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He sank down and held his throbbing head in his hand. And Clavering
{ looked on wonderingly. At fast he placed a hand on Fullwood’s shoulder-

o




The story of Fullwood’s siruggle
against the evil reputation of his past
is poignantly told in this week’s
anarrative. His rascally cousin, Eustace
Carey, under the name of Clavering, is
still at St. Frank’s, while the reat
Clavering is a prisoner in the Priory
dungeon, Added to the constant fear of
exposure by the discovery that he is
shielding his cousin from justice are
the gibes and plots against him by
his former associates, whom he now
despises. Introduces an exciting foot-
ball match in which Fullwood dis-

tinguishes himself,
TEE EDITOR.

»

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

IIe was glad that he had the study to
himself. It wasn’t his own study—therein
lay the tragedy. It was Stanley Clavering's
study, and was in the Sixth Form passage
of the East Ilouse. To be exact, Conroy
minimus was fagging for Clavering at the
moment, -

As a general rule, Conroy minimus escaped

CHAPTER 1.

& TALE OF INK AND WOE,
ONROY MINIMUS, of the Third,
stared with dumb horror.
C The great pool of ink sank slowly
into the plush of the red table cover,
forming a huge, uneven blotch in the centre

of the table. IHere was one of life’s minor | the arduous duties of a fag., le was too
tragedies in a nutshell. . well known in the Sixth. - Tannings had
v ¢ Great jumping corks!” said Conroy | absolutely no effect. Lectures were a waste
minimus huskily, - of breath. Conroy minimus had destroved

more property than all the other fags of

" e didn’t know how it had happened. lle | /| o R aaie i
never did know how these things happened. bit lff:illhil I%Ut together. Ilence his free-
He had simply been throwing a shoe across | ¢0m 1‘3}'11 0¥ |

the room into the corner, and the big inkpot; . But Clavering was a comparatively new

But he hadn’t aitmed abt

had overturned.’
That was the queer part

the inkpot at all

of 1t.
At least, it was queer to Conroy minimus,

It wouldn’t have been ¢ueer to anybody
else. Throughout the Third Form at St.

Frank’s his aim was known to be a perilous,
unknown guantity.

Y shall have to do something!” panted
Conroy minimus. “It’s no good standing
here and looking at it! It won’t take me
two ticks to get that stain out! Thank
gnodness, I know the way to do itl”

fellow in the Sixth, and he hadn’'t learned
of the perils which attended the employ-
ment' of Conroy minimus. The fag didn't
maliciously do these things. MHe just
couldn’t help them. |

In his own person he was disreputable to
such a degree that Mr. Sunclide, the Third
Form-master, had {frequently becn seen to
erasp his hair in tufts, as though ahout to
pull them ount by the roots. The Third
was weary of listening to BMr. Suncliffe’s
lectures on the subject of Conroy minimus’
personal appeanrance.
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Iie was such a small fag, teo. e didn'd
look at all dangerous. Upon meeting him,
one merely supposed that he had just been
exploring a coal cellar, unaware that it
was his normal appearance. He was always
smudgy, he was always bespatterea witl
ink-stains, and his untidiness was a by-
word. It was quite a common thing to see
Conroy minimus Wwith gdd shoes. On one
famous occasion, he had horrified the school
by wearing one brown and one black,

Indeed, Conroy minor, of the Iourth,
only recognised his younger brother under
protest. And Conroy major, of the Sixth,
ignored him utterly. Once, in showing
visitors round the schoel, Conroy major had
becn shamed for ever by the sudden appear-
ance of his youngest brother in all his usual
cerime, blatantly proclaiming his relationship.
That experience had shaken Conroy major to
the core, and he had never really got
over it.

In addition to the other defects of Conroy
minimus, his brain capacity appeared to be
nil, He was at the bottom of his Form,
and he remained there grimly and tena-
ciously, in spite of sall Mr. Sunclifte’s efforts.
¥ven in such small matters as cleaning ink-

stains, he was sadly lacking in enterprme..

Perhaps this was because ht, never troubled
about such trifies.

Somehow, he felt that Clavering would.
Beastly silly, of course. If anything, the
tablecloth looked better nmow than it had
before. A plain red plush was too mono-
tonous. It was far more attractive with
an uneven blob of blue in the centre,

But Conroy minimus shook his head, and
decided that Clavering wouldn’s quite
approve. And Clavering had been very
precise in his instructions. The study was
to be cleaned up and made tidy by a
certain fixed time. The fag still had seven
minutes left.

He deserted all his other work in favour |

of the tablecloth, never realising that this
was onée of those instances where he could
only do more harm than good. lie had an

idea that that tablecloth was valuable, It

was thick and rich, and was new, too. In
fact, Clavering had told him to be particu-
larly careful.

“It’s all right—=he’ll never know a thing!”
said Conroy minimus crisply. ¢ I’ll have
that stain out in no time!” ;

He dashed out, and returned in less than
a minute with a big bowl of water. At
least, it was a Dbig bowl, but it was only
half full of water. The other half was out
in the passage, in varicus puddles. It was
a well-known fact that Conroy minimus
eouldn’t raise a glass of water to his mouth
without spilling some of it. But he had
never been known to spill ginger-pop.

Closing the study door with one hand, he
swung round and decorated the floor with
2 mneat little splash. Then he put the bowl
on Clavering’s best chair, and got to work,

It was only a trifle, of course, but Le n. a0
ncticed that Clavering’s silken -cai} “,t
on the chair, too. i
His method of “’ettiﬁ" to Work w
unigue. s
Whipping the table- cover oﬂ’ he seizeg 4
inky portion and wrung it out The iy -
streamed over his handb dripped gy i
Clavering’s beautiful scarf, and adorned +her
carpet in various new designs., Then Conm
minimus soaked the soiled part of the p mg
cloth in the water, and rubbed it vige TOU3]
fle again wrung it out, and sheo}r it 4
“Toppmﬂ”’ he said with delight, “Ie
never notice a thing!”?

The intense blue had disappeared certainly
but it had become more distributed, merg.
ing into the red delicately. The fag sw ang
1t on to the table, and smoothed it ou. He
again assured himself that no tpace of the
disaster could be detected.

In order to make assurance doubly s sure,
however, he carelessly placed a2 magazine
on the wet portion, and two of Clavevmcs
bound- books close by, to conceal a sus-
pected spot.

Then he dashed abouf, clearing up. There

cilg

‘was only about half a minute left. His

first move towards clearing up was fatal.
He collided with the chair, and the bowl
of inky water soared up tmumphmt;y and
déposited its contents on the fioor. A
great deal of it splashed Conroy minimus,
but he didn't even notice it. He was
accustomed to wallowing in such delights,
Then the door opened, and Stanley
Clavering strode in.

The Sixth-Former came to a dead stop.
His eyes started from his head, and a
hoarse, strangled cry escaped him.

“Just finished, . Clavering,” said Conroy
minimus brightly.

Err———— p—

CIHAPTER II.
THE HUMAN WRECK.

TANLEY CL’&“‘RI\.G
8 found his voice. .

“Who’s—who's beeD
here?” he asked
th”:kly. ' .
¢ ] have, p]easef
Clavering.”? T
“But who else?” thundered tbe S5
Former.
““Nobody, please, Clavering.’ .
“Don’t tell lies to me!” roared Ci ‘"‘19*T 5
“There’s been an army here, by ihe 0%
of it. Good gad! What’s this?”’ e
He gingerly pieked up a limp, &% 0
looking rag from -the chair, and
minimus regarded it with mild
He hadn’t noticed it :before. In any ™™
it was of no importance. sy qald
“I don’t know, please, Claveriig,
Conroy minimus.

interests
cast
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i silk scarf!” shouted Clavering.
:]I:tadgil’:% think much of the pattern,
' Clavering—"’

P'*f_.af)%n't keep saying that!” stormed the

. v Wormer furiously.
slﬁ%haﬁiﬁ;f; what, please, Clavering?”’

o you—you——  Look af thii scarfl”
hooted the OWNET of the study. “I bought
it vesterday; it cost thirty-five shillings.
Look at it mow! You destructive young

I.!J
hogéfr})y minimus scented trouble.  He
hadn’t the faintest idea why, but it seemed
to him that Stanley Clavering was losing
nis temper. He wondered why seniors
always lost their temper. -1t seemed to be
a disease with them. *

« and look at this!” breathed Clavering,
with stark horror in his tone. * Look at
this! Great Scott! That new tablecloth!”

Conroy minimus watched anxiously. It
seemed that Clavering wasn’t going to miss
the stain, after all. Yet Conroy minimus
could have sworn that it was now invisible.

“Took at this horrible blotch!?’ shouted
the other. “Ink, by gad! Have you done
this on purpose?”

“No, please, Clavering.”’

“And my books!” howled the senior,
“These leather covers—they’'re ruined! The
chairs—the carpets. Why, you’ve caused
twenty pounds’ worth of damage! I'lli skin
you for this!”

“That won’t do the tablecloth any good,
piease, Clavering,” said Conroy minimus
ea(linest-ly., “I was only carrying out
orders ?

“Carrying out orders!”’ snarled Clavering.
“By the time you leave this study you’ll
be carrying a few bruises. I've never seen
50 much destruction in all my life. You
ought to be horsewhipped.”

1] " .
“But I'm not a horse, please, Clavering.’”’

Clavering breathed hard. He was coming
E? the conclusion that Conroy minimus
Yasn't exactly cheeky. He couldn’t help it.
toeh}:’fls one of those youths who appear
et ave come Into the world with a sponge
stead of a brain.

Cé}ﬂi?f bere!” he said harshly.

e minimus  didn’t quite like that
or it ‘1138-1"1?, but there was nothing else
Dlaceg tllllt to obey orders. He was so
Windoy mf;« he could reach neither the
iﬂ‘ferveninnr the door without the senior
oy o
Th;%iﬂﬁaﬁe’ Clavering,” he said.

. SIXUR-Former made one grab, seized
starteg Hgmmus, and then the trouble
the cha-ir aOHJG}: minimus was flung across
Cane frop I};,k Clavering whipped a walking-
Slash < 1€ corner,

Cony 1 Please, . Clavering!”’ howled

Yoy je mimimus. “Oh, T say{ Stop! Ow!
e + You bully—

’ bIdS;h, SlﬂSh!

The cane descended again, and then
Clavering flung it aside. He took hold
of Conroy minimus, jammed his face down-
wards to the floor, and wiped the latter
with the Third-Former’s person. He used
Conroy minimus as .a mop.

By the time the ordeal was over Conroy
minimus had ceased to take interest in the
proceedings., His clothing was half torn
from his back, he was smothered in grime
and ink, and his hair was matted. Claver-
ing flung him into a corner, and stood back,
panting,

“Now take my orders!” he said hoarsecly,
“I'm going out—I'm going to Caistowe.
Understand—Caistowe!’’ .

Conroy minimus removed a mass of fluff
from his mouth,

“Yes, Clavering,” he mumbled mechanic-
ally. -

“Don’t forget—Caistowe!” repeated

Clavering. “I shall be gone half the after-
noon. It this study ,isn’t thoroughly

cleaned up by the time I come back, I'll
?ag” you alive! Now, where am 1 going
oY’

“Please, Clavering, you're going to
Plaistowe!”’

“ Plaistowe be hanged!” roared Clavering.
“1 said Caistowe!” :

“Yes, please, Clavering—Caistowe.”’ -

*“And what am I going to do to you if
you haven’t cleaned- this study up by the
time I get back?”

“Please, Clavering, I don’t know.”

“I'm going to flay you alive!” said
Clavering. *Now get on with it!”’

He strode out of the room and slammed
the door. Then he went up to his bed-
room to get washed. No ordinary St.
I'rank’s senior would have treated Conroy
minimus so  drastically. But  Stanley
Clavering wasn’t an ordinary St. Frank’s
senior. To be exact, he wasn't Stanley
Clavering.

His real name was Eustace Carey, and
although he looked little more than
seventeen he was over twenty-one, and
until recently he had been an Oxiord under-
graduate. H= was Ralph Fullwood’s
cousin, masquerading at St. Frank’s in
order to elude the police.

He was wanted on a charge of assault
and robbery. His victim had died, but at
the inquest it had been established that
the unfortunate man had been the owner of
sa weak heart which might have stopped at
the slightest shock. So Carey was only
wanted for robbery.

At St. Frank’s he was safe. None sus-
pected him. And he had established him-
self so firmly, and things were going on so
comiortably, that he was in no mood to
depart. And the real Stanley Clavering

was being held a prisoner, awaiting Eustace
Carey’s pleasure.
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Such was the position of Tullwood’s
ceusin at St. Frank’s. And his violence
towards Conroy minimus could be
acounted for by the fact that he was

naturally a cur and a blackguard.

L e ——

CHAPTER 1il.
WILLY HANDFORTH TAKES CHARGE.
¢ EEN TFullwood?” asked
o Bick Hamilton
briskly.
' “Several times,”
replied. Reggie Pitt, * But
not just recently, Nipper.
He’s  probably on  Little
Side, He's a demon for footer this term.”

“Pll go and look there,” said Nipper.
“It’s the River House match -to-morrow,
you know, and I'm relying on Iullwood for
the forward line.” ,

it was a Tuesday, and the first real
wateh of the season was due to take place
on the following aiternoon. There had
heen several Junior House matehes, and
the best players were known. The team
to play against Hal Brewster and his
stalwarts on the following afternoon pro-
imised {o ‘be a strong one,

The River House matech ought to bave
taken place the previous Saturday, accord-
ing to the fixture lizt, but there had been
such a torrent of rain that & postpone-
mwent had been necessary.

Nipper went off to Little Side, searching
ior Ralph Leslie Fullwood. The former
leader of Study A was enormously changed.
Mis petty villainies were no longer apparent.
He was actually becoming decenf, and one
of the chief signs of this was his keen

interest in footbail.
Handiorth & Co, emerged from the
Ancient House arm in arm. Apparently

this was one of their peaceful moments.
Sometimes they emerged on their neeks,
particularly Church and McClure. But
now all was harmony,

They had scarcely appeared bhefore a
ficure detached itseif from one of the
neighbouring elms, and marched briskly
across, A shadow passed across Hand-
forth’s face. Just when he was {eeling
happy, his serenity was warred. Ie
came to a halt so abruptly that Church

and McClure nearly fell down the steps,

“Here, steady!” said Church, with
g&spu h

Handforth :aid nothing. An anxious
light was creeping into his eyes. There was
something about that approaching figure
which boded ill. It was the sprightly, neat
fizure of Handforth minor, of the Third.

His approach was purposeful. Mandforth
knew it well, There was zomething about
that advance which chilled him,

a

e
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Instinctively he dived a hand inty
trousers pocket and clutched at hig :a‘;:}ru\is

Willy uscd the well-known formulp iefl
was famous at St, Frank’s. Ever‘,:i'odt
knew it—Edward Oswald most of all. L‘?;Tiilt
came to a halt in front of his major, ani;

extended a red, puffy palm,
“Xive hoh?? he said briefly,

“Eh7”
“Five hob!”? _
“Look here, you young fathead!” sig

Handforth' violently.. “ Go away!”
| "“How can I look there if I go awayo
asked Willy. “And don’t argue, Ted; yo

always go mottled when you argue. Fiye
bob!”

“Not a penny!’ roared Handforth
defiantly,

“I don’t want a penny; I wanb five bhoh!»

“You had five shillings on Saturday,”
said Edward Oswald, “1t’s only Tuesday,
Wnat have you done with it?”’

“Do you expect me to stay here half an

hour giving you details of my cxpendi-
ture?” asked Willy .tartly. “Go to s,
Hake. Make inquiries of Mr. Binks. Have
a chat with the greengrocer——"

“The greengrocer?”

“Pve got to feced my pets,”’ said Willy.

“You'd be surprised if you knew how my
areengrocery bill runs up. Comc on, Ted,

my arm’s aching, Five bob.  Another
minute and I'll make it ten!”

Willy gained his ends by sheer persistence.
He always wore his major down. Some
times Handforth would succumb at once,
and other times he would stick out fer
ten or twenty minutes. But Willy had
never been known {fo fail.

“Gh, I suppose I’ve got to humour }'ﬂuf':
arowled Handforth gruffly, I shan't g8
any peace unless I do, But remcmber, 10
crowing. No gloating afterwards. What's
the matler with yotr handi{’-

* Nothing.” .

“It’s all puffed up,” said Handforth, Y&
ing it disgustedly. i

“Ask old Sunclifie,” said Willy. “HeS
cot a new cane!”’

*Always in  trouble,”
severely, “When will you
aood hoy?’

Willy nearly fainted.

A ecod bhoy?” he repeated,
“Aro you calling me names? In
minute 1 won’t accept that five bo
you!”

“0h, wen’t you?” roared Hand
I say I'm going to give you five
cive it, Youw'll take it, even if I
ram it down your neck, Nerve!
ing me!’? | ‘ 1

He took out two half-crowns, and d
them gingerly ¥hip his minor’s pabib
nodded, and grinned. N

“Thanks, Ted,” h¢ said Dgnui:
Jong}* |

*

said his nmjﬂ:
learn to be ¢

gwaying
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He turned on his hf?i:?], w!:is[king one of
t¢he latest songs. Handforth & Co. thought
ne was suddenly stricken, ‘but as he seemed
to walk steadily enough they assumed that
everybhing was all rxg}zt. '

willy progressed half across the Triangle,
ihen he came to a halt, From one of the
windows of the Ldst House a ghastly
apparition was gazing at him. His whistle
died away, and he stood there, frozen.
He saw a creature attired in rags, with
‘smudges instead of a face, and a tangled,
matted mass of stuff which had once been
hﬂf{ was quite all right. Conroy minimus
was merely recovering. He had thgught it
rather a good idea to take a breath of air
at the open window. And as Willy
approached Conroy minimus waved a feeble
hand. . .

¢ 0Oh, g0 it’s you!* said Willy, with relief.
“You gave me quite a start at first—I
thoucht it was the spectre of the East
House! You're looking unusually tidy to-
day, young Conroy!?”

“I've had some tirouble,”” gaid Conroy
minimus—a perfectly needless piece of in-
formation.

“You look it!" agreed Wiily. ¢ What’s
happened? And what are you doing in that
room?"”  Jle went <closer, and peered In,
“Hallo! T thought you were in one of the
senjor studies. I didn't know they had
lamber rooms on this floor.”

“This is Clavering’s study, you ass.”

“Great pip! What’s happened to it,”
asked Willy, startled.

“I've been clearing it up.”

“Ob, yes, of course—I hadn*t thought of
that,”  si4id Willy, nodding. ‘I can see
I{ﬂu:ve been busy, young Conroy. But
Youre more energetic than wusual to-day,
aren t you? What about that book-case?”
What about it2”»

Ou  haven’t smashed it up yet—to
ff‘ﬁtCh, the other things,”, . said Willy.
'mu?s 1}; be__ llﬂﬂ.ff‘cﬂmpletze the . job while
imnﬁ& at 1}- If 1 were you, I'd make a

C re 1n t;.le.re," _

“%?Eﬂ%';knllnlﬁps frowned darkly.
5 & m;_i to!” he said, dropping his voice
to shnﬁe'éfr}m}s whisper. “And I'd like
I .- vlavering in the middle of it! He
D tha ¢d me ten minutes ago. He wiped

el
L1

i flooy ri : : ?
Tool with me—really, vou know!
Ezl-:dhg d of me, and used me as a mop !”’
details Onroy minimus went into the sordid

€ven removed inftimate articles
as bt&ndi-—carel&ss of the fact that he
hlbited ¢ 1“&: at the open window—and ex-
Dresseq o Stars of battle. Willy was im-

sa
Deriy1” N2t beast has marked you pro-
Ought to 4o S2ld seriously. “The Third

0 s : :
0n’ra J?D Something about this, My hat!
' Over weals!””

OVer mer, -, tlough wheels had been all
sald  Conroy minimus, with a
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rare flash of wit. “1 don’t know what I'm
going to do,” he went on sadly, “Clavering’s
told me to c¢lear this up in two hours, while
he's gone to Caistowe. DBut I've cleared it
up once. There's nothing else to do!”
**Never mind that room,” said Willy
briskiy. “Leave it just as it is. I'll see
Clavering when he comes back., I've taken
charge of the affair now. You go away and
soak yourself in water for an Lour!”

r— p———

CHAPTER 1IV.
HOBRS, THE INVENTOR.

ONROY minimus
looked surprised,
“What for?” he

asked.

“You wounldn’t understand
if I told you,” replied Willy,
“But go away and soak
vourself all the same. And have the water
hot. You say Clavering's gone to Cais-
towe?”?

““Yes, he told me that aboul a hundred
times.” '

‘““He evidently wanted to impress it upon
vou for some reason,” said Willy. ¢ And
he'll be back in two hours? All right, I'Hl
deal with him when he arrives. This room
isn't going to be touched. C(lavering’s a
beast. In fact. there’s something funny
about him,” added Willy keenly. “Some-
thing jolly funny!?

‘“* He’s not funny to me,” said Conroy
minimus sadly. “I can’t understand him,
He lost his temper over nothing. Absolutely
nothing——*

““We needn’t go into that agmain,” inter-
rupted Willy hastily. 1t all depends upon
the point of view. You buzz off and bury
vourself in a bath—and don't come out
until you look like a human being. Angd be
careful to swill all the mud away after you
come out of the bath.”

Willy walked off, frowning. e was
thinking about Stanley Clavering, He
hadn’'t ¢come nto personal contaet with th
fellow much, but there was something about
the new senior which aroused Willy's sus-
picion.

ITe didn’t know why. Handforth minor
was a shrewd youngster, and he was a
keen judge of character. 1Te instinetively
felt that Clavering was no good. Of course,
the senior’s tecent conduct couid be for-
aiven. After what Conroy minimus had
done to that study no human being could
have remained normal. Willy was thinking
more generally, ’

But Clavering was dismissed from his
mind a moment later. As he walked across
the Triangle towards the School! Mouse he
paused. A small group had just appeared
through the West Arch, and Willy regarded
it curiousiy.
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First of all came Tommy Hobbs, and then
Dicky Jones, with young Kerrigan bringing
up the rear. They were all Third Formers,
and they belonged to the West House.
Willy was an Auncient House fag, "but this
made no dilference. He was the supreme
leader of all the S¢. Irank’s Third IFormers,
and he decided that this was a moment for
investigation. -

The West House trio were struggling
along under the weight of a weird looking
article which closely resembled a roll of
oilcloth.  Indeed, a. section of it was
actually composed of highly flowered lino-
leum. There was a glass at. the end, and
pumerans levers stood out at difierent
angles, '

“Hallo!” said Willy,
- ““What’s all this?”

The other fags halted.

“My new te escope,”’
briefly,

“Your which??”

“ Telescope—one of these tmnws you look
through !

“ You young fathead, do you think I don’t
know whut a telt,ax;opﬂ “3.” snapped Willy.
‘“ Not that this monsirosity is a telescope,”
he added, eyeing the affair with disdain,
“ My only hat! Who made it2”

“I did!” said Tommy Hobbs proudly.

“And we helped him!?? said Dicky Jones
and Stmiey Kerrigan.

Wiily Handforth grinned. Hoebbs was th
inventor of the Tlvrd He had a perfect
mania for making things, and some of his

walking

explained Hobbs

contrivances were ingenious to a degree,
Out of .the most unpromising material, he
coustructed mechanical devices of every

description. And, surprisingly enoungh, quite
a number of them actually worked.

