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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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The Boys of St. Frank's have a lively time in this
rollicking long complete story. No rules and no punish-

ments at the school.

The cads take full advantage of

it— until the Vigilance Commitiee step into the lime-
light, and then things really begin to hum !

CHAPTER 1.
ON THEIR RONOUR.
€< STOP!” commanded Hand{orth sternly.

His voice was so imperative that
Church pulled up with a jerk. e
looked round, and saw that IHand-
forth was wearing a very scvere expression.
“What's +the matter?”’” asked Church,
staring.
“YWhat were you going to do?’ demanded
Handforth.
“Yo fetch that ball, of course.” -
“Then don’t!’ retorted Handforth curtly.
Church looked at McClure, then he looked
at Trene Manners, then he looked at Doris
Berkeley and Mary Summers. After that he
gave a long stare at Edward Oswald Hand-
forth.
“Mad!” he said briefly.

The famous chums of Study D, in the
Ancient House at St. Irank’s, were standing
just inside Big Arch, and the three Moor
View girls had been chatting with them.

A slight shower had come on, and they were
sheltering in the archway. Irene, tossing
hockey ball up and down, had let it fall, and
it had rolled through into Inner Court. The
girls were on their way back to their own
school after some hockey practice.

“Why don’t you want Church to fetch that
ball, Ted 7’ asked Irene curiously. “I sup-
pos? you know I asked him to get it for
me ?”’

“I’'m sorry!’ eaid Ilandforth firmly. “At
any ordinary time, Irene, I'd have fetched it
myself, but Inner Couwrt is out of bounds, and
that ball’s got to siop ihere until we got
permission from a master.”’

“But—but you howling ass, it’s only a
couple of iym_'ds_past the end of the Archi”
sald Chureh indignantly. “You’re not going
to say that I shall be oift of bounds if I take
one stride into Inner Court, and one stride
back 7’

“I can’t help il—yon’ve got to let that ball

| stay there!’” replied Handforth inexorably.

as
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“You rotter! If you dare to set one foot out
of bounds like that, you’ll be dishonduring
yourself I”’ .

Church recled into MecClure’s arms.

“Water!?” he said feebly. “No, brandy!
Water’s not strong enough to revive me. Oh,
my hat! What the dickens will he say next?”’

Handforth gazed at him witheringly.

“When you’ve done acting the goat per-
haps you’ll explain the reason for this ex-
hibition ?’ he asked., “I’m going to ask you
a plain question, and I shall expect a plain
answer. Is Inner Court out of bounds, or is
it not out of bounds?’’

“Well, strictly speaking, I suppose—

“No strictly speaking!”’ interrupted Hand-
forth. “Is it out of bounds—yes, or no?”’

"‘;5.798, you chump!”’ said Church exasper-
“aled.

“And is everybody at St. Frank’s pledged,
on his honour, to stick to all the rules and
regulations 77

“Of course he is, but——’

“There you are, then,” said Handforth,
shrugging his shoulders. “I’m sorry, Irene,
but that ball will have to stay there. I'm not
going to let Church dishonour himself for any
ass—even for you!”’ )

“Isn’t he wonderful at complimnents 7’7’ mur-
mured Doris, with a chuckle.

“I—I didn’t

“Xh?”’ gasped Handforth.
mean 2

“That’s all right, Ted,”” emiled Irenc. “It’s
a good thing we understand you. But don’t
you thirsk it's rather going to extremes to
obey the rules so strictiy? Surely there’s no
harin in fetching that ball 7’

“No harm at all,”” put in McClure, grin-
ning. “Why, before this mew order came
in Handy would have cheerfully gone rignt
up to the Head’s front steps to fetch a hockey
ball for vou, Irene!”’

“But that was different!’’ put in Handforth
quickly. “Under the old system, if I had
been spotted I should have been hustled out,
or given fifty lines, or something., But there
aren’t any punishments nowadays. And every
chap is placed on his honour to stick to the
rules. Bo if either of you idiots go and fetch
that ball, you’ll have to account to me after-
wards.”’ ~ ,

It wae just like Handforth to cavry things
to absurd extremities. He was perfectly right,
of course—but in this instance there couid
have been no question of dichonour if Church
had recovered the ball. Inner Court was out
of bounds, true enough, but it was a recog-
nised thing that fellows could venture there
with impunity if they kept to the School
ITouse side, and behaved scdately.

But Iandforth’s attitude was merely one
example of the adoption of the Honour Sys-
tem at St. Frank’s. Although the other
boys were not so extreme, they were, never-
theless, affected in just the same way. Among
all the decent fellows—seniors and juniors—
the experiment was proving to be a remark-
able success.

Prolessor Grant Hudson, of Hayle Unij
vereity, U.S.A., an eminent American psy-
chologist, was the Headmaster’s guest just

)
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[ now, and it was he who had first mooted this

honour scheme. Indeed, he was prolonging
his visit, at the Head’s invitation, in order
to study the results at first hand.

It was rather a revolutionary innovation
for a great British public school, and at first
Dr. Stafford had been very opposed to it.
However, as the Governors were perfectly
willing to risk the test, he had at last per-
mitted 1it. '

And now the Old School had been under
the new system for nearly a week. There was
nothing complicated in it. Indeed, its sim-
plicity was obvious. Every boy in the school
was placed on his honour to behave decently
and rationally. In a way, St. Frank’s was -
now without any rules.

A school without rules!.

It seemed incredible—indeed, ridiculous.
,None of the boys were obliged to get up
when the rising bell clanged out, or to attend
lessons, or to turn up for calling-over, or to
do the hundred and one other things that
they were ordinarily supposed to do. They
could ignore them all, and no punishmenis
would result. They were simply on their
honour to do the right thing. It was leit to
them.

That was the lonz and the short of it.

The boys, from the smallest fag to the
most lordly Sixth-FFormer, knew the rules and
regulations by heart. These latter were »ao
longer enforced. And so, it was perfectly
truc to deseribe St. Frank’s as a school with-
out any rules. But although they were uot
enforced, every boy knew well enough that
he was on his honour to heed them.

Professor Hudson maintained that every
decent boy would strive his hardest to uphold
the honour of the school. The others—those
who knew not the meaning of honour—
weren’t worthy of St. Frank’s in any case,.
So, in the professor’s opinion, the system was
bound to work for the general good.

At first, the Head had received a violent
shock. For the whole school had temporarily
lost its head over the sudderr independence.
With every boy his own master, 5t. Frank’s
had lost its balance. And during the frss
day of the experiment it had seemed that
nothing but a drastic return to the old order
of things would effect a cure. -

However, several days had gone by since
then, and Dr. Stafford was compelled to
admit that his first impression had been
wrong. Professor Hudson was more than
delighted with the way things were going.

For it was now becoming manifest that
the great majority of the boys were adhering
to the school rules with a tenacity that they
had never before exhibited. Consunltations
with the Housemasters and Form-masters had
elicited the gratifying facts that the greater
majority of boys were better behaved, better
disciplined, and far more anxicus to heed the
rules—those rules that could be totally ignored
if they so desired,

And the reason, of course, was clear.

Eveéry fellow with a keen sense of honour
respected his pledge. Formerly, if a rule was
broken, he could admit his offence, and receive



THE NELSON

———— s

LEE LIBRARY 5

a nominal punishment. DBut now it was
different. If he commitied an offence therc
was no punishment—he had only to answer
to his own conscience. And to break a rule
meant to dishonour himself. And eve: in tae
small things, the effect was the same.
Hundreds of minor misdemeanours that werve
daily committed under the old standards were
now conspicuous by their absence. It simply
wasn’t done. When the fellows were on their
honour, they had to think twice before doing
this, or doing that. But Edward Oswald
Handforth was probably the only fellow who
carried the matter to such needless extremes.
But then, Handforth had always been an
extremist, and this sort of thing was expected
of him.

Satisfactory as the general situation was,
however, there was one disturbing feature.
While the Upper School was carrying on
normally, the Lower Schiool was troubled by
a minority of juniors who set the old rules
and regulations at defiance, and who frankly
boasted that they were cut to enjuy them-
selves. :

Why should they trouble to attend class, or
go to bed at the right hour, or get up when
the rising bell clanged? They weren't obliged
to do these things—there weren’t any punish-
ments if they didn’t—and so they took fuli
advantage of their unusual liberty. They not
only took advantage of it, but they abused it.

For they were on their honour just as much
as the others. Only they apparently possessed
no sense of honour.
have stilled their consciences.

This was the type of fellow that the Head-
master had been afraid of—the element that
would probably cause the experiment to be a
complete failure. But the Head did not know
that certain undercurrents were already at
work—particularly in the Junior School.

The bulk were conforming splendidly te
the¢ novel. system—but what of the rotters,
and what of the weaklings. And there is a
certain proporiion of suchlike bLoys in every
great public school, much as their presence is
undesirable.  And while human nature ic
what it is, there will always be this minority.

St. Frank’s, perhaps, was more fortunate
than somo schools.  Bui yet any great col-
leg., when placed on its honcur, would prob.
ably rise nobly to the accasion, The spirit
of honour is embedded firmly in the warp
and woof of the public schoolbsy’s texiure.

At 3t. Frunk’s, the deliberately dishonocur-
able fellows were led by Bernard Forrest, of
Study A, and they did not number more than
a mero handful. The thoughtlessly dis-
honourable—that is to say, those who were
disregarding the rules by reason of their
weakness—included such  irrcsponsibles  as
Teddy Long and Arthur Hubbard, of the
Rcemove, and Frederick Marriott and Enoch
Snipe, of the Fourth. These latter simply
hadn’t enough brains to appreciate their
responsibility. But Forrest & (Co., of ecourse,
were viciously and openly sctting themselves
out to make the most of their freedom.

But these few boys had to be dealt with.

Otherwise, they couldn’t-

And how? That was the prcbiem which
was worrying the headmaster at the moment,
With all punishments abandoned, how could
they be controlled? They had no idea of the
first esseniial of honour, and so they would
mevitably run wild, and bring disgrace upon
themselves and upsn the school.

Dr. Staifford didn’t know that the problem
was being grappled with by able hands, and
that measures were even then being formu-
lated under his very nosc!

CHAPTER 2.

THE REMOVE DECIDES TO
8 + ACT |
s ([CK HAMILTON, the
B\  popular captain  of the
Remeve, paused in  the
Ancient House lobby as
he cucountered Willy

Handforth, of the Third.

“ Abh, just the man I wanted to sec!” said
Dick. »

Willy nodded.

“Take a good look, because I'm
hurry,”” he said briskly., “ Satisfied ?*’

“Daon’t be a young ass,” frowned -Dick.§
“Where's your major v

“Do you expect me to produce him from
under my arm, or something?’ asked the
cheery skipper of the Third.  “Why should
you come to me with your riddles? How
should I know where my major is? DBesides,
what's the idea of asking anybody #”

“1 want to {ind him, of course.”

“Nothing easier,” said Willy calmly. “If
you want to find my major, you've only got
to stand quite still, and listen.”

“You silly young sweep——""

“Fact 1" asserted Willy. “Tt doesn’t matier
what part of the school you're in, you've only
got to stand still and listen, and you'll locate
bim.  Why go to the trouble of scarching
everywhere, and asking people ?”’

“We'll test thizs!”” grinned Dick Hamilton.
“Just to prove that you're wrong!”

They stood there, perfectly stili, and Willy's
face was instantly illuminated by triumphant
smiles: Dick Hamilton had the grace {o give
a start.

“By Jove!” he murmured.
him !

“That’s the first step,”’ nodded Willy.
“Now you've got to trace where the noise
comes from. My dear chap, I've done this
scores of times! He's outside somewhere—
up the Triangle, I should imagine, Lect's
listen again.”’

They moved towards the outer door, and
stood still.

““It’s no good you arguing, Walter Church,
I've made up my mind!” came Handforth'’s
voice; “If you go another step, I'll slaughter
you !

" Willy turned, and shrugged his shoulders

“Elementary, my dear Watson!” he ob-
served. “Big Arch.”

Im a

“T can hear
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“I belicve you knew all the time!”’ said
Dick Hamilton indignantly.

“Honest Injun, I didn’t!” declared Willy.
“1 just came out of the cloakroom, and 1
haven’t been out of doors for half an hour.
But I’'m always finding Ted like that, you
know. You try it next time. It never fails.”

Willy passed on, and Dick went outside and
found that the rain had stopped. It was just
about tea-time, and the dusk of the Novem-
ber day was dra“mn- in rapidly, Dick. went
under the shelter of B;g Arch, and doffed his
cap to the girls.

* By Jm-'e, I didn’t know you were here!”
he said as he shook hands. “What about
some tea with us? You mustn’t say you
can’t stop &

last ten

“We've been saying it for the
minutes,” interrupted 1\13.1'},'. “In fact, we
ought to have gone long ago. Sorry, Dick,

but we faithfully promnsed Mies Bond that
we would be in by a quarter-past five, and
we didn’t really mean to call here at all.”

“In that case, I'll let you off,” said Dick
reiuctantly.  “You can’t break your word to
your headmistress, But may I inquire the
idea of standing in this draughty spot ?’’

“Irene’s hockey ball has rolled into Inner
Court,” said Doris sweetly. ““Perhaps you'll
feteh it, Dick 2

“(Certainly,”” replied Dick prompily.

e ran thvourrh the '\1(‘1 and Handforth
let out a roar.

“Stop!” he thundered.

“Great Scott!” gasped Dick,
carth a

“You mustn’t feteh that ball!”” said Hand-
forth curtiy. “You know joliy well that
Tnner Court 1s out of bounds!”’

Dick Hanmilton shook his head sadly.

“You can’t help it, poor chap!” he said
pityvingly,

He recovered the hall, and handed it to
Trene, And all the girls hroke into a peal of
Jaughter as they obscrved the expression on
Handforth’s face.

“You de'iberately broke bounds!” said
Tdward Oswald fiereely. “You've dis-

132

honoured yonrself, Richard ITamilton !

“That’s all right, old man,” said Dick
soothingly. “TI'm happy to possess a sense
of proportion, you know, and T don’t think
I shall lese any sleep over this frightful
crime. If T don’t do anything more dis-
honourable than that in my hfr- I shall be
sprouting wings before I'm filty.”

Dut Handforth was shocked.

“T'hat doesn’t make any difference,” he
argued. “We're all on our honour, and T'm
surprised at you for locking at a sacred trust
so lightly. And you the junior captain!
Dick Hamilion, Ive a good mind to smash
youl”’

*Then we shall both be smashed,”
Dick, grinning.

“Do you think I’m afraid

“Chuck it, vou chump!’ said Dick, pat-
ting Handy on the back, “ When will vou
learn to treat trifles as trifles? 1 eame out
here to find you—to tell you that you’ll be

“What on

said

wanted in Study C at
Going, Mary "’

“We must ” ﬂ'ud Mary Summers,
struck five ahea(ly

The girls eaid good-bye, and hurricd off.
And Dick Hamilton went imdoors with Hand-
forth & Co. The mighty leader of Study D
was still looking severe.

“What’s that you wcere saying just before
the girls went?” he asked. *“‘Some rot about
me coming to Study C at six.”’

“It’s an important meecting, and yowll be
wantcd > replied Dick.

“And what if I say I won’t come ?”
Handforth coldly.

“In that case, I expect you’ll stay away,”
replied the ekipper “Perhaps it’ll be better,
on the whole,”” ho added thoughtful]y “This
mecting is 01113' for the important fellows in
the FOIm

Handforth startied.

“Why, you rotter, are you trying to keep
me¢ out of an unpmtant mecting 77 Lo de-
manded indienantly.

“You satd you won’t come, so we'll leave
it at’ that,” replied Dick, with a nod. “Right
you are, Haundy—we shan’t expect you at
six. It’s just as well to understand these

things.”’
and Handforth

six o'clock sharp——

(11 It?s

askaed

He hurried off,
roar.

“INi P he thmcd
shut me out——"

“You fathead, he was only kidding you!”
grinned Chuich.

“Iidding me?”’ gasped TIanﬂfmth

“Of course he was,” said McClure.  “Aly
hat! Isn't 1t casy to puil some chaps’ legs?
[et’s go and have tea, and get it over well
l:efore six, I've heard rumours of this meet-
ing all day, and we don’t want to miss it.”

They went to Study D, and Handforth
closed the door, while Church and McClure
brizkly sct about the necessary preparations.

“Rumonrs ¥’  said Handforth absently.
“You've heard rumonrs, DMac? That's
rummy! I haven’t heard fmvthlnfr”

“What you don’t hear, old man, “would fill
a free library,” said Church, as he poked up
the fire. “Still, we needn’t argue about it.
If you want to make vourself usefu] com@p
here and toast the scones.’

Handforth giambled, but he agreed—ocnly
to have the scones wrenched out of his L\"t‘}]-
ine by MeClure, who bad fastidious ohjee-
tions to the scones being pushed against thc
sooty bars of the grate.

In order to be en the safe side, Handforth
hustled his chums over tea, and then hustled
Lhem into Study C a clear ten minutes before
the appointed time. Dick Hamilton and
Tommy Watson and Sir Montie Tregellis-
Vest were just clearing away their own tea-
things.

“Well,
briskly.

“You're a minute late,’
glancing at the cleck.

“Late?” said Church.
ten minuies too socen !”

gave a

“If you-think you can

we're here!”? said  IHandforth

* grinned Watson,

“T thought we were
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‘¢ Qut of bed, you rotters ! ** said Handforth cur{ly, then he turned {o the other members of the Vigilancs

Committee,

s QOfficers, seize Arthur Hubbard and hold him in an inverted position while 1 make nse of this

cane | ”?

“So you are, for the meeting,” replied
Tommy. *“But Dick said that you might be
cxpected at ten-to. It’s nine minutes-to
1OV, Its about time you learned to be
punctual I’

“You funny ass!’ said Handforth tartly.
“ Anyhow, we're here before the others.
Now, what's the meeting about? If you
want a speech, I'm ready to oblige with any-
thing you like. I’m feeling in form o

“Then you'’d better feel out of it!”’ inter-
rupted Dick. ‘‘I'd betier tell you at once,
Handforth, that this i1s going to be a per-
fectly serious meeting, and we don’t want
any noise or nonsense.’’

There would probably have been a great
deal of noisec and nonsense on the spot, only
Reggiec Pitt and Jack Grey, of the West
House, happened to blow in at that moment.
They were soon followed by Ceeil de Valerie,
Fullwood, Russcll, Adams, Levi, Sincleton,
and one or two others. By the time they
had finished coming, Study C was consider-
ably overerowded. ;

““All here ?” asked Dick, at last. * You'll
have to stand, most of you, because there
aren’'t enough chairs We're here on busi-
ness, anyhow, so we can put up with a few
discomforts.”

“YWhat's asked De
Valerie.

Pitt.
with

the meecting for?”
“Isn’t it obvious?”’

said Reggie
“We've got to decide

what to do

IForrest and Gulliver and Hubbard and those
chaps. They haven’t got any idea of honour,
and we've got to drive it into them. Is that
the wheeze, Dick ¢’

“It’s not a bad guess,’
ton, nodding.

“Why, there’s nothing new in this!”’ eaid
Handforth indignantly. “We've been keep-
111g those chapq in order for days =

‘Yes, in a sort of way, we have,”
Dick. “But only in a sort of w ay.
to propose something more definite. An
offictal body, 01gar:tsed by the Form, with
fixed duties and definite powers. We've got
to do this thing properly, and we're here to
map out the plan of campaign.”

