOME ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE

(6, Space for short notices and free
adverts. for members in the above
magazine. .

(7) Advice on choosing a trade or caliin?
in life, on emijgration to the colonies,
dependencies, or abroad. i

(8) An employment bureau for members
of the League. '

(9) Tours to interesting places In Eng
land and on the Continent, camgmg:
out holidays, and sea-trips, speciallj
arranced for members of the L’@J :
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AS SIMPLE AS A B (.

TiCNS.-—-Reacer  Applying  for
!N%Tgﬁi[:]-l cut out TWO complete
pent e Forms from TWO copies of this

3]ied 10” e e - :
Am’-“ﬁtjgsue of THE NELSON. LEE LIiBRARY.

WeeR's sorms fill in Section A, cross-
of the forms fill In S¢ £ N
On one and C by runaing the

i ] yils B
g m.],?t,é:g:{}zf 1';1[,'1‘1!55 both Sections. Then
pes, dié{;arlr Tour full name and address at
1I:}i{?:IH] of form. The second form 1is for
1{"”‘”'1_ new reader, who fills in Rection C,
YO ses out Sections A and B, and
yrites his name and address at bottom of
fr:rm- Both forms are then  pinned

to the Chief Officer, The
¢/o0 THE NELSON LEE
Gough  Square,

Applying  for

together and _s,e:_ut
gt. Frank’s League,
LigrARY, Gough House,

London, I.C.4. Mamber
Bronze Medal: It will be necessary for
vou- to obtain six new readers for this
wward. For each new reader TWO complete
tarms are needed, and these must be taken
from  copies of the lafest: issue of THE
NpiSoN LEE LisriRY at the time when the
forms are sent in. On one of the forms iill
in Section B, crossing oub Sections A and
C, and writc your name and address at
bottom of form. The other form is for
your new reader, who fills in Section C,

IMPORTANT.—Complete
NELSON LEE LiBRARY is on sale.

crosses out Sections A and B, ard writes
his name and address at the boltom of the
form. Now pin both forms together and
send them to the Chief Oflicer, as above.
One new reader will then be registered
against your name, and when . six new
readers have been regisiered, you will be
sent the St. Frank’s League bronze medal.
There is nothing to prevent you {rom send-
ing in forms for two or more new readers
at once, provided the forms are taken from
the latest issue of THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY
at the time when the forms are sent in.

Bronze medallists wishing fo qualify for
the silver or gold medal can apply in the
same way as for the bronze medal, filling
in Section B, which has been revised for this
purpose. Every introduction they make will
be credited to them, so that when the
League reaches the required number of
members, they can exchange their bronze
medal for a silver or gold one, according to
the number of introductions wiith which they
are credited.

These Application Forms can be posted
for 4d., provided the envelope is not sealed
and no letter is enclosed.

and post off this form before the next issue of Tne
Otherwise the form becomes out of date and useless.

ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 15.

Oct. 3, 1925

SECTION

READER’S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

Being a regular reader of *“THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,” 1
desire Lo become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK’S
LEAGUE, and to qualify for all such benefits and privileges as
are offered to Members of the League, I hereby declare myself to
be a staunch supporter of “THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY ” and
THE- ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE, and that I have introduced Qur
Paper to one new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on seecond form attached hereto. Will you, therefore, Kkindly
forward me Certificate of Enrolment with Membership Number
assigsned to me.

SECTION

MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDMS

1, Member NOLaaasos give Membership No.) hereby dgclare
that I have introduced onc more. new reader, whose signature
to certify this appears on second form attached hereto. This

niakes me............ (state number of
introductions to my credit.

introductions up to date)

SECTION

“Hq_-‘h__-__

NEW READER’S DECGLARATION.
I herchy declare that I have been introduced by (give name of

INEPOAUCEL) criviiiieiiriiircrencsesanisessrenssneasensreanseear.erennee 1O this issue of
“THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,” which I will read with a view
to becoming a regular reader of this paper.

\

(ADDRESS)
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