One would never helieve that Ilobbs was
an intrepid pioneer-in the field of scientific
regearch. He was a quiet-looking junior,
grave and studious. I‘ut he had been
known to risk his life with perfeet sangfroid
in order to test his inventiomns.

“A  telescope, eh?” grinned  Willy.
“Well I'm jiggered! You don’t expect
t0 see anything th;oucru that contraption,
do you? It’s only made of linoleum, and
tin cans, and cricket stumps and other odds
-and eads e : |

““Never mind what it’s made of—it’s the
finest ftelescope Sf. Frank’s has ever seen,

anyhow,”  interrupted 1Hobbs deiiantly.
“You can’t judge by apvearances. This is
better than aanything Proefessor Tucker’s

got*——”

“What are you going to do with it?”

“Just taking it out for a trial run,”
grinned Dicky Jones. “Hobbs made it so
that we could all lock at the moon, and
we're going to invite Professor Tucker to
join us to-night. We're just going to have
a look at the surrounding scenery now.”

“I wish you luck!” chucekled Willy.
“Butb if you set that ihing on the {op of

up.

the West House, and can see the time op
the scheol clock through it, I'll eat my
h&tln ;
Tommy Hobbs sniffed..
““The schaol ciock!’? he said digparge.
ingly. *““My dear chap, we shall be able ttf;)

“see ‘the time on the Bannington Town Iiaj)

clock!  We shall be able ’t—o spot the sej.
gulls ¢linging round the top of the Shingle
Rock lwhthoune“’

“Optimist!” said Willy. “I'm afraig
you're in for a shock, my lad,”

o I gt

CHATTER V.

THE NEW RECRUIT.
(¢ If, good shot!?”
: Nipper made the
remark-involuntarily
| as - the = leather
shet  past Handforth, ang
nearly bered a hole thlouﬂ‘l

the net. That shot had been
delivered by Ra]ph Leslie Fullwooed, and 1
had been a regular stinger.

Fuite a number of fellom were practising
on Little Side. Dinner was over, and thc

juniors were taking advantage of the spell
before afternoon Iessmz» There was no
detual' game in  progress, but plenty cf
kicking,

“1 must have been a bit ecareless ihat
tinie,’” said Handforth, as he collected the
ball. * All the same, it was a good shot,
Fully. You kick like that to-morrow, and
you 3 easily heat the River Ilouse goaiie.”

Fallwood frmmed _

“I'm f-eeIing in form to-day,” he replied.
“1 wouldn’t miss to-morrow's mabeh for
worlds, an’ I’'m livin’ in the hcpe that I
shall scere the winnin’ goal.”

“Well, you’ld st..,md & good ¢hanee,” mld
Handforth. You're playing inside-right,
aren’t you?”?

Fullwood could hardly believe
words, although Mandforsh was stating
nothing but the truth. He—Ralph Leshe
Fullwood—was down on the list to play for
the school against the River House. Ior
the schooi! It was a different thing 1o

thoze

figuring in a mere louse matceh.

picked men were chosen for 3
game. And Fullwood's naul®
was dewn! It was almost more ihan be
could believe. lIe was so grateful to Nipperf
that he was putting in every. spare moRic 1l
at practice—improvipg his form in {he mos’
astonishing manner.

01]1}7 the
big school

It was ]u:..t a case of determination. FUI}'.
wood had made up his mind to execel in f00s
ball, and he had already revealed sach {078
that Nipper was startled. There was__ﬂo
favouritism about his selection, Ile Wa8
given the position of inside-right b‘:‘cquns
there was no other fellow equal 10 bi

present prowess,
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afany of the other juniors couldn’t see It.
rhey felt that Nipper was favouring Iull-

wood in order .to encourage nim, But
xipper was doing nothing of the sort. As
hipl [ = B

capbain of the Junior Eleven, his quick eye
nad noted Tullwood's astonishing cleverness.
As recently as the previous term .the
Removite had been scorned by all the decent
tellows. As the cad of Study A, he had
taken delight in every form of despicabie
pehaviour. Smoking, gambling, betting on
porses—these were some of Fullwood's petb
recreations. .
But what a difference this term!
Fullwood had not only broken with Gulli-
ver and Bell, but he had cleared out of
study A, and Gulliver and Bell now had a
new leader in tlie person of Bernard l'orrest.
The latter was showing signs of equalling
Faliwood’s dormer caddishness, and easily
beabting It.
. Fullwood himself had come back to school
-with a different spirit., His former friends
had discovered it in no time, and they
despised ‘him. But it was evened up, for
TFullwood despised them even more. le
couldn’t understand how he had ever chum-
med up with such arrant young rotters.
He found an interest in football, a game
he had alwavs scorned. He enjoyed the
company of :Nipper and Handforth and Pitt
and the other juniors he had previously re-
carded as the ‘‘goody-goodies.”” Now, In
the opjnion of his old friends, he was
¢ goody-goody 7 himself. And Ralph Leslie

Fuilwood was discovering that “‘goody-
goody ” was merely another term for
deceney,

ife couldn’t quite understand how the
change had been brought about. At first
e had rebelled against it. Ide had refused
to admit that he was different. But now

he had thrown aside that self-deception.
tfe openly admitted that he was a changed
individual. 1fe had got to the stage when
he gloried in it. He had thrown his former
life completely overboard.

It had occurred to him—not without a
Shofkmfuhat one of the Moor View school-
gitls might have had something to do with
15 changing views., She was Reggie Pitt's
SIster, t0o. Then, of course, Fullwood had
;%‘in{f’ Many weeks with Lord Dorrimore’s
;ﬁn‘ft” party, during the summer vac. And
Toby bant  association  with ~the healthy,

Ust fellows had altered his viewpoint.
“...?I}‘I}ie Fullwood instinctively felb  that
of thin ‘b}ltt “\‘i-'ats more r-r.s;sp_onmble t]‘mn any
He 1"5icfjct1\elb' - He wasn’t in love with her.
snopt - .'I'L‘d that suggestion with an angry
But ‘mm 1'111@ very 1d:ea was preposterous.
Xo nin,gciow, he felt drawn towards her.
wao €l girl had ever affected him in that

“Y.  He had always 1 ath on-
tempt o . e, vays been rather con

There \:0 the opposite sex.

“Ustgce éb O{“-‘!’ one shadow. Jiis cousin,
arey, had caused him endless

m‘. T My,
11:-,. - ” H
G¥en now the shadow was hanging

-

“Ow! Please, Clavering ! *
howiled Conroy minimus. “Oh, |
say! Stop! Ow! Youbeasi! You
bully . . .

Slash! Slash! Slash!

4

over him like a pall. Me was dreading the
immediate future. Expulsion and disgrace
were constantly hovering over his head.
And it was all the more galling because he
was attempting to run straight. For the
first time in his schoolboy existence he was
playing the game. And he was liable te
get the sack at any hour!

Ralph Leslie Fullwood was having an up-
hill fight. He was conquering himself splen-
didly. Most of his evil temper had been
gquelled by the szheer force eof hiz will. His
old habits were now thoroughly distaste-
ful to him. And hie was taking such a keen
interest in football that he was already
eligible for the Junior School Eleven.

But there could be no contentment for
Fullwood while Eustace (‘avey remained
under the roof of Sf. Frank’s.

Carey was an impostor, It wouldn't have
heen so bad if the fellow was a victim of

unfortunate circumstances. He was an
utter young Dblackguard, and Fullwood

detested him. After that disgraceful brawi
at Oxford, Carey had fled, taking all his
vietim’s money he could lay hands on.
And Fullwood had been obliged to help
him in his contemptible deception. Ie
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had feared the disgrace and publicity of
Carey’s arrest in the neighbourhood. His
unscrupulous cousin had taken the place
of Stanley Clavering, a new [fellow for]
the Sixth., And Clavering was being kept
a  prisoner, detained during Carey’s
pleasure,

The scheme was simple. Carey merely

wanted fo wait until the huve and ery was
over, so that he could quietly slip out of
the country. But he bhad recently declared
his intention of staying on at St. Frank's
for at least a month. And Fullvood was
helpless, and intensely wocrried.

All his thoughts were for Clavering, the
innocent victim., But Fnllweod couldn’t act

the informer, firstly, ‘because it was
against his new principles, and secondly,
because he would involve himself in rmin.

The Head would learn
lielped in the rascally work, and expulsicn
could be the only punishment. The Head
would not show leniency hecause Fullwood’s
hand had been {orced.

So the latest recruit to the junior Ioot-
ball was only happy when he was actually
on the field.
forget his worries, But the slightest pause
was sufficient to bring back the shadow,
And it was hovering over him now, as he
allowed his thonchts 1o stray from the
practice.

CIHAPTER VI

AN INVITATION AND A REFUSAL.

‘¢ AY-DREAAIING?’

: Fullwood started
ag Tommy Watson
clapped him on the

baelk. Nipper had  just

passed the ball to Fullwood,

but the Jatter had allowed

it to roll by.
“Oh, it’s all right!” said Fullwood
hastily. “Yes, I was just thinkin’. Sorry.

Time to go in yet?”
“0f course not, you ass!” replied Tommy.

"I was just waking you up, that's all
You'll have to he mere alert to-morrow,
you know. You musin’t go to sleep in

front of goal.”’

“No fear!” agreed Fullwood.
I'll1 race you.”

The ball rolled towards the touchline, and
Fallwood and Tommy Watson sprinted for
it.  Ralph Ieslie casily outran the other
junior. He was springy and active; his
recent training had made his  musecles
supple. He reached the leather, dribbled
cleverly, and defeated two good-natured
opponents. Then he let fly at Handforth,
who only just succeeded in smothering the
shot. -

“Come on,

“Begad! The chap’s amazin’, he is,
really!”?  declared Sir Montie Tregeilis-

hat IFullwood had §

The great game made him |

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY _QGo R ==

West, "We cught to see some
play to-morrow, Dick old boy.”

“Unless I’'m mistaken, we shall”
Nipper, nodding.

Just on the other side of the ropes.
group of three juniors stood talking. "y,
weren’t interested in practice, and tpe
nad only come to Little Side in ordery é
discuss something in private, where o,
listening ears could overhear. The m;
were Bernard Forrest, Albert Gulliver, apg
George Bell, '

that?’

Tippig?

Agreeq

“Did  you see asked
disgustedly.

“See what?”’ yawned Gulliver. ;

“Old TYully havin’ a race with that cag
Watson,” said Bell, “He seems t{o have
taken football up in ecarnest. Isn’t if sy
prisin’ how some fellows can sink lower ap
lower in the eourse of a few weeks??

Bell was slim and aristocratic, narrow.
chested, and with supercilious Jieatures,
There was somcthing languid about him,
something of the simpering dandy. One
elance at his face was enough 1o assure
an observer of the characterless mnature,

“Hang Fullwood!’’ said Gulliver savagely,
“YWhat do we care about him unow? Good
riddance to him. We've got Forrest!”

“And Im bhetter company, arven't I
asked Forrest drily.

“ Rathert” said Gulliver, nodding,
“Better than Fully any day. It was your
idea to get up this celebraticn for to-night.
Grayson wouldn’'t have thought of it him-
self, although it’s his bally birthday. He
was just goin® to have a little teca-party,
But your idea is miles better.”’

Gulliver was enthusiastic. His unpleasant
features were alight with eagerness. i3
long nose and thin lips, to say nothing of
his wecdy bedy and his skinny legs, -
dicated his character. The very thougnt of
an illicit spree filled him with evil delights

“Yes, what ahout to-night?” asked Bell

“1 haven't heard all the details.”

sulliver’s flat blue eyes gleamed

“ Ask F::jrrest!”’he said promptly.
13 .

pianned everythin’.
Bernavd Forrest stretched himeelf. .
“XNothing to make a fuss about,” 'he E'I;Id

languidly. “I’'ve fixed it np with zrﬂ}'ih’vé

It's his birthday, and we’re going 10 ha

Bej

i Hﬂ’g

a supper-party in one of the emp
studies.” -
? i s . § TR 1o
“Why not in CGrayson’s own suudy! ik

“ Becauce it’ll be safer,”’ replied FE!T ;
“If we're surprised we can clear 0Uu ?-qt
there won't be any evidence, Nob ';e‘d-
there’s much danger of being sWPI
0ld Goole sleeps like a lJog, and 50 'Eleﬂ-‘f
Pveraft. They're the only two T¢I
masters in the East House.” o pab

“A supper-party, eh?” said Bell. el
covers a Jot. I hear there’s goin’ to B¢ iy
champagne, an’ cards, an’ poker pid
an’ nap——-"’
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nap,”’ interrupted
“We'te playing
don't forget. I'm
gcot pots of

othing 60 cnm.mn;z as
ozt disparagingiy.
E-.luifizll-de-fer to-nigant,
Coui expert, and Grayson's
o Why say more?”
m?*nyb{i‘re a deep bird,” =said Gulliver
ciously. “What about Kenmore, too?
m‘]qere'%ﬁ possibility that he might come,
= he can forget his dignity.”’

n!""

' chemin-de-fer malkes everybody forget

their dignity,” retorted Br:rna;d Forrest

coolly. K?,nmure will be one of the gang,
ol e 1ne.

bL}I;gl?l was looking over the playing-ficld.
«why not Fully?”’ he said suddeniy.
uEh?”

w«why not invite old TFullwood?”

“«pon’t be a bigger ass than Nature made
you!” retorted Forrest. .

¢ mean it!"? insisted Bell.. “IFully's all
richt at heart; he’s only got a craze just
now. 1 don't like to see him backslidin’
in this way. It only needs a card-party, or
somethin® like that to bring him back to
his senses. He's fairly rollin’ in money,
too.”

Forrest looked thoughtful.

«an he play chemin-de-fer?” he asked.

“Don’t thinkk so; he’s keen on poker.”’

“Then we might as well invite him,” said
Forrest calmly. “If he's got pots of money
he hecomes elizgible. And, as you say, why
not bring him back into the fold? 1 dis-
like this unpleasantness in the happy
family.”

Gulliver waved wurgently as Fullwood
approached., Fullwood kicked the ball back
tﬂ‘ the others and paused.

‘:Juat a minute, Fully!” called CGulliver.

Busy!” retorted Fullwood -briefly.

\tahan’t keep you a minute; it’s urgent.”

Fullwood went to the ropes and looked
At the three young rascals rather sus-
piciously, There was nothing friendly in
his attitude, R

L well?” he asked.

MWE re havin' a party to-night in the
k}EW” H““SQ—AGra::ram_l’s irt-i}da}-':‘ vou
Fallv’ explained Gulliver eagerly. “I say,
- S, let’s chuck this rot. Why not join

9 , ; :
m;; You’lj enjoy it T

shall enjoy a good night's s!

: nicht’'s sleep a Iot
he&tﬁrﬁ, said Fulh'.'t;jocl. ) )
tinnu?ﬁlt an ass!” urged Bell. “Dis-
en ¢d company, you know—Grayson,

‘_ m{}re, Cla';.r[!rin'!______r,f =

‘Cl‘ T e .

. Th“’f”“ ¢" repeated Fullwood sharply.
E'xmﬂh?ed few senior in our House,”
Come g4 (’U111"9§‘+ “He's promised to
bY what ;I[lg' I believe. The man's a sport
Aigry v+ hear, an’ he’s got money to burn.

Fullgnudteml}t&d?” .

'00 :

CMptuoysly looked at the trio con-|

Yo o _

He turnan 80 to the deute!™ he retorted.

the fﬁﬁtb;l?, on his heel and went back to

see other fags

Vil
WEST TOWER,

ILLY HANDIORTH
came to a dead
halt in the

CHAPTER
ON THE

Triangle, and
canght his breath in.

“My only hat!” he ejacu-
| lated.

It took a great deal to startle Willy, buf
he was Startled now. He stood in the
iriangle, staring straight up at the top
of the West Tower. T

Three figures could be scen up there,
perched precariousty wupon the granite
parapet. And a long object projected
perilously over the side of the tower, au
object which jerked wuncertainly to and fro.

In a word Hobbs & Co. were testing the
new telescope. '

And it was
Hobbs that he

characteristic of Tommy
should select one of the
most dangerous spots in the whole of St.
Frank’s for his experiments. The top of
the tower was reached by a stairway inside,
and 1t was strictly out of bounds. Buf
what did Hobbs care for a ftrifle of that
sort?

He had even lured Dicky Jones and
Kerrigan to accompany him. And t{here
they were, carelessly moving about af the
top of the tower. as fthough no danger of
any sort assailed them. DBut one slip and
& tragedy might result,

Wiily Handforth quivered with anger and

indignation and alarm, Personally, he
would have walked round the parapelb of
the West Tower with greasy shoes, and
would have thought nothing of it. He
would even have walked round on his
hands with no thought of danger. DBut to

merely on the tower top
filled him with apprehension.

“The reckless young asses!”. he snorted
indignantly, " They're simply asking fo be
killed, that’s all! I've never know such
idiots in all my born days. If they're
spotted they’ll be scalped. Old Barry
Stokes would give ’em a six-hander each.
for this?’

¥e wenf nearer, and craned his neck.

“Hi, Hobbs!” he yelled.

“Hallo!” shoubted Tommy Hobbs, leaning
so far over the parapet that Willy nearly
had heart failure. “What's up?”’

“You're up!” snorted Willy. “ Buf unless
you're careful you’ll be down. Come oft
that tower at once, you young ass. Do
yvou want to commit suicide?”

“Go away!” said Hobhs
*We're busy!t"

“1 tell you-—"

“This 4s nothing to do with you,"
interrupted Hobbhs., “We're West House
chaps, and you ‘belong to that mouldy old
place called the Ancient House. Go away,
and mind your own giddy business!”’

impatiently.



This was nothing
Hobbs
was speaking boldly because he felt safe.
But Willy ruled the Third with an iron

Willy breathed hard.
more nor less than rank rebellion.

were carried

hand, and unless his orders
Open

out, he adopted drastic measures.
defiance was a perilous proceeding.

“ All rieht!” muttered Willy., “We'll see
ahout this!”

He cast an anxious glance at the clock
on the School House tower. I{ was getting
near school-time, but Willy didn’t care.
He rushed into the West House, ran up the
stairs, and found the communicating door
which led into the tower. As he had sus-
pected, it was unlocked. Doubtless Hobbs
had utilised a ikey of his own manufacture.
Hobbs was rather smart at that sort of
ghimg. There was a similar door in the
Ancient House, but it would be locked.

Willy ran up the stone steps three at a
time, and at last he arrived at the narrow
door which opened out upon the leads.
He passed out into the open breathlessly,
and Hobbs & Co. eyed him with alarm.

“Here, I say——" began Habbs.

“1 won’t touch you now; I'll wait until
we get down,”’ said Willy grimly. * But
I'mn standing no mutiny—not likely!”

A great deal of his anger subsided. At
close quarters he found that the three fags
weren’t taking many risks, after all. The
parapet was fairly high, and the tower top
was perfectly safe. The home-made tele-
scope was standing on its own ftripod—the
Jatter having bheen constructed with cricket-
stumps, and Dicky Jones was peering
through the small end.

“It’s marvellous!” he ejaculated,.
can see for miles!”’

Willy sniffed. -

“You can’t kid me with that bluff!” he
said tartly. “That thing’'s not a telescope
at all; it’s only a fake. Take it down i

“A fake, is it?” roared Hobbs. “I can
tell you the time by the Bannington Town
Hall clock if you like. Come and s&quint
through it yourself, you giddy scoffer. This
is my greatest triumph!®?

“Huh!” grunted Willy non-committally.

He didn’t believe it for a moment, but
he had a great idea of fairness. After all,
he might as well take a look through the
thing and convince himself that it was use-
less. He strode forward.

“Out of it, my lad!” he said briskly,

He shouldered Dicky Jones out of the
way, and applied his eye to the telescope.
Hobbs and his .mechanics stood looking on
eagerly. Secretly, they were anxious to
hear Willy’s opinion.

“Well, I'm blowed!” ejaculated Willy.

Tommy Hobbs was satisfied. That ejacu-

Iation was enough for him. As for Willy,
ke was frankly amazed,

“You

He had taken it

for granted that the telescope was of -
more use than a length of stove-pipe. -

But he found himself gazing upon the
Shingle Rock lighthouse, and it seemeg to
be just on the other side of the Triangle
With the naked eye, the lighthouse g,
visible as an indistinct pinnacle far awas
But through the telescope he could sgq
everything. Even the railings of the top
balcony stood -out with astounding clearness
and stereoscopic effect.

“Well?” asked Hobbs defiantly.

“By jingo, I've got to apologise!” salg
Willy, looking up. “How the dickens giq
you do it? This telescope is top-hole! Yoy
can see for miles!”

“Didn’t I tell you so0?” asked Hohbs
proudly. “It doesn’t look much, but yoy
can’t judge a cigar by the picture on the’
box!”

Willy applied his eye to the telescops
again. To his surprise, it swivelled round
smoothly on its tripod. He had expected is
to jerk round in a series of perilous
lurches. His opinion of Hobbs soared. The
young ass wasn’t such a hopeless duffer,
after all!

He brought the telescope to rest, and
cazed eagerly. He had just brought the
ruins of Bellton Priory into range. The old
ivy-covered pile stood out in sharp relief.
Willy could distinguish the very tendrils of
the creeper. . '

And then a figure
cautiously and furtively.

came into view—s

CHAPTER VIIL
THE MYSTERY OF THE PRIORY,

OBBS was bursting
with eagerness to
look  through  his

telescope again. He
could see that Willy had got
the Priory into line, and
he could also see that the
hands of the school clock were moving on-
wards. The hands of the elock had an
exasperating habit of this sort. And at any
moment the bell for lessons was due tO0 -
clang out.

“Buck up,
patiently. :

“All right—just a minute,” said Willy
“There’s something here——  Well, I'm
blessed!” -

He was watching that fisure curiously
He would have thought nothing of t.he+
incident but for the fact that the figur®
moved furtively, as though evading attel”
tion. And why should he? The Priory
ruins were practically public property, a0
anybody could go there with impunity.

old man!” said Hobbs 'lm-

There was someéthing rather uncanny I;g
watching the movements of this figure. cpe

was sp far away, and yet he could be t1al
distinctly. He seemed no farther away v
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tco, and

cast use. Ie turned
he ast Hou ’
b and he

ed straight across at Willy,
l%%%red to be Eustaee C(Carey.
plqaturally, he had no knowledge of the
fact that he was being watched, and Willy
had no intention of spying. L
sjoht of Carey by pure chance, but Willy
was quick-witted.

sQlavering !” he muttered. “That’s
ueer!” _ L - :
«Queer?” said Dicky Jones. “What's
queer? Let’s have a look—7 -

sywait until I've finished!” said Handforth
inor. |

mHe was very thoughtful as he watched
Fullwood’s cousin

Carey’s moveients.

almost crepf across an open space, then he

dodged down and took cover. - After that

he proceeded in  a crouching attitude,

finally disappearing down some crumbliing
S, .