> replied Dick Hamil-

agreed |
I'm going

ANDFORTH
and excited,
“By George, ihat’s a
good idea!” he said ap-
provingly. ‘ As a matter
of fact, T was going to suggest something of
the same sort mvsoﬁ' A detective force, ch?
I'lll be the commanding officer, and you
fellows can take your orders from me! We'll
keep our eves on those dishonourable rotters,
and make them toe the line. I'tn pretty

loocked eager
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keen on detective work, so it's only right
tlmt;”I should be the C.0. Now, 1 proposze

“Hold on!”’ interrupted Dick. “Have we
comne here to hear you gassing, Handy 1”

“You ass! I'm suggesting an idea—"’

“T'hen, 1f it’'s all the samec to you, you
can suggest your -ideas later on,”’ said the
captain tirmly. “There’s going to be action
this “evening—not talk., My proposal is to
form a committee. We fellows in this room
will be quite suflicient. There’s no need to
have too many in the affair.”

“A Sccret Society, ¢h?”’ asked Handforth
cagerly.

“No !” snapped Dick. ‘“What’s the good
of a Sccret Society? This committee’s got to
be open, and it’s got to announce its policy
to the whole Form. It's only fair to warn
these rotters what might happen to them if
they keep up their games. The Remove has
got to take this blight in both hands and
grapple with it.”’ .

“Absolutely,” agrecd Archie Glenthorne.
“A dashed iruity suggestion, laddie. DBut
when it comes to a question of blight, to cay
nothing of blighters, il’s a frightful. sort of
problem, as it were. Still, you've got the
brains, Dick, old horse, so carg on.’

Reggie Pitt nedded.

“Yes, it’s time something was done,”” he
agreed thoughtfully. ‘“A certain number of
fellows are dishonouring themseclves every
day, and doing their best to bring dishonour
on the Form. Only to-day those cads of
Study A missed afternoon lessons altogether.
And Hubbard didn’t erawl in until the second
lesson was well on the way. We've got to
stop that sort of thing.”’

“ What about this morning ?”’ asked Hand-
forth indignantly. “At least half a dozen
chaps had the nerve to comeo downstairs
nearly an hour after breaklast was over—and
they were late for morning school, too. They
missed prayers altogether.”

"~ ““And somec of them broke a lot of other
rules #o-day, too,” nodded Russell.

“Say, they’re a bunch of checap skates,
anyway,”’ sald Adams,

- “Yes, but cheap skates or not, they’re in
the Remove, and they’'ve got to be dealt
with,”’ sald Dick Hamilton. “We can’t let
these bounders bring disgrace on the Form,
can we? There aren’t any official punish-
ments now, and I propose that we should
form a committec to deal out swishings and
things when neccessary.”

“That’s the idea,” agreed Pitt. “Every
timg they break a rule, we’ll hand out the
punishment in just the same way as the
masters used to. But what can we call this
committee?”’

“How about the Rule
Society 1 asked De Valerie.

““Not so bad,” said Dick.
either.”

““What about the Band of Honour, then?”’
said Pitt.

“Gee !’ broke in Ulysses Spencer Adams.
“Say, boys, I've got a ecrackeriack of an

Enforcement

“Not so good,

idea! We'll form a Vigilance Committee !
And each guy in the committee will be a
Vigilante! 'Isn’t that the camel’s elbow ”

Dick Hamilton slapped the table,

“Vigilance Committee!’”” he said heartily,
“That’'s the very thing, and it describes the
idca in one breath. And each fellow, as you
say, Adams, will be a Vigilante. What could
be more appropriate ?”’

“It sounds dotty to me!l” said Handforth
tartly.

“Why, out in the United States, they've
had these Vigilance Committees by the hun-
dred,” said Adams. “They've got them now,
too, I guess. If any State is overrun with
crooks, and a city 1s shot up occasionally,
the citizens get busy and form a Vigilance
Committee. And every Vigilante in that city
has got to hold himself reagy to chase around
at the firet call. Gee! We’ve got an Ameri-
can idea right here in St. Frank’s with the
Honour System-—and I guess it’s sure good
that we should have another American idea
to enforce 1t.”

“Too many American ideas!” said Hand-
forth disapprovingly.

““T'his one is a corker,’”’ said Dick Hamil-
ton. ‘“In other words, Adams, vou've said
a mouthful. The Remove Vigilance Com-
mittee i in force from this moment. Now
we’ve got to fix up the details.”

The American boy was very pleased at the
adoption eof his suggcstion—which was,
indced, an excellent one., Adams was very
proud of the fact that St. Frank’s was ecx-
perimenting with an idea that could be truth-
fully described as trans-Atlanticc.  And he
was very anxious for his ecountryman to
triumph. He wanted Professor Hudson to
know that St. Frank’s could be trusted on its
honour.

And a determined band of Vigilantes
seemed likely to solve the problem. There
was something rather thrilling in the very
thought of it. Nobody was compelled by the
school authority to obey the rules—but the

delinquents would soon f{all . foul of tho
Vigilantes |
“It’s a stunning idea!’ declared Reggio

Pitt. “We've got to appoint the ollicers,
and fix the rules and the scale of punish-
ments, and things like that.”

“Yes, let’s talk it over.”

“Hear, hear!”

“And wc’re all Vigilantes, eh?” asked
Handforth eagerly. “That means to say that
we chaps will have special powers ?”’

“Ixactly,”” said Dick Hamilton. *“But
you’d better understand, old son, that ihecse
special powers will be rigid and fixed.”

“What do you mean—rigid and fixed ?**

“Well, it won’t be a special power of any
Vigilante to punch a fellow on the nose, for
example,’”” explained Dick. “So if you catch
one of these blots on the school’s honour dis-
regarding a rule, you’ll have to keep your-
self in check, Handy. You’ll just inflict the
preseribed punishment, and no mcre.”

“Oh, rot!” said Handforth warmly.

“I sccond Diek’s motion!” said TFullwood.
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“Carried !I”” declared Reggie Pitt promptly.
“Handy, you're squashed!”’

“I mean to say, blots, what?” said Archie,
with a thoughtful frown. *‘A dashed price-
less expression, Dick, old bird! Blots on the
school’s honour, as it were. Smudges on the
sacred escutcheon, what? It wouldi’t be such
a dashed bad i1dea to call these blighters
Smudges or Blots, what ?”

“We're full of brains to-night,”’ said Dick
Hanulton, nodding. “ Blots i1s the very word.
Every fellow who disregards a school rule
and deliberately defies the recognised autho-
rity is putting a blot on his own honour, and
a bigger blot on the school’'s. Therefore,
these fellows are Blots.”

“Carriecd unanimously !”
“Blots they are!”

“This 1s getting interesting,’”’ grinned Full-
. wood. “It'll be a kind of warfare between
the Vigilantes and the Blots, by the look
of 1t.”

“Kxactly,”” agreed the skipper. “Qur job
will be to erase these Blots as quickly as we

declared DPitt.

»

tl:_l_at. importagt mecting broke up, the Remove
Vigilance (Wmmittee was an established
body.

As Dick Hamiiton had said, it was the com-
mittec’s duty to see that the school rules were
respected. There was nothing of the joke
about this scheme. Every Vigilante took his
work scriously—and there seemed little doubt
that the * Blots ” would soon be booked for
a very rude awakening.

Very little was said that night, although
the rest of the Remove had a shrewd idea
that something was in the wind. Handforth
was very mysterious, and when he was in this
condition 1t meant thet an important motion
had been carried by the chiefs of the Form.
It was always diflicult for Edward Oswald to
keep a sceret—and even when he managed to
hold his tongue in check, he generally gave
something away by his manner,

Dick Hamilton had a long talk with John

Busterfield Boots, the captain of the IFourth
Form, before bed-time.. And so the Fourth

can—until the Junior Form  Vigilance
School, at least, Committee came
shows a clean sheet. "ExT WEDNESDAY ! ceesesconsee nfo being that
And I think it night, too. For Boots
might be a goﬁd idea ?nﬁl his immediate
to keep the thing to - ollowers were
ourselves for this Another Grand. Coloured Stand greatly worried.
evening, and spring up Flgure~~ There were even
a surprise on the more Blots in the
school to - morrow TFourth than there

morning.”

“By George, yes!”
said Handforth, with
a grim expression.
“Lots of chaps will
neglect the rising-
Lell. I vote that we
Vigilantes sweep
down on them, biff
them out of bed,
generally  smmash
them up, and boot them downstairs!”

Dick Hamilton looked at him pityingly.

“In that case, you can vote alone!” he
said. *‘Don’t you wunderstand, you ram-
headed ass, that this Vigilance Committee is
being expressly formed to take the place of
the masters? You can’t imagine a master
smashing a chap up, and beoting him down-
stairs, can you ?”’

“Then what are we
manded Handforth.

“We shall use stern methods of disciplinary
correction,”  replied Dick firmly. “The
Vigilance Committee has got to be a digni-
fied institution, That’s the only way in which
it can be a success.”

“Sure!”” agreed Adams. ‘““You said it,
Dick! I guess we don’t need any rough stufl
on this outfit. It’s an honest-to-goodness
scheme, and I'm waiting to hear you guys
hand out the book of rules. Oh, bov! This
15 sure going to be the real dope. Get busy
on the ideas, Dick, Shoot, boy!” :

There were sex:cral other fcllows who in-
dulged in ““shooting,” too, and by the time

going to do?’ de-
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were in tho Remove
—and this Vigilance
Committce i1deca
came as a gift from
the gods. The lcaders
of the Fourth FForm
were excited and
eager ahout it.

Except for one or
two late arrivals,
there was nothing
particularly big that night to attend to. A
few juniors had gone off to the local cinema,
and had come back, quite openly and brazenly,
after ten o’clock. They did rot realise that
this was the last time they could do such a
thing with impunity.
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CHAPTER 4.
THE VIGILANTES AT WORK!

LANG-CLANG-CLANG.
The rising-bell sounded
in the Ancient House az
usual, for no alterations
had been made in any of
the school customs. The fellows knew what
the rising-bell meant, and they were on their
honour to obey it. Failure to do so meaut
ro punishment, but it had been noticed
during this last week that the majority of
the boys were keener than ever to get up
with alacrity.
It was the minority that had to be deait
with.
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“Now, then, you chaps—out of it!’ said
Handforth, as he rolled out of his own bed.
“None of this laziness!”’

He yanked the bedclothes off McClure, amd
then reached out, and stripped Church of his
coverings. The two juniors sat up, glaring.

“Gimme those blankets and things!”’ said
Church sleepily.

“Time to get up, my lad,” retorted Hand-
forth. .

“But the second bell hasn’t gone yet—-"’

“Never mind the second bell,”” interrupted
Edward Oswald. *“Do you want to dishonour
your name? Do you want to be a Blot? I'm
surprised at you! I’m surprised at both ot
you !”?

“You—you hopeless idiot!”” roared Me-
Clure. “It’s on!y dichonourable if we i1gnove
the second bell.’

“Have you forgotten that you’re a Vigi-
lante 7’ demanded Handforth coldly.

“Eh?”’ said Mae, with a start. “Yes, by
jingo! That's right! It’s up to us to turn
out, Churchy! We've got to prepare for
action this morning. The Vigilance Com-
mittee has got to start work in earnest!’’

There was no further demur, and Hand-

forth & Co. washed and dressed in recori
time. But even then they were not the frst

members of the Remove to be out and about.
In the corridor, they ran across Dick Hamil-
ton and Ralph Leslie Fullwood.

“Readyv ?’ asked Handlorth. “{x00d!
We’ll zo round the bed-rooms and tickle up
any fellows who look like being Blots. 1
vqt]e we go imto Forrest’s dormitory to start
with.

“One of these days you’ll let that impulsive
nature of yowrs lead you into a terrible
muddle, Handy,” smiled Dick. “We can't
do any Vigilance work yet. Kverybody is
allowed a full half hour to get up, even under
the old rules. We must wait until the second
bell has gone, and then give them angther
twenty minutes. We only want to punish
the real Blots—the rotters who are deliberately
taking advantage of the llonour System to
defy the rules.”

And Handforth, in spite of his impatience,
wias compelled to wait.

Hubbard and Long were startled when the
door of tiieir dormitory opened abruptly, an:

four grim-looking fellows marched in. The
full time limit had been allowed—and any

junior still in bed at this hour, under normal
conditions, would have been hustled out by
a prefeet with the cane.

And Hubbard and Long were not merely
ordinary laggards, but they were still in bed.
They had made no attempt whatever to get
up. But row they sat up in bed, and stared.
There was something impressive in the ap-
pearance of these new arrivals.

“What’s the 1dea of this?”’ azsked Hubbard
blankly.

The four Vigilantes were Iandforth & Co.
and Clive Russcll. They were all looking
grim, and cach one wore an armlet. The
armlet was wide and deep, and there was a
-big “V” on the outside of it.

“Out of those beds, you rotters!” said
HHandforth curtly. “You know well enough
that you ought to have been down by this
time——"’

“What’s it got to do with you?’’ snapped
Hubbard. “We’re our own masters nowa-
days, and we can get up when we please.”’

“That’s just where you make a little mis-
take,”” retorted Handforth. “The Remove
Vigilance Commitiee 18 at work, and every
fellow who deliberately breaks a rule is going
to bo punished according to the committee’s
schedule. Officers, seize Arthur Hubbard, and
hold him in an Iinverted position while I
make use of this cane!’’

“You—you fatheads!”’ roared Hubbard, in
alarm. “What’s all this rot about a Vigilance
Committee, or whatever you call it? We're
not going to take any mnotice of your silly
orders, Handforth!*’
fl‘i'Nut iikely I’’ bleated Teddy Long fear-
ully.

Handforth frowned.

“Do your duty, oflicers!”® he said briefly.

He apparently included himself in the

rorder, for he assisted his companions in haul-
i

ing Hubbard out of bed. The scared junior
was soon gtanding in the middle of the room,
in his pyjamas.

“Irailure to heed the risinc-bell—six swishes
with the cane,”” said Handforth -curtly.
“That’s Rule No. 5 of the Vigilance Com-
mittece. Where’s the cane? Church, hand
over the swisher!” -

“Lemme go!” howled IIubbard wildly.
“I'm not going to let you chaps swizh me!
I've got a right to do as I please! You can’t
touch me! If you lay a finger on me——"’

They not only laid a finger on him, but
turned him face downwards on the bed, and
there he was securely held.

“I’d like to warn you, before I inflict this
punishment, that it will be delivered every
morning—unless yon obey the echool rules,
and turn out within the preseribed time,”’
said Handforth impressively. “ And this order®
is a fixed and eolemn decree of the Remove
Vigilance Committce. Ivery fellow wearing
an armlet i1s a fully aceredited and duly ap-
pointed Vigilante, Therefore, resistance is
useless, and arguing is worse, Arthur Hub-
bard, you are hereby semtenced to six hard
swishes with the cane. If I had my way, I'd
make it a punch in the eye, but that’s where
yow're lucky!”

Swish!

“Stop !’ howled Hubbard. “Ow! T’ get
up with the rising-bell to:morrow morning,
you rotters! Lemme alone e

Swish !

Slowly and deliberately the six cuts wero
delivered, and Hubbard writhed amd yelled
in vain. The caning was administered on a
tender spot, and Teddy Long crouched in his
bed, all hunched up, and too utterly terrified
to make any break for freedom. And he
probably knew that any such break would
be frustrated, even if he made it.

“That’s settled one Blot,”’ said 1Iandforth
grimly. “XNow for the other!”
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Teddy Long gave a terrific screech of alarm.
In fact, his cries were so fearsome—even
before he was touched—that Fenton of the
Sixth looked in, accompanied by Williain
Napoleon Browne, the Fifth Form skipDEI'-

“Murder, I fear, Brother Fenton,”’ said

Browne gravely. ‘
“What'’s all this nowse?”’ demanded the
“These

Captain of St. Frank's.

“Save me!”” howled Teddy Long.

—these rotters are going to swish me!”’

“Great Scott!”” gasped Fenton., “Have you
made all this row without being touched ?”’

Handforth turned and frowned.

“I’ll trouble youn, Edgar Fenton, to clear
out and mimd your own bueiness,”” he said
curtly. “I don’t want to be rude, but I'd
like to tell you that you’re shoving your
nose where it’s not wanted. 'This is a Remove
affair!”’

Fenton, Handforth,
grinned.

“Just getting these young sluggards out of
bed, eh?’ he said. “More power to your
elbow, old man! They need tickling up, the
disgraceful scamps. These are the fellows
who are bringing St. Frank’s into disrepute.”

“They’re Blots!”’ said Russell firmly. “ The
Remove Vigilance Committee has decided te
call all the fellows of this type by that name.
They’re blotting the school’s honour, and
they’ve got to be dealt with drastically.”

“By all appearances, this is a highly divert-
ing entertainment,”” said Browne, with abp-
proval. “The Remove V-igilance Committee
strikes me as being one of those bright spots
in a drab and mediocre world. But for the
fact that my own Form is already well con-
trolled by an iron hand—to wit, my own--
I would adopt this scheme with a yelp of
enthusiasm. *’

“Help!” moaned Long.
to swish me, I tell you!”

“Good!”’ said Fenton.
watch.”

Teddy's last hope vanished. Fenton was
the head prefect—and he was ready to stand
by and watch this assault! He did, too.
And as the six strokes were sent hissing down
upon Teddy’s anatomy, the sneak of the
Remove managed to maintain a stoical silence.
He managed this because Church and McClure
pushed « his head firmly into a pillow.
Otherwise, Teddy’s stoiciem would have been
a dubious qguantity.

The Vigilantes retired, and the two un-
happy Blots were left to themselves.

“Oh!’ moaned long, as he staggered
about. “I’m hurt! Those rotters have made
me smart until I’m all dizzy. I shan’t get
up now!” he added viciously. “I'm going
to bed again p2

“You silly young idiot!”’ snapped Hub-
bard. “If you do that, they’ll come in and
give you another dose—and they’ll probably
make it ten next time! These chaps are out
for blood! Our game is rumbled|”’

“But—but they’re only Remove fellows,
the same as us!’ muttered Long.

“Yes, but the rotters have formed them-

who  understood

“They’re going
“Go ahead. We'll

selves into a committee, and I expeet Hamil-
ton is at the head of it,”” said Hubbard.
“And 1t’s no good expecting a prefect or a
master to help us, because they’ll approve o!f
this giddy committee! We’'re  dished!
Unless we stick to the rules, the same as the
rest, we shall be dropped on.”

“Oh, my goodness!” said Teddy Long
miserably.

He absentmindedly sat down on the edcoe
of his bed, and then leapt a clean yard in:o
the air, howling wildly. It was a certain
proof that the Vigilantes had administered
the punishment effectively.

Further along the corridor, there were
other unhappy sufferers. Forrest and Gulliver
and Bell, for example, had all received =
swishing at the hands of six Vigilantes. Thov
were fuming with rage, and full of apprehen-
sion for the possible developments of this
unexpected Innovation. For Forrest & Co.
had been in the habit of doing very much as
they pleased with impunity. They had about
as much idea of honour as a trio of tadpoles
—as Handforth “caustically put it—and they
had been partienlarly active at night. This
was one reason for their sluggishness in the
morning.

“r”T.l'le silly  fools said Forrest harshly.

They can get up to these tricks if they iike
—but they’re not going to prevent me from
doing as I like.”

“What about our arrangement to go to
that roulette club again to-night?”’ asked
Beil, as he dressed himself with extreme
care.

“We're going—and those Vigilantes can
botl themselves!’ snapped Forrest. “That
cad, Fullwood, was one of the chaps who held
us down,” he added viciously. “By gad, I
hate him more than ever!  I'l make him
suffer, too!”’

But all the Blots were talking in very
much the same strain, in various dormitories.
and in every House. They were startled
and alarmed to find that while they were skfe
from any official interference, they were now

faeegi with an even more drastic form of
punizhment!

!H

CHAPTER 5.
MAKING THEM SIT UP!

Y the time breakfast was
over, the entire Junior
School was talking about
the exploits of the Vigi-
lantes.

They had sprung a surprize on the school,
and every would-be Blot was now in a state
of nervous tension. A number of fellows had
got into the habit of dawdling into the class-
rooms just as they pleased—sometimes half
an hour late, and sometimes they wouldu’t
turn up at all. These misguided youths re-
garded the policy as an expression of their
independence. They were their own masters,
so why shouldn’t they do as they- pleased?
The fact that they were on their honour to
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behave as though the rules were still in force,
carried no weight with them. ¢

But this morning these fellows were think-
mg—hard. _

Some of them had got up at the right
hour, but they had heard the reports of
what had happened to the sluggards. And if
a Blot got six swishes from the Vigilantes for
being up late, how many swishes would they
get for neglecting to go into lessons? It was
a problem, and not many of the juniors felt
like putting it to the test.

In fact,the Vigilance Committee had created
such an impression of awe throughout the
Junior School that when morning lessons
bezan there wasn’t a single absentee. 'This
was an unexpected triumph, and even the
Vigilantes themselves were astonished. They
had not realised the full extent of the terror
theyk had instilled into the vicious and the
weak.

Handforth was quite upset. The punish-
ment for playing truant was ten swishes and
five hundred lines. And the-Vigilance Com-
mittce meant to enforce this punishment, too
—just as though they were authorised masters.
They felt that it was up to them to make the
Honour System a complcte success. Before
they had done, they would have these Blots
fully alive to the St. Frank’s Code!

It happened to be Armistice Day, too, and
some of the juniors were talking about get-
tine up some celebrations for the evening.
Why not have a big display of fireworks, as
they had on Guy Fawke’s Day? Why net
have a real good time?

But directly after morning lessons, when
rumours of these plans reached Dick Hamili-
ton’s ears, he called a meceting of the Vigi-
lance Committee, and it was promptly decided
to put down any attemnpt to hold a celebra-
tion.. Nobody had forgotten what had hap-
pened on Guy Fawkes Day! And the Vigi-
Jantes were determined that there should be
no repetition of that unfortunate affair.

Within half an hour notices were posted
up in the Ancient House and the West IHouse:

“NOTICE!

“Under no circumstances will any parties
bo allowed to insult Armistice Day by
rowdy behaviour. Every member of the
Remove must be within gates at the ap-
pointed hour this evening, and not a singic
firework must be discharged. Any defiance
of these rulings will be dealt with promptly

and strongly,
“By Order, ~
y Order,
“RexovE ViciLaxce CoMaiTree.”’

So it was becoming more and more evident
that this new power at St. Frank’s was no
myth. It was an active force, and one that
meant to apply its strength with whole-hearted
efficiency. After all, Armistice Day was
hardly the occasion for rowdyism, and St.
Irank’s celebrated it quictly and peacefully
~by order of the Vigilantes!

‘And throughout the day, in many other
directions, the Blots were tuken in hand, and

dealt with fairly and squarely. The punish-
ment for any given offence was exactly the
same 1n all cases. And when lessons were
over, the school was beginning to realise that
a very diiferent attitude must be adopted, if
things were to go on peacefully, The only
possible way to have perfect harmony was for
every fellow to obey the rules strictly and
rigidly.

So the school without any rules became a
school with very stern rules!

And these very stern rules were enforced
by the boys themselves! St. Frank’s was on
its honour, and the Vigilantes were pledged
to_ rope in all the Blots who were trying to
besmirch the Old School’s fair name.

“It’s a huge success, this committee idea,”’
declared Handforth, just before tea. “l hear
that the Fourth-Formmers have been busy
day, too. They were full of Blots over there,
but the beggars have been scared into sub-
mission already. It only shows there’s nothing
like drastic measures. I’ve always said 1t, and
now I’'m proved to be right.”

il
ala

@ “ Good old Ted !’ said Willy, who happenecd

to be passing.

“Yes, and you could do with a Vigilance
Committee in your Form!’ said his major
darkly.

“Don’t you belicve it,”” replied Willy. “I’ve
got the Third well in hand, thanks. But, look
here, Ted, don’t you be so sure about your
success. Mark my words, it’s only a flash in
the pan.” :

“Rats!”’ said Handforth. “What do you
know, anyhow ?”’

“Not much, but what there is of it is
good,’’ replied Willy coolly. “ And you Vigi-
lantes had better look out.”

“You young chump, wo’ve got these Blots
scared stiff!”’ :

“Of course you have—it’s only what might
have been expected,’”’ replied Willy. “ You’ve
taken them by storm, and they’re sort of
paralysed. They’ve been doing their tricks
openly, don’t forget. But now that they know
what to expect, they’ll try to dodge you.
Within two or three days you’ll have to be
busier than ever. So don’t kid yourself that
all the dishonourable bounders are laid low.””

“There’s something in what he says,
Handy,”’ declared Fullwood, who had heard
Willy’s wise warning, “And I think we had
better be particularly careful to-night. Some
of the chaps might get busy after lights-ouf
—when we’re supposed to be in bed, and
asleep. They’ll be safe from the Vigilantes
then, and they’ve got nothing to fear from
the masters, because there aren’t any punisp-
ments.”’

Handforth looked grim.

“We’'ll deal with the begears,” he said
firmly., “If necessary, we’ll sit up half the
night, and go out searching for them.”

Church grinned.

“That would be a fine idea, wouldn’t 1t?”’
he asked. “Why, as far as the rules and
regulations are concerned, we should be just
as bad as the Blote!”’

“By George! I hadn’t thought of that!”

?
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Fullwood dragged Forrest across the floor and bundled the trussed junior into the empty cupboard.
““ I'll lock you in, just to maka sure !

you’l! do there !”’ Fullwood said with a grin,

‘T think
He was determined

to stop Yorrest going to the village gambling club that night,

“The Vigilantes can only operate in legal
hours, and within bonnds—that’s one of the
strict rulings, as vou ought to know,” said
Church.  “Well, let’s go along to Study D
and have some tea.”

Fullwood had gone to his own study in the
meantime, and he found Chive Russell, nis
study mate, looking rather excited. The
Canadian junior had made no attempt to pre-
pare the meal.

“J say, Ralph. do you mind if T buzz off
he asked cageriv. “I’ve just been getting
ready. I'm due for tea at the River House
School at half-past five. I had an invitation
over the 'phone!”

“It didn’t include me, by any chance ?”’

“Well, no,”” said Clive. “You see, they’ve
got a couple of Canadian fellows there, and
they’re having some other Canadian friends
down, so they invited me. A sort of Armis-
tice Day affair, vou know. Nobody but
Canadians aamitted, sort of thing.”

“Good man! (Go and enjoy yourself,”” re-
plied Fullwood heartily. “And don’t forget
vou're a Vigilante,”” he added, raising a
warning {inger. “So no larks—and be Dback
in time for calling-over.”

1
7
H

“T don't promise thai,” replied Clive. “I’m
coing to ask Mr. Stokes for a permit until
bed-time-——so I shall be all set. Sce you laler,
vaiph, old man.”

He went off, and Fullwood thought no more
about that iittle party until bed-time. 1In
fact, he had been having rather a busy time,
for the Vigilantes had found several jobs to
be done. And when the bell clanged out,
notifyving that it was time to go to bed, the
Remove Commuittee congratulated itself upon
a highly suneressful day. Not that their
duties were yet over.

Handforth and a party of fellow Vigilantes
—Church, MeClure, De Valerie and Somerton
—went on a tour of inspection. The idea was
to see that everybody had come up to bed, in
obedierce to t1he summons. Any laggards
would be dealt with promptly.

Handforth looked into Fullwood's room
casually, expecting to find it empty—for both
Fullwood and Russell were “V’s’’ themselves,
But Fullwood was there, and he was koking
rather worried. He had made no attempt
to get undressed.

“Russeli’s on the job, I

suppose?”’ asked
Handforth,
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“I don't think so,” said Fullwood uncom-
fortably.

“But he’s a Vigilante—"

“Yes, I know; but he went out this even-
ing, and had a pass until bed-time,”’ replied
Fullwoed. “I can’t understand it. I'waited
for him until the last minute, but he didn’t

turn up.’’ )

“What {” said Handforth grimly. “By
George! Did you hear that, you chaps?
Russell’s a Vigilante, and he’s had the nerve
to stay out beyond the limit of his pass|
When he comes in, we’ll drop on him and
deliver six swishes before he can open his
mouth ! 4 :

‘““And that, I suppose, is your 1dca of a
fair trial #” asked De Valerie. )

“There can’t be any question of a fair
trial,”” retorted Handforth. “He's failed in
his dutics, and he’ll have to be discharged
from the committee. What’s more, he’s a

Blot. I thought better of that Canadian
chap !’

“%on’t talk rot!” growled Fullwood.
“Ile’s prob%bly been delayed—might have

had an accident, or something. Anyhow, I'm
jolly sure he wouldn’t deliberately exceed his
pass without a perfect excuse.”’

“Hear, hear!?’ agreed Church
MeceClure.  “Russell’s all right.”

“Phat’s all very well,” said Handforth.
“But this is a very black case. It’s past bed-
time, and Russell isn’t here. I'll make it
my business to punish him to the full limit
as soon as he arrives. And it’s your duty,
IFullwood, as a Vigilante, to report the exact
hour and the exact minute.”

TIFullwood grunted.
You £ afraid—I'll make a

“You necedn’t be
report,”” he replied. “But I'm sure that
In any case, he’ll

Russell isn’t to blame. I .
probably be in within a minute or two.
And Handforth and his men went out on

further official business.

and

——

CHAPTER 6.
FORREST & CO. DON'T GOl

7 ANDFORTH was looking
thoughtful and worried.

“I don’t like that about
Russell,” he said, as they
paused out in the corridor.
“Why didn’t the beggar get back? I heard
he went to a sort of Canadian celebration, or
somcthing. I expect he forgot all about the
time.”

“It's no good making conjectures, old

man,”” put in De Valerie. “He had a pass,
and that permitted him to be out until bed-
time—not that a pass 18 necessary in these
days,” he added drily.
. “Yes, it is,” retorted Handforth. *‘‘We’re
all on our honour to be within the school
grounds by locking-up. And if a fellow wants
to stay out later, and still remain honour-
able, he's got to get a pass just the same as
he used to. 'That stands to reason. Well,
Russell got his pass—and he’s still out!”

“Well, let’s forget him,”” suggested Somer-
ton gently. ‘“There seems to be a bit of
trouble further along the corridor.”’

“Trouble?” said Handforth briskly. *Ccmo

L on 1”?

He hurried down the passage, and found a
couple of Vigilantes arguing with Bernard
Forrest and his two cronies. One glance was
sullicient for Handforth. Forrest & Co. were
fully dressed, and it was clear that they had
made no attempt to prepare for bed.

. “You can all buzz off I’* Forrest was say-
ing. '‘You can mind your own business, and
I’ll mind mine. So the sooner you get away

| from that door, the better.”

Handforth pushed his way forward.

“What’s this ?” ho said sharply. ‘‘Are yoﬁ
trying to tell the Vigilantes what they’re to
do and what they’re not to do ?” he asked.

“I don’t care a snap for the Vigilantes,”’
replied Forrest snceringly. “You’ve got no
authority to impose your rotten rules on any-
body. I’'m going to do as T please—and you
and your comic opera playmates can go to ihe
dickens |’’ |

“Why, you—you—"

“We're our own masters now, and if I
like to go out of doors now, or at any other
hour of the night, I'm going!”’ continued
Forrest savagely. ‘“So you needn’t think
you can intimidate me with your“omfoolery.’’

This sort of talk was decidedly rash, and
Gulliver and Bell were alarmed. But Forrest
was thoroughly angry. And he was the owner
of a quick temper. At such times he was
inclined to let himself go—and it gencrally
happened that the results were disastrcus to
himself,

“Tomfoolery!” gasped Handforth.
opera playmates! By George! Did you hear
him, you fellows? This—this smudge! This
blob! This giddy Blot! Talking to us as
though we were a lot of infants!”

*Ten swishes!” said De Valerie firmly.

“Ten fiddlesticks!’ 10ared Handforth.
“TI'm going to give this rotter the hiding of
his life !’

“You’'ll get out of my bed-room!” shouted
Forrest hotly. * If you don’t want to be com-
pared to infants, you shouldn’t act like
infants ! All  this kiddish stuff abous
Vigilantes makes mo sick! By what right
do you come here and tell us what we shall

dD ?: H
said Handforth

“Comic

“Well T'm
blankly,

“If you like to have funny ideas about
your honour, you can have them—but wec’re
entitled to have ours, too !} went on Forrest,
with a snort. “I don’t admit your authority,
and ’'m not going to be bullied by anybody.
You can clear. out of this rocom as soon as
you like !”

This was sheer idiocy, and Forrest would
have realised it had he been in a calmer
mood.

“And—and you think you’ll be allowed to
break bounds?’ ejaculated Handforth. -

“I can do as I likel’?

jiggered |’
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“ And go off gambling, I suppose 7’ shouted
Handforth fiercely. “By George! The
Vigilantes have been insulted! 'This is no
ordinary case, you chaps! We’'ve got to deal
with it specially !”

“Hear, hear!”’ agrced Fullwood. who had
joined them. “ The best thing we can do is
to tie thein up, so that they can’t escape
after we've gene. We don’t want to watch
them all night.”’

IFFullwood had some very keen suspicions.
And so had Handforth & Co. They knew
that Iorrest was in the habit of visiting a
kind of miniature casino in Bannington—a
place where there was a roulette table, and
where gambling went on largely. Lately the
cads of Study A had got into the habit of
visiting this place more or less openly.

If lorrest expected that he would be
allowed to go off to-night, he was an optimst.
The Vigilantes were grim; it took them about
three minutes io come to a decision, after a
whispered consultation.

In the meantime, Gulliver and DBell were
growing more and
more alarmed.

“¥You idiot!” whis-
pered Bell anxiously.
“You’ve onily
goaded them! They’ll
probably do some-
thing drastic now! If
vou think I want a

swishing, you’re
mistaken.”
“Yes, why the

dickens couldn’t you
hold your tongue?”’
said  Gulliver re-
belliously. “W e
onght to have got
undressed, as I first
said, and pretended
that we were going
to sleep. Then the

LEE LIBRARY
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cads. would have gone in no time.”’ }

“I can’t help that!”’ enapped Forrest, who
was alrecady beginning to regret his anger.
“These chaps make mo sick and tired! 1
should like to know whose authority they’ve
got for this confounded inquisition? It’'s a
bit thick when they come and interfere with
our liberty like this.”

“Thick or not, they’re going to do it
muttered Bell. '

The Vigilantes came into the room, and
closed the door bchind thern.

“Undress!”’ said Handforth firmly.

“What®”

“You heard what I said

1]1

rl’

snapped Iand-

forth.
“I'l undress when I please!” snarled
Forrest.
“You mean you’'ll wundress when we

please!” said Handforth. “We'll give you

just ten seconds. Kither you start undressing

within that time, or we’ll tear your clothes off

for you. The same applies to you othes

Elcl;}:s!” he added, glaring at Gulliver and
ell.

OCRDER IN ADVANCE—

then you will be
sccuring next Wednesday’s magnifi-
cent free gift. It is a life-like portrait
of TOM MIX, the cowboy film star.
Don’t delay—you’ll be sorry if you
miss this fine coloured figure |—place
an order for next week’s NELSON

00000002:0000000 Do IT TD-pAY!

The speed with which they divested them-
seives of their garments was an eye-opener.
But Bernard IFForrest refused. He was seized
by grim hands, and he resisted. It made no
diffcrence. In spite of his frantic struggles,
he was forcibly undressed. 'Then he was
bundled into his bed, and held there. Gul-
liver and Bell had alrcady got into their own
beds. They were wondering what was going
to happen.  Strictly speaking, the Vigilantes
could deliver no punishment, since they had
not committed a breach of the rules. It
scomed that therc was some other idea in the
wind. -

The door opened, and Fullwood appeared—
having gone off a few minutes eariter. He
entercd, carrying some strong rope.

““Good man!” said Handforth, with satis-
faction. “You’re just nere in time. We'll
deal with TIorrest first—he’s more trouble
than a dozen!”

“If you tie these ropes round me,”” panted
MOrre TN T 1)
Forrest, “I'll—T'll N — %

nothing,” 1i1nter-
rupted  Iandlorth.
“The sooner you
understand that
we're here for busi-
ness, the better it’ll
be for you. The
Vigilance Commit-
tee has decreed that
you shan't leave
vour beds to-night.
So we're pgoing to
tuck you away cosily
and leave you
safe.”

All Torrest’s rav-
ings were useless.
The bed-clothes were
already stripped off,
and Torrest, in his
pylamas, was sprecadeagled on the bed, face
upwards. While two or three of the Vigi-
lantes held him, others were busy with the
ropes. A slip-knot was passed round Forrest’s
left ankle, and then secured to the cgrrespond-
ing bed-post, with a good portion of slack.

His other ankle was tethered in the same
way. 'Then a rope was fastened round his
shoulders, secured, and then carried up to the
head of the bed, passing undernecath the
pillow. '

“That’s fine!”’ said Handforth, grinning.
“If he can get out of this, he'll be a marvel.
Iet’s have the bed-clothes, and we’ll make

200060500

quite certain of

with your news-
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him snug.” ‘
A  moment later, Bernard Forrest had
every appearance of being comfortably at

rest in bed. His hands had been tied, too—
cach one separately, but to the same piece
of rope, and this went underneath the bed,
and up again.

His position was curious.

While he could move about in bed with
perfect comfort, and obtain as much repose
as he wished, it was a sheer impossibility for
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him to get cut. He cduld not even get his
hands togother, owing to that rope which
passed underncath the bed. And if he sat
up he merely tightened the slack cord which
passed round his chest. And if he attempted
to raise his feet he would only tighten the
slip-knot round his ankles, and give himself
some unnecessary pain, -

During this period Forrest had cooled
down, and there was an evil glitter in his
eyes as he lay there.

“I suppose you think this i1s clever ?” he
asked thickly.

. ““Jolly clever !’ agreed Handforth, “It was
my 1dea!”’

“You—you awful fibber!” snorted Church.
“I suggested it——"

“We don’t want to argue !” said Handforth
coldly. “Study D thought of the idea, any-
how, and that’s just the same thing. This
Blot 1s safely here for the night now, and
we’d better get busy on his pals.”

Within ten minutes Gulliver and Bell werc
treated In exactly the same way as their
leader. They were all looking comfortable
and casy when the Vigilantes were ready to
go. DBut Bernard Forrest was white with
rage.

“Good-night, my sons!”’ said Handforth
sweetly,  ** Happy drecams!”

“Ha, ha, hai”’

Chuckling softly, the juniors trooped out
of the bed-room, switching off the light as
they went. Bernard TForrest & Co. were
foiled. '

—_——e

CHAPTER T.
CNEXPECTED AL_LIEE !

AROLD GRAYSON, of the
Fifth, blew on his hands
impaticatly.

“This 1s what comes of
making an arrangement
with those infernal Reniove kids!”’ he said
in a savage voice. ‘‘“They’re twenty minutes
late already, and not a sign of the young
vrutes! Do they expect us to freeze out
here ?”

Grayson and Shaw wcre in the Triangle,
concealed closc against one of the buttresses
of the Ancient House—a rendezvous which
had been previously arranged. The Novem-
ber night was bitterly celd, for a keen wind
was coming off the seca, and there was a
touch of frost in the air, too.

“Perhaps those idiotic Vigilantes
been busy !” said Shaw., “You know what
they’ve been doing all day, don’t you? 1
think we ought to go and make a few in-
quiries. There’s no sense in sticking here
like this.”

“I'll go—alone,”” muttered Grayson. “If
we both go we may miss the young f{ools,
and then they’ll clear off to Bannington
without us.”

Grayson and Shaw belonged to the East
House. They were the rascals of the Fifth,
and although William Napcleon DBrowne

have

?

-

—

could contrel them during the daylight hours,
his power was at an end now.