St?%’m! Something fishy about thisl!”

cided Willy aloud. 1
de“ Something fishy about what?” demanded

Hobbs. “Look here, Willy, you ass, why

»

ne dickens can’t you explain—- .
'th‘e‘All right—you cr?n locok now,” said Wiily.
“But he’s gone.”
“Who’s gone?”
“Clavering.”
“What the—"
“T just spotted : :
explained Willy. “He was 1n the ruins, and
you might have thought he was a hunted
criminal, or something, by the way he was
skulking. Jolly queer!” _
“pnly exploring the ruins,
remarked Kerrigan. )
“He seemed to know the ruins by heart,
declared Willy. “Buft that’s not all. He
distinctly told young Conroy that he was
going to Caistowe. And the Priory ruins
are in the opposite direction to Cazst_.owe';
Why should he ferret about in the ruips?

“Don’t ask me!” said Hobbs., “If it comes
to that, 1 don’t care a brass bution al’),out
the chan! This telescope Oh, rats!

The first bell had clanged oul, and a
move was necessary. Hobbs and his fellow
experimentalists took the telescope down,
and 2 general move was made for the stone
stairway.  Willy was the first in the
Triangle, and he came upon Nipper & Co.
‘bear the Ancient Iouse steps. An impulse
Selzed him.

-1 say, Nipper, do voa know anything
about Clavering?” he asked. .
The chums of Study C looked at Willy
With interest,

avering?” repeated Nipper. “I don’t
Much about him. I think he’s a
to te un, though—although I don’t'want
€ar his character to shreds without

an}f C.'.] ’ 2 2 X
anceg_;fhse' I’'m just judging by appear-

}:}H”% exleinfﬂd what ke had just seen.
-ﬁshy ”» ?]UE'hv I'd tell: you because it seems
’ © concluded.  “Clavering particu-

I expect,”

He had caught

Clavering of the Sixth,”

Suncliffe in the face,” replied Willy,

larly impressed Conroy minimus with the
ract that he was golng to Caistowe. Yet

- be was at the ruins, prowling about like a

burglar, Oughtn’t vwe to do something?”

“1t’s- not our business,” said Watson
bluntly. “He’s in the East House.”

“It’s no good going to Armstrong about
it,” sniffed Willy. - *If Clavering’s up 'to
anything shady, ‘he ought to be exposed—
that’s all, You're the detective, Nipper, so
it's up to you. Why not investigate?”

Nipper laughed.

“I'm not  particularly interested in

Clavering,” he replied lightly. “At the
same time, I don’t like the {fellow, and

your yarn is suspicious. If we’ve goi time
after tea, we’ll run over and have a look
round.”

“I'd go myself, only I’'m booked,” said
Willy cooily. “I've got an appointment
with old Sunny. He particularly wants to
see me after tea, and we might be to-
gether for an hour.”

“Detention 2 asked
thetically.

“Yes, worse luck!” grunted Willy. “1
can’t understand these  IForm-masters!
Always dropping on a chap for nothing! I
only kicked a football through his window,
and he’s going to detain me for two hours!
But that’s all rot—I shall get off in half
that time!” :

“Where did the football go,
boy?” asked Sir Montie politely.

“Well, as a matter of {fact,

Nipper  sympa-

old

it hit old
iiIt
But surely he can’t blame

dear

was muddy, too.
me for that?”

Willy walked off towards the School
House, and Nipper & Co. followed, for the
second belli was ringing.

“We might as well cycle to the Priory,”
said Nipper thoughtfully. “We can take
the lane, and then go along the footpath.
We're booked for the village, anyhow, so
it won’t take us much longer. And if
Clavering’s up to anything crooked, we can

drop on him. Strictly speaking, it’s not
our » affair, but the circumstances are
exceptional.”

- They went in to afternoon school, and

the matter was temporarily dismissed. They
little realised how their lightly made plans
were destined to bring further acute
anguish upon the head of Ralph Leslie
Fullwocd.

CHAPTER IX,
THE SHADOW OF EXPOSURE.

¢ ORE {footer practice
t his evening?”
| asked Clive

Russell, as he
a cake.
evenin’,”?
“Nipper
it a rest.

helped himself to

“No, not this
replied Fullwood.
thinks it’ll be Dhetter if we give




Don’t want to get stale, you know., So
we'll give it a miss until to-morrow. .

They were in Study I in the Ancient
House. This was Fullwood’s room, and the
Canadian bhoy was a guest. for tea., ~Of
bate, Irullwood and Russell had been get-
ting more and more {friendly. Somebow,
they seemed drawn to one another. -During
the holidays, Iullwood had saved Clive’s
Iife, and their {iriendship had dated from
that day—although it had been very- cool

at first, for Iullwood had still retained a

iob of his old spirit at that time,

But | things were different now. He
enjoyed Clive's company immensely. And
the Canadian boy, for his part, found a
great many good qualities in Ralph Leslie.
This was Clive’s first term at St. Frank's,
s» he had no earlier experiences of Full-
wood to prejudice him,

‘““What about a walk?”
wood, sipping his tea,

“Say, that’s bad!” exclaimed Clive. regret-
fully. “I’m out of luck, I guess, old man.
I'd like a walk, but it can’t be done. Ll've
already arranged with Adams to spend an
hour in the gym. il can get him to put it

suggested Full-

off—"? _ : _
“Not  likely!” interrupted Tullwood.

“Plenty of time for a walk later on. It’s

iookin’ dull, anyhow. I’ll get my prep.

done early, an’
Common-room.’’ :

When tea was over, Clive took his
departure. And Fullwood wandered out
into the Triangle for a breath of iresh
air before starting his prep. Besides, he
wanted to find Nipper. There were one or
two questions he wanted to ask regarding
football practice on the morrow. He had
called into study C, but the room -had
proved empty.

“I say, seen Nipper anywhere?” asked
Fullwood. . .

Willy Handforth was walking briskly
past, en route for Mr. Suncliffe’s sanectum
in the East House. Willy regarded it as a
nerve that his Form-master should reside
in the worst House at St. Frank’s, |

“Just gone out,” replied Willy.
and Tregellis-West were with him,.
gone on their bikes.”

“Oh,” said Fullwood.
until they come back

“They may be a long time,” said Willy.
“They’ve gone up to the Priory——-"

Fullwood gave a violent start.

: “%:he Priory?” he repeated huskily, “What

Dlu‘d

“Exploring.” ’

“Gad! Explorin’!” panted Fullwood.

Willy looked at him in a queer sort of
i’ay. : . -

“What’s the matter?” he asked. “You've
gone all white, Fully! I say, do you know
anything about this rummy business?”

“What rummy business?”

“About Clavering—-"

then have a read in the

“Watson
They’ve

“All right, T’ll wait

“him.
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“Claverin’!” shouted Fullwood tenselv

“My hat! ‘What the—" "t

“What do  you  mean— Claverip o
demanded Fuliwood fiercely. o
. “We spotted him through a telescape
just before lessons,” said Willy. “Claveripe
was prowling about the Priory ruins, apg
Nipper and his pals have.gone there t,
look round. I told them to do it—>

“You interferin’ young hounder!” snayleg
Fullwood harshly, '
~He turned on his heel and strode of
leaving Willy startled. In that moment
Fullwood had revealed all his old t{emper,
Obviously, some excessive agitation must
have caused him fo display that unexpecteq
flash, But why should Fullwood he agi-
tated on Clavering’s account?

Willy gave it up, and decided to {tell
Nipper later on. In the meantime, Full.
wood was running towards the bicyecle-shed,
His thoughts were elsewhere, but his direc-
tion was instinctive. Something would
have to be done! This situation was
fraught with utter peril,

For the real Stanley Clavering—Carey’s
victim-—was: concealed in a dungeon at
Moat Hollow! Carey, in fact, had becen
visiting his prisoner when Willy had seen
And there were many reasons for
Carey’s cautious movements. ‘

The unfortunate Clavering was incar-
cerated in a dungeon. He certainly had
comfort in the shape of warmth and good
food., But nothing could alter the fact
that he was imprisoned in a dungeon. For
days Fullwood, had been worrying over this
problem.  He knew that Clavering Was
growing weaker. And his cousin was talks
ing about staying at St. Frank’s for the
whole month! ‘

But now, it seemed, 4 crisis had arisem.

Nipper & Co. were bent upon exploring
the Priory, and that, of course, would
mean exposure. Fullwood couid see it all.
This was no casual visit on the part of
deliberate

Nipper and his chums—but a
exploration. Their suspicions had b@eg
aroused, and they would find Clavediis

within the first five minutes.
And what would follow?

.‘ .
Complete and absolute exposure. Clavering
would tell everything to his rescuers, a0

Eustace Carey would be unmasked. Full
wood was not worrying about Carey. The
unmaskine of that rascal was the only
feature’ that Tullwood regarded with
pleasure. His own position was precarious.

He had helped Carey to look afted Claver
ing. For Fullwood’s task had been to VIS
the Priory after lights-out. He had -gﬂﬂg
every night, taking thé precaution to We?d
a kind of mask, so that the prisoner C-Our.-"
not know him. But it was a weak subté |
fuge, at the best. : | ter,

Clavering would tell of this second gaoi€l
and Dr. Stafford could easily pub t}m"‘%:;e
two together. Fullwood would be on **
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parpet, and the whole story would come out.
It would mean disgrace and expulsioen.

Just as he was making good, too!

The cruel irony of the situation was appal-
fing. Often enough he had eluded the 'sack
when he had thoroughly deserved it. DBut
now that he didu’t deserve it at -all, he
looked like getting it!

—— w—y

CHAPTER X,
FULLWOOD’S DESPERATE MOVE,

LL these thoughts
passed through Ralph

Leslie's mind in a

few seconds, and

there was ounly one possible
conclusion. By hook or by
crook, Nipper & Co. had to

be prevented from exploring the Priory.
Then, that night, Clavering could be re-

moved to safer quarters.

Fullwood recalled that something of the
same situation had arisen once before, but
he wasn’t surprised. YWhile he and his
cousin were sharing such a guilly secret,
these shocks were bound to come.

He didn’t ride straight off, but entered the
Triangle, leapt off his machine, and sped
into the East House. He went to .Carey’s
study in the Sixth Form passage—only to
find it empty. It was useless making a

search. There were a hundred and one
_:pla-cgas where Eustace might be. And not a
precious second could be lost.

He leapt on his machine again, and rode
off. He took the lane towards Edgemore,
leaving this presently in favour of a footpath
which led across the meadows. It wasn't
possible to cycle all the way to the Priory,
but the greater part of the journey could
be accomplished awheel.

“By gad!” muttered Fullwood tensely.

The footpath was soft, and there were the
distinct tracks of three bicycles on the sur-
face. Nipper & Co.’s tracks! It seemed

~ that Fullwood was too late, even now. He
Dedalled on feverishly. He hadn’t got the
faintest idea what to do. All he wanted
Was to overtake the explorers.

. At last he got to the spot where the path
iénded. The three machines were standing
..,f;e“_?, against a hedge. The River Stowe
w%“ﬁ‘d by, within a few yards. And the
pe("ff!ed hills rese, with the Priory ruins

bing through the branches in the distance.

Wf,,u%wqod_liaused. breathless. Already he
]qu’ eginning to lose all hope. It was use-
>> ow,  Perhaps he'd better go back

??d“te“ Carey, and they could fly together.

© Would p g _ _
dl?[grace, € better than facing the utter
hen he caught sight of a figure moving

near ; YY1 3
med'-the ruins. There was another one im-
scdlately behing

Nittle o, —and still another. With a
and 243D, Tullwood could see that Nipper

Yy atson and T His-West w i
just . regellis-West were only
v entering the Priory. They had reached

their objective, but they hadn’'t commenced

operations.

There was still.a chance!

Irullwood looked 7rtound rather wildly.
What could he do? To call for them would
be no use. There would be a slight delay,
perhaps, but such an action would only
bring suspicion upon himself. Something
very drastic was required here—something
dramatic.

And l'ollwood felt his heart leap.

A sudden thought had come to him, and
he didu’t wait to consider it. He grabbed
his machine, leapt upon it, and sped as hard
as he could go towards the river bank. Boy
and bicycle plunged headloneg into the
swollen river,

‘“Help!”

Fullwood uttercd that loud ery even before
he struck the water. He came to the surface
and yelled again. And his voice carried
clearly on the evening air. Nipper & Co.,
making a preliminary survey of the ruins,
gazed at one another with startled surprise.

“What the dickens was that?”’ asked
Watson huskily,

“ Dear old boy, it sounded like somebody
callin” for assistance,” said Sir Montie, in
his mild way, “Begad! 1 believe—— . Yes,
look there!”

He pointed. The bend of the river was
within view from the higher ground, and
for a moment Nipper & Co. caught sight
of a form almost -in. anid-stream. It was
struggling and splashing.

““ Somebody in the river!” shouted Nipper
crisply. “ Come on!”

“Help! Help!” :

The cry, mudh weaker, came to them as
they raced down the slope. They arrived at
the river bank in a condition of acute ex-
citement. The back wheel of TI'ullwood’s
machine was just protruding above the sur-
face, for the bicyele had stuck in the mud.
In an instant, the whole story was told.

One of the fellows had ridden along the
path—it sloped down rather steeply just
there—and had lost control. Before he could
stop himself, he had plunged into the river.
But where was he?

‘““ Poor chap, we're too late!”
Nipper huskily.

“No!” roared Watson. “There he goes!”

He pointed, and the others saw. Sonie
distance down the stream, JFullwood's head
had risen above the surface. An arm shot
up. And then both vanished again. The
chums of Study C raced like mad along the
river bank.

The current was swift, for the Stowe was
swollen owing to the heavy rains which had
recently fallen. Nipper's idea was to get
ahead of the drifting junior, and then
plunge in to fhe rescue. 1t was, indeed, the
only sensible course to adopt.

As for Fullwood, his condition was .acute.

He had plunged in with the one thought
of attracting attention. The idea seemed so0
simple. For Nipper & Co. would rush down,
and would certainly accompany him back to

muttered
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the school. Thus the exploration of Bellton
Priory would probably be postponed until to-
mMOrrow. o :

But Fullwood had -not
deadly current! AR & - [
~ He had been all rigiht curing the first few
nioments., e had mdide neo citori to.save
himself, but had pretended to be in difii-

counted. upon that

culties. And it wasn’'t long beicre he found
himself in real difliculties. The. under-

current was. tugging at him, pulling him
down. S | |
And when at last he realised the nature of
the situation, it was almost too late. He
struggled in earnest now—madly, desper-
ately. The water was icily coid, and a
peculiar kind of cramp had attacked his
right leg below the knee. He¢ felt himself
giving up the struggle. - S
And then he dimly saw two figures
plunging into the water. He was aware
of a great splashing. He felt hands grasping
him. Then everything went blurred, and his
next lucid thought was a peaceful one. His
object had been attained. The crisis was
over! :
He opened his eyes and found himself on
the bank, with Nipper & Co. rubbing his
arms and doing their vtmost to restore con-
seiousneass, | |
“ Hallo!” muttered TFullwood
“What—what’s happened?”

iveakly.

E— ——

CHAPTER XI.

IPPER gave a heave,

_PHE CALIBRE OF EUSTACE CAREY.
“That’s right —
haul him up!” he

said briskly.

“There’s an east wind, and
it’s Lbitter. But as long as
we keep moving we shall be
all right. You can explain-everything later,
Fully.”

Fullwood was shivery and faint.  He saw
that Nipper and Tommy Watson were
soaked, too, Only Sir Montie was dry, for
Nipper had forbidden him toé leap in.  Two
of them had been quite sufficient.

. “DBegad, rather!” said Tregellis-West.
“I’'m worried, dear old boys—I am, really.
This soakin’, you know——" L

“I tell you there’il be no harm if we keep
moving,” interrupted Nipper. ¢ We’ll take
Fullwood straight to Mrs. Poulter——

‘“For the love of Mike, don’t do that!”
interrupted Fullwood quickly. ¢ She’ll only
say I've got ’flu, or somethin’, an’ have me
shoved in the sanny!
morrow’s game? I shall be all right, Nipper!

THE NELSON LEE

Lel’s sneak in,

| Nipper..

What about to-

. | curiously.

_ an’ we'lll change on thg
guiet !’

“We'll see,” said Nipper grimly,

.But they did sneak in. By a piece of
luck, they managed to enter the Ancient
House in the dusk without any moster o
prefect seeing. - And half an hour later they .
were changed, and Nipper and Watson Were
none the worse, They felt no ill effects
whatever, L w %,

“Let’s go and see how Fullwood is,” sajg
“We've come to no harm, ¢f
course—we were only in the water a bare
minute. But Fullwood was struggling foy
nine or ten.”

They entered Fullwood’s bed-room
knocking. 1t was rather fortunate they
knocked. A second earlier Ralph Leslie hagd
-been sitting on his bed, holding his buriing
face in his hands. His head was singing,
and everything looked blurred to him. Bug
as he heard that knock he sprang up and
assumed a careless air.

“(Oh, here you are!” he said cheeriully,
“ Feel 0.K. 2" '

- ** Yes, rather!”’ said Nipper. ¢ What about
ycu?’’ _

“I'm fine,”” said Fullwood untruthfully,
“1 believe that spell in the river did me
good. I shall be toppin’ by to-morrow.”
~Nipper looked at him suspiciously.

“That won’t wash, my s=on!”’ he szaid
gruffly, “I'm no fool, Fullwood! You're 2
bit feverish——-"’ ‘

after

“It’s nothin’!”’ insisted Fullwood, ¢ Please
don’t worry.”
“All right, you ought {fo know best,”

agreed Nipper. *““It’s a good thing we gol
in without being questioned, = But what
happened? What on earth made you dive
into the river on a cold day like this—
and fully dressed?”

“I was goin’ for a ride,” explained IFull-
wood. ‘“Don’t know how it happened—the
brake didn’t work, or somethin’, Like 2
fool, I lost control, an’ fell into the river.
Gad! It was a lucky thing you chaps were.
near hy.”

“It was,”
later.” .

He could easily
rather-uncomfortable,
questioned. So Nipper & Co.
departure, leaving Ifullwood alone.
the lobby, they ran into Willy.

“Seen Fullwood?” asked Willy promptiy.
- ““Begad, we've not only seen him, deal
old boy, but we've had a most thrillin® €%
perience,” said Sir Montie.

“Let’s hear it!” invited Willy, ©“I'm
interested in Fullwood -just now. When !
told him that you'd gone to the Priory h¢
went green all over, and came out in yello¥
spots.”’ : 4 =
*¢“What do you. mean?’ . asked XIippef

agreed Nipper. < Well, see you

tell that Fullwood was,
He didn’t like being
took their
Down 1

- - l I : ~nlng '1'-
“The chap absolutely raved!” declarct
“For some reason or other, hie W&

1 Willy.

. A ) et e
mad with anxiety when he heard abcus th
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«—especially when he heard Clavering’s
me. He went off like a shot on his bike.”
«gh,” said Nipper slowly. *“Well, there’s
ing much to tell, Willy.: He had a
side-slip, O his bra}'(e failed to act, or some-
thing, and he fell into the river. But don’t
preathe a word about ii—this is in con-
fdence. He’'s afraid oi being pushed into
the sanny.”

Willy closed one eye. o

«Trust me!” he said, placing a finger
against his nose. ~ “A nod is as good
as a wink to a blind horse, - T'll keep as

—_— e

East House. He was looking egrim.
went straight to Eustace Carey’s study.

His cousin was in this time, and alone.
He was lounging back in an easy-chair, read-
ing a novel and smoking. I'ullwood xhut
the door and advanced.

“I've got somethin’ to tell yvou,” he said
grufily.

“Don’t bother
Carey impatiently,
interesting chapter——

‘““ Hang your chapter!” interrupted Full-
wood. ‘“This is more important than that

vl

now. vyoung 'un,”” said
“l've got to the most

LB ]

- ?[I
/Iﬁ“' .

== [mi FW :

I :!iff

1o
IS
o

)M

The West House trio were strugglis

lookin
¥ 1

alio I’ said Willy, walking up.

[ o

: 1g along under the weight of a weird-
g article which closely resembled a roll of oilcloth.
“ What’s all this 2

—F—

‘ :th other fags halted.
[ My new telescope,” explained Hobbs briefly.
?Sllllm fs an oyster. All the same, it’s more

Y than ever, in my opinion.”

c.went off, and Nipper 3 is Ii

> L ol ¢ ] pursed his lips.

fole Kid's right!” he said slowly. I

averi'n Fullwood knows something about
'8, and he dived into the river on

m pretty sure he stage-managed

rmrya,f’falr s0 that we shouldn’t explore

ccﬁsgad:"'

on Nis Il do Bothing at the moment,” went
DEr. * “ But to-morrow——"

€ bhrol SR >
a ?é‘ﬁ Off, as several juniors came in.
out intg th Moments later Fullwood passed
: e Triangle, and crossed to the

is

111

.

infernal book! suspicious about
the Priory.” ;

Carey dropped his book with a <¢rash.

¢ Suspicious?” he panted. ““Who's sus-
picious?”’

I'ullwood explained the circumstances, and
L Bustace listened.

“You young fool, there’'s nothing
worry about there,”” he growled, at

They're

to
last.

141 don’t suppose they were exploring at all.

And what if they were? Clavering is down in
that old -dungeon, and we've put a whacking
great lock on the door now. They can's

| get in——-"!

He
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¢ But they can discover things,” insisied
“TFallwood. “An’ I'm not feelin’ well to-
night, Eustace. 1 tcok that dive into the
river for your sake as much as my own,
an’ I nearly got drowned.”

¢ Poor, weakly baby!? sneered his cousin.

“I'm booked for a Tfootball mateh to-
morrow—an important one,” went on Full-
wood grimly. *“I’ve got a bit of a tempera-
ture already, an® I'm goin’ straight to bed.
I need a full night’s sleep.”

o "lﬁ!,eu?n

“1 want you to go to Claverin’ to-night,
in my place for once,”” said VFullwood. *Tt
won't do me any good to go out in the night
air, If I can get a full night’s sleep, I shall
probably wake up 0.K. I'm goin’ to dose
“myself with some lung mixture——

“ 1 can’t help yeur infernal troubles!” in-
terrupted Carcy hotly. “The arrangement
was for us to share and share alike. 1
attend to Clavering in the daytime, and you
go afier lights-out. Do your own work!”

———

CIIAPTER XIL
AT THE HOUR CF MIDNIGHT.

ALPi{ LESLIE TFULL-
Wa0D compressed his
R 1ips. :

“Wen't you go?¥
he asked steadily.

¢ XNo, I won't!?»

41 tell you I'm not feelin’
well,”?  insisted the Removite. ¢ Hang it
all, Eustace, 1've done enough for you,
haven’t It I'm feverish, can’t you go to
the Priory this once?” _

“It's  impossible,” growled Eustace.
“I'm booked for Grayscn’s party.”

““Grayson’s party??’ _

“There’s a special celehration on to-
night,” expiained Carey coolly. ¢ Cham-
pagne—chemin-de-fer—everything, It starts
ab eleven-thirty, and goes on until the small
hours! Gad, I haven't had sueh a chance
for weeks! Do you think I'm going to miss
it becauvse of your confounded cold?”?

Fullwood fairly quivered.

“An’ you put this rotten party before
Claverin’?*? he asked passionately., ¢ That
poor c¢hap can’t sztand imprizenment much
longer! He's got to be Icoked after,
Bastace! If I'm too il to go, what will
happen??®? :

Bustace Carey laughed.

“I'm very much afraid {he poor blighter
will go without his usual nightly fodder!?”

he replied callously. ¢ Don't make such’

a fuss over nothing. The man will be all
right until to-morrow.”