The pair had made #n arrangement wiih
Forrest & Co., Forrest having offered to
introduce them to the roulette club. The pair
couldn’t go alone, for they did not even know
where the place was. Hence their wait in the
cold night air.

“I'm fed-up with this!”’ growled Shaw. “I
don’t belicve there is any casino, as they say,
It's all a yarn! 'They’ve sucked us in!”’

“If they have, they’ll reckon with me!”
muttered Grayson.

“Why aren’t they here?” went on Shaw.
““The appointment was definite enough. And
vet there hasn’t been a sign of them. If we

Jknew where the place was, I'd go, wouldn’t

you ?”

“Don’t ask mad questions!”’ said Grayson
irritably. ‘Do you think we'd hold curselves
at thc beck ard call of these beastly Re-
movites if we knew where this place was?
And even if we found it we couldn’t get in.
We're in a nice mess, by the look of things,

Burrrrh! 'This wind is enough to give us
pncumonia !

Confound the young blighters!”

Grayson decided to wait no longer.

Leaving Shaw on guard, he ecrept cau-
tiously round towards the rear of the Ancient
House. 1lle knew that Iforrest & Co. had
arranged to get out by means of a small
passage window, And, to Grayson’s satisiac-
tion, he found that the window was un-
latched. He gently swung it outwards until
it was fully open. Then he crgpt through.

Cautién was very neccessary. It didn’t
matter so much about being seen by a
master—since masters, nowadays, were more
or less innocuous. They could be practically
ignored.,  DBut Grayson was reallv afraid of
the Remove juniors. The thoughts of that
Vigilance Committee worried him.

However, he succeeded in geiting upstairs
without any untoward inecident. Once or
twice, while crecping down the upper pas-
sage, he thought he heard whispers and
shufflings, but everything seemed safe. And
then at last he reached Forrest’s bed-rocm,
and he slipped 1n like a shadow.

All was dark.

“Hey!” he whispered cautiously.
body here?”

“Thank goodness came Iforrest’s voice.
“1 was hoping that you’d come up, Grayson,

““ Anye

I”

old man. I thought we might expect you.
Switch on the light, for gcodness’ sake,
Thanks !

Grayson stared at the beds.

“What’s the idea of this?” he asked
havshly. “Didn’t you fellows arrange to

come with me? And here you are, in beg!
Of all the confeunded——" -
“Steady on!” growled TIorrest. ““Pull

these bed-clothes back !’

“I'm hanged if T will?”’

“Confound you, I can’t move!”’ snapped
Bernard. **Don’t ycu understand ?”’ _

The Fifth Fermer at last received a glim-
mering of the truth, and he yanked the quilt
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Fullwood pointed accusingly at the sheaf of banknotes which Clive Russell held. ‘¢ Did you make that mocey

by gambling at the club in the village ? ** he asked accusingly.
That was the beginning of the breach between the twe old chums.

in his pocket and walked out of the study.

and blankets from Forrest’s form. Then he
stared. The nature of the Removites’ pre-
dicament was apparent.
““O-ho!” Dbreathed Grayson.
the game!”
“Yes, and a

“So this 1is

meacly game, too!” said
Forrest savagely. *‘This is what those lovely
Vigilantes did for us! Cut these ropes, old
man. Then keep watch at the door, and
we'll dress ourselves in two jiffies!”’

“Richt!”’ said Grayson.
o 2 ]

Flis irritation had gone, for, of ccurse, it
was now clear that Iorrest & Co. had not
daliberately neglected the appointinent.

'lff ~ut through the ropes was a minute’s
work.

And then the three Removites rapidly got
dressed, while Grayson stood by the door,
Jistening intently. But there was no sign of
an alarm. The House scemed to be quiet and
still.  And at last the young rascals were
ready.

“Everything’s quiet !” murmured Grayson,
turning from the door. * All fixed ¥’

**Yes, but I’'m not sure about going out
that way,” replied Forrest. “If those in-
fernal idiols are on the watch, or anything,
they’ll pounce on us again, and tie us up
worse t{mn before.”’

“Let’s

get out of the window !”’ suggested
Bell. .

Clive turned red—then he stuffed the notes

“Hang it all, there’s no need for such melo-
dramatic gymnastics!” said Grayson irritably,
“We've wasted enough time as it is. I came
along the corridor, and everything was dead
silent. If they try to stop us, we can smash
them, can’t we? Not that these two chaps
arc much good!” he added, with a pitying
glance at Gulliver and Bell,

“Here, I say!”” protested Gulliver feebly.

“Oh, we'll chance it!” growled TForrest,
with a sudden air of decision.

Switching off the light, they silentiy
opened the door and crept out, one after the
other. That there was sufliciecnt reason for
their fears became evident almost at once.
For voices could be distinctly heard further
up the corridor—low and excited. Obviously,
the Vigilantes were still active!

The would-be roysterers halted in alarm.

There was something infinitely exasperat-
ing about this situation. DBy the headinastor’s
own ruling, they were not obliged to abide
by any of the school regulations, since they
were on their honour to behave respectabls,
and to uphold the high traditions of St.
I'rank’s. If they preferred to have their own
ideas on the point, they alone were answer-
able. And yet these Vigilantes were en-
forcing the rules with a greater stringency
than they had ever been enforced before!
It was enough to make any ‘sportsman ”
gnash his teeth!
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But they had alrcady lcarned the folly of
flouting the “V’s.”

Much as they hated that inquisitorial com-
mittee, they were obliged to acknowledge it
as a powerful ferce, So now, instead of
ignoring it as they would have liked, they
paused in fear and trembling.

It scemed ages before the voices died away
and all became quiet again. Then, on tiptoe,
the young rascals p&dﬁed towards the stair-
case. 'I'ney were using far more caution
than the old days had called for.

And at last, with relief, they rcached the
open passage window, and slipped out into
the night. They found Shaw waiting,
anxious and irritaﬁle, and decidedly chilled,

““QOh, so you've come?!” he asked grufily.
“ About time! TIt’s like your nerve to keep
us waitting——"’

“They couldn’t help it,” interrupted Gray-
son. ‘““Those beastly Vigilantes tied them
into their beds, and I had to cut them frece.
These kids are getting a darned lot too
powerful, if you ask me. Thank goodness
we haven’t got any of those crack-brained
Vigilantes in the Fifth!”

“The Tifth wouldn’t stand ’em !’ retorted
Shaw. '

“Don’t you be so jolly certain,” growled
Forrest. “If cld Browne linds out you’ve
been breaking bounds to-night, he’ll start a
Vigilance Committee of his own. It's a bit
thick, when you come to think of it. We've
got to be more careful than ever.” ;

Grayson loocked at his watch.

“Well, we can’t hang about here, talking,”
he said impatiently. ““You're going to in-
troduce us to that club, Forrest, and we’d
better get off.”

“It isn’t exactly a club,’® said Bernard.
“It’s a private house, just on the outskirts
of Bannington, and I believe it's run by a
couple of bookies who were warned off the
course for somecthing or other. They’re just
doing this to fill in time until they can get
back to their old jobs. You know what these
racing chaps are—always on the make.”

“Yes, and they’ll rook us, unless we’re
careful,”’ said Shaw.

“No fear,”” denied Forrest. “Snagg is
pretty thick with them, and he’s given us
his word that everything’s all square. Be-
sides. haven’t I won quids at that roulette
table? I tell you, #’s money for nothing-—
as long as you keep your head, and work by
a system.”

“I’ve heard of these systems before,” said
Grayson tartly. “They work all right for a
day or two, and then spring a leak. Still,
I’m game to have a shot at it if you kids can
introduce us to the place.”

“T’ll trouble you mnot to call us kids!"
said Forrest coldly.

“Just as you like, my touchy young spark!”
said Grayson, with a chuckle. “Well, are
we going, or do pou intend to stand here
jawing all night ?*’

‘They moved off in the gloom -of the chilly
night.

b

]

-was that Clive Russell had returned.

CHAPTER 8.
BERNARD FORREST'S BAD-

LUCK.
o ALPH LESLIE FULL-
\Vfl)OD stood perfectly
still.

He was just on the point
of getting into bed, and he
fancied he had heard a creak out in the cor-
ridor. He was alert on the instant, and an
expression of relief crept into his eyes.

“ At last!” he muttered. “Good!”

The first thought that jumped into his %e:;gl

nii-
wood was very worried about the Canadian
junior. Clive had definitely promised to get
back by bed-time, and it was totally unlike
him to break his word. It looked very much
as though he had taken advantage of the
new conditions to stay.out late—rendered
forgetful and lax, perhaps, by the influence
of the Armistice Day party.

“T’'l skin him!” murmured Fullwood
sternly. “And he’s a Vigilante, too!”

He softly opened his door, and peeped out.
Just for a second, he caught a glimpse of a
fully-dressed figure, and it disappeared into
a dormitory on the other side of the corridor,
a little further up.

“Hallo!”” muttered Fullwood, astonished.
“Forrest’s room!”’

He could not conceive Clive Russell enter-
ing that apartment, and his disappointment
over the discovery that Russell was not the
prowler was overshadowed by his suddeun
surprise. Who had just entered Forrest &
Co.’s dormitory? The cads of Study A wero
all roped up—at least, Jul'wood thought so—-
and he immediately jumped to the conclusion
that eomebody had gone in there to free
them.

It was a matter that needed investigation,
particularly as he, IFullwood, was a Vigilante,
and sworn to certain duties. It was a fixed
rule that a Vigilante showdd, at any hour of
the day or night, inquire into any suspicious
circumstance on the spot, and then give ihe
recognised signal for help, if he needed it.

Ifullwood padded along the corridor, aud
then paused. Perhaps it would be betier to
wait for a minute or two, and see what hap-
pened. And on the other side of the closed
door Bernard Forrest stood, his heart in hig
mouth. He had heard a door open, he had
secn a gleam of light, and he wondered if iie
had been spotted.

This was the result of forgetfulness!

Just as the cads had been on the point of
starting out, Forrest had discovered that he
had left all his money ian his other pockets.
In his haste .to get out, and with Grayson
egging him on all the time, he had over-
looked the fact that he was donning a dif-
ferent suit. So he had been obliged to come
back to fetch his money. The others had
promised to wait for him out in the lane—
with a proviso that if he was longer than five
minates they would cycle on without him,

but would go slow, o that he could overtake
them.
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Trorrest had not anticipated any trouble.

«He was so accustomed to creeping about
during forbidden hours that he had littie fear
of betraying his presence. And now, by sheer
ill-luck, cne of those confounded Vigilantes
had opened his door! Forrest had trodden
on a loose board, and he raved at -himself
for having done so. For he knew that loose
board well—it was an old enemy—and he had
been deliberately trying to avoid it when he
had stepped upon 1t. He bitterly reflected
that if he had aﬁempted to locate the beastly
thing he would have been unsuccessful.

For a full minute he stood just against his
door, listening.

But there was no sound—not the slightest
indication of an alarm. Reassured, he felt hig
way across the dormitory to his other clothes,
and secured the money. Then he went back
to the door, and softly opened it.

“Good!”’ he breathed. “I’m safe

The corridor was quiet and still. He edgad
out, closed his door, and then a form loomed
up in front of him—the figure of a junior in

'H

pyjamas. Forrest stood stock still, too sur-
prised to bolt.
“What’s the game?”’ came Fullwood’s

voice, low and accusing.

“Get out of my way!”’ snarled Forrest, as
he recognised the tonet.

In that flash, he was filled with a tre-
mendous rage. Somehow, during the last few
days, his animosity against Fullwood had
increased. Perhaps this was because Fullwood
knew of that wretched gambling den, and
because Fullwood had more than enough
sense, nowadays, to leave such places strictly
alone. At oze time, Ralph l.eslie had been
almost as bad as Forrest was himself, but he
had had his lesson, and he had learned it.
Forrvest was Infuriated by the fact that he
had never been able to drag the reformed
junior back into his old habits. There was
something rather deadening in Iullwood’s
unbreakable armour. And when Forrest
found himself confronted by this one Re-
movite, of all Removites, he literally “saw
red.’,

And the position was only made the more
interesting by the fact that Fullwood kept
exasperatingly cool.

“I'll get out of your way when it suits
me,”’ he replied, in a soft voice. “Jo you’ve
got free, have you? Just going off to indulge
in some of that silly gambling? Isn’t it about
time you learned some sense?”’

“Mind your own confounded business!”
panted Forrest thickly.

“Phis is my business.”

“You liar!?’ snapped Bernard.
answerable to you——"’

“As a Vigilante, it is my business to put a
stop to all games that might bring dishonour
on the school,”” interrupted Fullwood. “So
it’s my duty to prevent you from leaving this
building. And I’'m going to do it!”’

“By calling your beastly pals, I suppose ?”’
sneered Forrest. _

“No, you rat, I’ll do the job singlehanded!”’
retorted Ralph Leslie icily. “Just now you

“I’m not

called me a liar, didn’t you? You’ll have to
pay for that, Forrest. Put up your hands!”’

“I’ll see you hanged first!”” said Forrest
passionately.

“I’ve warned you—
_ “Ipflon’t care a toss for your rotten warn-
ings !

“Don’t you?’ panted Fullwood, his own
anger rising. “We’ll sce about that!”

He fairly leapt upon Bernard Forrest, and
hooked one arm round ‘his neck. He didn’t
mean to do any fighting out here, in the
corridor. But there was an excellent place
for a scrap near at hand. '

Forrest, expecting a fight on the spot, was
taken by surprise. Before he knew it, he
was whirled across the corridor, and fairly
dragged into Fullwood’s dormitory. Hae
reeled in, suddenly released, and I*Yullwood
f!uiletly closed the door, and switched on the
1gnt.

“Now, then!” he said calmly. “This is
where you’ll stay!”’

“You—you——"’

“It’s no good raving at me, because I've
got a hard heart,”’ continued Fullwood. ,I’'m
going to smash you {or ecalling me a iiar,
Forrest, but I'll probably reserve that pleasurc
until to-morrow. There’s no need to make

any disturbance just now. But you're in
this room, and here you’ll stay!”

Forrest breathed hard.

“You—you fool!”” he panted. “Do you

think you can keep me here?”’
“T don’t think it—I know it!”’

“Try!”’ snarled Forrest, beside himself.

If his rage had been great before, itwas now
almost uncontrollable. He had a momentary
vision of his two chums, and those Fifth ¥orm"
fellows, waiting out in the lane for him. Hia
five minutes of grace had gone already, and
they would probably assume that he had met
with disaster. Grayson, indeed, had hinted
that he might meet the Vigilantes, and be
kept in. But Forrest had had to go back.
What was the good of visiting a roulette
club without any money? And what was the
good of expecting Grayson or Shaw to lend
him money? He had mooted the subject,
but the Fifth Formers had jumped to the
conclusion that he was broke, and was try-
ing on a dodge. So there had been no
alternative but to risk the return. And this
was the result!

He glared at Fullwood balefully. Ralph
Leslie was standing with his back to the
door, and his very coolness only served to
render his prisoner irebly infuriated. To stay
here, held a captive by just one Vigilante,
was too ridiculous for words.

“Get away from that door!”” panted Forrest
hoarsely.

Fullwood turned, and twisted the key in
the lock. Then he took the key, and dropped
it into the breast-pocket of his pyjamas.

“I’ve already told you that you’re staying
here,”” he replied calmly,

Bernard Torrest couldn’t control himself
any longer. He simply hurled himself at

Fullwood—a very rash thing to do. For
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Fullwood was an excellent boxer, and he was
in tip-top condition these days. Quick as a
flash, he brought his left round, and TForrest
ran right on to it.

Crash!

He met that fist with his chin, and came
to a full stop with such abruptness that there
was somecthingz ludicrous in his attitude. He
sank to the floor, his knees sagging, and
rolled over.

‘“Well, T warned you,” eald Fullwood
grufily.

A glance told him that Iorrest was only
suffering from the effects of a mild knock-
out. He was a bit dazed, and he was now
at a disadvantage. Fullwood lost no time
in seizing his chance.

“I think we’ll put you where you’ll be
safe,”” he said grimly. “No need to disturb
the ‘other fellows, but, as a Vigilante, it’s
my duty to make sure that you'll be safely
indoors for the night,”’

Bending down, he rolled Forrest over, and
quickly ticd his hands behind him by means
of a scarf. Then he took the cord from his
dressing-gown, bound his victim’s ankles, and
ended up by dragging Forrest across the
rocm and bundling him into a cupboard.

“I think youw’ll do there,” he said, grin-
ning. “I'll lock you in, and you’ll probably
have an uncomfortable couple of hours. J’lI
have a nap in the meantime, and if you wake
me up I might get a bit rough.”

Forrest was recovering rapidly.

“You—you dirty rotter!” he gasped.
“Wait! Just you wait! Tll be even for
this, confound your beastly hide! 1'll make
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you suffer

“Sorry, but it doesn’'t interest me,”’ said
IFullwood serenely.

He closed the cupboard, and. turned the
key in the lock. Then he took the door key
from the pocket of his pyjamas, and a
moment later he was examining Forrest’s
dormitory. One glance was sufficient. There
was no sign of Bernard’s cronics.

“After all the trouble we took, too,” mur
mured [Fullwood regretfully, as he examined
the cut ropes. “They must have had some
help.  The other two beggars must have
gone down first. Well, anyhow, I’ve bottled
up the leader of the gang.” .

IHe realiscd that it was quite hopeless to
institute any search for the missing cads. By
this time they were obviously out of doors,
and the Vigilantes had no authority to break
bounds, even if they were engaged upon
honourable scrvice. After all, two wrongs
did not make a right.

Besides, Handforth was aslecep now, and
if he got to hear anything about the failufe
of his plan, he would disturb the whole
Ancient House. TFar better to keep hold of
IForrest, and be satisfied with a partial cap-
ture.

So Ralph Leslie Fullwood returned to his
bed-room, switched off the light, and calmly
climbed into bed—his thecughts now reverting

back to the problem of Clive Russell’s incx-
plicable absencc.

And Bernard Forrest, in the cupbeard, was
ncarly crazy with cage.

L 8
CHAPTER 9.
THE WHEEL OF CHANCE!

AROLD GRAYSON
the fromt of his
watch with a snap.

closed
hunter

rl

“I'm not waiting any
longer”” he said de-

cisively., . :

“Oh, hang it, he'll only be a minute!”
protested Gulliver, in alarm. ‘‘We promised
to wait five minutes, didn’t we ?”

“Yes, and we've waited anearly a quarter
of an hour!” retorted the rascal of the
Fifth. *“The silly young idiot has run into
those Vigilantes, I expect, and they've kept
hiin th?,rc. Lither that, or he hasn’t got any
money.

“That’s about tho truth of it,”’ sneercd
Shaw. “He tried to berrow some off us,
and failed, so he’ll probably spin a yarn to-
morrow that he was kept indoors. That kid’s
capable of anything !”

“Cheese it!’ said Bell sourly.
got more money than the two of you put
together, He's worth quids and quids—isn’t
he, Gully?”

“Of course he is,” said Gulliver, with a

“Iorrect’s

grunt. “And it’ll be a dirty trick if we go
off without him. He’s the chap who
promised to introduce yon Fifth Form

boundeys, and I'm hanged if I’'m going to
start without him.”
“Same here,”” said Bell, nodding.

Grayson and Shaw glanced at onc another.
This meant, of course, that they couldn’t
start, cither, for they didn’t know where
that roulette club was. They were looking
very grim.

“Oh, so you’re going to adopt that tonc,
are you ?”’ said Grayson aggressively, “ Look
here, young Gulliver, unless you agree to
start at once, I'll knock your front teeth
down your throat!”

“Here, I say!”” protested Gulliver, back-
g away.

“I mean it!” snapped Grayson. “Forrest
distinctly advised us to go on if he was
longer than five minutes, and he said that
you fellows would take care of the intro-
ductions, 8o are you going, or shall I
loosen those ugly teeth of yours?”

Gulliver was a rank coward,
knuckled under,

*“Oh, all right,” he multered.
dirty trick !

And so they started without any further
delay—which was just as well. Tor there
Mwasn’t one chance in a thousand of Bernard
Forrest joining them that night. The two
IFifth Formers wero in a state of uncertainty.
They had an uncomfortable idea that they
wera being tricked—that there wasn’t any

and ho

“But 1t’s a
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such place as thig roulette club, and that the
Removites had been having a game with
them.

Gulliver and Bell were just as useful as
Forrest himself, so far as the introduction
was concerncd, since they werc cqually well
known.

Very little was said during the cycle ride.
The Removites made the pace as slow as pos-
sible, in order to give Forrest a chance to
overtake them. Dut when at last they
rcached their destination, there was still no
sign of the leader of Study A.

“Here we are!” murmured QGulliver, as he
jumped off his machine. “1I say, let’s wait
for a minute or two, (Grayson. There’s no
particular hurry——-"’

“Is this the house?” interrupted Grazyson
suspiciously.

“Yes.”

The two Fifth Formers had every reazon to
be dubious. They were just on the outskirts
of Bannington, where a number of high-classz
residences  straggled out 1into the open

But appearances cannot always

its honesty.
Mr, Snagg was several kinds

be relied upon.
of a trickster.

“Welcome!”” he smiled, as he shook hands.
‘““So young Forrvest couldn’t get here? Or is
he afraid of losing some money—after win-
ning such a lot? Friends of yours, eh?’ he
went on, as he greeted the Fifth Formers.
“Splendid! The right sort are always wel-
come. We only nced sportsmen here.”

“You'll find these chaps sporty cnough,”
said Gulliver.

Grayson and Shaw were reassured. Their
doubts vanished. And they were filled with
curiosity. = There was evidently a large
amount of truth in everything that the
juniors had said. Leaving their overcoats
and caps In the hall, in charge of Withers,
they were conducted towards the rear,

“Now remember,”” said Mr. Snagg, paus-
ing, “that everything here is strictly square.
This is a private house, and there’s not the
slightest fear of any interference from the

country. The particular house they were|police. At the same time, it’s better to be
Jooking at was a modern villa of the better | cautious.” - B
class—a big, double-fronted house with a| “You can trust us,” said Grayson. “It
well - kept  garden, wo}u'ld Ifnean gx-
and with an electric pulsion for a St.
licht gleaming in DUH’T FGRGET Jeaeecseeecocncecee  jiranis chap if he
the spacious porch. ® - o was found in a place
It looked like the e @ like this. You can
home of alwell-ta-do ~ . re}i ugmn us not to
yrofessional man, or e e talk about it.”
fa retired merchant. . TOM M Ix > Mr. Snagg nodded.
“I say, are you o s “That’s the main
sure about this?”’ 9 ) o reason you're ad-
askeb& Grayson, with 4 o m@gted icso}oasily,g h!e
doubt apparent in sald - calmly, ““‘Still,
his tone. “Yonu :...co..oooo NEXT WEDHESDAY ! the less you talk the
haven’t made any , better. I'm respon-
mistake about the sible  for allowing

house, I suppose 7"’
“What do you take us for?” growled Bell.

“I wouldn’t like to say!” retorted Gray-
son. ‘‘But we needn’t harp on that now.
I've got an idea that you kids are trying to
fool us P

“QOh, shut up!”’ interrupted Gulliver irri-
tably. “We'd better go 1in and get it over.
Why the dickens doesn’t Forrest come?” he
added, looking back along the road.

They opened the gate and went in.
Arriving at the front door, Gulliver knocked,
and the door was almost immediately opened
by a man in a kind of uniform, who locked
a cross between a butler and a footman.

“(Good-evening, young gents,”” he. nodded,
as he obviously recognised the Removites.
‘““Hallo! Master Forrest’s not here 77

“He—he couldn’t come,” said QGulliver.
““These other chaps are friends of ours.
Quite O.X,, Withers. They can be trusted
all right,”

The man nodded.

“Weil, here’s Mr. Snagg, so you’d best
speak to him,” he said.

A man in cvening-dress had appearcd—a
dapper-looking individual, ecrupulously necat,
with a genial face which was dizarming in

you boys here, so I'm trusting you to play
the game.”

He opened a door as he spoke, and the St.
Frank’s fellows found themselves within the
rural casino. Gulliver and DBell felt rather
superior as they showed their Fifth Form
companions round.

““There’s the roulette table,” murmured
Bell, nodding.

“By gad!” said Grayson.

He felt rather awed. There was something
mysterious about this place. The roulette
table was much more imposing than Grayson
had pictured. It was like a photograph he
had once scen of a roulette table at Monte
Carlo. It was a full-sized affair, and all sorts
of people were sitting round it, intent upon
the game. The croupier and the other
attendants of the club were all wearing black
masks which entirely concealed the upper
portions of their faces.

Some of the habitués were masked in
similar fashion—being unwilling, no doubt,
to have their identities known to their com-
panions. Onc had to be careful in a pro-
vincial town like Bannington. The rest of
the guests were of a nondeseript order—
racing men, probably, questionable com-
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mercial travellers, and such like. And they
were not necessarily crooked. After all, they
were men, and 1if they preferred to amuse
themselves in this way, it was their own
business, Many of them, doubtless, were as
konest as the average person. But their
commen sense was conspicuous by its absence,

It was quite different for the St. Frank’s
fellows. They were boys, and they were
only admitted because they had mioney to
lose,

“I say,sthis Is great
cxcitedly. ,

“Do you believe us now?” sncered Gul-

liver.

““Sorry, Gully!” esaid Shaw. “We take
back all we said. There’s no mistake about
it—this place is the real goods.”

“TIorrest found it—and he’s not
muttered Bell uncomfortably.

“Never mind—there are plenty of other
nights,”” said Grayson. “I’'m going to have
a smack at this, my lads! I've always wanted
to play roulette!”

There were other forms of gambling going
on, too—and such games as poker and bridge
were being played in the other rooms. And
tho majority of the visitors were men of
excellent character. Ior them, after all,
there was noihing very terrible in coming to
this club. Even if they were caught in a

1284

murmured Grayson

here,”’

raid by the police, it would only mean a fine |

for them. So they weren’t taking much risk.
But the St. Frank’s fellows were deliberately
courting the sack.
* QGulliver and Bell knew the ropes, and
although they were worried about Forrest’s
non-appearance, they soon forgot him.

i They only had comparatively small stakee
#0 piay with—for Forrest was really the
moneyed man of the trio—and they were
necessarily cautious. It was just the irony of
fate, perhaps, that they should win.

With their three-shilling and five-shilling

stakes, they quietly raked in something like
thirty-five chillings profit between them by
the time they finished. Luck had certainly
been with them. DBut what did the club
owners care? While Gulliver and Bell were
winning thirty-ive shillings, Grayson and
Shaw had lost between six and seven pounds.
"And as long as the St. Frank’s fellows carried
on like this, they wouldn’t be denied admit-
tance! DBusiness was business!
' However, Grayson and Shaw were not dis-
couraged. They had lost the bulk of their
money, but they had gained the roulette
fever. And, like many another, they were
convinced that they had only to come here
again to rccover their losses.

——

CHAPTLER 10.
MAXKING THINGS WORSE!

HUNDERING good |’ said

Grayson approvingly.
“That jast spin was a
coricer. I backed the right

colour, and got ten bob of
my moncy back.”

Forrest was spreadeagled on the hed, then

-~

'[[f m/ //

ti

Bell were very soon {reated in the same way.
" Forre

This fact, apparently, was sufficient to put
Grayson into a good humour. The Fifth
Former had previously lost four pounds odd,
but he had forgotten this.

B “It’s ripping sport, I'll admit,” said Shaw.

But, by gad, it’s expensive! I’'m over two
quid down !”

“That’s nothing,” said Grayson.
double that—but
by a first visit. We’ll get it all back during
the week. By the way, how did you Remove
chaps get on?”’

“We're in!”’ replied Gulliver, grinning,

“Good luck to you!l” said Grayson.

They were cycling home, and just riding
out of the town. It was nearly onec-fifteen
now—for the “club’’ always mmade a point of
closing its doors at one a.m. This was quite
late enough for a town like Bannington.

Gulliver and Bell were fceling so contented
at the success of their play that they had
ceased to worry about their leader.

“I've lost

you can’t judge anything

In any.
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es bound him hand and foot ; Gulliver and
id lH’::.x:uih'u:tfh. ‘¢ If you can get out of that,
el ;

case, they would soon know what had hap-
pened to him, for he obviously wouldn’t
venture out now. He knew that the place
closed at one o’clock.

St. Frank’s was reached without any ineci-
dent, and Grayson and Shaw, after a mur-
mured “good-night,” veered off to their own
House. And the juniors, having put their
bicycles away, made cautiously towards the
Ancient House?! IEven though ihey were
““their own masters,” it was nccessary to
exercise great caution abt one-thirty in the
morning.,

There was not much fear of an encounter
with the Vigilantes now, for the juniors were
all naturally in bed and asleep. Still, old
habits clung, and Gulliver and Bell had a
feeling all the time that discovery would
mean the sack. They rcached their bed-room
without the slightest trouble, however, and
breathed a sigh of relief as they closed the
door.

“Good egg!” murmured Bell gloatingly.
“Safe )’

“Don’t turn that light on, you ass!”’ mut-
tered Gulliver., “Switch it out, blow you!
Somebody in one of the other Houses might
spot it and get inquisitive. We can get un-
dressed 1n the dark, can’t we?”

“There’s a moon,” whispered Bell.
H“All the moro reason to switch that light
0 .’J

“I say, Iforrest isn’t here,” went on Bell,
in rather a curious voice. *What the dickens
can have happened to him? He came indoors
for that money of his, and from that minute
he vanished.”

“Rummy !” said Gulliver, as he undressed.
“If the Vigilantes had collared him, they
would have roped him in his bed again,
wouldn’t they? I—I say, feel in his pocket to
see if he ever got back here. If his wallet’s
in his other clothes, it’ll prove——"’

“It’s not here,”’ said Bell, who had been
fumbling. “That means he came in all right,
but never got out again, At least, he didn’t
come anywhere near us. It's a jolly mys-
terious business, if you ask me.”

As 1t happened, they were not to be left
in uncertainty for long. For Ralph Leslie:
Fullwood was wakeful. He had heard the
school clock chime the half-hour, and he had
also heard stealthy movements out in tho
corridor. Sitting up in bed at that moment,
he had smiled rather grimly to himself.

“Those Study A. rotters,” he murmured.
“Coming back after their razzle. I expect
they turn everybody out of that beastly cluh
hefore one. Anyhow, it’s safe to get rid of
this disturbing beggar.”’

Fullweod had obtained a few naps during
the past hour or so. He had continually
dozed off, only to be awakened by thudding
sounds within the cupboard, and by Torrest’s
muffled, thick-voiced threats,

Fullwood got out of bed now, and opened
the cupboard door.

“Come along, sweetheart!”” he said
genially.

Bernard Forrest was huddled in the bottom
of the cupboard, cramped and enraged, but

y no means hurt. Iis bonds had not been
tied tightly, and as he had been fully dressed,
he had not felt the cold. Indeed, the cup-
board had proved rather stuffy and close.

“IWhat ‘are you going to do, hang you?”
he snapped fiercely.

“Return von with ecompliments to your
pals,” replied Fullwood. “ They’ve just come
back, I believe—and as it’s too late for you
to go on the razzle now, you might as well
get into bed, and sleep like a good little boy.”

“Tll get even for this?’ breathed Forrest.
“You think yoi’ve dished me, Fullwood,
but—hby gad!—I’ll make you pay!”

T'ullwood hent down and removed the
dressing-gown cord from TForrest’s anlkles,
Then he pulled the fuming Removite to bis
feet. :

“Yowve got such a sweet, tuneful voice,
honey !> he said socihingiy. “Whenever 1
hear it it reminds me of the dear old pig-sty
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al home] 1It’s nice to have these reminders
of the old farm!”’

Forrest was too infuriated to make any
lucid response. He breathed heavily and
hoarscly, and allowed himself to be propelled
across the room to the door. In fact, he was
so utterly boiling that he hardly knew where
he was going. His hands were still tied
behind him, so he could not do much in the
way of resistance.

IFFullwood opered the
vietim out into the corridor, and then
lhim across to lhis own bed-room. He
him in.

“ Anybody at home?” he asked softly.

“Who—who’s that?” came Gulliver’s
startled voice. ]

“Good !” said Fullwood. “Your dear little
playmates are back, Forrest. As a Vigilante,

door, pushed his
?uided
1elped

I must make a report of this to-morrow, and.

the chances are that the aforesaid playmates
will catch it in the neck. TI'll trouble you for
my scarf, if you don’t mind. Thanks!”’

He deftly untied it, and then, chuckling,
backed out of the room, and closed the door.
II¢c went back to bed contented—at least, he
was feeling contented over his treatment of
Dernard IForrest.,
about Clive Russell.

I'orrest, mm his own room, gave vent to a
f(';irsomc suarl which positively scared his
als.

: “\What's wrong, Forrest?’ asked Gulliver

cagerly, ““\Why the dickens didn’t you come
out? We waited ages for you—-"

“Don’t talk to me!’ said IForrest, his
voice quivering with the intensity of his fury.
“I'll get even! YT'll make him wish he’d
never been born, the—the dirty, confounded
mongrel I”’

*“My hat!” said DBell.
{emper, aren’t you 7%

“Temper!” raved TForrest.
tell you!”’ '

“You sound like it!”’ said Gulliver tartly.
“PBut what's the use of railing ¢ It was your
own fault for forgetting your money. We
told you what would happen if you came
indoors again—-"

“Don’t you start on me!’ interrupted
Forrest. “I'll give you fair warning! If
vou say much, T'll smash the pair of you to
mangled blubber !’

“1 say, go easyv!” protested Bell. “ We've
done nothing, you ass!”

“l can’t help that!” hiesed Torrest,
feel like 1617

“Then you’d better feel like something
clse, and ecxplain what's been happening,”’
srrowled Gulliver,  “ Where’s the sense of
jnmping down our throats?”’

The MERRY MAG.

13
ML

“You're in a sweet

“Tm mad, I

l‘I

- Ask for it at your
Newsagent or Bookstall,

But he was very worried.

It was only by a supreme effort that
Bernard Forrest = prevented himself from
shouting at the top of his voice. He was just
in that condition when his anger was ready
to gain the upper hand. If he had been a
girl, he would have promptly gone off into a
fit of hysteries. Somehow, 1t made him all

the more wild to find his chums back, and

apparently in the best of spirits.

“What’s happened, old man?”’ asked Bell
gently. *I say, we're awfully sorry, you
know, We waited for you

“It was that beast, Fullwood!” muttered
Bernard, stcadying his voice with dilliculty.
“1 came in all right, but he collared me.
He bound me up, and shoved me in his bed-
room cupboard. And there I've been all this
time! Bound up, mark you, bunged in that
roften cupboard—like a bundle of old
clothes 1”

There was a moment’s silence.

“But TFullwood didn’t do this—alone?”
asked Gulliver, at length.

““Yes, he did!”’ breathed Forrest. ‘‘That’s
what makes it fifty times as bad! He tonk
me by surprise—hauled me into his room,
and then played some of his old dirty tricks
on me! Oh, I'll make him smart!”’

“What do you mean—dirty tricks?”’ askad
Bell curiously.,

Bernard Forrest took a deep, deep breath.

“Well, first of all he dragged me into his
bed-room before I could guess what he was
doing—caught me round the neck, and half-
strangled me,”” he said. ‘““Then he tripped
me up, and as I was falling, he caught me a
terrific swipe on the side of the head.”

“I say, what a cad!”’ said Gulliver indig-
nantly.

““Then he kicked me in the ribs until T
could hardly breathe,”” went on Iorrest im-
aginatively. ‘‘The f{ilthiest work you coul:d
imagine! What the dickens could I do, when
I was lying there, half dead with pain? Ile
tied me up, and shoved me in his cupboard.”

Forrest felt that it was rather up to him to
tell a story which would show him in a better
light than the actual truth. He couldn’t very
well admit that a Removite, single-handed,
had got the better of him by fair methods.
His highly garbled account of the incident
was the result—but he did not know that
Gfulli\'er and DBell discounted eighty per cent
of it.

“Rotten lueck!”” said Bell, with pretended
sympathy. “‘I should smash the rotter to-
morrow If I were you. No wonder yon
didn’t come ont. I say, we went to that
place, you know. Grayson and Shaw lost
seven or eight quid between them.”

“Glad to hear it!” saixd I'orrest,
genuine pleasure.

He always liked to hear of other pcople’s
mufortunes, and at the moment the news
gtmut the Fifth Formers was really a tit-
1t.

“We dido’t do so badly,” remarked Gulii-
ver. ‘“We won over thirty bob!”’

Forrest grunted.

“Just like your

wilh

confounded luck!”’ ne
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snapped. “I knew we should be 0O.K. to-
night—and if I’d put my stakes on, instead
of your silly Little bobs, 1 should have cleaned
up a tenner! By gad! I’ve something to
store up against ¥ullwood, the hound!”

Bernard Forrest, was hardly a pleasant com-
panion, and his cronies wisely allowed the
conversation to dwindle away. DBesides, it
was nearly two o’clock, and they coulda’t
ignore the rising-bell in the morning. A#f
least, if they did, they would soon have a
band of Vigilantes on the job, administering
swishes !

CHAPTER 11.

ULLWOOD was  nearly
dressed when the door of
his bed-room broke open,
- and Edward Oswald Hand-
forth strode in, with
Church and McClure in attendance. All
three were wearing the official armlets of the
Vigilantes.

“You're late!”” said Handforth severely.

“Rats!”’ retorted Fullwood. ‘“There’s five
minutes yet——"'’ L

“Not for you, my lad—you’re on the Vigi-
lance Committee,”” interrupted Handforth
firmly. “Why haven’t you been round, look-
ing after some of these Blots? We've just
dealt with five cases, and——"’

“1 didn’t get to sleep till late,”’ interrupted
Fullwood. “I've got a report to make, too,
about Gulliver and Bell. They went out last
night, after all. I think they ought to be
given an extra swishing for it.”’

“There you are—we thought there ias
something squifty about that yarn of theirs?’
said Church, with a nod. “We’ve just been
and hauled them out, Fully And we've
swished them for sticking in bed too long.”

“Tt won’t do ’em any good,”” said IFuil-
wood. “They’re hardened.”

Handforth sniffed.

“They’ll be hardened before we’ve done
with ’em!”’ he agreed. “We’ll make their
skins like leather! But what’s that you’re
saying about Gulliver and Bell going out?
Let’s have the full report!”’

“If it’s all the same to you, I’ll make my
report to the chief.”

“Who do you think I am?” roared Hand- .

forth, glaring.
“Don’t ask me.
replied Fullwood, with a grin.
my weak point.”’
“Why, you—you—-
“Dick Hamilton is the chief of the com-
mittee, and every ordinary Vigilante is re-
guired to make reports to the chief only,”’
gaid Fullwood. “So don’t start -any of your
bossing stufl liere, Handy.” :
“Yes, go easy, old man,”” urged McClure.
“I_E you want a black eye, Arnold McClure
“I don’t, so that’s seltled!”” interrupted
McClure tartly. “We found those three rot-
ters unbound this morning, Fully, and Forrest

1”

I’m not good at guesses
“Riddles are
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spun a yarn that he’d worked his ropes loose
during the night.”

“That was a lie,”’ repliied Fullwood. “Some-
body helped them to escape. I collared For-
rest, but I couldn’t prevent his pals from
going out.”