“But yon tcok him
33

i

hort rations to-day

““ Never mind that!’? inferrupted Carey.

“If you're 30 keen about him, go yourself!:

You've got the grub, and ycu’ve "got his

new candles and other supplies. Do ygyp
own dirty work!” i

“Look here, Eustace, I'm fed up wity
you!’? shouted Fullwood, his eyes g;,iitiering
““Any more of this, an’ I'll tell the whol
story to the Head——? '

“An’ get the sack?”? jeered Carey.

Fuliwood caught his breath in.

“You cur!” he muttered. “You knowy
you've gobt me in a cleft stick, an’ you tzke
advantage of me! You miserable, erawlip
worm!*? -

“Steady!®

“T'1l say what T like!” snappeld Ful.
wood. I didn't think any reptile could pe
so poisonous as you are, Justace: I my

wn safety wasn’t mixed up in your affairs,
I'd peach on you this very minute! Ap’
don’t forget whait 1 warned you of! Some
of those chaps are suspicious about the
- Priory already. Claverin’s got 1o be shified
to-night 22

“Yon ecan shift him if you want t0.” said

orcerned,

Carey carelessly, ‘¢ As far as ’'m con
I feel quite safe. I'm net gefting the wing
up over nothing. Go {o bed, my son-ycu're
too excited!”

Fullwood went, unable {o trust himsed
further. 1lis cousin’s attitude was charae
teristic of him. The fellow was utterly
worthless—a rank outsider. His stubborn
refusal to believe in any danger was 20
eharacteristic. What little braine he had,
he refused to use.

When he had first arrived at St. Yrapk’s
his brains had been sharpenced by his own
peril. But since then they had returned 1o
their normal duil condition, He felt sale
and secure in Clavering’s shoex. Ilc wuas
in no danger of heing arrested lor man-
slaughter or murder. That part of thc case
was abandoned, and the police weren't eved
looking for him. : |

S0 Bustace Carey was careless. While
Fullwood could see the danger—while 2D
intelleet of the meanest order could see if—
Eustace Carey saw nothing. The facf, that
a lock was fitted to the door of the dungeonl
was enough. for him, He and Fullwoed had
duplicate keys, and they could gel im wi€ls
ever they wanted, .

Ralph Leslie went away, boiling inwarly-
His cousin was prepared to leave {tho
prisoner neglected, and attend Graysors
rotten party! And Fullwood himseif W3
feeling worse with every minute that
passed. _

He was afraid to go to the common-re2m:
He instinctively knew that he was ﬁﬂﬂff‘df
and that his eves were unnaturally i}:‘Jf‘T:*_t"
%o ho went straight to bed, and lay betveeh
the sheets, alternately shivering with coid
and perspiring with terrible heat. lie kfiﬁﬁ’
the signs. A bad cold was already deve:op
ing rapidly. _ :

He had taken medicine, but he felt 111:":1

i

it wouldn't do muech good. The eold e
gripped him {oo fiereely. If he had has
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of the river within a couple of
e same as Nipper and Watson—
ts would have resulted. But he
hilled to the very marrow before

in and out
minutes—ul
qo ill effec
Lpad beed €

heing rescued.
and now the nataral consequences were

emselves,

AMore than once he half decided to put his
dressing-gown o, and go to Mrs. Poulter.
what was the good of risking a dangerous
illness for the sake of a game of football?
He wouldn’t be able to play, -anyh_?u-'. !
then he thought of Stanley Clavering,
locked away 1n that dungeon. -
I¢f he didn’t go to the Priory that night,
nobody would. Eustace tiﬂumght more of 11:-5
own vicious bpleasures. So, for Clavering’s
sake alone, XYullwood said nothing of his
condition to anyhody else. ‘

Occasionally, he dozed, but he <couldn’t
gleep properly. And as the schnol‘clock
was. chiming midnight he got out of bed.
e told himself that he was feeling better.
“He wasn't so shaky now. His skin burned,

showing th

but that awful siekly feeling had left him,

. He dressed rapidly.

Then, taking <care to wear a thick
muffler, he silently made his way down
the passage and reached the lower quarters.
He entered his study, and switched on an
electric torch. Then he unlocked the door
of his cupboard, and brought out a suit-
case. It was all packed in readiness.

A moment later he had thrown open the
window, and was ofi.

o — it

CITAPTER XIII,
THE PRISONER OF THE PRIORY.

HE east wind was
bitter.

Fortunately. it
wasn't excessively

strong, but there was a bite

I m 1t which seemed to grip

vitals g 1 Ralph Leslie Fullwood’s very

Meadowe ¢ . Made his way across the
Vs on foot towards the old Priory.

mﬁﬁepkﬁg b his  mouth closed, and the
Cautions m,“ih 1”% [ace. But even these pre-
EUm.sta;C;'E‘E madequate under such cir-
€tature now The junior had a high temp-
&“EEI‘nuﬂ“’ ‘fl_”d this night exposure was
edhwil«n'.I HL‘: action in thus leaving his
o nc{;q}}; wlly commendable. There was
wis o3ty for him to go—as far as he
Personally concerned.

ut 19 H e
Expentif;d“erjn_ﬁ_Wf}ulrl be waiting—eagerly
haq 1aes Phis nightly visit. As Fullwood

about in bed, he had imagined

tha tosseq
pPris ’ oo, %
oner’s despair ir nobody came., The

Poor 1g]
Must -
IMprj
il t
his :

12ve heen
*0ned for
Othep

suffering. He had been
Over a week now, and during
‘he had only seen Carey and
unxnown gaoler. It would be

Bus i

°W had been sufferine intensely—he -

him.
a thing like that, but Fall-

the extremity of cruelty to neglect
Carey could do
wood <couldn’'t. ,
nohie.

So Tallweod’s action was rather
At the risk of all his own hopes, he was
determined to visit Stanley .Clavering.

There was a stubhorn spirit in him now, and
Ire was wondering if it wouldn't be better
to come out boldly with the whole story.
His latest experience of Eustace Carey had
disgusted him to an untold degree. And
IFullwood’s own will was not at its normal
strength, .

He reached the Priory, and made his way
down the crumbling stone stairs without a
fault. He was accustomed to this descent
in the dark by now. But once in the dank
passage, he switched on his electric torch,
and brought out his key. But hefore enter-
ing the dungeon, he pulled a kind of bag
over his head—a black affair with an elastie
fastening, It entirely enclosed his head,
leaving only eve holes and a space for
breathing.

He unlocked the door, and shot the bolts

back.

Then he entered the dungeon. A light
was burning, and the air was stufly and
warm, Two candlez were stuck on a stone,
and one was guttering its final moments of
life out. There was. an odour of stale coffee
in the air, and on a kind of bench stood ths
remains of the prisoner’s supper. .

Clavering himself was in his blankets, and
quite motionless,

Fullwood approached, a sudden alarm
eripping him, But when he looked down at
the captive he could see that he was breath-
ing regularly. Clavering was sound asleep.
Irullwood glanced round pityingly. And he
was angry and disgusted with himself for
being a party to this atroceity.

Clavering had never bheen accustomed to
any kind of hardship. e was an only son—
he had spent most of his life in the South
of France—he had been schooled by an Eng-
tish tutor. Never had he been to a big col-
lege, His parents were in India, and he
had come to St. Frank's to make the school
his home until hiz people returned.

This was why Enstace Carey had ftaken
(‘lavering's place—because there were none
to discover the {trick. Certainly, Mr.
Barnaby Goole, the llousemaster of the
azt House, had detected Carey’s deception,
but he had been afraid to speak, for Carey
knew something to his diseredit. In justice
to Mr. Goole, however, it must be stated
that the Housemaster knew nothing of
Clavering’s imprisonment. He believed that
Clavering was a party to the deception--in-
stead of being a vietim. |

Fuliweod proceeded to unpack his bag.
And while he was doing so, Clavering
stirred, and sat up.

“0b, you've come?* he muttered dully,
“1 didn’t hear you open the door.”
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In his own in-
terests he had made a habit of keeping
silent during these visits. When Carey
actually went, Clavering would come to St.
Frank’s, and Fullwood dudn’t want to give
him the slightest atom of proof.

Fullwood made rno reply.

“Sorry, I forgot,” said Clavering.
“You’re dumb, aren’t you??

Fullwood gritted his teeth. He was
genuinely sorry for this fellow. He was a

sport. He knew he could do nothing, so

he took his gruel with a good grace. And
it seemed such a ecowardly, currish trick

to deny him even the pleasure of a little
conversation, .

Fullwood finished his unpacking, thinking

deeply all the time. Inwardly,. he was
alarmed. He had forgotten his own indis-
position, and was thinking about the
prisoner. Clavering was different to-night.

His cheeks were pale, and there was some-
thing. strange about his eyes. The solitude
had begun to tell upon him. When he rose
to his feet, he swayed. The man was 1l

“Iang it!” snapped TFullwood suddenly.
CIHTANG b2 :

ife ripped off his head covering, and flung
it down. The movement was an impulsive
one, and it was too late to change his mind
now. Ralph Leslie was just in that condi-
tion when he didn’t care what happened to
him. He was far more concerned about the
comfort of this unfortunate senior. Ile was
disgusted and sickened by his own conduct.

[ say!?’ said Clavering, ‘“What on
earth—— Why, I thought you were a 1ot
older- Are you one c¢f the St. Frank’s
fellows?”

Clavering was looking at him with open
curiosity.

“I'm CQCareys

cousin,’”  said

“pluntly. “My name’s ¥ullwcod—I'm in the
Remove—Ancient House.” . .

Clavering looked more surprised than
ever.

“QOnly a junior?” he asked. < Well, don’{
vou feel a bit ashamed of yourself? When
is -this business going to end? Haven't you
kept me here long encugh? I'm not the
kind of fellow to make a fuss——?%

“That's just it!?? interrupted Fullwood
fiercely. ““You take everythin’ so calmly!
If yow’d omly rave an’ curse it would be
different. Gad, am I ashamed of myseli?
Pen’t talk about it—don’t talk about it!”?

He sank down, and held his throbbing

head in his hand. And Clavering looked
on wonderingly. At last he placed a hand
on Fullwood’s shoulder,

“You’re unwell, aren’t you?”’ he asked.

“Only a cold comin’ on!’? growled Full-
wood. “I¥’s pothin’., What about your-
self? I nearly had a fit when I saw you.
This imprisonment is tellin® on you,
Claverin’. It’s got tc come to an end. 1
tell you, 1t’s gobt to come to an end. I
can’t stand it any longer.”

Fullwood |

your beautiful cousin.

“You don’t sound much like a 1
conspirator,”” said Clavering, who
taking everything very calmly. ©1'm no
fool, young ’un. I'll bet your cousin hag
forced you to do this, hasn’t he?” )

And then, of course, the whole story caye
ut. Fullwood felt that he was burstipe
He couldn’t keep the thing any longer
He told Stanley Clavering everything—hijg
first encounter with Carey, and all the
events which had followed. And Claveripe
listened with intent interest. °

“Poor kid!”? he said at length. “Dopt
look so miserable. It’s not your fauli; ¥
don’t bhlame you at all. With the sack
looming over you like that you had to dg
it. .Carey’s the snake!”

W — p——

CHAPTER XIV.
THE COMPACT, _
TANLEY CLAVER.

ING'S attitude
affected Fullwood

deeply.
He had expected something
50 different. e had
expected  scorn, contempt,

bitter accusations. Instead, Clavering was
full of sympathy. 1t was such an un-
expected event that Fullwood felt a choking
sensation in his throat.

“I'm sorry!” he muttered. “Youre—
you're awfully decent, Claverin’. I don’b
deserve any sympathy from you, you know.
I'm a young beast; I'm not worth touchin’
with a barge-pole. Why ecan’t you rave ab
me as you should? Why can’t you kick
n-le??? =

Clavering laughed softly. |

“PBecause I happen to be human, that’s
all,” he replied. ““It’s not your fault, Full-
wood, I can see that clearly enough. I
the same circumstances, I dare say
should have done the same. So you wore
that mask thing so that I sheuldn’t g1vé
you away when the climax came? My dear
kid, you needn’t be afraid; I shan't bhreathe
a word to the Head.”

Fullwood swallowed something. -

i O}_tgllt

“If’s not fair!” he muttered.
to be sacked——"’ .

“Rubbish!”  interrupted  the Oi-h?erg
“There’s only one fellow .who :;}esgl;\tgs
horsewhipping in this affair, and tlht'o‘

But the position

bit difficult. 1 want to get out ot Y

- dungeon, and you want to see me oul—"

é -y * . Yaq- d
“I do—honestly 1 do!’’ said Fuliwoo

fiercely.

- ing
“But, young pila

‘un, we mustn’t do anyb
rash,” went on Clavering, “If 1 go 10 i
Head now and tell him that 1've P"ps
kept a prisoner there’ll be the very f.EJU_H%;V
of a dust-up. The whole school will kD
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everyt
the seandal.
will it?"

“Hven

That won't do you any good,

if I'm not sacked, I 15-11(;11-[1 11316
. 4 cut by the fellows,” replied I"ull-

df%n(;me‘?l shouldn’t ‘be surprised if they

?O%k'matters in their own hands.”’
clavering nodded. : _

« yust as I thought,” he replied.
there’s only one thing to he done.
nave to stay here.” .
_wgtay here?’’ repeated Fullwood, staring.
«Qf your own accord?” _ '

«For your sake,” said Clavering quietly.

o But—but—" Fullwood couldn’t find

“Well.
I shall

nis  words. “Bub it’s not right!’ ke
plurted out. “I've only done you ‘harm,
Claverin’. You're makin’ me feel a worse

cad than ever.”

“you're a bit unstrung, Fullwood,” said

Clavering softly., “You’d better go straight
hack to bed, and wrap yourself up well.
Haven’'t I told you that I can sympathise
with you? You're not to blame at all; I
saw that in the first flash. I'll stay here.”’
“But why?” asked Fullwood breathlessly.
“I'll stay here, and you’ll have to tell
vour lovely cousin that the game’s up,”
explained the prisoner. “You can do that,
surely? Tell him you've unmasked your-
self to me, and that he's got to clear—with-
in twelve hours.” '
“Yes?’ said Fullwood. “An’ then?”
“Give him the order of the boot, and as
soon as he's gone come and tell me,” went
oa Clavering. “Then I'll go to the Head,
explain the facts—without mentioning your
name—and ask the Head to keep it hushed
up. We can easily think of some yarn to
tell the school. It isn’t fair that you

should be involved in any scandal. I can
ste you're straight, young 'un.”’
“I'm not!” muttered Fullwood. “I don't

deserve it. Claverin’, yow're a brick; you're
100 good for me. Why can’'t you clear out
to-night, an’ go to a hotel? I've got
m?,ney_____n

‘r,h.I can’t go to a hotel at this hour of
e,e Light,” jnterrupted Clavering. “And
verything’s pretty comfortable here,” he
gdded drily, “1t’s only until to-morrow,
c0 1 might as well stick it. Now go back
O the schogl——27

Full"’?‘fhen shall T come to-morrow?” asked
aft,emOd' “I'm booked for foothall in the
(.L:mr{ﬂo,qn. But I'll give that up, of
u-aq"e' he added quickly. “Sorry! 1
bayWiully selfish to think about foot-

Nobhing o

Clavering. the sort!” interrupted

team, put “I've never been in a school
YOu're m*é{i can guess what it’s li{{e. If
00e thina 13110118‘11. you play. There’s only
You go S ASk—leave the door open when
at o’ YOu can trust me not to butt in

awkward moment. I'll stay here

Iatnan
yﬂl}. COMQ )

hing, and yow'll be connected with “Trusf

Fuliwood
away an’
I'm not a

you?”
huskily, “Do you think I'd
leave the dcor locked again?
dirty dog like that!”’

“I knew you weren’t,” replied Clavering.
“Sorry for mentioning the matter at all
But I do feel I'd like a breath of fresh
air in the morning. I won't show myself
to anybody. I'll just wait until you bring
me the news, If you can’t come until the
evening I shan't worry.”’

He extended his hand, and Fullwood
gripped it tightly, He couldn’t express his
feelings at the moment. Clavering was a
splendid fellow. With rare broad-minded-
ness he had seen the true position. '

Five minutes later Fullwood  Ileft,
supremely happy. He forgot his tempera-
ture, and he felt practically well. An enor-
mous load was off his mind. And he fairly

interrupted

g0

gioated over his coming interview with
Eustace. Now he could tell Eustace fto
clear out, and he would have to go. For

the first time TIullwood held the trump
cards. Previously he had been unable to
speak because of the shadow of expulsion.
But Clavering was a gentleman, and would
say nothing, He was even -giving Carey
a chance fto get clear away.

But not for Carey’s sake. Clavering had
made it quite clear that he was only per-
mitting the rascal to get away so that Full-
wood shouldn’t be associated with the
conspiracy. -

Ralph Leslie was walking on air during his
journey back to the school. But as he
approached St. Trank's, Nature asserted
herself once again, and his limbs {felt
weary and heavy. Every muscle ached..
He only wanted to get into bed.

He was iust moving cautiously round the
angle of the Kast Square, intent upon cross-
ing to the Ancient House, when he paused.
He could hear voices. And the voices were
distinct and audible,.

“I am cerbain, Mr. Goole—qguite certain,”
came once of the voices. * Please get up at
once, and accompany mel”

Fullwood glanced wup. The voice was
coming from an upper window, which stood
open. It was the window of Mr. Barnaby
Goole’s hed-room, and Mr. Barnaby Goaole,
in addition to ‘being a vegetarian, was a
fresh air flend. He always slept with his
bed-room windows wide open.

“It is preposterous, Mr. Pycraft!” came
the Housemaster’s voice. “Do you . realise
that it is rearly fwo o’clock in the morn-

ing? There can't be any boys up at this
hour. My dear sir, vou have been dream-
ing!l”

“Very well, Mr. Goole!’
master of the Fourth,
headmaster himself, 1

snapped the
*I must go to the
tell you there is

{ something strange happening downstairs, I
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distinetly heard; I have I'stened. I came
to you because &
“Oh, very well—very welll’”” came Mr.

Goole’s voice. ““I’'ll come!”

Br——d Do

CHAPTER XV,
FULLWOOD'S WARNING,

ULLWOOD stcod there,
F quivering.

He was feeling

shaky and hot. The
fever was coming over him
again, but he never gave a
- thought to it. By a sheer
accident he had stumbled npon something
of paramount importance. It seemed that
he was destined to suifer these snocks, one
on top of the other.

The ill-tempered Mr. Pycraft had dis-
covered something. Fullwoed had no diffi-
culty in guessing what. He remembered
that party in celebration of Grayson’s
birthday. Without doubt, the revellers
had become noisy under the influence of
champagne. And now they were about to
be caught red-handed. - i

Fullwood clenched his teeth, and decided
that it was none of his business. It would
serve the fools right.~ They would all be
expelled—and good riddance. Then his
thoughts came to a stop with a jar.

His cousin was there. Carey would be
hauled before the Head with the. others.
And Carey might reveal his true identity
under the stress of circumstances. And in
that way the school would know the truth
in spite of Clavering’s decency. ' Besides,
Fullwood remembered that he had taken
part in many orgies of a similar character.
Who was he to condemn these fellows?
His duty was to warn them.

So without another thought he dashed
round _the bhuilding. He reckoned that Mr.
- (Goole would be some minutes in douning
his dressing-gown and slippers. He might
be in time to allow the revellers to get
to their own rocm. And after all, there
was something rather nice in the thought
cf dishing Mr. Pycrait.

Fullwood *didn’t exactiy know which study
was being used for the celebration.
luck was with him. As he ran he heard a
sound of muffied laughter. He halted, and
looked at a closed window near by. He
had passed it without a thought, for it
was complcetely aank.

But now, upon closer examination, he
could see that a thick curtain was secured
to the inside of the window, perhaps a
bianket or {two, in addition, so that all
light was confined 1o the room
Listening, he again heard the
sounds. He had found the party.

He rapped urgently upon the glass,

muffled

e

But

itself. -

There were a2 number of quick exclay,
tions, then dead silence. Fullwood Couii
picture the sudden alarm within the study -
But this was nothing to the shock whicy,
was coming unless the revellers disperseg

He rapped again, and put his face cloge
to the window. i

“Open, quick!” he
“It’'s me—Fullwood!”

There came another exclamation, anq ,-
moment later something moved within the
room and the window was opened. Nq
lights had been revealed. Obviously they
had been switched off at the first alarm,

“Who's that?” came a shaky voice.

“It’s me, I tell you—Fullwood!”’

“You—you infernal young idiot!” hisseq
the voice of Grayson. “Who told you to
come here at this time of night? We
thought we were collared——-"’ -

“Don’t kid yourself!” interrupted Full-
wood harshly. “Lemme come in—quick!
There’s danger. They’re on the track!”

He leapt through the opening, and the
window was closed. Fullwood found him-
self pushed about, then he started cough-
ing. He wasn’t feeling at all well, and
the thick atmosphere in the apartment was
enough to choke him. The air was heavy

exclaimed urgently

and suffocating with tobacco fumes and
stagnation. , ‘
. The light came on, and he blinked. The

‘air was blue. The revellers were standing
about, flushed and alarmed. They included
Kenmore of the Sixth,  Eustace Carey, and
Forrest & Co. of the Ancient House., Carey

seized his cousin’s arm fiercely.

. “What’s all this tommy-rot?’ he asked

curtly. , )
“ Confound you, Claverin’, let go!” said

Fullwood, remembering his cousin’s false

name. “Haven’t you got any sense, any of

you? Mr. Goole’s comin’ here, an’ old

Pycraft, too!”’

“Coming here?” repeated Grayson, with
a gasp. - :
“Rubbish!®’

“Rot:!”

“ A1l right, you can believe what you
like!” retorted Fullwood. <But I dis=
tinctly heard Pycraft rousin’ the House:

. T
master. They'll be here any minute. ¥You
must have been makin’ a lot of noise, OF
somethin’, an——-" ‘

“Gad, we'd better bunk while we’ve gob
the chance!” exclaimed Gulliver.

“Yes, let’s quit!”’

There was a panic in a mement. ng
door was wrenched open, and half 13“8.
revellers flooded out into the pa-‘:b{ieh:
 Forrest & Co. made for one of the netlgo
bouring studies, intent upon dashing Ol b
the window, and fleeing to their own IIOILSE;
The others all resided in the East HO

itself, and the problem was to get upst_-airs
'without meeting the prowling masters.



adn’t received a word of thanks.
4 .n't surprised at this, for he expected
bIn any case, the panic had been so
”23& that nobody had thought of wasting
ACH
and ﬁf;ia%ﬁ was left in the deserted study.
Fullad come over dizzy—the effect, no
o bt. of the stuffy atmosphere after the
doul oir of the night. He felt that his
g‘;ﬁin was reeling, and his face was flushed.
«Thank goodness!” he muttered. I
gid it, anyhow!” Ly, sy
He turned mechanically to the window.
[t wasn’t safe to remain here. He fumbled

o
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|

by the two masters as they turned into the
senior passage—and the rest, of course,
was a mere matter of seconds. &

The night birds had managed to disperse
without being seen. The two masters
arrived without having encountered a soul.
Two or three of the young rascals were
hiding in other studies—awaiting their
chance to bolt.

“(ood heavens!” Goole,
aghast.

““ Disgnaceful—shocking”’ said Mr. Py-
craft. “ Why, what—— Fullwood! Is that
you, Fullwood?”? |

—

ejaculited Muy.
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IFullwood sped as hard as he could towards the river bank. Boy and bicycle
Plunged headlong into the swollen river.

With the thick coverings, but at last he

miﬁsﬁcged to wrench them aside.
The borotOP this instant!”

. Yoice was cold and commanding, and
Fullwooq felt his heart leap. =

CHAPTER XVI.
TRAPPED IN THE NET.

. R. BARNABY GOOLE
strode into the
_ study, with Mr.

. ~_ Horace Pycraft at
his heels! “One of the fools
who had last left had ne-
glected  to completely close
streak of light had been seen

-

~what is the matter with you?»

Fullwood had turned, and he swayed as
he clutched at the heavy curtain.

“Yes, sir,” he muttered thickly.

“ Fullwood !*? ejaculated the Housemaster.
“My boy—my boy! What does this mean?
What are you doing in this House? And

Mr. Pycraft laughed triumphantly.

“Did I not tell you, Mr. Goole?’ he de-
manded. “Now, sir, who was right? And.
why need you ask this wretched boy if
there is anything the matter with him?
Surely, it is obvious that he is drunk?”

““ Good heavens!” said Mr. Goole huskily.

“It’s not true, sir!” panted Fullwood,
| swaying forward. I haven’t touched a
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drop—I haven't been heve more than two | defy you in this way, Mr. Goole?

minutes !’ |

His very words sounded hollow and |
absurd. He had been discovered in Lhis
room where the orgy had just taken place. |
Obviously, he was a member of the party |
who had been too bemupsed to make his
escape., The thing was as clear as day- |
fight. 1

Mr, Goole’s gaze took in the champagne
bottles, the glasses, and Fullwood’s very
appearance was significant. He was flushed,
he was unsteady, and his eyes were dull

He was obviously the worse for drink.
Neither _of the masters dreamed for a

moment that his condition was solely due to
illness.

¢ Oh1” sald Mr. Pyeraft. ¢ So you have
only been here two minutes, I'uliwood—very
interesting, but very unconvincing. 1 pre-
sume you are aware that this will mean
expulsion——"

““ Please, Mr. Pyeraft!” interrupted the
Housemaster tartly. ¢ Forgive me, but I
fancy it is my duty to question this mis-
guided youth.”

“Qh, very well, sir!”’ snapped Mr. Pycraft
nastily,

¢“{’'ve only
Fullwood.

just ecome in, sir,” insisted

tike!”

“How disgusting!” muttered Mr. Pyeraft, |

with a shudder.

“It may be disgusting, but 'l prove |
retorted |

that I've got no drink in me!” f
Fullwood hotly. <« I'm not Ieelin’® well, sir—
a bit of a cold comin’ on. An’ this stufiy

atmosphere made me dizzy, teo.” - )

Mr. Goole looked at him closely.
“If you have only just come
wood, where did vou come from?” he asked.
“J can't tell you, sir,” replied Fullwood

steadily.

“T'm afraid it iz onlv too obvious that
vou are lring,” went on Mr. Goole. “In any
case, your very presence in this room
proves fhat you were ready to join in this—-
this disgusting revelry.

any of my boys could indulge in such
appalling debauchery !’

Fullwood was silent.

‘““Unhappily, we were just ton late fo
cateh your companions in evil,” went on
the Housemaster.  You will supply e

with the names, Fullwood."

“I'm sorry, sir, I can't tell vou whe they
were.”? )

“I have commanded you to give me the
names,

«“An’ T ean’t do it, sic.”

Fullwood’s voice was firm, but draary.

He couldn’t see the two masters distinetly |
—his head was throbbing, and he felt really |
he wanted was to get back to |

bad. All
bed. He didn't mucl: care what happened
to him. But he was longing to be lying
down somcwhere. : _
broke in Mr., Py-

“This is outrageous!”?
craft. < Are you going to allow the bey to
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“I1 don't expect you to believe |
me—but you can smell my breath, if you

in, Iuall-;

I am amazed thab |

i ‘_r;-m
= mﬁ

: : ¢ I have
never heard of such impertinence in gl my
lifp—1"

“I beg of you to let me deal with tyjs
matter, sir!”? snapped Mr. Goole. ¢y
boy is obviously unable to answer my ques.
tions Iucidly. His condition is disgusting, |
shall take him back to the housc and pyt
him fo bed.” .

“Thank you, sir,” muttered Fullwood.

“But if you are indeed guilty of takiug
part in this orgy, there can be only ona
punishment for you,” said Mr, Goole sternly.
“I gshall make a full inquiry on the morrow
—and tuoen, vou may be sure, I shall pet
to the bottom of the whole afiair, Come
with me, Fuliwood.”

““ But would it not be better to foree the
Doy——"'" began Mr. Pycraft.

“Thank you, Mr. Pycraft, but I know
best,” cut in the Housemaster.

And, to Mr. Pyeraft’s mortification, he
aguestioned Fullwood no further, but escorted
him to the Ancient House. And ten
minutes later Ralph Leslie was in bed but
nof asleep. :

Under the influence of some strong cough
mixture hie was feeling a little better. His
brain was clearer, and hie could see
nothing but blackness ahead. This, indeed,
was the end of things for him,

The {ooitball match now seemed a mere
dream. A ftrifle, of course—a small incident
in the every day life of the grcat school.
But to Fullwood it had been a red-letter
accasion, His first appearance in the Junior
School Eleven! And now even that was
to be wrested from him!

Instead of playing in. that game, he would
be expelled—sent from the school in dis-
grace before even the mateh started. And
it was the very irony of fate that his down-
fall would be brought about by something

{ entirely unconnected with Stanley Clavering.

A low supper-party! A disgraceful celebra-
tion in which he had taken no part whab
ever!

Lt waz the very dregs of bitterness.

————

XVIL.
RUMOUR.

CHAPTER
THE VOICE OF

g 66 EARD the latest?”
said * Teddy Lonog
= - eagerly.

P * 7 He tushed up to
;u*.“_-:.:‘_' R o/ Handforth & Co. as they were
Galy s

emerging from the Ancient

House lobby before breakfast.
Edward Oswald Handforth came to a halt
and fixed Teddy with a grim eve.

“Get out of here!™ he hooted,
viotent volce.
“But I've oot some news—?'
(o and choke yourself with it!” roared
Handforth. I don’t want to hear any ©
your rotben scandal! By George! I've !
good mind to scalp yvou——>

in a



13 }]‘ W
¥at, «Phere was a bust up in the

night—all sorts of chaps
s Champagne and card-playmg.
was there, too!»

Fu}!j{l:ﬁﬁirth made a 1ush,. but Teddy was
already in flight. | T -
A Don’t chase him, you ass,” said Chureh.
« It 100kS undi_gmhed.” 1 ‘

Handforth, 1n the act of pursuit, pulled
nimself up with a jerk, N o

«,Who was going to chase him: he
asked. tartly. 'l trouble you to use more
cense, Walter Church! Do you think I'd
demaean myself by runmng after that young
tittle-tattler?” _ _,

“you Jook like it-——7

«Whnat’s all this about Fullwond?” asked
Reggie Pitt, striding up from the West
House. A yarn, 1 suppose? Personally,
1 don’t believe it. Fullwood’s chucked up
that sort of thing nowadays.”’

Handforth & Co. started.

«« What sort of thing?” asked McClure.

«“Haven't you heard?? said Pitt. * Lots
of our chaps are saying that there was a
wild supper-party in the East House last
night. Fullwood was collared by old Goole,
and marched acress the Triangle. He was
scen by some East House chaps from the
windows. They’d been aroused by the noise.”

“Rot ! said Handforth. ‘ Can’t be true.”

But the whole school was buzzing with
the rumour. Nobody knew exactly how the
story had got about—the culprits themselves
wouldn’t breathe a word, naturally—bug
there were plenty of ways. It was quite
possible that some of the East House fel-
lows had seen Mr. Goole leading Fullwood
across the Triangle. And the rest was a
matter of putting two and two together.

And when Fullwood himself appeared—
late—his appearance was consistent with the
veice of rumour. He looked heavy, flushed,
.Aand dull-eyed. He was showing every in-
dication of having spent a ¢ thick * night.

“You're looking secedy, Fullwoed,” said

'pper, going straight to the point.

. Pmoall right,” said Fullwood, smiling.
" That’s not true—you're far from all
Tight,” replied Nipper. ¢« You haven’t for-
Sﬂ}‘ta? the game this afternoon, I suppose?”

= course 1 haven't.® :

. Feel fit to play?”

- ;"eﬂa I shall turn out, thanks.”

prﬁgfmk here, Fullwood, there are some
o “I}; UEI‘E rumours going the rounds,” went
tion DPer grimly. I not going to ques-
know SoU—iU's not my business. But you

My views, and if anything funny hap-

hened- last night you'r in a f

dition 4 I ght you're not in a fit con-
You gop’ Play in the match this afternoon.
<oy 't look yourself, either.”
?atiéniﬁts nothing,” said Fullwood im-
What 2. ,. What do yow mean—rumours?
Yotte are the chaps sayin’ mow? Somethin’
oy, T'IN peg 1o
I’h*ﬂl:-é"t,:;;:m ?g;gg?‘{ you got drunk last night!”
o Ao
Of Eﬂ‘ﬂrﬁfﬁ ]hiydid 15

51]5pﬁﬂtﬁd

rotter?’ yelled Teddy Long, dodg-

was relieved in mind about Stanley Claver-

““ Anybedy can see it in his face!”?
'There were quite a number of fellows in
the lobby, and Fullwoed regarded them with

startled eyes.
about. And they assumed
been intoxicated!

“You can think what you like!”” he said
defiantly.

He pushed through the crowd, and walked
out Into the Triangle. He was feeling
stubborn and angry. Without the slightess
evidence, they were accusing him of being
drunk. He didn’t quite realise that it was
the sort of thing he would have done him-
self not so many weeks earlier,

Alt his former happiness had e

So the story had already got
that he inad

gone.

ing, but
terview with the headmaster.
obvious that such an interview was inevit-
able. Mr. Goole had probably made his
report already, and the inquiry would follow.

It was absolutely rotten luck.

But Fullwood put the matter out of his
mind for the time being, and went to the

he was dreading the coming in-
For it was

East Housze. It was imperative that he
siiould see Eustace Carey. He had to teil

his cousin the blunt truth about Clavering.

““Oh, here you are!” said Carey, as Tfull-
wood entered. * You infernal young foci! If
you breathe a word about last night——?°

“What are you talkin’ abcut?”? asked
Fullwood quietly,

“I hear that you were idiot enough to
zet yourseli canght last night!? went on
Eustace furiously. I can tell you Grayson
and the others are pretly mad about it.
They'll skin you alive if you give their
names !

Fullwood looked at his cousin contemptne
ously.

“I've come here about
important than that!”? he retorfed. 1
went to Claverin® last night, Eustace. 1
was ill, an’ I'm not much better now—but
I went, all the same.”

“YWell 7?2

1 told him who I was, an’ gave him the
full details,” went on Fullwood deliberately.
“The man’s a brick. e promised—-?

“You-—you told Clavering everything?’”’ in-
terrupted Eustace, aghast.

“ Yeg, I did.” :

“You mad young lunatic—"?

“] couldn’t help it—there was nothin’
else for it,” growled Fullwood. “He was so
thioroughly decent that 1 had no other
course. An’ for my sake he’ll keep mum.
He'll tell the Head, of course, but the schocl
won't know anythin® about you bein’ here
as an impostor.’””

somethin® more

““You're drivelling!” said Eustace ccn-
temptuously, _
“(f course, the school will know that

somebody came here in Claverin’s pame, bud
they won’t know that he was my cousin,”
went on IFullweood. “That’s the kind of
man yowve wronged! He’s as straight as a
die! He’s even waitin’ in that dungeon
until I give him the all-clear sigual,”
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“Qh!’ said Eustace, staring.
“iYou've got to get oub ¢
mornin’ "’ exclaimed Fullwood grimly,

to-day—this
“It’s
tha only chance you've got, Eustace—an’
vou'd better take it! You're safe from the
police, an’ you'd better go.”

- Carey rose to his feet.

¢“ Are you giving me the order
-boot?” he. asked. -

““(Oh, don’t be funny i .

¢“It may interest you to know that I'm

staying where I am,” went on FEustace.
“ Clavering can’t do me any harm—and you
daren't release him! I'm staying here—
understand? Now get out of this study!™

——— w—

| CHAPTER XVIII.
A FRIEND IN NEED.
ULLWOOD f{elt
less. Somehow, he
knew that it was

| utterly useless to
’ argue with his

help-

cousin. Eustace Carey had
made up his mind to stay,
and his limited brains failed to warn him
that the game had hecome risky. XHe had
been immune from danger so long that he
felt himself secure.

So Fullwood left the East House and wan-
dered out into the lane. He wanted to
think things over, but his brain was in a
whirl. . What could he do now? Eustace re-
fused to go! Like a fool, he shut his eyes
to the danger-signal, and was determined to
remain. _

It was an amazing chance for him-3a
chance to get away from St. Frank’s without

the police knowing anything, and without.

school being told of his true
And he was throwing the chance

¢ven the

identity.

away!
What could TFullwood do now?
Fortunately, Clavering had promised to

wait until the evening., By that time Eustace

might change his mind, and see the wisdom

Ef going away. So there was no immediate
urry.

But what if FEustace still refused? In
that event, Ifullwood decided. he would

atdvise Clftvering 1o come to the school.
Then, and not until then, would Carey realise
hiis  position. He would probably bolt
helter-skelter if he was brought face to
face with his victim,

I'ullwood had almost ceased to worry on the
pnint now. It had dwindled into insigni-
ficance. He had his own afifairs to worry
him. He was feeling very seedy, and he had
a horror «f making a mess of things in the
game that afternoon. . #

It was the chance he had been longing for
cver since he had taken up football., And
now, it seemed, he was to lose it.

Apart from his ill condilion, there wvas

that other aflair. He felt sure that he
wouldn't get through morning lessons with-

of the |

{ for some means of evading them.

worthless.

out a summons from the Head. He woul
refuse to answer all questions, of c,'nm.ﬂd
He wasn’t going to play the informer, p'?e'
this, no doubt, would result in his 1‘:{31:eiv;;i;;§r
the brunt of the punishment. Naturallyv it
would mean expulsion. _ S

At this point in his musings he became
aware that a group of trim figures were way.
ing towards him. He ‘started, and sought
-But j
was too late. Irene & Co. were_a]r&tadl;
waving. . »
There were five of the Moor View giplg
in the group—Irene Manners, Doris Berkeley
farjorie Temple, Winnie Pitt, and Tessa
Love. They came up, and greeted Fullwooq
cordially. The girls were fully aware of
Fullwood's change, and they were different
in their attitude towards him now.

“You're in the game this afternoon, aren’
you?” asked Irene, after the greeftings were
over.

““ Yes, I think so,” said Fullwood.

““You think so?”

“Well, my name’s on the list.” ;

“Isn’t that good enough?’”’ asked Doris,

“By jingo, we shall have to go along and
see that match, vou girls! It ought to be
interesting. I met Hal Brewster vesterday,
and he told me that he’s never had such
a strong team.”

““Yes, I've heard they're hot this season,”
agreed Fullwood. '

“All right, we’ll be pushing on,” said
Irene, nodding. ¢ There’s not any tooc much
time before lessons.”

“I’ll catech you up soon,” said Winnie,
flushing slightly,

The other girls laughed.

““Oh, all Tight—don't be long,” smiled
Tessa.

They continued down the lane, but Winnie
Pitt remained behind. TI'ullwood was feeling
rather uncomfortable. The thing was S0
obvious. Winnie had deliberately stayed s0
that she could talk to him alone. It nfade
him feel extremely self-conscious. -

““ Now, Ralph, out with it!” said Winné
briskly, g .

“Eh? Out with what?”’ he asked.

“The other girls were too pofite to*ask
you point-blank—but - I'm different,’”> s .
Winnie. ¢ You're looking a bit queer this
morning. Your face is flushed, and youf
eves are puffy. What'’s wrong?”

““Oh, it’'s nothing,” said Fullwood. .
a bit off colour—a <cold comin’ on, I thil
Please don’t worry, Winnie——"’ ‘

««We've heard rumours, too,” said the
girl quietly. ' q

“Well, I'm hanged!” ejaculated Fullwo0-
“Do you mean to tell me thabt beastly stol?
has got to the Moor View School? Who, I
the name of goodness, took it there?”

“1 don’t know—but 4 think one or two0 1?5
the Fast House boys met two or three of th°
girls half an hour ago,” explained W 1111371:-
“ You know how these unpleasant f.-nlea 8o
about. They say you took part in 2

HI’m
k.



BN

'-...
R
ast night. Champagne, card-playing,

And they say that you were taken
your own louse in a dazed

- L
ol -
-
- -

gpree ]
smoklllg-
pack to

-ondition.”’ :
‘“O?-g;ﬂ*ood looked at her sharply.

« An’> do you believe those yarns?” he
asked. . :

she Javghed. )
En(;?f cou%se I don’t,” she replied promptly;

0 a word !’

I‘]P'%‘himks awfully, Winnie!” said Fullweod
gratefully. 1 shouldn’t like you to think
those things about me—now. Last tex'1117;~;”

«We're not talking about last term,” in-
terrupted Winnie. “ 1 told the gw!s it was
“all a fib, but some of them wouldn’t believe
it. And they’ll say that your flushed face Is
a sign of guilt!” o

“Tots of our chaps have said that
already,” exclaimed Fullwood bitterly. I
can’t have an ordinary cold without bein’
aecused of gettin’® drunk! That’s the worst
~ of havin’® a bad reputation!”

.“You're living it down wonderfully,’
Winnie, “I wonder
stories get about?” she went on.
weren’t out last night——"’

sald

‘“1f you

“J was out,” interrupted IFullwocd bluntly.

‘““Dash it, I can’t keep it from you, Winnie,
after you've shown such faith in me. 1 was

out, but I didn’t join in that coniounded

party. 3

He went into a few explanations, but men-

tioned nothing about his cousin. He told her
how he had overheard Mr. Goole and Mr.
Pycraft, and how he had taken the warning
to the revellers, ~

“I cant tell .you why I was out—but 1
givo you my honest word I had- a geod
reason—a decent reason,” he said quietly.

“Some day, perhaps, I’'ll be able to tell

you—but please don’t ask me now."”

“I “believe you,” said Winnie. ¢ As for
those cads, you’ve got nothing to fear.
Surely they won’t stand by and see you ex-
pelled?  If it comes to thé pinch, they’ll
OWn up and explain that you weren’t in the
Party—-_» _

Fullwood could not refrain from Jaughing.
« They’re not that cort!”” he broke in.

They wouldn’t breathe a word—they’d see

VR EE

ie flogged an’ sacked with sheer delight !’

CHAPTER XIX.
NIPPER IN A DIFFICULTY.

B I INNIE PITT was
& ¥ - startled.
)ﬁr “You can’t mean

. that!” she ex-
claimed. <« If you refuse to
give their names, and you
get all the punishment, they’ll

they don’t, they won’t be worth
1 beings !’ -
» Ahyway, I shall just have to wait

B ergggs M:‘;,hiat happens,” said Fullwoed.
Tﬁtter—;; aqfh' Goole will spot one of the

Question him, If it’s Grayson,
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how those ridiculous

he may split on the others. There’s Shaw,
too—Grayson’s  pal. Shaw’s an arrant
coward, an’ he’'d blab in a minute if he was
guestioned, If anythin’ like that happens,
I shall' be safe. They’re bound to admit
that I wasn’t there.” _

“Well, you can rely on me, Raiph,” said
Winnie. “ And you can rely on my brother,
too. 1'm sure Reggie's got plenty of faith in
you. He was™ telling me some wonderiul
things about your football yesterday. Do
you remember that affair last week, when
you were accused of fouling?”

“Don’t talk about it, please,” inuttered
Fullwood.

“They’re ready to accuse you of any-
thing,” said Winnie indignantly, ‘““They
pounce on you for fouling, without any evi-
dence, and now they'ra doing the same
thing—although you were proved to be in
the right, Haven't they got any sense of
fairness? ., Surely you’re npet prouounced
guilty until there’s been an inquiry, and
until you've been punished?”’ o B

Irullwood shook his head.

“You know better than that, Winnie,”’ he
said. “ Girls aren’t much different to boys,
are they? Don’t these things happen at
your school?”

“I'm afraid they do,” admitted the girl.
“It’s funny how everyhody is ready to con-.
demn unheard, But don’t werry—you’re
inpocent, and you can’t come to any harm,

I shall wateh the game this afterncos,
remember.” . |
“You’ll really be there?” asked Fuliwood
eagerly. B
“You bet I shall! Wouldn’t miss it for

worlds ¥’

They parted soon afterwards, for the break-
fast-bell was ringing. And when IFullwood
went into the Ancient louse dining-room e
neticed that all eyes were upon im. Other
eyes were upon Forrest & Co.—for the young
rascals of Study A were showing obvious
signs of seediness.

“Hypocrite!” muttered somebody. < Pre-
tends to be turning over a new leaf, an(

t he’s just as bad as ever, in secret!”

‘“He ought to bhe sent to Coventry!”
‘“ Hear, hear!” :
Fellwood beard these whispered commentis

and knew how the wind was blowing. After
vreakfast, the comments were no longer
whispered. but spoken loudly. Everywhere

he went he was looked at with scornful eves.
The juniors were ready enough to judge bim
on rumour alone.

And Fullwood wasn’t feeling strong enoush
to stand up for himself. He was intensely
werried.,  His limbs ached, and he was still
flushed and feverish. 7The cold was develop-
ing on him—and developing fast. He could
feel congestion in his chest, and his nose
was stuify and hot. The signs were too
obvious to be ignored. But he strove with
might and main to conceal them from tho
others.

i1is sulien attitude was taken to be an ad-
yission of guitt. And before lessons started



Nipper found himself in a bit of a fix. Study !

C was besieged by a crowd of fellows. Not
only Ancient House juniors, but Fourth-
I'ormers from the other side, and a few Re-
movites from the West House,

““What's all this?” asked Nipper, as they
swarmed in.

“We're a deputation!” said Buster Boots

grimly.

“ A deputation?” repeated Nipper. < You've
come along in force, haven’t you? What's
all the excitement about?” '

““We want Fullwood’'s name scratched off
the list for this afternoon’s mateh!”

‘“ Hear, hear!” :

“You've got to do it, Nipper!”

“ We won't play with that cad!”’

Nipper frowned.

“Who's captain of the Junior Eleven?" he
asked angrily, -

““You are,”” reftorted Boots; *‘but I'm
skipper of the TFourth, and 1've got a right
to speak. This isn’t an ordinary House
mateh-—the whole school’s represented, and
we don’t want any hali-drunken A2

“Stop that!’ interrupted Nipper hotly.

“T won't stop it!”" retorted John DBuster-
field Boofs. “ You know the facts as well as
I do. Fullwood was ecaught red-handed at
that jazz party last night, or whatever it
was, He was brought over to the Ancient
House by Mr. Goole—and the rotter couldn’t
even walk straight! I'm not a particular
sort of chap, but I draw a line somewhere!”

“] didn't expect thiz sort of thing from
vou, Boots,” said Nipper quietly. L)
thought you were more decent. Where's
vour sense of fairness? Fullwood hasn't
been punished for anyvthing—he hasn’t even
been taken before the Head. Can't you wait
until his guilt’s proved?”?