And he briefly deseribed what had hap
pened to Forrest, reserving his full report for
Dick Hamilton. He knew that he would get
no peace until he had satisied Handforth’s
curiosity.

“The committee needn’t bother about For-
rest—he’s had his gruel,” concluded Ralph
Leslie. “But the other two fellows need a
good lesson. The Vigilantes ought to get
busy on my report. By the way, have you
seen anything of Russell this morning 7’

“Never mind about Russell,”” said Hand-
forth grimly. “Come on, you feilows—we’ve
got to see about Gulliver aud Bell—-’

“Can’t you answer a civil question?’’ de-
manded Fullwcod indignantly.

“We haven’t seen him,” put in McClure.
“It’s jolly rummy, too. 1 hope the ass dida’t
do anything silly last night.”’

“Silly 777 said Fullwood, with a start.

“Well, you know—anything doggish!”’ ex-
plained Mac. “Some of the chaps—even ihae
most decent ones—are off their balance. a bif,
because of this new freedom.”

They went out, leaving Fullwood very
worried. He finished his dressing, and hurried
downstairs for news. He could hear sundry
yells of anguish, and he recognised the voices
of Gullger and Bell. Handforth was evi-
dently losing no time—although it was strictly
a job . .for the full committee. However, a
preliminary punishment wouldn’t do the two
young rascals any harm. _

In the lobby, Dick Hamilton was talking
with Reggie Pitt, Archie Glenthorne, Tre-
gellis-West, and De Valerie. And his voice
1.\'_:15 so serious that Fullwood did not interrupt
him.

“That’s the most difficult aspect of the
disease,”” Dick was saying. “It’s only natural
that outsiders like Iorrest and Grayson and
Snipe would take advantage of the Honour
System. We ecan dezl with fellows like them.
1’s the others that we’re in difficulties with.”’

““ Absolutely,”” said Archie. “I mean to
say, a somewnat frightful problem, laddie.”

“Yes, it’s a delicate business,” agreed
Regaie Pitt.

“QOh, what ho! A frightfully frightful sort
of task, as it were,”” said Archie. “Ilere v
have these priceless chappies—absolutely
sound and fruity, so to speak—positively skid-
dinz off the asphalt. Side-slipping, dash it,
into the good old ditch. The point is, can’s
we rally round and shove out a helpful
hand 7’ - N

“Some of the chaps will need a fist!’ Jde-
clared Pitt.

“That’s just it,”” nodded Dick. “Decent
chaps, mind you—honourable and thoroughiy
sound in every way. And yet they’re ship-
ping—doing all sorts of questionable things
without quite realising the seriousness of it.
There’s Clapson, of the Fourth—a decent

12
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cnough chap, if ever there was one—going
off last night, and getting mixed up with a
beastly gang of Bannington sharpers. Ide’s
sorry now, of course—and I don’t suppose
he'll be such an ass again. But how many
more are there doing the same sort of rot?”’

“ And Clapson asked for a pass, didn’t he ?”’
asked Watson.

“¥Yes—and promised to be in by calling-
over,” said Dick Hamilton. “He’s not the
only one who’s slipped a bit. And we shall
have to go gently with these chaps—or they’ll
only misunderstand us, and go wrong.”

Fullwood listened with growing uneasiness.

Clapson! One of the best chaps in the
Fourth! If Clapson could go out and mix
with a crowd of Bannington roughs, why
. couldn’t Clive Russell do somgthing equaliy
silly? There was the concrete fact—Russell
hadn’t turned up the previous evening, and
he appeared to 'be still absent.

At that very moment, however, Russell him-
self was in Study 1, looking bright and cheer-
ful, and not at all as though he had been
guilty of questionable conduct. There was no
mystery about his absence.

That was the fatal point.

If there had been anything strange in con-
nection with his non-return, everybody wouid
have spoken about it. But none of the fellows
gave Russell a thought, and thus Fullwood
had nothing whatever to guide him—except
his own unjustified suspicions. But, after
what Dick Hamiton and the others had just
been saying, Fullwood had a certain amount

1 School all night.

of excuse for being concerned. And there
were other circumstances working in a cun-
ning way, too.

Clive Russell had been at the River House
Long before the expiry of
his “pass’ he had teclephoned his House-
master, and had received permission to stay
until the morning. Clive had never dreamed
that his study chum would think anything
wrong about him.

Fullwood found somebody who knew some-
thing at last—Teddy Long, the Know-All of
the Remove.

“Russell 2’ he repeated, in anawer to Fuil-
wood’s query. “Why, ves, he went to his
study not five minutes ago.”’

“By Jove, did he?”’ ejaculated Fullwood
eagerly. ‘“Good man!”’

He hurried off to Study 1, and entered.
And the very first thing he saw gave him a
turn. Russell was standing near the table,
with a great sheaf of currency notes in his
hand ! .

A suspicion—an unworthy suspicion—flooded
into his mind, Where had Clive got all that
money from? Fullwood knew, for a certainty,
that the Canadian junior had possessed oniy
three pounds the previous evening. Thg
chums of Study 1 had never had any secrets
and finances were always open with them.

Last night three pounds—this morning over
twenty, by the look of it!

“Hallo, Ralph!” said Russell, looking
round. “DBeen busy on the Vigilance stuff?
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Why, what on earth——"" He stared. “What
are you looking at me like that for?”’

“How much money have you got there?”
demanded Fullwood sharply.

“How much 7"’ repeated the surprised Clive.

(11 "STBS !!‘3

“Well, twenty-three quid, if you’re anxious
to know.”

“Twenty-three quid!”’ gasped Fullwood.
“Where did you get it from ?”’

His tone was so peremptory that Clive was
rather hurt. He hadn’t seen Fullwood like
this before—at least, not since he had turned
over a new leaf, and had become so decent.

“You’re pretty brusque, aren’t you?’ he
asked quietly.

“Yook here, Clive, I don’t want to jump to
conclusions, but that money looks—well,
funny,” said Fullwood grimly. “Especially as
you were out all night.”

“Out all night!’* ejaculated Clive, aghast.

His astonishment was genuine, and Tull-
wood misunderstood. the expression of blank-
ness on his face.

“You couldn’t expect to keep it from me,
could you?”’ asked Fullwood harshly. “I
waited up for you for hours, and I know you
were out all night. What were you doing?
How did you manage to change your three
pounds into twenty-three 7’

Clive Russell was staggered—with every
good reason.

“Look here,”” he said angrily.
you thinking 7’

“T’'m thinking all sorts of things!’” retorted
Fullwood, the accusation in his glance only
too obvious. “You didn’t make all that
money by gambling, I suppose?’’ ho added,
almost unconsciously blurting out his im-
worthy suspicion.

Clive Russell went red.

*““Gambling ?’ he repeated. “You'd like ic
know, wouldn’t you? But it might be a good
idea if you minded your own business!”’

He stuffed the money into his pocket,
brushed past Fullwood, and walked out. He
closed the door with a violent slam.

“Oh, my goodness!”’ murmured Fullwood
wretchedly.

“YWhat are

— e

CHAPTER 12.
FOREEST'S CUNNING.

LIVE RUSSELL was still
hot as he strode down the
Remove passage. He had
been cut to the quick by
Fullwood’s assumption that

he had been gambling—that he had obtained

. that money by false methods.

The suggestion, indeed, hurt him so deeply
that he felt iike going back and driving his
fist into Iullwood’s face. @ The Canadian
junior was one of the sunniest tempered fel-
lows imaginable. As a rule, it took a lot to
anger him. But if any one questioned his
honour, he was fired up in a sccond. And
for his own chum to have such ideas—ell,
Clive’s brain simply reeled.

He didn’t know that Ralph Leslie had a
certain amount of justification on his side—
that he was ready enough, too, to apologise
humbly, and put everything equare. It only
needed a word of explanation from Russell {o
effect this happy clearing of the air.

But Russell went off, too angry to seck any
pcace. Ralph had qucstioned his honour, and
he didn’t want to speak to him again—mnat
yet, anyhow, He was so bitterly hurt that he
went out into the Triangle, and mooch:ad
about by himself.

In the meantime, Fullwood stood
Study 1, utterly dumbfounded. -

“Gambling!”” he breathed. “Clive—of all
chaps! T wouldn’t have believed it—I always
thought he was as straight as a die. And
I’'m a fine kind of rotter to criticise him, too,”’
he added miserably.

The fact that he had once been Lkeen on
gambling only increased his anxiety. Tor he
knew how the fever could get iold of a
fellow. He knew how it had got hold of him
—and he wasn’t weal-minded, or easy-going,
either.

The evidence struck Fullwood as being con-
clusive. There was the lgng line of it. Rus-
sell had gone out the previous evening. He
had failed to return by bed-time. And here
he was this morning, with over twenty pounds
in his possession. And he had startad
guiltily—he had told him, Fullwood, to mind
h}ia own business. MHe had virtually admitted
that '

Gambling! But twenty pounds nceded win-
ning! Was 1t possible that Clive had been to
that roulette club? He knew about 1it, be-
cauee Fullwood had told him. In fact, he
was one of the vegy few fellows in the Re-
move who did know about it! This thought
of Fullwood’s was only one of a sequence,
and, at the moment, it struck him as being
a possible bull’s-eye. 1If he had pausad to con-
sider all the possibilities, he would never have
taken the action which now cccurred to him.

“Those Study A cads!”” he muttered. “ For-
rest wasn’t at that club, last night, but Gulli-
ver and Bell were! And if Clive was there,
too, they couldn’t have helped seeing him.
By Jove, T'll get the truth out of them if I
have to smash them up first!”’

He rushed off to Study A, still followin~z
his foolish train of thought. He broke in, and
found Forrest & Co. smoking, and fercely
discussing the swishing they had received a
short time earlier.

“Vigilantes!”” gasped Bell,
cigarette into the fire.

Bernard Forrest went pale at the sight of
his enemy.

“Well 7 he snarled. *“What do you want ?”

“I don’t want you!” retorted Ipllwood.
“Gulliver, was Russell at that rotten elub of
yours last night 7’

“Club ?7°? faltered Gulliver.
¥ e

“Wha-what club ?”’

“You know what club, confound 1!’
snapped Fullwood. “I want to know if
Russell was there? If vou don’t answer me

in

throwing his

truthfuily, I’ll pulverise you!"’
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“But—but I den’t understand——"

“Qf course you do,”” interrupted Forrest,
with a sudden sneer. “Why don't you teil
this cad the truth about his marvellous
Canadian chum? His honourable pal! Why
try to shield the confounded hypocrite ?”’

Tullwood caught his breath in, and Gulliver
stared.

“What—what do you mean asked the
latter feebly.

“Don’t be a fool!”” said Forrest. “I wasn’t
at that club last night—and Fullwood knows
why, the beast! But you were, Gully—and

?3!

so were you, Bell. Was Russell there or

not 7"’ _
“Nunno!” gasped Gulliver. “I—I didn’t]

see——"’ ' '

“Why the thunder shogld you shield the
worm ?”’ sneered Forrest, giving Gulliver a
meaning look. “Didn’t you tell me that the
Canadian chap was pretty well dotty over the
roulette 7"’

“Oh, ves!”’ said Gulliver breathlessly.
“But—but I didn’t want to sneak, you know.
Russell”was losing money like water for a
bit— -

“Losing, was he ?”’ said Fullwood fiercely.

“Yes, but he won an awful lot afterwards!”
said Gulliver, hardly realising what he was
talking about. “I—I lost sight of him——""

“He went out with some other fellows,
put in Bell, catching the idea. “A couple of
his own Canadian breced, I think—anyhow,
they looked rough, Colonial rotters. 1 expect
they led him into the place, the poor little
innocent -

“ Satisfied ?”’ sncered Forrest.

“VYou’re sure he was there?’ asked Fuil-
wood miserably.

“Sure?”’ jeered Bernard. “What do you
think these chaps are—blind bats?  I’ve
always had my suspicions against Russeil.
What is he, anyhow? His father was only a
rotten steward until he found some pearls in
the Pacific a :

“That's a lie!” shouted Fullwood. “His
father was a big merchant in Canada, and he
Jost his business, and only became a steward
hecause he was starving——"’

“Well, anyway, I’m not interested in the
cad.” said Forrest curtly. “He's a low down
nolbdy, and you can’t wonder that he takes
to gambling as a fish takes to water!”

TFullwood snorted.

“I'm glad you’ve mentioned your own
breed!”” he retorted. “Low-down nobodies!
You take to gambling like fish, don’t you?”

He went out, and wandered down the pas-
sage rather hopelessly. The evidence seemed
conclusive. There were witnesses who had
seen Clive Russell there! Tf Fullwood had
had better sense, he would have discounted
the evidence of those liars.

But it struck him as being so natural—so
spontancous. And Bell’s mention of two
Canadian companions had clinched it. Clive
had gone off to meet some Canadian friends
—with the express intention, too, of having
a jolly evening! Those friends of his had led
him away—for Fullwood knew, at least, that

3

Clive would never have gone to the rouletts
club alone.

Everything seemed to fit In so perfectiy!

In Study A, Forrest’s eyes were glittering.

“Good!”” he murmured. “You fooled him
beautifully—although you were on the point
of ruining the whole thing, you idiots!”

“Ruining what?”’ asked Gulliver blankly.
“I—I don’t understand this, you know! Rus-
sell wasn’t there. Why did you want me to
say that he was, Forrest? I t'?’;ought you were
up against Fullwood—not Russell!”’

“So I am,”” replied Forrest. “But if I can
strike at the cad through Lis beastly Canadiun
pal, why shouldn’t 1?”

“Jiggered if -1 can see it,”” confessed Bell.

“There’s nothing to see yet,”” repiied
Bernavd. “But I've got a vague idea—a kind
of half-formed plan. I#'ll help a tremendous
ot if we can create bad feeling between Fuil-
wood and Russell. By gad! 3

I wonder ii
I wonder—— Ye gods and little fishes!
What a brain-wave!”’

He stood there, red wiih inward excite-
ment. .

“What’s wrong with you?’ asked Gulliver
curiously.

IForrest came to himself.

“Nothing,” he replied coolly. “But some-
thing just occurred to me. We’ll do our bes:
to make Fullwood belicve that Russell was
gambling last night. DBut leave it to me—
don’t you fellows interfere. They’ll smell a
rat if we press the thing- too energetically.
We've got to go jolly carefully if we're to met
IFullwood where I want him.”’

“And where do yvou want him?” azke:
Bell.

“In that club!” hissed Forrest.

“You silly ass, you'll never get him there!™
ejaculated Gulliver.

“Shan’t I? We’ll see ahout that!”’ breathad
Forrest tensely. “It all depends—it may not
be to-night, or to-morrow night—but, soon- r
or later, I’ll work it! And I've got an idea
already.”’

“Take my advice, and chuck it up,” said
Gulliver, *“You don't want another afiair
like last night, I suppose? And why didn’t
you go for Iullwood with a cricket-stump or
comething?  You say he half-strangled vou
last night, and kicked you, and locked vou
in his cupboard. Why didn’t you go for himn
baldheaded, and get your revenge while you
had the chance ?” )

Tforrest sat down, and lighted another
cigarette,

““I haven’t lost the chance,”” he replied
softly. “And I don’t take my revenge like

that, cither. I want something a bit more
spicy-——something more lasting. I don't
hanker after a skin-deep revenge, my lads!
Before I've done with Ralph Fullwood, he'll
wish he’d never scen me!”

There was something so vindictive—so
utterly vicious—in his tone, that his com-
panions were half-frightened.

““Go easy, you know,”’
nervously.

murmurcd Bell
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In swift and seientific fzshion, the Remove Vigilantes swept down on Willy and the other Third Formers.

““ Got ’em | *’ murmured Dick Hamilton, when the last was secured.

‘* Now we’ll take ’em back to bed and

spank the lot of ’em [ *? N

“You’re right!”” nodded Bernard Forrest.
“That’s just what I'm~reckoning on. TI'm
going very easy—until I’'m ready to strike!”

CHAPTER 13.
WIDENING THE RIFT!

RCHIE GLENTHORNE
came to a halt, and
screwed his monocle firmly
into his eye.

“What-ho!” he eaid

“I mean to say, this won’t do, old

chestnut! This absclutely won’t do! I mean

to say, what’s the exact idea of walking
about with a face hke a dashed crab-apple ?°

He was standing just behind the chapel,
where he had strolled in order to enjoy the
crisp sunshine of the November morning.

And there, unexpectedly, he had come across

Clive Russell.

The Canadian boy was leaning back against
ore of the old buttresses, his hands dariven
inio his trousers pockets, and his expression
one of misery. He turned and locked at
Archie, and tried to smile.

“ It’s nothing, Archie, old man,”’ he said.

“Without wishing to be absolutely im-

severely.

polite, ¢ld cheese, I must remark that that
statement savours cf the fib-like order!” he
replied firmly. *‘‘I mean to say, dash it!
In cther words, dash it, I mean to say!
Here we have a perfectly priceless cove,
staring glassily into the middle distance,
with a face as long as a wircless-mast. And
this same worthy cove trots out the good ol
information that it's nothing! Somewhat
scaly, what?”’

The Canadian junior shook himszelf.

“The fact is, ’'m wild,”’ he said. *“1 may
not look it, Archie, but I guess I'm pretiy
well furious. And it’s a private matter, if
you don’t mind.”

Archic beamed.

“Oh. weil, there you are!” he said
promptly. “If it’s a private matter, we’ll
say no more about it. But remember that
you are absolutely at liberty to discharge the
old mind when you please. Archie will raily
round with sundry assortments of sympathy
and what not. It’s absolutely up to you, old
corn-coh !’

“When T feel like unburdening myself, T'I1
remember that your manly breast 13 waiting
for my sobbing head !’ replied Clive Russell,
with a grin. ‘“As a matter of fact, I'm a
silly juggins to be even angry. Thc whole

-
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thing’s so darned «1liy, DBy the way, how do
you lhike the look of this¥”

He produced his “wad’® of notes, and
flourished 1t
““GCood gad !I”’ said Archie, staring. “0ddz

pieces of eight! Wealth, old maple-leat!
Signs of prosperity, and all that sort of rot!
I mean to say, a somewhat large dose, ien’t
it 2"

“Twenty quid,” said Clive.
about a hundred dollars in
MOney iy

“I'wenty of the best 77 interrupted Archie.
““My dear old sportsmnan, I'm disappointed.
1 thought at first that you were simply roll-
ing in the stuff. Twenty, dash it, 1s a mere
slice. I bhad an 1dea that you were dashing
about with slabs of the good old materiai!”

“Twenty 15 a pretty big dose for me, any-
how,”” smiled Clive. *‘I réteived it this morn-
ing, you know. An uncxpeeted preseni from
iy father., Nct a- bad httle pile, is 1t? 1
just happened to mention in one of my letters
that I was kcen on one of those home film
cameras. You know—one of those natty
things yvou can take your own films with, and
then show them on a home projector with
vour own screen. 1 thought it would be
rather nice for the study, these long even-

ings.”’

“ Absolutely  topping, laddie!” agreed
Archie. **I trust, when you have acquired
this dashed apparatus, that you will do the
honours with Archie, and shove him 1n a
dashed film. I mean to say, I've always had
& hankering to appear in the good cld movies

“That means
real Canadian

The silver screen, what?  Absolutely the
stuff for Archie.”

Clive nodded.

“l shan't forget,” he replied, with a
chuckle. - *“You see, there’s one of those

patent cutfits for sale i Helmford—1I1 spotted
it when we went there for the footer last

week.  And, as a matter of fact, I paid a
pound deposit, just on the off-chance. It is
second-hand, of course—but 1it's a real

Leauty! 1 had no idea my father would be
such a brick.”

“T've always maintained, laddie, that paters
are positively the best invention that a
‘chappic ever made use of,” replied Archie.
“Whenever a cove is in need of something
special—an extra large walletful of the erisp
stuff-——the old pater dashes into the breach,
and there you are.”