Boots looked rather uncomfortable.

“That’s all tommy-rot!” he garowled.
“It'll only be a matter of time before he's
zacked. They won't let him atay here after
last night's affair. And I don't see why we
should have him in the team this after-
noon!"

% He's a disgrace to the Remove!”

‘“Hear, hear!”

“His face i3 enough to conviet him!”

“1 should think so!” yelled Hubbard.
¢ It's all blotchy, and his eyes are pufied.
Anybody <can see he was boozed last
nigcht!”

Nipper looked at the crowd more grimly
than ever.

“You can all go!” he execlaimed. ¢I'll
think about this, and let you know my
decision in ten minutes., Wait in the
Triangle, and I'll join you there. Is that
fair enough?”’

e YE‘:S, rather!” :

They crowded away down the passage ex-
citedly, discussing Nipper's surrender—for
it was taken for granted that he would sub-

5§_itute another player for Fullwood.
Nipper, however, was not quite so weak.
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CHAPTER XX,
A STRAIGHT TALK,

T hg:%l)!u {’jf“:ﬂlﬂted
il :"tIDl].t'!.e T
gellis-West, _”Tlrje-
looks rather fra;ls

ful, old boy. The chapg't‘.ﬂtf

a bit unreasonable—they a'lrr“

reaily. It isn't as Ay

Fullwood had been sentenced.” - 70tgh

¢ All the same, it’s pretty ¢! ISn't 14
sald Tommy “"u:tsml. - » L

“JIs it?” asked Nipper. “I'm Sl!I‘pl‘ig:
FIEE T a i 1 Ed
at you, lTommy! Haven't you learneg that
in nine cases out of ten, rumour is a jigps
Some of the fellows saw Fullwood beipe
taken across the Triangle by Mr. Goole
Other fellbws know that there was a wilg
party in the East House last night. But
there's not an atom of direet evidence that
Fullwood got hali-dronk.”?

**No, I suppese not,” admitted Tommy
“ Sorry 1 '

““These idiots are only too ready to jump.
on anybody at the first breath of sys.
picion,” went on Nipper angrilv. & Pyl
wood’'s completely changed. 1 found him
thoroughly decent during this last week.
And there’s no doubt that he's a born for
ward. But I'm a bit worried abcut him this
morning—he doesn't look himself.”

““They say it’s because of that orgy,”
sald Watson. ““What are you going to do?
You promized to go outside in ten minutes
and give your decision. If yvou plav Full-
wgod this afternoon, there’ll be the very
dickens of a commotion. Those chaps wilk
kick up the dust—"

““Let them!” snapped Nipper. ¢“I'm noj
zoing to be intimidated by that sort of
thinz, I'll see TPullwood at once, and pub
it to him straight. No, don’t come—Id
rather sce him alone.”

Nipper strode out with a set jaw. Ie was
inclined to believe that Fullwood was -unfit
for play., Nipper guessed at once thab ib
was a result of that soaking in the TIvEF
the previous evening. The other felioWs
knew nothing of that incident, sifice it ha
been kept quiet. Hence they attributed
I'ullwood’s flushed appearance to going 0B
the razzle. - .

Nipper wasn't worried so muech about the
demand for Tuliwood’s exclusion, as‘Fﬁl_l‘
wood’s condition. lle badly wanted him 1_1;
the team—but he wouldn’t let him play 'It
he was unfit. Nipper, in fact, was im a »'*
of a dilemma., If Fullwood was sic]{emﬂg
for a had cold he would have to be droppet
—and then the crowd would say that Nipp¢
had surrendered.

Nipper entered Study I, and found Iful.l'
wood alone. In fact, Ralph Leslie was U
the act of swallowing three aspirin tahlertbsr
His head was throbbing badly, and he %2
ready to take anything.
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jlo! what's that??? asked Nipper,
':Eu peedn’t worry—It’s not cocaine!”

: ~uilwood drily.

Nplf%i%in—#that’ﬁ all, I've got the deuce
vi AT 4 .
eadache. ‘ | N

uis};f_‘riﬂﬂ iare bad for you!? said }ilppﬁr

¢

aeriinely. 4 ‘
w},;m?k?e}m now and again, but you mustn'g
L 5 pabit. I want to speak to you

e it
By, Fully.”

i G‘U' ;L'ﬂt“.'tltif” . ) =

wLots of the fellows are saying that you
ought to be dropped.” _ ‘ _

i That’s nothin’ new,’” said Fuilwagd, §|t-
tine on the edwe of the table. “’1_!1&3; re
ca]ﬁn’ me a blackguard an’ a hypoerite, _I
jon't blame them. Those rumours are a hit
black. If you want to drop me out of ithe
team, Nipper, it’s up to you,” he added
quietly,  “I'm  willin®  to atcept your
decision.”’ :

4¢ a matter of fact, he had practically
made up his mind that there would be no
football for him that afterncon., He was
no fool, and he had heard the commotion in

the passage.

“t Before I decide anything, I want {o ask |

you a few questions,” said Nipper. “Don’t
misunderstand me, Fullwood. Last term you
weren’t above joining in a card party, bub
I've got every reason io believe that you've
chucked that sort of foolery up for goed?”

“ Thanks awfully,” sald Fullwood
cynically, _

“Don’t .get touchy, you ass,” snapped
Nipper, “Diq you, or did you not, join that
party las} might? That’s all I want to
know,”

o1 didn’t, Ts that good enough?”

“Yﬁu didn’t have any drink of any kind?*

Gad, no!” said Fullwood. T wasn’t in

the party,”

“Honour bright?”’

i ¥ . - A i
Honour bright!” said Fullwood. *““Nob |

!

t”f’:t I expect you to believe me——?
ﬁ;bel do believe you,” interrupted Nipper,
on nﬁfng his hand. ¢ There’s something
{.ﬂn:’r?u mind beyond all this, Fullwood—I
snm;&ﬁ it.  You were out last night for
15 }.m:ﬁ*‘““f}r but it wasn’t a shady reason.
your aﬂdf}ﬂ b like to confide in me—that’s
expect ?‘t“’- I, don’t ask you to, and I don™
‘Etraightjn' I'm quite safisfied that you're

Fu) :

“ T:l“’ﬂad looked at him eratefully.

o L 20ks awfully,” he said, looking away.

. An ] A _
MBDEI*FI low for something else,”” went on

“Hox 1?2 Rev )
hﬁad&che, 1 Ig-;anq?c:r you feel? ﬁE}fJI]d the

LT . ;
.ifr?? bad, but I'll he all right.”

rtﬁ.d Nipapsertha't ducking you had yesterday,”

3 3 g j

"nfit t’f:'t' . Look here, Fullweod, if you're
teamy to Iﬂ} ¥, say so. Tt isn’t fair to the
Ellnk auppear in that mateh if you don't
“Ourselt 5 make good. It isn’y fair o

¢««They're all right if you only

ki g . .
I was fearing something of |

Fullwoeod was flushed, he was un-
steady, and his eyes were dull. He
i was obviously the worse fcr drink.
fJeither of the mastaers dreamed for a
moment that his condition was soiely
due to iliness.

“T’'m dyin® to playl!”? said Fuallweced
carnestly., “I'Il bhe all right, XNipper—
honestiv! I'm feelin’ rotten now, but 1
swear I1'll be all right by this afternoon.
Hang it, I'm not goin’ to knuckie under
because of a bit of a cold! That won't
affect my form. You can rely on me to
play the game, and do the best I can for
thie school.”? :

Nipper gave him ons look, and was con-
vinced, i

“Thank goodness thats setiled, then,”
he said promptly. ¢ Your name stands!”

P [ e,

CHAPTER XXI.
THE SENSATION.

6§ ERE he is!?
{33 Quite a big crowd
aathered in the Tri-

- angle, and a shout
' went up as Nipper appeared.
_i..- seETe Everybody was confidently

expecting him to give way 1o
popular demaund. Feeling against TFullwood
was running very high. It was concluded
hat his guilt was beyond question. And
his erime was doubly conten:pptible because
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he had been pretending that he was turning ‘“ Hear,  hear!”

over a new leaf.

“Sorry - to disappoint you,” shouted | Nipper grimly. : )

el 1 ou m ha -1
0 you ean that, Doyle9» askeq

Nipper, “but Fullwood remains in the “Yes, T do.”

team,” “ All right—I shan’t want you thi
= < J : 1-‘
“Wha.t!”, i noon,” said Nipper. ¢ McClare, ym;*rzfter'
““You can’t mean that!” roared Boots in- | reserve man. Will you play against the
dignantly.. | River House this afternoon?” ‘he
“I do mean 1it.” MeClure leapt at the chance,
There was a wild chorus of yells and “Rather!” Le replied. “If you thip

shouts, The <rowd

surged round the | Fullwood's good enough to play, I'm With

Ancient House steps, and Nipper found him- | you. You're skipper, and that’s enough
self surrounded. All the faces were flushed | me! Thanks awfully.”

with excitement and indignation.

‘““Good man!” roared Handforth approy.

——
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“You're really letting Fullwood play?” (ingly. ¢Look here, Church, if you refuse
asked De Valerie, :

to play——-" «i'm
“Pon’t be an ass!” said Chureh. D
- ¢ After that rotten affair of last night?” |one of the lucky ones—I'm in the team- my

“Don’t keep repeating that rumour!” | you think I'm fool enough U0
said Nipper impatiently. ¢ Fullwood has | chances away? If Nipper wants

. w
thi% pla¥

given me_ his word of honour that he wasn’t | Fullwood, he can play him! What's ,I.I:]u

at that party, and I believe him. IHe’s | I'll bet Fullwood will give a good _shﬂ';"fl 5
assured me that he’s fit for the match, and ““(0f course he will!” snorted _Hﬂ‘?h take
I see no reason why I should drop him. I'm | “If any chap here wants to fight, ,Iu_,,-"
junior skipper, and that’s my decision.” him on! It won’t take me two tlcka’,, zai
“We won't stand it!” ‘““We're not fighting, old ma“-'f that

“Not likely!*?

Nipper. *“Don’'t start anything O't setr

o P s oy ! - i
“You've got to give in, Nipper! You | sort, for goodness’ sake. Well,.lﬁ,t Joing

can’t ride the high horse like this!’ shouted | tled? This sort of commotion 151}‘
Doyle. “We won’t play with the cad! I'm | any good, you know. We shall ba

one of the backs, and I refuse to play!” masters here——?
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~ THE

;1 minute!?”? interrupted Boois.
that about Doyle?”
lﬁ'f‘t DE}.CH,”

o Wait
"o mean :
“Hgliciure’s playing
1]' pEI\ 3
A Bgyle was
pething t‘P
wf call it

repiied

Jooking pretty sick, and he had

SaY. ‘ k

o rotten shame!” rcaved Boots.
5 ' justified in refusing 1o

T loe was quife justi . 12

o What’s more, I back him up! If you

}2? _ _
m?{(;ogd old Buster!’’ roared the Modern

se fellows.
H?‘u And without me,
ho:b{li-ny more??? asked Nipper. - ‘“Shall I
have 1o select a mew team .altogether?
What about you, Reggie?”

pitt grinned. - ‘

«Don’t include me in this argumeni!”
he said, horrified, ‘“Of course I'm playng.
These fellows ought to be Dboiled. The
skipper is the only man who can make these
decisions—and your word’s all I need. I
<hall be jolly glad to play on the right wing
with Fullwood as a partner.” _

Cecil De Valerie pushed himself forward.

 All the same, you can’t carry on without
us!” he said defiantly. ¢ Three of your
best men have gone against you, Nipper—
Boots and Doyle and. myself.
others will join us?’? he added,
round. -

But the other members of the Junior
Eleven were faithful to Nipper.

“You wcan’t ride the high horse like
this!”? yelled Boots. ¢ This is the first big
fixture, Nipper, and you’ve got to put your
best team into the field. Who are you going
to sacrifice—that cad Fullwood, or three of
your best men??? ' -

too!l?? said De Valerie

turning

Nipper made no reply. He turned on his

I, and entered the lobby. The list of
Players was on the notice board, and he
looked at it for a moment. The list stood
thus . Handforth, goalkeeper; Doyle, Bur-
Ifﬁﬂn, backs; Kahn, De Valerie, Chureh, half-
fack-%; Grey, Boots, Nipper, Fullwcod, Pitt,
Orwards. '
amoS team represented the best talent
Dresebt the junior footballers, according to
I)Taye?~ form, Nipper had selected the
his ch:a_mth care, being quite impartial in
Dositrgm%' Ile had put each man in his
Wasn,tnﬂbecaqse he deserved it. But Nipper
to, e kind of skipper to be dictated
He

Dgwe:fhm]ghﬁ for a mement, .and crossed
. He wrote ‘¢ MeClure ”?
) Then he crossed out De
: alme, and substituted - that of
i - _
me?tlﬁfé Trotwood. Finally, he drew a
SArough John Busterfield Boots,

: 1
.D,Syel:ffd Tregellis-West, - i 'al{-ﬂ
!ul.g;’ngai"’h he had finished the crowd came
“‘M an | - g

Boot,' OUIY hat! He means ib!” yelled

How many

-
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-work had been for nothing.

“Mine, too!” panted De Valerie.
" What does that matter?” asked XNico-
demus Trotwood. “Mine’s put down, so0

everything’s all right. Good old Nipper.
There’s nothing 1 like hetfer in a skipper
than firmness!” -

There was a {terrific uproar, but -it died
dewn as Mr. Crowell came pushing through
the crowd. The Remove master was a
keen man, and he knew exactly what all
the fuss was about. '

I am astonished!” he said -severely.
“Have you boys no sense of justice and
fairness? You are condemning ‘Fullwood
even before ne has been tried. Indeed, to
the best of my knowledge, Mr. Goole has
net even called- upon the boy to attend the
inguiry 1? ; o S

The crowd was silenced. -

“Let me hear no more of this!” declared
Mr. Crowell. “I am ashamed of you. Until
Fullwood is proved to be guilty of the mis-
demeanour you accuse him of, you dave
utterly no right to judge him.”’

bir. Crowell turned on his ‘heel; and
Boots and De Valerie and Doyle looked
rather green. In front of everybody Mnr.
Crowell had thoroughly justified Nipper’s
action., And now it was too late to get
their places ‘back.

CHAPTER XXII,
§T. FRANK’S VERSUS RIVER HOUSE.

ITTLE SIDE was

crowded, and Little

Side was looking

serious. The match

was well on its way; indeed,

the whistle for half-time was

- nearly due. And things had
besn going very bad for S8t.-IFrank’s,

'The score stoed 3—1. And it was Hal
Brewster and his stalwarts who had ‘scored
the three. The awful truth, in fact, was
that St. Frank’s were two clear goals
down, and it was nearly half-time.

The mateh had been swift and exciting
from the very ikick-off. And Brewster &
Co. proved themselves to be a dangerous
team. Twice they had scored through sheer
brilliancy, and the third goal had come by

o

iuck. But ncthing could alter the fact that
St. Frank’s had only scored once. Tregellis-
West nhad sent in a first-timer which the
River 1Ilouse goalie had been unable to
touch.

But bad luck had dogged the Saints
ctherwise.

Reggie Pitt was at the top of his form,

and the crowd had heen delighted with his
many glorious runs down the touchline.
But to their mortification, all his brilliant
His beautifully-
placed centres had resulted in nothing.
And the forwards couldn’t ‘be blamed,
either. Nipper led his line superbly, and
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his two inside men had worked like trojans,
Both Tregellis-West and Fullwood had sent
in many shots, but the goalie ‘had proved
unbeatable, except in that one instance.
When the whistle blew for hali-time X¥ull-
wood was thankful indeed. He {elt dizzy
and weak. The gruelling play had affected
him far more than he had realised; but
nobody could accuse him of failing his
side. He had played cieanly, and he had
plaved with every ounce of skill that was

in him. And no fellow could have done
more. And during that strenuous forty-

five minutes -Fullwood’s condition had
changed alarmingly for the worse.

The east wind was blowing harder, and it

was bitterly cold. ©On more than one
- occasion Fullwood had been obliged to hang
about the field Inactive. And to a fellow
in his state it was dangerous.
. He could feel his heart throbbing, and
he knew that his face was more flushed
than ever. While running he was all right;
he forgot everything else. But as soon as
~he came to a standstill he {elt shivery,
in spite of the heat that surged through
his . veins. He knew well enough that he
was in no fit condition to play, and he
accused himself bitterly of selfishness. He
ought to have confessed himself unfit, and
allowed Bob Christine to take his place.

The other -fellows, however, were not so
hard. -

“IWell, they can’t say much about Full-
wood now!” exelaimed Handforth, during
the interval. *“ He played like a good ’un.
It was rough luck when he failed to score
just after the kick-off. He beat both the
wacks, and then hit the crosshar.”

- “Nobody could have saved that shot if
it had been an inch lower,” declared

Chureh.

“1 could have saved it, of ceurse,” said

Handforth. “I'm used to shots like that;
but——"’ '
“Hallo! There goes the whistle!” inter-

‘rupted Reggie Pitt. “Not much of a spell,
-hut I'm glad. It doesn’t do us any good,
standing about in this cold wind. We look
like losing our first game, though.”’

“Qur defence is all right!” growled
Handforth. “We've got to attack!”

“You're a fine chap to talk about the
defence being ail right!” snorted Church.
“You've let the leather gel past you three
times already. I thought you weren’t going
to allow the River House chaps to score
-at all?”
. There was no time fo argue, rather to
Handforth’s relief. This was one of those
occ®sions when there wasn’t much to say.
But nobody could justly accuse Handiorth
of weakness. DMore experienced goalies
than he would ‘have been heaten by those
shots.

The game restarted with a rousing cheer
from the River House spectators. Brewster

. —

& Co. had brought a large Crowd
supporters with them, and they [ _
already crowing over their victory, * It“ﬁ_*re
an achievement indeed to beat St. Fra“fs
on their own ground. -tallk’s
For a moment Fullwood thought
would ‘have to leave the field.
ately after the restart he saw
Everything became blurred and
and ‘his head felt as though it would fa
off. The sudden activity, coming ¢p tg'l
of the rest spell, brought ahount g -minop
reaction. X
With a grim effort he controlled himse)s
To leave the field now would be fatal, pot
s0 much for the team, ‘but for himsejs
He could imagine what the school woyy
say afterwards. And with only ten mep
what chance had the Saints of improvipe
their position? ?
Nipper was feeling desperate as the game
developed in favour of the visitors. They
swept down the field in fine style, the for.

of

that he
Immeg;.
. nOtrhiI]!r
Indistine;

wards passing and repassing the leather
with- beautiful precision. The defence wag
utterly. at a loss against this determined
attack.

Brewster himself broke through and
defeated MecClure. He steadied himself,
‘and shot hard and true. Handforth made

a dive, and saved. But he was only able

to punch the ball straight to Brewster
again. And in a second there was a goal

Handforth didn’t even see the leather e_nter

the net.
“@Goall”?
““ Hurrah!”

“Poor old Bt. Frank’s!” -

“Oh, my goodness!”” groancd Tommy
Watson. “It's all over now; they’ll never
do it. They can't score four goals. They
can’t even force a draw. What horrible
Iuck!” :

The River House players were JooKing

decidedly pleased with themselves as they
lined up. They were convinced of thelr
victory. And yet they were no better thal
the St. Frank’s side. It was just a matter
of luck. From the very start they had had
all of it. e
From the first blow of the whistle Nippel
encouraged his forwards not to lose hearts
There was still a chance. the

But viclory seemed as s v
moon itself.

remote @

L

CHAPTER XXIIL
IMPOSSIBLE HAPPENS.

1"
“C .l Centrei’itt#
“Pass, N
- = "E !11,! - =
A Dpass ma excite

A wave Of €37
ment swept the St N%ﬁﬁse
onlookers. 1In one Of ‘hich
i breathless changes Z’hﬁfe
every football onlooker has seen, 10€

THE
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ot of the game altered. The River
players were on the defens}}'e. And
Reggic pitt, having beaten man after man,

%Ted with superb accuracy.
c‘?gri’le visiting back was just toe far away,
put Nipper was ol the spot. He was onside,
r00, and he didn’t waste a second. Instead
of shooting, he ran im, ‘the ball at his feet.
\nd then-from an acute angle he delivered
ihe best' shot of the match as yet. The
Jeather skimmed under the cross-bar, just
out of reach of the goalie’s hand.

“Goall”

i Hurrah!”’

«well played, Nipper!”

That goal made all the difference in the
world.  4—2. It was still bad, but the
gaints had got fresh heart. And something
else had happened, too, althcugh only one
felow knew about«it. Something extra-
ordinary had happened.

In some strange way Fullwocod recovered
his full strength. He didn’t know why,
and he hadn’t the faintest idea what it
meant. He only kpew that his limbs
scemed supple, his brain was clear, and
his eye acute. Perhaps his eye was a little
too acute; it had an unnatural glint in it.
He was one living mass of excited nerves.

And he provided the onlookers with a
sensation.

That goal of Nipper’'s was nct three
minutes old - bhefore Fullwocd was away.
From midfield he streaked fer goal. It
was one of the most spectacular runs St.
Frank’s ‘had ever seen. He seemed inspired.

With supreme ease he got the better of
the two half-backs, and continued on ‘his
way without a pause. The River House
left-back was practically on him, and every-
EOdY gxpected to see his dash brought to
n end,

“Go it, Fully!’’
“Oh, good man!”

The excitement grew, and swept over
tg?f ground like a storm. There was some-
-bmg about Fullwood’s attitude that
?50}‘1’5‘3’1? took the onlookers off their
€et. Fullwood was performing miracles.

anﬂ’éhe River House back was tricked coolly
. cunningly, But even now there was
ta ég}er, for the other back was rushing up
o %a&r. Fullwood paused, side-kicked, and
the Db nimbly after thew leather. Before
the &clf could know what was happening
. oTward was on his way again.

ShOOt: shoot !”

heI;?gMOd Jeeded no urging. In fact, he
of himnOt‘hmg' He saw the goal in front
€ kney atl.ld the dancing custodian. And
Couldn’t, hat he was going to score. He
Was the .0 himself. He kicked, and such
ing .0'231‘68 of his shot. that he went

t the ‘ier' A
SUCh §pecq eather hissed into the net with
that half the onlookérs didn’t

aspe

see it, But a yell went up from the nearest
spectators which told its own story.
- “Goal! Goeal!”

“Well played, Fully!” panted Nipper,
rushing up and grabbing Fullwood’s hand.
“Splendid, old man! That was worth its
weight in gold!”’

“Did—did I score?” asked TFullwood
dazedly. . 7

He needn’t have asked. His name was
being shouted from every side of the field.
The fellows who had demanded his expul-
sion from the team were {feeling pretty
sick, but they had the decency to cheer as
loualy as the others.

“COnly another goal to draw,’”’ said Pitt
tensely. “Can we do it, Nipper? Twenty
minutes left yet—" '

“We'll try,” said Nipper.

And the River House fellows found it
necessary to be on their mettle now., They
had no further opportunities of attacking.
They were hemmed in their own half con-
tinuously, and the Saints developed on-
slaught after onslaught. The River House
goalie was fairly bombarded, and ‘e
played a magnificent game. -

At last Tregellis-West forced a corner.
There was a hush as Jack Grey took the
kick, and a veritable hurricane of cheering
‘when Nicodemus Trotwood dashed in with
his head and tipped the ball under the har.