He stroiled off, feeling that if he remained.
Clive Russell would speak of that “ private
mmatter, which he had desired to be silent
about. And Archiec had a perfeet horror of
{_)ptting into anything which didn’t concern
1im,

Clive put the money back into his pocket,
‘and walked round into the West Square. He
came face to face with Ralph Leslic IFullwood
—who, as a matter of fact, had becen looking
for bhim.

Russell stiffened—hbut, inwardly, he was
prepared to forgive his chum if the latter
would apologise. Clive was the last fellow
in the world to keep up a quarrel. And he

L2

had just been arguing with himself that Fuall-
wood had probably got hold of the wrong
end of the stick. In some way he must have
heard a false stery.

“Well 77 said Fullwood quietly. “I've
heard 1 '

“0On!” said Clive,
heard 7’

“ About you.” "

“ About me "

e XFCS !!’

“That’s very interesting,”’ said Clive.
“And will it be telling any secrcts if you say
what you've heard?”’

“I don’t see why you should keep up this
high-and-mighty spirit,” said Fullwood bit-
terly. “I’ve heard quite enough—and I
don’t like the way you treat the whole thing
oif-handedly. You went out gambling last
night !’

Clive stiffened again.

. “,I went out gambling?”’ he repeated. “Did
tr"

“Yes, you did!”

“Who told you that piece of fiction ?”’

“T only wish it wero fiction!”’ retorted
Ralph Leslic. “But*what’s the good of keep-
ing it up? 1 know you only had three quud
last night, and this morning vou’ve got over
twenty. That speaks fer itseif, even 1if I
didn’t have any other evidence.”

“I don’t care about yeur other ewvidence,”
snapped Russell. *How do yon know where
I got that money? Couldn’t I have had it
sent o me by my pater ?”’

“Twen’y pounds?”’ repeated Tullwood in-
creduleously.

“Well? Is that a fortune?”

“You've never had more than a fiver—
even on your birthdav!” replied Fullwood
quictly. “So you can’t tell me that your
father has sent you a sum like twenty pounds
now, when it isn’t your birthdav at all. No,
Clive, that won’t do. IDesides, 1 knew where
vou did get the money!”’

“You know ?"’

“Yes, I do!”’

“And it wasn’t from my father

“Don’t try to get out of it——"’

“I'm not,”” interrupted the Canadian boy,
between his teeth. “In fact, I shall be vervy
glad to hear where 1 got this twenty quid.
It scems that I must have come by it dis-
honestly, by the way you talk.”

Fullwood suddenly changed his manner.

“It wasn’t dishonest, but it was silly,” he
said earnestly. ‘**IHang it, Clive, why the
dickens can’t you say you're sorry, and have
done with it¥ You went out with those.
Canadian friends of yours last night, you
broke bounds—in spite of your being a
Vigilante—and you went to {hat rotten
gambiing place. Those friends of yours led
you away, didn’t they? I wish you'd be
open and honest about it. I hate these mis
understandings.’’

Clive raised his eycbrows.

“You hate them?”’ he repeated.
thought you liked them!”

“Look here——"

*“And what have you

993
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“By the way you re talking, it's pretty
cvident that you’ve been deliberately mis-
understanding the whole posision from the
very start,” continued, Russell angrily. “I'm
not a fellow to kecep anything up, but I'm
hanged if T'll have these accusations levelled
against me by you or anybody else!”’

“Chuck it, Clive |” urged Fullwood miser-
ably., “W hy on earth did you go to that
rotten place? You knew what it was. We’d
talked abmlt it, and you were just as wild
about it as I was. Why did you let those
fricnds of yours take you there?”

Clive looked at him curiously.

“Who told you I went there 7’ he asked,
as quietly as possible.

“Well, I heard—from somebody who was
there, too.’

“That’s interesting,” said Clive, keeping
calm with difficulty. “Somebody saw me in
that roulette club, and told you?”

“Yes—two chai',us,” replied Fullwood. “We
don’t want to make any mystery about it,”’
he added awkwardly. *“ Gulliver and Bell, to

be exact—" -

“What!” shouted Clive hotly.

His eyes simply blazed wilh fury, and he
started back.
“Gulliver and Bell!”” he panted. “And

they—they told you that they saw me in that
gambling den? They told you that, did
they?”’

“Yes—they both saw you——

“And you lelicved them 77 ejaculated Clive,
aghast.

“0Oh, what's the good of denying it 7"’

“No‘good, I suppose,”’ snapped Clive pas-
sionately. “If you can believe anything,
those eadq say, I’ve finished with you. Great
Scolt! What’s tho matter with you, Ralph?,
Are you mad? {lave you gone off your,
chump? Do you thznk I can keep my tem
when you tell me that vou’ll believe any f
that those rotters choese to tell ¢

Fullwood looked gum

“If they’re lies, where did you get that
money 7 he denanded f;er("ﬂv

“Where did I get 14777 said Clive., That's
‘my business! I won it at roulette, didn’t 1?2

b}
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I suppose Gulliver and Bell told you that
they saw me at the table ?"

“Yes, they did.”

“They did ?” gasped Clive. “They saw me
winning that money? Well, my only hat!
The game's up!” he added, with a short.
“I must have been in a dream last night,
because I don’t seem to remember winning
any money at roulette. But you know best—
you’ve had it from two perfectly truthful and
honourable eye-witnesses that I was at the
roulette table. So why deny 1t ?” :

“There's no reason for this sneering

“I don't want to heat any more, or say
any more!”’ interrupted Clive Russell
savagely. “You've chosen to believe those
cads without even asking me a question.
You didn’t comge to me and say they’d been
lying, and that yon wanted to know the
truth. No, you believed them. All right-—
you can take it for the truth. Do you think
I care?”

He stamped off, boiling with rage.

CHAPTER 14,
MORE TROUBLE!

ITH his heart full of
wounded pride, Clive
Russell sought to put as
great a distance between
hunself and Kalph Lesle

Fullwood as possible. It cut him deeply to

think that bhis chum could take the word of

Gulliver and Bell, and believe their dirty

fics.

He was staggered.

He had been ahsent during the night ex-
pressly  with his Housemaster's permission.
He had spent a perfectly mnocent evening at
the River House School. And the money
which had caused most of the trouble had
arrived by registered letter that morming—a
present from his own father, as bhe had told
IFullwood in the plainest of plain language.
And yet Fullwood didn't believe it.

Five minutes of calm talk would have
cleared the air completely, and would have
put an end to that bitter quarrel. But Clive
swore that he wouldn’t say a single word to
enlighten his study mate. If Fullwood could
think such things, he could go on thinking
them !

And FFullwood, for his part, misteok Clive’s
defiance for guilt. Hadn’t he done the same
sort of thing himself? Hadn’t he tried to
bluff out a situation when he was cornered?
And he made the mistake of assuming that
Clive was doing the same,

Near the Ancient House steps, the
Canadian boy ran into Archie Glenthorne
again, and an idea occurred to him.

“JI say, Archie—about that money,” he ex-
claimed abruptly.
““Money, old jelly? Which money 7"’

“You remember 1 told you about
twenty pounds from my father?”’
“Oh, ah!” satd Archie. “Twenty of the

that

crispest, what? Absolutely! Shoved along
by the good old dad for the purpose of open-
mg up a dashed film studio? The St.
Krank's movie factory, what? Clive Russell,
Pres.” _

“That’s 1t,”” said Clive, who wasn’t feeling
in much of a humour for Archie’s light-
hearted fun. “Well, I want you to forget it.”’

“Forget 1t, laddie?”

“Yes.”

“Who—me ?”’

“Yes, you.”

“ Absolutely,” said Archie stoutly. " “But 1
mean, forget 1t? I'll admit the old memory
department is dashed defective; but how the
good old dickens can I forget it when you-
keep reminding me about it ?”

“I don’t mean forget it really—but keep it
duiet, that’s all,”’ explained Clive. *‘If any-
body asks you anything about that twenty
pounds, pretend you don't know. Please do
this as a favour. You don’t mind, do you?"’"

“Not a bit,” said the genial ass of the
Remove. *“‘But it might be somewhat fright-
fully awkward if some inquisitive bloke edges
up and does the cross-examination stuff. T
mean Lo say, a leading question and where,
as it were, is Archie? Skidded sideways intd
the soup, dash it!”

“I don’t suppose anybody will ask veu,
but T just want to be on the safe eide,”’
replied Clive.

He went indoors, leaving Archic shaking
his head wonderingly. Clive knew that the
elegant junior would respect his wish. And
Clive had a very special reason for his action.
Archie was the only fellow he had told about
that monecy, and he did not want IFullwood
to learn the truth. It suited his present mood
to keep up the misunderstanding. He was
wounded deeply. Why should he go out of
his way to explain the facts?

Fullwood had assummed him guilty, with
only the evidence of that unexpected inoney
and the lies of Gulliver and Bell to go upon.
It was for Fullwood to ‘' come round ’ with-
out hearing a single word of the real truth.
It was for Fullwood to admit that he had
acted like a rotter. Clive 'vowed that he
would never explain a single, solitary fact.
Let Fullwood believe what he jolly well
pleased !

And who could blame Clive Russell for his
attitude ?

The whole affair was nothing but a schcol-
boy tiff, although it was rather more serious
than most, For Ralph Leslie Fullwood had
definitely accused his Canadian chum of an
outrageous breach of honour. And Clive
could not easily forgive it

And as the day wore on, his feelings grew
even more bitter. He nursed his grievance
all the morning. When morning lessons were
over, he had not the slightest desire to effect
any reconciliation. He had lost all interest
in the Vigilance Committee, and he only
dimly recalised that the Remove was rapidiv
being knocked into shape. That morning
there had not been a single absentee from
lessons—for the ‘““Blots 7 knew well enough
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that they would have to pay dearly later on.
By order of the Vigilance Committee, a
truant was liable to receive four swishes on
the hand, and four elsewhere.

Directly after lessons were over, Clive
went to his study. e had been making
plans all the morning, and now he lost no
time. The little room was empty, and he
scized a pile of his books and walked across
the passage to Study H. This room was
occupied by* Ulysses Spencer Adams, the
American boy.

“Do vou mind if I barge into this study,
Adams?” asked Clive bluntly.

“Sure thing I’ said Adams. “Go ahead!”

““I mean—I want to come here with all my
things, and stay.”

“Gee whizz! I thought you two guys of
Study I were looking peeved!” said Adams.
“ Aw, gee, that’s the bunk! Best go back
and patch things up——"’ :

“I’'m sorry, but I'm not patching up any-
thing.”’

“Say, that’s fierce!” remarked Adams,
with concern. “ You don’t negd to act like a
coupla boncheads. For the love of Mike, cut
oub this quarrelling stuff. You fellers are big
friends, aren’t you?” L8 B

“We were,”” replied Clive. “But, if it’s
all the same to you, Adams, I don’t want to
discuss it. Do you mind if I come into this
study, that’s all I want to know 7"’

“Can you beat that?” said the American
boy, pained. ‘‘Fullwocd’s sure a recular
feller--and T guess you're a crackerjack, too.

Still, m not the guy to butt in where I'm
not wanted. Come right along, kiddo, and
park yourself in this dump. TYou're sure
welcome !”’

“Thanks "’ said Russell. “ Ycu're a brick !’

Clive went off to fetch the rest of his
things. He was feeling savagely contented.
He wasn’t going to stop in the same room as
Fullwood! MHe didn’t want to breathe the
same air as a fellow who accused him of such
beastly things! This was all very unfor-
tunate, for Russell and Fullwood were, asd
heart, the closest of friends.

In Study I, Fullwcod was collecting his
own belongings.

“You needn’t trouble,”” said Clive curtly.

“T’'m clearing out of here,”” said Fullwood.
“T've got a feeling that you don’t want me
to be with you & )

“You ncedn’t trouble!” repeated Clive, in
the same tone. ‘‘I’ve.alrcady fixed up to
shift into Study H. So you can have this
room to yourself—and you’re welcome to it!”’

TFullwood flushed.

“Confound it, Clive, why cgn’t you be
sensible?’’ he burst out. “If you'd only admit
the thing, instead of trying to bluff me—7

“T’Il admit nothing!” shouted Clive.
“You've got a rotten, snspicious mind! I
don’t wonder at it, though!”’ he went on,
with fierce anger. “I don’t forget that you
nsed to be pretty keen on roulette and such-
like things at one time of day!”

Fullwood recoiled as though lie had been
struck.

'H
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“Thanks!” he muttered. “I'm glad you
reminded me! I'm a nice kind of chap to
condemn you, aren’t 17"

Hec turned on his heel and stalked out.

“Ralph!”’ shouted Clive, with a sudden
gulp. ““I—I didn’t mean i )
. But Fullwood had gone, and Clive bit his
ip.

l;J:‘That was a rotten, dirty thing to say!”
he muttered miserably., Of;, hang it! Why
the dickens can’t he act sensibly, instead
of—" He broke off, realising that he was
weakening in  the most palpable manner.
“But it’s his job to apologise!” he went on
grimly. “He started this quarrel, and he's
got to settle it. I won’t speak to him again
until he's climbed down.””

(;uriously enough, Fullwood had come to
exdctly the same decision. -

That taunt of Clive’s had hurt him, and he
decided, then and there, that it would be far
better for them to keep well apart.

So the breach, instead of showing any sign
of becoming healed, was rapidly growing
wider. The chums of Study 1 were drifting
farther and farther apart.

In the meantime, of course, the affairs of
the school were going on just the same as
ever. St. Irank’s did not halt in its every-
day life just because Clive Russell and Ralph
Teslie Fuliwood were having a quarrel. And
all the masters, from the Head downwards,
were more and more pleased at the evidences
of normality. Although the school was on
its honour—although nobody was forced to
obey any rule or regulation by fear of punish-
ment—those rules and regulations were beinz
strictly adhered to.

The Vigilance Committee,
doing wonders.

They achieved their greatest success in the
Fourth and the Remove. Until their incep-
tion, the Iourth Formers had been particu-
larly lax—even worse than the Removites.
But now they were growing very careful, in-
deed. -

That night, for example, there wasn’t a
single fellow late upstairs. The bell for bed
was answered prompily.

Calling-over had been successful, without a
single abzentee. The jusiors were beginning
to realise that the punishments meted out by
the Vigilantes were even worse than the
punishments which had hitherto been adminis-
tered by the authoritiez.

The boys themselves were seeing that the
St. Frank’s code of honour was rigidly main-
tained. :

in fact, were

CHAPTER 15.
HANDFORTH’S DISCOVERY.

DWARD OSWALD HAND-
FORTH gave a grunt of
disgust.

“It’s all rot!”” he said

_. sourly. “What’s the good

of a Vigilance Committee if tliere’s nothing

for it to do? We’ve been all round, and

everybody’s going to bed in the ordinary
way. It’s all rubbish!”

Church grinned as he started undressing.

“There’s no pleasing some chaps,”” he said.
“The Vigilantes are a huge success. They’ve
practically brought order to the Junior
School, and you’re not satisfied! I believe
yvou really want the fellows to break the
rules.”” - -

“Yes, just so as he can
chuckled McClure.

_ This was a true shot, and Handforth evaded
1t. .

“Well, I don’t believe all T see!”’ he said
grufly, “The rotters are trying to spoof us,
that’'s all. They’ve just waited until we’ve
been our rounds, and now they’ll start their
tricks.”’

“What tricks?”’

“All sorts of tricks,”” replied Handforth
vaguely. “You know what they are—break-
ing bounds, and going to pubs and thingzs.
Look what happened last might. I’'m going
to keep my eyes on those Study A cads.”

“But, my dear old chump, Dick Hamilton
and Tregellis-West are watching,” said
Church. “They’ve got their suspicions aboit
Forrest & Co., and they’re keebing a vigil
in one of the recesses. That’s what the Vigi-
lantes are for—to keep vigils.”’

“Yes, and while tﬁey’re watching in the
passage, those cads will get out of the win-
dow I’’ said Handforth tartly. “Anyhow, I'm
going to make another round of the dormi-
tories, and make sure that everything’s ghip-
shape. As chief of the Vigilance Committee,
it’s my duty.” '

“But Hamilton’s the chief, you ass!’”

Edward Oswald waved a hand.

“I’ll grant he’s the nominal chief—but I'm
the real onc!” he replied firmly. “So it’s up
to me to take a last look round. No, 1 don’t
want you fellows with me—you’ll only make
a noise. If there’s any sign of trouble,
though. 1 shall expect you to turn out. At
the first indication, come straight along, and
help me.”

“How we shall
trouble ?’* asked Mac.

“As Vigilantes, it’s your job to know!®’
replied Handforth tartly.

He went out of the bed-room, and crept
along the corridor. It was after lights-out,
and the Remove was supposed to be sound
asleep. There was a movement nearby, and
two figures loomed up.

“Who goes there ?”’ came 2 murmur.

“Me, of course!”’ said Handforth, with a
sniff.

“Oh,

swish them!”

know 1if there’s any

it’s only old Handy!” murmured

| Dick Hamilton. “You shouldn’t say ‘ me, of

course,” old man—the right answer is
“ friend.” And then I'll say, ‘pass, friend,’
in the proper way.’’

“We don’t want to mess about with all that
rot!”” retorted Handforth. “I’ve decided to
go round the bed-rooms, and make sure that
everything’s ship-shape.”

“Begad!’”’ said the other Vigilante. “In
that case, Dick, old boy, it’s no good sayin’
anythin’, If Handforth has decided, there’s
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nothin’ for ue to do but let him get on with
it—there isn’t, really.”’

“II\Ie’ll only disturb everybody——'' began
Dick.

But Handforth had gone. And he kept his
word, too. He went from bed-room to bed-
room, and he was not a popular visitor. For
1in most cases he awoke tﬁﬁ juniors just after
they had dropped off to sleep.

en he came to Ifullwood’s bed-room, he
received his first shock. Ralph Leslie was
wide awake, and fully dressed. In fact, he
had been sitting on the edge of his bed In
the dark, and he had been alone,

“What’s this?’’ asked Handforth suspici-
ously. “By George! Are you planning to
break bounds, or something, you fathead ?”’

“Chuck it, Handy,”” said Fullwood miser-
ably. “I—I forgot about getting undressed.
I’ve been sitting here, thinking.”?

. “TC[‘-}il;nkin*g!” sajd Handforth. *“In the
ark !

“One doesn’t need electric light to think
by !’ retorted Fullwocd tartly.

“You’ve got to explain better than that,”
said Handforth. “Don’t forget that you’re a

Vigilante—-"

“I’'m not on duty
at bed-time, and you
know 1t!” broke in
Fullwood, with 1im-

MGRE To GOME! ce00000000020060
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He sat down on the edge of the bed, and
looked stern. _ '
“Now, then—out with it!”’ he said briefly.

“Oh, my hat!”’ groaned Fullwood. “I’'va
already told you that I want to be left alone.
You can’t do anything, Handy—and even if
you could, I wouldn’t accept your help. 1
can’t explain anything, but Russell and I have
had a row, and there’s an end of it. So if
you’ll just kiss me good-night, and evaporate,
I shall be awfully obliged.”

Handforth started.

“Kiss you good-night?’’ he
aghast,

“Just an expression, you chump,” said
Fullwood, with a faint grin. -“I didn’t mean
it literally. I don’t want to die so young!”

“You—you silly ass!” snorted Handlorth.
“I’m going to patch up this quarrel betweon
you and Clive Russell. You necedn’t try to
put me off. I've made up my mind, and W

“Oh, well, in that case, I’d better humour
you,”” said Fullwood, with a resigned air.
“You want me to go to Clive’s bed-room,
e_h?l’

“Yes, I do!” said Edward Oswald.

repeated,

“Oh, all right,
let’s be going,
then.”