“We’ve done it---we’ve done it!” yelled
Handforth. “ Four-——four! We've drawn
level, you chaps. Only another goal, and
we've whacked ’em. Never lose heart,
that’s the motto!”

“Why don’t you have a shot?? grinned
somehody behind the goal.

“If those giddy forwards don’t buck up
I will!” retorted Handforth.

Both teams were now at the highest pitch
of their tension. Brewster & Co. could
see their victory being snatched from them,
and they were desperate. The St. Frank’s
fellows were just as desperate in their-
determination to obtain that winning goal.

Fullwood was mechanical now. He only
knew that he was playing well, and doing
everything that could be expected of ‘him.
But his brain seemed to bhe dulled to
everything beyond the game. He saw
nothing 'but the field. e felt, strangely
hot and uncomfortable. The bitter wind
didn’t worry him at all. He hardly knew
that it existed.

Matters were crucial. There were only two
more minutes to go, and the winning goal
seemed as far off as ever. Twice Nipper
broke through, and twice he was beaten
at the last second. Pitt was like one pos-
sessed, doing superb work on tiie wing. He
was fed constantly, for his fecllow-players
relied upon him to snatch the match out of
the fire.

One more minute only! And then, once
again, Fullwood achieved an -apparent

| miracle, One of the River House fcllows
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had mis-kicked, and the ball came to Full-
wood by chance. Nine players out of ten
would neglect that opportunity, but Full-
wood was on it with such speed that
scarcely anybody realised his intentions.

His duty was to pass the ball to the
centre-forward, who was well placed. Bub
Fullwood didn't even see Nipper, and he
had no knowledge of the urgent shout. He
saw one thing—the.goal. Bis own position
was apparently hopeless for there were three
men in the way.

But he made the attempt.

CHAPTER XXIV,
A NEAR THIXNG.

se H 1
A gasp went up
from everybedy
when Fullwood’s
intention was seen. He was
looked upon as an
madman—to throw that
Why hadn’t he passed to

chance away.
Nipper?

But Fullwood fairly made rings round his
opponents. He went on, and he bore a
charmed existence. Once he was nearly
tripped, but he recovered as though by
magic. Then he sent in a long shot, for it
was impossible to defeat the two backs
who were rushing upon him. The leather
evaded the pair, and sped on—low and
wicked. The goalie made one desperate

dive, but his fingers only just succeeded in

touching it.

over the line,
¢ Goal!”

- ““Good old Fullwood!” -
.. The excitement was so tremendous that
:half the juniors flung their caps into the
air, and cared not where they went. Hal
Brewster smote his thigh, and gave a grunt
of disgust.
- ““Whacked!” he groaned.
after being three up! But, by jingo, these
chaps have got to thank Fullwood for this
game! He not only scored two of the
-goals, but he inspired all the others.”

As for Iullwood himself, he was lying
prone: on the ground. He had not been
charged, and his kick had been a clean one.
Yet he had sunk down, and was now
motionless. The juniors who ran up to
congratulate him were startled.

“Hallo! What's wrong with him?” asked
Pitt sharply. -

He bent down and raised Fullwood’s head.
But Ralph Leslie gave no sign. His face
was. ashen, and his eyes were half-open.
Even while the juniors looked two brighs
spots appeared in his pale cheeks.

““Poor chap, he's done!’”’ panted Nipper.
““Quick—carry him off!
funny about this! He was playing like
somebody possessed during those last few
minutes! He’s used up all his energy. ¥
- They didn’t know that Fullwood was suf-
fering acute reaction. He knew that he

The next second the ball was

idlot—a -

¢ Whacked—

There’s something

had scored the winning goal, and afiep that
everything had become black. He wag 1'1Et:3i
and carried off the fieid. Thero were omd
another few seconds to play, and the msuﬂ;
was a foregone conclusion, ,

As Fullwood was brought to the ropes

Winnie Pitt and one or two of the other
Moor View Girls came round. Winnie wag
looking flushed and concerned. She liag

taken extreme delight in watching Fy.
wood’s play, but now she was alarmeq,
“What's happened to him?” she aszkeg
breathlessly. :

¢“Let me have a look!”
voice. ‘*Stand away, boys!”
Dr. Brett bent over Fullwood. It wag
fortunate that the doctor was present. He
had dropped in quite casually, and had be.

said a deep

come interested. But now he was purely
professional in his manner,
“Good heavens!” he e¢jaculated, after g

brief examination. ¢ The boy's teniperature
is appalling, Some coats—quick! Over-
coats, some of you!”

“Is—is he ill, sir?” asked Clive Russell,
pushing up. ‘ .

“1il?” repeated the doctor.
ought to have playved! Unless we are very
careful, it'll result in pneumonia! He's got
a dreadful cold, and ought to have been in
bed the whole day. This exposure may
have fatal results! No wonder he collapsed!”

There was a sensation when the truth
got out. So Fullwood had been playing this
wonderful football when he should have been
in bed—when his temperature was soaring
into dangerous regions!

“The man’s a marvel!” declared Hand-
forth. “I’ve said all sorts of roften things
about Fullwood, but he’s true blue! This
day’s work alone has wiped out the past!”

““ Hear, hear!”

““ Good old Fullwood !*?

““I hope to goodness he doesn’t peg oub!”

Within an hour after the match the first
bulletin was issued. Fullwood had recovered
consciousness, but was in a dangerous col-
dition. He was being constantly watched
by a nurse, and Dr. Brett was in apbend--
ance. Grave complications were possible.

On the top of all this Mr. Goole issued 2
report on the previous night’s orgy.
demanded the names of all partie;pﬂ“f‘?'.
giving them twenty-four hours in which to
own up. And Mr. Goole added thab D€
was perfectly satisfied that Fullwood ! i
taken no part in the affair. In fact, Fult
wood was completely exonerated.

As a matter of faect, Mr. Goole had 13@82
convinced by Dr. Brett—who had deolafeﬂ
that the junior's dazed condition had be¢
solely due to a high temperature. 5

And then, later, came the news that ther
would be no erisis. Owing %0 Dm%gt
measures, Fullwood would soon recovel. : b
Ralph Leslie himself was torn with a?xleér_
as he lay in bed. What of Stanley C1aV
ing? What of Eustace Carey?

“He ncver



(;DTE.——If any reader writes to me I shall

he pleased to comment upon such
remarks as are likely to interest the
majority. All letters should be addressed

to EDWY SEARLES BROOKS, c¢/o The
Editor, THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, E.C.4.
Every letter acknowledged below has
been personally read by me, and I thank
each writer most heartily. But although
all letters afford me an equal anmount
of pleasure, I am reluctantly compelled
to confine my individual replies to those
of general interest.—E.S.B.)
Look out for something

_ next
month!
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You -can send one of your little stories
along if you like, W. Holmes, hut, as I
have - mentioned. before, please don’t send
anything “that hasn’t heen read and
approved by competent judges. It's only
fen_gaste of postage and time if readers
® e mere amateur efforts. Why
shou%dnw you address me a3 “Dear’’ Mr.
L roo[;s."f It isn’t inappropriate, hecause the
N ear” in such a case is merely a matter

form, Besides, what else could you

Pul?  Not  “Hateful Mr. Brooks,” or
tFatheaded

hat, - Jt's

you are: got to he “dear,” and there
» * *

Fi?l;dié}lay interest you to know,” L. J.

hoyy? 8’.th31} the iditor of the School-

¥arng i“l’;} Library ” has one ,of my long

%hen 'tt‘] nand now, but I can’t guarantee

ULl be- published—it may not be until

Xt summer,

done my Lis But don’t blame me;

It’'s up to him now.
% * : *

Yo <2 .o 7
ok out for a big event next month!

Lots ' * *
the hteef readers want back-numbers, and

st applicant is H. Higgs, of Hanwell.

I’'ve

Mr. Brooks,”’ or anything like’

r EDWY SEARLES

BRGOKS CHATS
READER

: : t‘]}“ P — W .:. T
= i =

I'm afraid youw’ll have to
Higgy, old man,

be
When the League
going there’ll be special facilities for sell-

patient,
gets

ing and buying back-numbers. You readers
have only got yourselves to blame for the
delay in the League. Den’'t forget what
the Chief Officer told you. The League’s
got to have a certain number of members
before it will justify any big launching out.
S0 it seems that all you impatient
Leagueites must wait uantil the necessary
numbers join up.
i N £

Thanks awfully for your list of Australian

slang, and also for your nice long letter,

Gumsucker. My word! That’s a funny
name, isn’t it? I've heard of people
chewing gum, but I didn’t know it was

sucked. I'm sorry there’ll be no St. Frank’s
Annual THIS year, but— ’

¥ X * .

Wait for next month and see what you'll
gef!

X ¥ *
(My hat! Tsn't he exasperating! No,
it’s not an Annual—haven’t I just told
Gumsucker sc? It's something 1t

I g0 on at this rate I shall let the secreb

out. As a matter of fact, I can’t kecp

a secret for nuts.)
* E E

Thanks for your nice letter, AN, No,

there are none of my stories appearing in

any other publications at present; but
next month——_  There I go again! It
was nearly out that time, dash it! Yes,

I try to recall past incidents in my yarns
when dealing witlf  certain localities and
places. I think it helps you readers to see
everything more clearly, and it helps me
in my writing, tco. Sorry I made {hat
bloomer in the Goola Xahn series, but
we’re all liable to err. In the first yarn L
meant Iullwood to do all sorts of things,
but in the second yarn the plot developed
in an unexpected way, and Fullwood was
left out of it. Ah, me! These St. Frank’s
chaps are always doing things that upset
my plans.
L E ] 3 -

Now for that Big Secret concerning nexb
month, It’s no good, I can’t keep it in——
Hallo! XNo more space! Dash it all, I
can’t let you all into the “know” even
now! But take my advice and—Look outbl

E.S.B,
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Stamp-collecting is a great game, and'it,collect and the quality of the
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COLLECTOR

Ry FRED. J. MELVILLE

. - : ! > - specimens,
is as a game -weil worth playing that 1 1t is of primary importance that the
want my friends of THE NuLsoX LEE| stamps shall be in good condition. Nothipo
LiBrARY to regard it. Like other good| detracts more from the interest and charm

games, it is full of sporting chances, and
affords plenty of scope for
talents. It can ‘be played well or badly.
- The better vou can play the more it will be
worth your while,

Most of you have had some opportunity
of collecting stamps, gifts of albums and
stamps being among the favourite presents
of generous uncles and aunts, but a great

- many bhoys who get started on a stamp
collection by such gifts do not take the

trouble to discover that there is something
more in stamp-collecting than just sticking
stamps into little squares in a book.

That is why I want you to think of
stamps as a game, something fo study and
work at, something to strive to be good
at, and even to be better than the other
fellow. Although we have no set rules

there
| which
collectors must understand if they want to
~be good at the game and enjoy it to the
full.

Stamp-collecting, as

are
all

as in cricket and football,
nevertheless general principles

now pursued by
millions of collectors in all countries, is
chiefly concerned with postage stamps, and
the new collector will do well to keep his
album free from stamps, or labels in the
semblance of stamps, which have no
connection wih postage.

There are two main divisions of postage
stamps. (1) Adhesive astamps, which are
usually printed in sheets, from which units
are separated and affixed to the letter by
means of gum, and (2) Impressed stamps,
which are those printed direct on to the
postcard, envelope, or wrapper.

We are mainly interested in the frst
kind—adhesive postage stamns, and most

of the printed albums provide s&paces for
these, but not for the impressed stamps.

Now the game is not merely to get the
larcest number of different stamps, but
rather to get the most interesting selection,
which need not be extensive. The interest
will lie more in the class of stamps you

individual

of a collection than to find every here ang
there a dirty, grubby, or torn stamp. 4
single black sheep will spoil the appearance
0f a whole page of good stamps. .

Stamps are tiny aad delicate things, and
won’t stand much handling. As the Irish.
man said, the best way to handle stamps
is not fo handle them; wuse tweezers,
Tweezers are cheap enough, and there i3
probably a pair in your home you can have
the use of. Use them on all occasions
for lifting specimens, for putting them in
the album, or taking them out, and use
them when showing stamps to other boys.

The next point to consider is that all
adhesive postage stamps, provided they are
nice clean copies, are going to be of use
in collecting. Don’t despise stamps that
are very familiar to you as “common’’
stamps. The common ones are as necessary
to the collection as rarer ones; but you will
be able to use your judgment, and gain
experience in selecting the best specimens
of the common estamps.

You will often find that what you con- .
sider common stamps are not so common
in nice condition. Out of a hundred ten
centimes French stamps, probably not. ten
are quite ‘“nice” enough for collection.

In starting a coilection of stamps little
is needed in the way of an outfit. AUV
money spent on the hobby to begih witheis
best expended on getting stamps; an ail{l‘!hm
is not absolutely necessary to begin with,
for you can arrange the beginnings ©
collection in an exercise-book. o TR

If I were starting afresh at the begl“‘”“a
to-day, and had, say, four to five 'hun_d-l;i
stamps colleeted from friends and relatich=y
I should expend a shilling on,

Packet of 1,000 “mounts”’
Pair of Dweezers . oo wsw oo

My first evening with my 500 dzﬁ‘?l.*fl?g
stamps would be spent in sorting them iiem
countries, using the tweezers to turn th
over, and having a good look at thel: e

some of them will be familiar, as .Freﬂ 111
German, or Belgians; others inscrlbed_‘m
strange alphabets you may not Gﬂif’jl‘p
recognise. But in future chats 1 will ¥
you to know these stamps at a glanct

6d.
6.
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. FOR NEW READERS. .

Tinker visits his former school chums at
Calcroft, and on his return is attacked and
captured ‘by three men in a motor-car.
. Evidently, he is mistaken for somebody
else, for soom after, his captors
free. Next morning Tinker vreceives a
visitor, who turns out to be King Peter of
Carlovia, and late of Caleroft.
returning urgently to his unruly kingdom,
~and Sexton Blake, as Mr. James Brown,
‘tutor, and.Tinker, as Peter’s school chum,
agree  to accompany the king on a
dangerous mission. They arrive in due
course in the mountainous and wild state
of Carlovia, and have reached Livmar when
this instalment begins,

(Now hegin reading this rattling new yarn.)

COULD have told you we were going.

to  Shalvola, Peter,” said ¢Celia.

; “There must be a state entry, and
= I do wish you'd be a little more
‘bhoughtful. The Prime Minister is quite

;lght in this, for if you came secretly you.
ave plenty of enemies who would say that.

YOu had come sneaking back to Kamfak

like a coward because you were afraid to
.Ja?{e the peopleji

Jdupiter! I never thought of it in that
WAy said Peter.
of it an
white
same,
for the sa

d the silly showmau part, uniform,
Ponles, gilded carriage, and all that

eeper W,ﬂi{-e of Mike, wake up that inn-
< 1% 33

While £} the grub.

taken fro
I mule
I’hqes Dere;hed
tumgeaCﬂ- of
.2nd
i]&in

Ong

m the cars, strapped on the backs
8, and sent on ahead, for the castle

cars.
d to Kam
getUrned- dressed for horseback and very
%She looked

00ts of soft, russet-coloured leather,

set, him

He is

¢ A1l T hate is the fuss
I serene, we’ll go to Shalvola; but,
eV were at lunch the luggage was

high up the mounts¥n beyond
The Prime Minister re-
fak, and Celia disappeared,

in her riding cosiumey

or, The Case of the

Boy King/

A Grippiﬁg New Tale of Detective

“looking as the pony he rode.

Adventure, intrducing SEXTON
BLAKE and TINKER,

Pt

i

and a2 hat decor

_ ted with a feather from an
eagle’s wing. | -

““Hallo!” said Tinker, 2as he saw the
saddled hill ponies that were waiting for
.them. “Don’t yeu use stirrups in this

country ?*

“Not going to Shalvola, and you’ll know
why presently, old son,” said Peter. ““ Don’g
scare at the thing, but get astride it.
You’re a tidy weight, but that little beggar
could. carry you twice over, Keep close be-
hind the guide, Mr. Brown, and you give
Tinker a lead, Celia.” '

The guide was as- bare-legged, as shagay-
For half an
hour they climbed steadily over naked hill-
paths and through woocds of stunted pine-
trees, till at last Shalvola appeared above
them, a casztle with four towers perched
like an eagle’s nest on a lofty crag.

“You'll soon kpow why we ride with-
out stirrups, Billy,” said Celia, as the boy
shcuted a warning. ‘I hope your unerves
are good. The ponies are very sure-footed,
but accidents have happened. 1f yours
should tread on a loose stone or slip, throw
yvourself off to the right.”

The path had been cut cut of the living
rock, and was barely four feet  wide, and
was unfenced. It fermed a curve, and the
tail of Blimp’s pony vanished round ihe
curve. Tinker could not see to what un-
known depths the precipice fell away, for
his pony kept close to the granite wall. The
clatter of a falling stone made Tinker glance
upwards, IHighh above him on the ledge of
the cliff a man was standing. Tinker saw
him level a rifle, pointing the weapon for-
ward and downwards, not at himself or
Celia, but at somecme who had gone on
ahead. | _

There was grim mischief here, and seldom
in hiz life had Tinker thought so rapidly.

His hand went to his pocket for his auto-

i

matic -pistol. It was a long and doubtful
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and the report of
and one slip
or stumble might hurl himself, the young
princess, and the two animals to swift but
terrible death in the ravine below.

If he missed, the unknown sniper would
probably turn his rifle upon them, and they
would be an easy prey.. Kven at that tense
moment he remembered that Peter had told
him that the Carlovians were wretched
marksmen; but the thought did not -give
him much comfort. He had reined .in his
pony, but Celia had gone on. Her voice
came back to him, mingled with the echo of

shot for such
1t might startle the ponies,

a weapon,

the shot from above.
“Come along, Billy!”” ecried the girl
“What an old slowcoach you are!”

The sniper was scrambling higner, either
to get into position for another shot or fo
see the result of the first one. His foot
dislodged a heavy boulder. Tinker saw the
'boulder hurtling down sheer and straight.
He rolled off the pony and scrambled back.
He carried no whip, but before the boulder
could snap the pony’s spine like a rotten
stick, he pressed the trigger of the auto-
matic pistol, and the startling sound made
the animal plunge away.

With a fterrific crash
thn edge of the path, carrying some of it
away, and went bounding into space. The
sniper looked down, and Tinker saw his
outline clearly sﬂhouetted against the clear
sky. As he lifted the rifle to his shoulder
Tinker took aim and emptied the clip of
cartridges, the five reports rattling out
rapidly and noisily.

The man dropped out of sight, but if he
was hit he ‘did not fall, but his rifie fell
stock foremost a yard or two in front of
Tinker and followed the boulder over the
cliff edge. L

Dreading a calamity, for his frightened
pony could not have passed Celia’s without
colliding with it, Tinker ran round the
carve, and thén, to his intense relief, he
saw the princess standing in a little recess
holding both ponies.

“It was a sniper,” said Tinker.

Celia nodded. She looked very white, but
she had not lost her nerve.

“Squeeze in here, Billy,” she said,
*where we can’'t be hit from abhove. Unless
you got him, he may try another shot.”

“1 may have winged the beast; but
he's lost ‘his rifle he won’t pot at
again,” said Tinker. “Any idea who
was, Celia?”™

“Probably
smuggler. They
the inn. The

the boulder struck

as
us
1t
Rivastoff, the -brigand and
were talking about it at

soldiers  captured  his
lieutenant yesterday, and neo doubt they
have hanged and shot him, and Rivastoff
wants his revenge, He has plenty of spies,
and as he knew Sarjo had come fo meet
you, he guessed you were people of import-
ance, and worth Kkilling.”’

o

merry
mnd I'm

“Phew!  This is SO
country,” said Tinker, "rt. of
to like it. I wonder——" Selbing
Tiniker had reloaded his automatie.
quick ears heard a sound, and
himself behind his pony, he level led
weapon under the animal’'s neck. p, the
e edge of the rock a human hang Pre
arm appeared, the hand holding a “ea‘md
similar to Tinker’s. Then ner‘. cautmupg(}n
the spectacled face of Mr. James BO,V
M.A. came into view. .
“All serene, guv'nor,” said Tinker
had told Blake that Celia knew. '
“All safe here.

a

u,

Hi;
shel ter‘mn

who
the truty.
What about your engo»

“Only a dead pony,”” answered the
supposed tutor. “Blimp’s.  Blimp had
elected to walk, and that may have saveg
him, for the fellow is a good target. 1
hedrd your automatic banrrmfr Any lucko

“His rifie came down, but the Sniper
didn’t, guv’nor. Celia thinks the chap
was Rivastoff, a” brigand johnny. It wag
his man the troops at the blockhouse had
captured and wanted us to see hanged.
Rivastoff wanted to get a bit of his own
back, and thought he’d bag one or two of
us, +the skunik. What had we  done,
anyhow ?”’

“He didn’t fire at you, did he?”

“I’'m not sure that he had the chance
with his gun, but he banged down a chunk
of rock big enough to flatten out a village.
As he may have some pals up there, I'd
like to get out of this quick. Have we very
much farther to go now, Celia?”

“Not very far, and though the path is
steep it isn’t so dangerous. Shalvola Is a
kind of tower of refuge in times of trouble,

and there has been a lot of trouble in

Carlovia. If the garrison could always be

trusted the place would Dbe lmplf‘f‘nﬂ}ﬂ
““I reckon an aeroplane could give the

old rookery a bad dusting,” :-,ald Tinker.
“Castles on rocks aren't much use since
they invented those flying bombers. ILet's
get there, for I hate belnnf sniped at.”’
Peter, Lhmp, and the 1}0} guide were

waiting for them. )
it, Billy?” cried his

“What about
Majesty cheerfully. “Didn’t I tell you the

shooting would soon start?”’

“1 believe you did mention something
the kind,” said Tinker. .“I wish ¥
catch and hang your giddy brigands.
1s almoszt as had as being a rablnt
minute you pop ouft of your hole YO
getting bowled over by some idiot with f;
gun. “Gee-whiz! If I had your JOb,a
iking, my lad, I'd tame ’em! I'd teach :
to play at bngands and I'm hoping | I
taught that johnny something already: he

They climbed slowly but saft,lv up to el
castle of Shalvola. They had been 581
long before, and an iron drawbridge “‘H;,
lowered. In the courtyvard the officer

¥ Of
oud

command had lined up the garrison, twenty
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faded biue

in
| ﬁ;‘}‘}orms _with  faded
old facings.  They
. Jooked considerabiy
- emarter - and cleaner
{han the soldiers at

the frontier fort,  bud
. that was not saying
much. * Led by the
oIficer, they  gave
peter and Celia the
salute, such a clumsy .
one ~that Blimp-
rinned pityingly.

«Glad to meet you,
_Jieutenant,” s at d
Peter. - “Have you
made any prepara-
tions . for us?? ,
“Every possible. pre-
paration at such brief
notice, sire. We frust

your Majesty ~ will
overlook = any . little
shortcomings, as the

news of your weicome
arrival only reached
us this morning. Car-
lovia and  Shalvola
are honoured,”

“We don’t want auny
fuss yet,” said Peter.
“Send half a dozen
men up the peak.
" We've been sniped at
and had a pony shot,
My - friend, Mr. Billy
Jones; thinks he may
have wounded the
beast, See if you can
find- him,”

Inside they
the lonely mountain
castle: quite wmodern
and comfortable. It
was Peter’s first visit

found

since hé was quite a
youngster, hut Celia
knew it well. There

If he missed, the unknown sniper would precbably tu'rnl
his rifle upon them, and they would be an easy prey.

3‘15 a& charmin gar-

bgn and " a  small , |
‘rack-square, but Peter was not pleased.

D‘lenl% ro?‘?} hole,” he grumbled. “There’s

rOOkeyryois 3ffj in Kamfak, but this -g!lustly
«y _23 guiet as a graveyard.”

< andu?t,lé"":l}’ views,”’ said Tinker, grinning,

only got too €asy to get away from. I've

step ont ‘mdﬂp?n my bed-room window and

bumpeq.” g I'd never stop travelling till I

: ay, Peter, which of your regi-

Mentg ) "
Joug %0%9, these chaps in blue and yellow be-

N TO th > s . g
hundreq Sfroz%%al Guard,
Not,

'.ghker, 2l a2 bad-looking
Y0 dri) :
.,mighé'ldoa“d but ’em in mnew uniforms, you
Y0U foep 3hb:t of good with them. Couldn’t

“ie lot up? This is not my idea,

o
-

iX

e

They run
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sample,”” said

“1f you handed ’em over to Blimp

P

-

but the guv’ner’s, and
tion it.”

“It’s a rattling good idea, if Sarjo will
let them come;” said Peter; “a top-hole
notion,” Where’s a pen and some giddy
paper? How do you write a giddy royal
- order, Billy?”’

“Fasy encugh! Write to the officer in
command: ‘* The Royal Guard will be brought
to my castle ¢f Shalvola withous delay. Issue
instructicns at once for new uniforms and
equipment to be provided.” Just sign it
*.Peter,’ Drop another. screed to Sarjo,
ordering the oid boy to hurry things up.
You told us down at the inn that you were
hoss of the show, and master of life and
death, so what the thump has Sarjo got to
do with it? You can bet, old bean, that

he asked me to men-

my guv’'nor knows what he’s playing at?”
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The orders were written, and Peter added, being a bit of an ass, Sextop Blate:
the royal signature and summoned the | assistant heard the strains of a pianuaheg
licutenant. found Celia in an adjoining apartment ga.s
““These ware for Xamfak on the royal| at the instrument. ‘ tateqd
service, lieutenant,”” said Peter. A mes-| ¢ What'’s your opinion of Prince Dar
senger post-haste, and an answer post-haste.” | Billy?"” she asked, still continuing tq Dl;;vro'

““As the king wills,”” said the lieutenant.
““ There is no car to be hired nearer than
Oriatz, sire, but the Mayor of Sablar has a
private one.” -

““Take any man’'s car and any man's
chaufifeur,” said Peter. ¢“The king needs
them and the king pays.”

" Two minutes later a messenger galloped
across the arawbridge, on a pony, and almost
immediately as Celia and Sexton Blake came
in from the garden, the major-domo of the
castle, or chief butler, entered. He was a
fat little man, and, when he bowed, all his
buttons were in danger of flying ofl.

““His Highness Prince Darro craves the
high honour of being received by your
Majesty,”” he said.

Princess Celia gave her pretty shoulders an
impatient shrug, and both Tinker and Sexton
Blake noticed it. Peter nodded, and a pale
young man, with sleek, black hair appeared.
He seemed very shy and nervous when he
saw two strangers present.

““Hallo, Cousin Darry!"” cried Peter, hold-
ing out his hand. < Glad to see you again!
The ceremonial business hasn’t started vet,
so you can feel at home. My tutor, Mr.
Brown, and my chum, Billy Jones. Come up
to Shalvela all alone, then?”

““All alone, cousin,”” answered Prince
Darro, in a lazy, drawling voice. **1 am
delighted to meet your friends. And how

you have grown, Peter! And what a hideous
journey from Kamfak! 1 am engaged on a
new poem; but the moment I heard the
glad news, I tore myself away from my desk
and my thoughts. F¥or a person like myself,
Mr. Brown,” he added, turning to Blake—a
poor student, and a pcorer poet, who loves
books, flowers, birds, and peace, and all
things beautiful—Carlovia, though beautiful
i*.‘nough in itself, is not too happy a place to
ive in."”

“TIrom brief experience of it, I should
imagine so, prince,” said Sexton Blake.
“Some bandit fired at us as we came along.”

““ Monstrous, monstrous! Rivastoff, no
doubt. He has sworn to take ten lives for
the life of one of his men, and I believe one
of the band has just been captured and
shot.'’

“1'll boil that guy in oil,"”’
“Blimp, step out here! Get a gun and go
bandit-chasing. Tell the lieutenant fo give
you three of his best men who know the
mountains, Get that Rivastoffi for me, dead
or alive, sergeant, and I'll make a captain
of you.”

“* Right, king!”" grunted Blimp. ¢ Gawsh!
Let me get at him and I'll eat him!”

Blimp went off on his dangerous mission as
unconcernedly as if his Majesty had sent
him out fto shoot rabbits. After further talk
with Prince Darro, who struck Tinker as

sald Peter.

“Well, as he’s your cousin, and g pq
I don’t like to be rude, Celia.
jugegins, isn’t he?” .

“I can’t quite decide, Billy,” saiq e
frowning. ‘“Sometimes 1 think so soma’

. . . ) e
times I think quite the other way. Now Il
tell you why I dislike Sarjo. He ang my
cousin are very friendly, and Sarjo wants me
to marry Darro. It may be because Le feels
that he can influence Darro and make him
do anything he wishes. You have a very
quick mind, Billy, and you can guess how it
would be if they forced me into this mgr.
riage and anything happened to Peter.”

“You'd be queen, of course, and Sarjo i
kidding himself that Darro wouldn’t count,
and that, except in name, he'd be the rey
king.” :

‘“ Billy, you’'re quite a clever boy!” said
Celia. “That's just it. I feel that you ang
Mr. Brown are going to be my true friends,
for I've been talking to Mr. Brown. 1 am
very, very fon¢ of my brother, but if he is
badgered eszough he will - consent to any-
thing. I want you to keep him from con.
senting to this horrid marriage. This is
not England, where a girl, even a princess,

yalty
A bit of ‘a

-is free to do as she likes.”

“T'1l watch it, Celia,” said Tinker. “If
Peter starts any of that donkey work, he'll
cet the finest thick ear ever seen on a royal
personage, even if he slices my head off for
it! Say the word, and I'll push Darro over
the cliff and make him bump beautifully.

Celia laughed. ;

“1 believe you would, Billy ; but I”dpnt
want you to do anything like that,” she
answered; “but it’s good to have found tWO
staunch friends.” |

THE SENTENCE OF DEATH.

T was the custom in Carlovia to 9
early and to sup late. The iﬂ_ﬂ;
Sexton Blake, Tinker, and the poetlgei
Prince Darro sat at a round tabl%lled

neath beautiful cut-glass candelabra The
with clusters of lighted candles. jor' :
major-domo had provided a supper fit 10° o
king, and though Carlovia was & Ii)oﬂ
country, cups and dishes of gold spar:tleigm'
the roval table. Celia had gone to her I -

At the door the lieutenant stood on gua™
with his hand on his sword-hilt. i

There was a gentle knock, and the ‘o
tenant went out. He returned .WI‘{-hf dr i e
prised look on his face, and waited 10
young man to speak. tor-

“What 1is it, lieutenant?” asked  P€
busy with peaches and cream.

Sirr
“ Your English servant has returned;

and wishes to speak with your Majesty:
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imp,’? said Peter, “I sent
Hoh ?Sd Bcllmﬁna He may have some-
* tj}gleport so let him in.”
T.ll ing eant Coggs did not come alone.-
M 5658 % anothe1 man with him, whom he
{ by the nape of the neck, . slim, dark-
»g man, round whose left wrist a bleod-
fd e‘od pandage was wrapped. |
t?:”éot him, King!” growled map...
. fere’s your bandit!l This is him.!”
~qocd egg, Blimp!' said Peter.- “If
'011 ve got the right guy I appomu }ou'
}lllt'aln of the RO}&.I Guard, and I'll sign
your commission myself. Whutb hapneued
{0 his arm? Did you shoot him?” _
«iNo; Mr. Jones done that, King,” said
Blimp. “I see. the rat scubtling 111_{:_0_ a
cave, and fetched him out. “Gawsh! He's’
Riv rlght enough, King!l”
““wUndoubtedly he’s the maipn, sir,” pub in
the lientenant. ¢ Several people here know
him, and will swear to him.”

«“Take him outside and have hlm sho’t-,
Biimp,” said Peter, helping himself to more:
peaches and cream. .

“ Come along, Riv, my lad, your number’s
up:” said map “Qulte a nice night for
it, too, with the moon shining.” :

Tinker's eyes rounded as he glanced fmm
the King to Sexton Blake. Blake shook his
head, warning him to be silent and not
to interfere. In every land a brigand is
an outlaw, and only a few hours before he
had attempted to smpe and murder thcm,
and he deserved to be shot.

“I did not know it was the Ki ng,?” said
the prisoner, in slow .but good Englis sh, o 1f
I must gdie, let me first drink the King’s
health.»

“Give him a cup of wine,” said Peter.

The brigand chief took the brimming gold
ﬁup in his  uninjured hand, bowed to the
ing, and drank the wine to the last drop.

——— e

.unless I wish

‘it for him.
may have been pure faney that some |

and Piince

sign passed  between Rivasiofi

arrg. . ' . - .

“ Qh, this JS a_beastly business, sire,” said
the prince. “1 detest bloodshed, and I
shall lie awahe all night thinking about it.
A3 an enormous favour 10 me, [ befr your
Majesty to defer the, execution until .to-
morrow, when I return to Kamfak.” .

1 You seem to forget, .cousin,” said Pf,ter,
who was beginning to assert hlmbe 1f,”> that
you will not return to Kamfak to- -MOYTOW
it. Give the fellow another

cup of wine, Captain Cogba, and then shoet

‘him

The brigand drank the second cup of
wine, bowed again, and then walked out be-
tween .Captam Cogga and the lieutenant
with head erect, and tile major domo, mag-
nificent in a laced coat of purple velvet and
white silk breeches and stoekings, brought
coffee in little shell-like cups, and placed
cigareties on the table,

“Gentlemen,” said Peter calmly, "30:1 may
smoke.”?

Blake lighted a elﬂalefte, and Durro aise
took one with a hand that was not tco
steady. As he listened {for the rattie of
the rifles Tinker began to think that Car-
lovia was not such a comic opera country,
after all, but a tragic one. It seemed
strange that a mere schoolboy like Peter
could send a man to his death at a word
without +trial, even such an outlaw as

Rivastoff, the ‘mountain brigand.
huaently there was some hitch, for the
fatal volley did not ring out. The meon

was high and clear, and_ Celia had parted
her curtains to look out. She heard. the
tramp of feet in the paved barrack square,
and saw a man being led forward, his eyes
bandaged, followed by the firing-party, with
rifles. The lieutenant put a cigarette be-
tween the doomed man’s lips and lighted

(To be continued next week.)
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Nex_t— Week’s Top-hele St. Frank’s Story of the Fullweod Seri-ﬁs.
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FREE GIFTS OF FOREIGN STAMPS !

A Packet of Assorted For eign Stamps—some of them REAL PLUMS— i
i 19 being GIVEN AWAY WI’I‘H EVERY COPY OF «THE NELSON
LEE LIBRARY the week after next and rnwards.

SEE PARTICULARS ON NEXT PAGE !

gpeeml series of articles by FRED. J. MELVILLE, the celebrated phil-
atelist, entitled « THE STA"\IP COLLECTOR,” will appear every week,
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" THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE |

(Please quote your membership number in all communications to the Leao-ue

whmh should be addressed to the Chief Officer, The St. Frank’s Leawue efo
Tae NeLsoN Leeg LiBrary, The IFleetway House, London, E. C. 4,

i’

2 _-:‘:"""‘H"——__

My dear Leagueites and Readers, benefits of our coming FREE GIFTS,
This week 1 promised to tell you all | well as other benefits coming later as
about the wonderful FREE GIFTS we are | make sure of enlisting as a \Iember of 1?[1
providing with cvery copy of the Cctober 24, | League as soon as possible. Ang 4 he
Qctober 31, November 7, and November 14 forﬂet that there is .going to be a big r?lnt
issues of THE NELSON LeE LisrArRY. "What | for these iree gift numbers, and UH]E-::::, 1,0?1

we are giving away is something quite novel
in the form of free gifts. As far as I know,
- the idea has never been done before, and
what is more to the point, it knocks every
other kind of free gift into a cocked hat.

When you open your “N.L.L."” the week
after next, you will find tucked between its
leaves a PACKET OF ASSORTED
FOREIGN POSTAGE STAMPS, any one of
which may be a rare stamp highly prized
by collectors. These packets of stamps will
be so varied that no two packets from any
two ' copies, even from the same issue of
THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, will be exactly
alike. Then by the time you have received
yvour fourth packet with the November 14
issue, you will have the beginnings of a
{ollectlov You will have lcdrned al:.-,o irom
the authoritative pen of Mr. Melville (the
well-known philatelist who is writing a
apecial series ©f articles for the ¢ N.L.L.”)

what a fascinating, instructive  and
romantic hobby is stamp collecting.
Perhaps you will h2 wanting to know

what all this has got to do with the League.
It has a very great deal to do with the
League, being the means, I hope, of en-
couraging many readers to join the move-
ment. Tor instance,
Members of the Learrue facilities in the
g T PR v e\chanﬂmﬂ their stamps.
This will take the form of a Stamp Ex-
change and Mart. Another
members will be that when they
striving to qualify - for medal awards, the
extra coples they might buy to introduce
to their friends will also help them to add

are

I am giving only to

advantage to.

place an order for them with your neys
agent well in advance, you may fing eve;}
COpPYy gone.

Another 0.0.- writes to complain -thas
his chums regard the League as a catch ¢,
get new readers, and as th]n idea seems tg
be fairly general with many readers why
have nob wet joined, I will try to explaip
how far off the mark it is. Were this true,
the conditions of becoming a member or of
winning ony of the medal awards would be
dii’fere.nt from what they are at present,
These conditions do nov ask you to get new
readers. They merely rtequire you to
INTRODUCE +the paper to one LIKELY
new reader to became a member, and to
make six additional introductions to six
likely new readers to win a bronze medal
We are quite confident that the stories
will do the rest. That is why Mr. Brooks is
devoting all his energy and time in the pro-
dUCtIOH of really first-rate stories. I want
every reader to bear in mind that first and
foremost come the stories. The League is
really a Fellowship of Readers, “ho have
one common hond of understanding in their
appreciation of the art of Mr. Brooks and
the living characters he has created in the
pages of the “N.L.L.” He is undoubtedly
a Dbenefactor to the thousands whom he
entertains by his stories every week, and
it is to add a little more to the :happmeba
of these folk that the Leéague I3 being
formed.

To put it in a putshell:
the readers—the League

Your sincere friend,

The stories make
introduces thenk

many new stamps to their collection.
If you would, therefore, derive the full THI‘ CHIETF orrl_C_:_E_Eﬁ_

(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 clubs
affiliated to the League.

(3) Entering for competitions run for
the benefit of mmembers.

(4) Qualifying for various awards by
rromoting 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) Advzce on choosing a trade or calling
in life, on emigration to the colonies;
dEp@HdEHCIGb, or abroad.

(8) An employment bureau for members
of the League.

(9) Tours to interesting places in Eng
land and on the Continent, campins:
out holidays, and sea- trlps specially

arranged for members of the_'L_eg/J____.,—E/_J
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" AS SIMPLE AS A B C.

il

—Reader Applying for
rshi(:;.rmﬂgut out TWO complete
Mﬁ"‘.’“etoon Forms from TWO copies of this
AppIC Ssue of THE NELSON LEE LIERARY.
WeeR o '
on one ©
:-I".“ {}Ut'
:161;1 diﬂgﬂnally
frite clearly your
pottom of form.

ions B and C by rumning the
Secnonacross both Sections. Then
full name and address at
The second formtis f{ér
- eader, who fills in Section C,
:~“:"Lie§ewou§; Sections A and B, and
'C?q‘{;& his name and address at bottom of
?fr]['nb Both formis are then_ pinned
i:jrret'hcr and sent to the C‘hief Officer, The
o  Frank’s League, c/o THE NELSON LEE
LisRARY, Gough House, Gough Square,
London, E.CA.  Member Applying for
gronze Medal: It will be necessary for
vou to obtain six new readers for this
award.
forms are needed, and these must be taken
from copies of the latest issue of THE
NeisoN LEE LiprARY at the time when the
forms are sent in. On one of the forms fill

in Section B, crossing out Sections A and.

¢, and write your name and address at
bottom of form.  The other form is for
vour new reader, who fills in Section C,

¢ the forms fili in Section A, cross-

For each new reader TWO complete,

crosses out Sections A and B, and writes
his name and address at the bottom of the
form. Now pin both forms together and
send them to the Chief Officer, as above.
One new reader will then be registered
against your name, and when s8iXx new
readers have been registered, you will be
sent the St. Frank’s League bronze medal.
There is nothing teo prevent you from 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 to qualify for
the silver or gold medal can apply in the
same way as for the bronze medal, iilling
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 with which they
are credited.

These Application Forms can be posted
for 1d., provided the envelope is not sealed
and no letter is enclosed,.

IMPORTANT.—Complete and post off this form before the next issue of THE
NELSON LEE LIBRARY ‘is on sale. Otherwise the form becomes out of date and useless.

SECTION

on second form

assigned to me,.

ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 16.  Oct. 10, 1925 |

READER’'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

Being a regular reader of *“ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,” I
desire to 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.
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 eertify this appears
attached
forward me Certificate of Enrolment with Membership Number

I hereby declare myself to

hereto. Will you, therefore, kindly

makes me............ (state

L. Member NU:.cuase

MEMBER’S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

(give Membership No.)
that I have introduced+ one more new reader, whose signature
to certify this appears on second form attached hereto.

number
Introduetions to my credit.

hereby declare

This
of introductions up to date)

introducer)

llllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll

NEW READER’S DECLARATION.
I hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of

to this issue of

“THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,” which I will read with a view
to becoming a regular reader of this paper.

(ADDRESS)

Talsamsastbisasanbbbtaiddaasssast snpmvads

--------------------------------------
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huys a big Hornless <
t’}raLmc:;phon*= or 2/6 A%
Weelkly a 3004 Mead
‘mth giant horn, loud sound-box,
tassive oak casr@ind 40 tunes,
Carriage paid. 10 Days Trial. E
No. 300 model 3T/ cash’ to record E&
buyers. Big Jacobean Cabinetsand
Table-Grands at. WHOLES ALE
vrices. Write to-day for Catalogue,
_ Pbeautifully illustrated in colours.

Mead Qoszrxfﬁf tinam.
HEEGHT GOUNTS

A in winning success. Let the Girvan
- 8vstem incrcase your height, Send
‘& PY.C. for pd]tlr_uhh and our £1060
’ O'h.d!:lllt(‘[‘ to Enquiry Dept. AM.P.

LTy tloud Gireen Rd London, N.4.

. R’
STAMPS i’ " FREE!
Send p.c. requesting appros.—LISBURN &
TOWNSEXND, London Road, LI\IRPOOL

“WONARCH” Réco. CAMERAS

British Made. Take Perfect Phetos,
_(Size 217 x 13"). Witli Complete
best” quﬂny Plate De- - Outfit
Jveloping and. Pi ‘inting Sale Price
OQUTFIT. P.O. 1;6 1 ;
wiil bring a . 'Mon- 3d.
rarch’”? toq,zour “door ! I.ARGE
size . “MONARCH T 119, post
3d. (with complete” Outf}’r‘ Takes
. Beaubiful - I’houm Biong 2R
Caelaloque 1,000 " Big Bargains
. nost f:LE’—THB LEEDS BAR-

GAIN Co. (U.J.), 31, Xendal Lane, Leeds _

‘;ENTERPRISING BOYS AND CIRLS

wanted . to" show our ‘%plendul Sampie Book .

Private Chuatmaq Cards and thus carn money m '

spare; time.=YOU ; can take advantage of this
‘offer. - No I‘ib]{ r\o outlay. Apply at” once.—
G. Denton & Co. (Dept. D.23), Accrlndton
: =~ ce= A firm with a reputation.
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FREE! 150 Dif. Stamps to appli- |
cantsfor Blue Label Appros,enclosing stamp.
Mention Gift '101.—B. I..

Yincent, ‘Lr. Isl. Wall, Whitstable. [§!

- All applications tor Advertisement -
' Spaces in thzs publication should be
addressed to the Advertisement

~. Manager, THE. NELSON LEE

'LIBRARY, The Fleetway House,

Farrmgdon Street, London, E.C.4,

CORYN, . st. [N .

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Weekly

LatestStandard Mogqe)
General Badi{‘lphf)neg
(made by the well-knowy

Genceral Radio err pany,

T.id), super-sensitive and - highly
efficient. - Recccivers matched in tope
Magnets {}f highly. ¢xpensive Ctibla]
Diaphragms triple tested. A\(Lulat(,]x "d,q -
sound chamber gives natural tone. Bf&ni‘:pn'
comfortable, highly {finished, weighg Du'“
. Fully geuarantecd. Sent on- 1u.\.u,;‘0f qum

posiv. . If satisfied, you scnd 2/6 mor
balance 3/- monthly until only 21
Price full cash .with order or within ? da‘.s £1

SIMPSON'’S (Brighton), .Lid. (1579) 94,
Queen’s Road, Bmo'hton

._.__________________-

-5y DON’T BE BULLIED.

3 Special offer. Two Illus, Sample Les.
e sons from 1y (nmplrtt, Course «gn
¥ € JUJITSU foripennyi kran'p-\maLarn
% [ilus. Portion of Course for P.O. 3 aeh,
.- - Jujitsuis the best & sim.
pieut xuerca foself defees

: L:.alzl mt Iu LllLDfﬁouv
w‘rm ;fie.a]lurcnma{ames SEND NOW. ‘YAWARA'

“ :Dept A.P, 20}, 10, Quet,*lswa,y Hanworth Middlesex.
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_",Sent Pacl;ed FREE & f"'nrlaﬁe PAID.
\ £4 19s. Gd. Cash or 2/6 Weekly,

)\ Immediate deliverv, | BigiB:rgains in
. Second-hand C,) clv Accessories at
_poapular prices. V\ rite rfor, Fres
List & Special Offer of Samplé Csde

CYCLE CO. Ing.
Me ﬂ Dot chh’i
SPARKBROO!\ = - BIRMINGHA

g

Helght Increased 5/ Cmnpletn
111 30 Days. ) Courbe

No 'sm}hn}ceq No Dzug\.f— \ O Dletm“.

The  Melvin  Strong - System NEYER

FAILS..-Send stamp “for ;ranlaula; S

and [L\dtllfﬂl]al‘; —Melvin Strang, Litd.
(Dept.S), 10, LudgateHill, London, Eng.

£2 0 0 ples catalogue free; 12 by KS,
1<L1m‘*1m nt, any photo, 8d. ——Hachett s Wor
July Roa,d leerpool

W orth cheap Pholo Mai erial.

BE SURE TO MENTIDN “ THE NELSON
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