Fullwood rose fto

his feet, and went to

patience. ‘‘My last . ] the door. Hand-
spell was at tea- Gifts yet—there’s more to come. forth was eager and
* ? % . . - - Yoo

time. Can’t I have Tom Mix, for instance, will be pleased. @ He nad

a little- peace now,
without you barging
2’

“You’ve got to
explain why you’re

1581 E——

not undressed!”’ re-

plicd Handforth _

firmly. ‘“And there’s another thing. Where’s
Russell? He was away last night, and he’s

away to-night. There’s something Tummy
going on in this dormitory, my lad.”

“There’ll be something rummier going on
eoon !’ snapped Fullwood. “I’'ll give you ten
seconds to get out. If you're so jolly anxious
about Russell, you’ll find him three doors up.
He’s changed into Adams’ bed-room.”

“What on earth for?”’

“Can’t we have a quarrel now withont yon
butting in?”’ demanded Fullwood. “Russell
and I don’t speak to one another—and if
you weren’t blind, you’d have seen 1t ages
ago! 1 was sitting here, thinking about it—
so if you want to do me a kindness, you’ll
buzz off.”’

Handforth looked very concerned.

“iHere, I say!”’ he said, with a worried
frown. “This won’t do! I thought you two
fellows were such jolly good pals? What’s
the trouble? "Tell me about it, and I’ll soon
pateh things up for you.”

Although Handforth was always having
squabbles with his own chums, he hated to
sec any other study disunited. And he had
a great idea of himself as a peacemaker. He
promptly decided to repair this rift on the
spot.

in every copy of next week’s
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expected to have a
bigger wrestle than
this. FPullwood
politely  held  the
door open for him,
and Handforth
passed out. Then
Fullwood closed the door, and locked it—but
he thoughtfully remained on the inzide.

“Hi, what the ?? began Handforth.

“Leave_it till to-morrow, old chap!”
Fullwood’s voice, through the door.
but I can’t be bothered to-night.”

“Why, vou—you fathead!” roaved Ilaud-
forth. “You’ve dished me!”’

“Here, steady !”’ said Dick Hamilton, hurry-
ing up. “Don’t make all this noise out in
the corridor.”

“T’ll make as much noise as 1 please!
stormed Handforth. “Fullwood and Russeill
have had a quarrel, and it’s so serious that
they won’t sleep in the same rocom! -And
when I offer to put things right, Fullwood
locks me ont!*’

“I always said that Fully was a brainy
chap,”’ declared Dick.

Handforth growled, and strode along t{o
Adams’ room. He broke in, switched on the
licht, and found that Adams was fast asleep.
Clive Russell was in bed. too, and he was
snoring peacefully. Rather a strange snore,
since 1t had only started upon Handforth’s
entry.

“T sly, Russell,”

Oswald.
Clive’s snore became more pronounced,

00002000000

came
“Sorry,

12?2

murmured ILEdward
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“Russell, blow you!”’

Still the Canadiar boy slumbered noisily.

“Are you going to snore all the tume I'm
talking to you?” demanded Handforth indig-
nantly, “I’ve come here to patch up your
quarrel with Fullwood. I don't know what
it’s about, but you’ve got to tell me. Come
on—no messing about!”’

He bent over Clive’s form, shook him, pum-
melled him, but it made no difference. Clive
remained as inanimate as a log, except for the
fact that his snores grew worse.

“All right!”” said Handforth coldly. “You
don’t deserve any sympathy! If you can
sleep as heavily as this in a strange bed-room,
you can jolly well go and eat coke! A fat
lot you care about I'ullwood, anyhow !’

He went out with a snort, with a vague
suspicion that Russell had been fooling him.
Any other fellow would have known it for a
certainty. He was just about to turn back,
when he stiffened, listening. From the dirac-
-tion of the Third Form passage he heard
whisperings and scufflings. His brow grew
stern.

“By George!” he murmured. “Those giddy
fags are on the move! This is a job for the
Vigilantes!” '

—s

CHAPTER 16.
- ROUGH ON THE THIRD,

ISTENING intently, Hand-
forth made sure of his first
suspicions.

S There could be no mis-

taking those sounds from the Third Form

passage. The fags were up and about—and,
of course, by this time they should have been
fast asleep. Without a moment’s delay, Hand-
forth sped back to his own bed-room, and
Jjerked his chums out of bed.
“Come on—work!”’ he snapped.
“Loock here——"’ began Church indignantly.

“Those giddy Third Form kids are creeping
about,”” went on Handforth. “The Vigilance
Committee must act at once. Turn out, you
fatheads!”

Church and McClure knew the futility of
arguing. They felt that their leader had dis-
covered ~a mare’s nest, as usual—but they
changed their views soon afterwards, when
. they went out into the corridor. Dick Hamil-
ton met them, and there were several other
Vigilantes there, too.

“Quiet, you chaps!”’ whispered Dick. “The
. fags are up to something, and we've got to

put a stop to it. But don’t let them get wind
of us. We've got to pounce, and teach them
a lesson.”

“My hat!”’ breathed Church.
it was Handy’s spoof!”’

“No, he’s right for once,” murmured Dick.
“Those Third-Formers ought to be sound
asleep at this time, and it’s like their nerve
to be up and about. Come on—we'll lay in
wait, and jump on them at the right moment,
and bundle them back to bed.” |

This was real work for the Vigilance Com-

“We thougnt

mittee—unexpected, too. For the Removites
had not believed that the fags would get up
to any of their tricks.

Within a minute,
again. '

The Vigilantes were distributed in various
places along the Remove corridor—in door-
ways, recesses, and similar hiding-places.
Judging by the sounds, the fugs were coming
in this direction.

Handforth had received the warning, no
doubt, because of some slight squabble, for
the voices were no longer apparent.

At last, Dick Hamilton gave the sign.

“Now!"”” he exclaimed teunsely.

Instantly the passage became alive with the

everything was quiet

| alert “V’s.”’

“Cave!” gasped the voice of Chubby Heath.
“Quick, you chaps! Bunk!”’

“Stand your ground, you fatheads!” hissed
Willy Handforth.

But before he jcould get any further, the
Removites were upon them.

Willy Handiorth found himself in the grip

of his major, with Church assisting. Before
the leader of the Third could utter a sound,
he was pushed face-downwards to the floor,
and held there. All round him, his com-
panions in misfortune were being dealt with
in the same drastic fashion.
" “The young beggars! We’ll teach them lo
break the rules like this! Back to bed with
’emm, and don’t forget to spank them first.
But not here. We don’t want any masters
down on us.”

Some more scuffles, a few additional gasps
and grunts, and the corridor was empty again.
Willy and his henchimen were bundled into
their dormitory, and the dnor was closed.
And then followed a very painful episode.

While each fag was held by strong, willing
hands, he was subjected to a brisk anﬁ
humiliating spanking. Then, and not until
then, were they allowed to speak. Tossed
into bed, they writhed and squirmed.

“You're a fine set!”’ said Willy Handforth
fiercely.

1] "‘Oi'l‘}v', my
his major.

“Clever, aren’t you?’’ interrupted Willy,
leaping out .of bed, and facing all his tor-
mentors. “Who d’you think we are, then?
You—you brainy geniuses, what’s the idea
of one Vigilance Committee pouncing on
another Vigilance Committee ?”’

“What 7>’ gasped his major.

“Vigilance Committee?”’
Hamilton, with a start.

“l don’t blame you,” said Willy bitteriy.
“It’s Ted’s fault! 1 bet he started this affair.
But I'd like you to know that you’ve messed
up the first big capture of the Third Form
Vigilantes! We no sooner get on the job
than you wreck everything!”’ -

“Jt’s a bit thick!’ complained Chubby
Heath mournfully.

“J sav, we didn’t know !”’ said Dick Hamil-
ton, with real regret. “We thought you——"

“Well, you shouldn’t think—it’s not fair
to your poor, creaky brains!”’ interrupted

(Continued on page 42.)

lad, but dlttg' is duty,”’ replied

repeated Dick
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Our Thrilling War Serial!

Just Started!

SONS OF THE MEN OF MONS!

When Germany declares a war of revenge
on England and France Tom Lee and his
chum, Jack Bennett are in the Form-room at
Cliff House School. From the windows they
see German war vessels massing preparatory
to landing an invading army. The enemy
shell the school, and while the rest of the
boys are getiting aqway, the chums discover
that a master in the school is a spy, and
that his real name is Stutz; this information
is given them by a wounded Secret Service
man mnamed Bates., The two join up with
Buster Kirk, another Fourth Former whose
brother has been killed; the trio don their
cadet’s uniform and get out to find Brigadier
Gordon, whose name has been given them by
Bates. :

They see the first effort to land repulsed

Illlll!lll.lllll.llIIIIllllllllllll"l..llllﬁ:.

(Now read this week’s exciting chapters.)

ROGER FOWEY
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WHAT HAPPENED LAST WEEK. »

by British soldiers, and then thcy hurry off
to where Brigadier Gordon’s headquarters are
in Denge Village, overlcoking the Channel.
They report to him, and he suggests that
they should assist in the defcuce of the
villgge. Other enemy aitempls to land else-
where have been frustrated, but Denge i3
between two fires. If the village can hold

out wuntil the arrival of reinforcements, the
invasion may be checked entirely. .The
village roads «re barricaded and British

troops get into position. On the village green,
the three run up against Bill Jennifer of the
Tank Corps—the son of the woman who kept
the village tuck-shop. Bill is trying to repair
an old tank, a war relic. The chums assist
him, in the hope of using it against the
Germans.
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fellow, and what he dido’t know about a

tank’s engine did not seem to be worth

knowing. With Jack’s assistance he gof
the magneto off the lorry’s engine, while he sent
Buster and Tom off to a garage not far away,
with instructions to bring all the petrol and oil
they could lay their hands on.

The old tank squatting astride the green looked
as though it would never move again. All the
paint was worn off it—and what hadn’t been
worn off was covered with the initials and names
of visitors to the little village.

Luckily, the two doors had always been kept
Yast shut, so that no one had had any chance to
damage the engine. Somehow, Bill had got the
doors open, and when Jack entered the tank with
him, the boy saw that Bill had already done a
lot of work,

The place was smothered in oil, tools were
scattered about the steel flooring beneath the

'BILL JENNIFER was a wiry, tough young

£

| long starting-handle, amidst the opened boxes of

a dozen new sparking plugs.

“It’s just a stroke o’ luck that lorry happened
to have a six-cylinder engine,” Bill Jennifer
exclaimed, and his voice rang hollowly in the
tanls, when he spoke. “Otherwise I'd ha’' been

His voice broke off. Outside the tank there
sounded an abrupt, cataclysmic explosion. Both
of them clutched the side of the tank as the
whole thing rocked, while through the open door
by which they had entered, dirt and stones and
fragments of uprooted grass came flailing in a
stinging shower.

“That wis a shell!” Bill grunted, and Jack
twisted to bthe doorway to look ocut. The lorry,
which had been lying on its side, was now up-
ended; even as he saw it, the great vehicle
toppled ,over and crashed down in a shower of
dust and debris. A big shell from one of the
German vess:s at 3ea had landed on the road
just in front of the lorry. Jack was white when
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he turned round to where Bill was peering under
his arm.

“If we'd been half a minute longer out there
w &

“We'd ha’ copped it proper,” said Bill cheer-
fully. “Made a mess o' that lorry, ain’t—-
Hallo, what’s the matter wi’ your mates!”

Buster and Tom were tearing up the road as
hard as they could move. Jack guessed they had
seen the shell burst and had come to see if he
had been hit. He jumped out of the tank, and
waved them back. They saw him, hesitated,
grinned broadly, and then returned to the
garage. Presently, t.he{ reappeared carrying
petrol tins and cans of oil.

While the four of them worked, they heard the
swift rattle of rifle-fire from around the village,’
the stirring whirr of machine-guns formed a
background for the detonations of fleld-guns,
which fired point-blank from among the buildings.
Every little while, a shell screamed overhead;
now and again, one burst in the road.

It was when the man from the Tank Corps was

screwing thome the last of the new sparking-
plugs, while Jack filled the petrol tank at the
rear of the tank, that they heard a sudden
change 1o the mnoise of bafttle all about them.
. The doors on both sides .of the tank were open
now, and looking out of one, all four could see
straight up the street to the Dungeness end of
the village, There was a barricade here, and
they saw a grey wave of German soldiers swecp
over it; bombs burst and bayonets Hashed as they
leaped at the maehine-gunners in the narrow
trench behind the sandbaga.

For nearly half a minute the fight raged about
the barricade, then the German horde subdued
the defenders and came sweeping forward down
the street. .

Clearly the sunlight showed their grey uniforms,
and the steel helmets that sat well down the
nape of the neck. The exultant yell of the cnemy
came to the ears of the chums—and then, from
out a side turning barely a hundred yards ahead
of them, two Britishers dashed.

One man carried a Lewis gun, and his com-
panion bore panniers full of bullet-drums. The
cunner flung himself full length, slithering a yard
as he poked his weapon forward. A second
later, and his mate was at his side, while a
deadly hail of bullets streamed from the coughing
weapon.

Germans dropped like corn before a scythe;
some plunged for the shelter of buildings. Drum
after drum the machine-gun poured into the
enemy ranks—and those Huns who had sought
refnge between the cottages and the shops found
themselveés driven out by khaki-clad men who
were there in support of the barricade. A3z the
Germans reached the street, they once again
came within range of that deadly machine-gun,
which was speedily angmented by others.

In a couple of minutes the enemy were cleared
out,” and the ba:ricade was manned again.

“Touch an' go—that!” muttered Bill Jennifer
quietly. " There must be a lot of Germans out
there if they could afford to rush that trench.
Come on now, all of you on that starting handle
with me—turn low. at first, ’cause the oil’s
thick!” - )

The starting Landle was a biz affair, swinging
fn bearings at both ends. Turning it was heavy
work at first, ard for a couple of minutes they
all swung on it.

“Right! Now Idl switch on an’ we’ll see f{f
she starts!”

Once again they swung the handle, and this
jcéme they put all their weight and strength in
it.

“8he’ll take it!” exclaimed Bill exultantly, as
the engine coughed. “Try her again—all
together: Yes, she'll have it! She—she's

3 (K
going !

The mighty engine woke to life with a sudden
furious roar; it spluttered for a space, and then
settled to a st-eud[y thunderous purr.

“Sound as a bell!” exclaimed Bill. *“ Now we'll
show ’em—we'll give 'em Germans. 1’'ve got to

o round her wi’ an oil-can, then we’'ll be ready!

he’s an old female tank, an’ she don't carry
nothin’ but machine guns—we want half a dozen
of 'em, boys! Scout round an’' get what you
can find. You'll soon—- Hey, gunner!”

He stuck his head through the doorway to bawl
to a soldier who was passing. It was an artillery
man, his uniform all torn and dust-smirched. He
stopped as Bi.l called to him, and came to the
tank, staring at it curiously.

“Doin’ anythin,” mate?” asked Bill. * We're
goin' to take this tank out soon’s we got some
machine-guns—know where we can find any?”

The artilleryman looked at them, and a sudden
light came to his eyes. .

“You bet I can!” he exclaimed. *“Jerry’s just
knocked my gun to bits—got room for me in
there ?”

“We have—if we can get the guns and the
ammo!” answered Bill. *“These chap’s will go
with you!”

The gunner set off at a trol—Tom and Jack,
with Buster, at his heels. Just around the
corner from the green was the village drill-hall;
the place was deserted when the gunner led the
way. in. Ile went straight across the floor to
a small hall on the far side, and the chums
gasped when he shoved open the door.

The place was stacked from floor to ceiling with
arms and ammunition—emergency supplies with
which every place on the south-cbast had been
equipped against invasion. They loaded Buster
up with six machine-guns, which was as many as
he could carry; the gunner showed them sets of
double-panniers, each carrying sixteen filled drums
of bullets—nearly eight hundred rounds in all.
Each of them staggered away with four of these
double-panniers ;- altogether they made four
joutneys to and from the hall, getting something
not far short of thirty thcousand rounds of
ammunition into the tank.

By the time they had everything aboard and
the guns installed in the solid steel mountings,
Bill Jennifer announced that he was ready. He
and the gunner spent a few minutes showing the
boys exactly how the Lewis guns worked—and
they - were very easy to understand. The round
bullet-drums, each carrying forty-seven shots—
clipped above the gun; you fired until the drum
was empty, and then snapped on another.

Bill closed the doors and locked them, after
they had cleaned the periscopes. Jack and Buster
took their stations at one side of the tank; the
gunner and Tom went at the other side. I5ill
Jennifer sat in the worn driving seat, with a
machine gun jabbing out before him.

“Everybody all right?”’ he yelled through the
ltot, almost complete darkness—the acecumulators
were not working, so there were no lights in the
neon gas tubes in the roof.

A moment later, the c¢ngine accelerated; it
scemed to strain for a moment, and then the
tank clanked forward off the grass to the road!

Jack peering through the perizscape which
commanded the sights of his machine-gun, found
his range of vision surprisingly wide. He heard
Buster shouting something fo him as the old
tank lurched to the road, but the booming roar
of the engine drowned {he <chubby Fourth
FFormer’s words.

It was strange to look out from the darkness
to the brigut light of the early-afternoon sun-
shine as the tank lumbered slowly and heavily
up the road. Jack could hear the clank and
whirr of the tractors, and suddenly, above the
roar all about him, he caught the faint distant
crash of a shell. It had hit one side of the road,
barely a dozen yards from the tank.
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Jack's first sight of the burst was a leaping
tonzue of red lame, and then his perizeope was
obscured by flying bricks aad uptorn earth.
i2 heard shell-fr 1gn1e*lt- and debris smashing on

tiie armour plating, even as he instipctively
ducked away

Wwhen he recovered himself and looked out
acain, he saw that the whole front of a cottave

Iiad disappeared. The suulight streamed throngh
dust and writhing smﬂke, to show the papered
walls of the front rooms; he saw a couple of
pietures swinging, watel hed a cahmet piteh to the
floor, and then the side of the c¢ottage collapsed
amd  the rfmf dropped with slow deliberation,
hiding e¢veryihing with red tiles and brick-dust.

Jack remembered that cottage; it was the one
in whizh the head gardener at the school lived.
Now, the pretty front garden was obscured by
debriz, and the creeper-covered front of the
¢ottage was wiped away.

The tank lumbered on, then seemed to crash to
a halt. Jack looked forward, to see that BRill
Jennifer had leaned to one side of his seat and
opened an ohservation slot at the front, while the
sound of the engine was throttled to a power-
Lul, healthy purr.

ak volice sounded from outside the tank:

“ Joad man—whoever you are! You going out
with this lot? That’s the stuff! We'll soon wipe
those Jerries up if you give us a hand. There's

a building round here cutting off the field of
fire of one of my guns—you might go out that
way and smash the thing down for mo !

“Right you are, =ir!” came Jeunifer's voice.
“1 was jubt wondering which would be the best
way out o’ the wlld're ®his old tank’s uu-

official, but you migllt send a message to th
Lzm cher an’ let him know we're getlin’ mtu

action !

The obgervation slot slammed ghut,
fank rumbled on. At the front, Jack
artillery officer hurrying, he beckoped them down
a narrow turning bbt\‘-tl)’l two buildings and the
tank awivelled to follow. IFifty yards down
the lane, a field-gun was blazing shells; to one
side of it ehowed the red-brick shape of a sturdy-
looking outhouse.

The offlcer waved his hand towards it, and
grinned. Juack could see that, if the outhouse
were knocked down, the fleld-cun would be alble
to shoot at whatever lay be,,cmd the building.
IPaiutly, Lo heard the artillerymcn cheering as
they saw the tank; they dragged their gun to
one side, and the old war-relic ambled on.

It went stmaight for the building. Jack didn'v
know what would bhappen. He held his breath.
reering out of the forward periscope. He saw
the wall of the building solid and sturdy—and
then it was crumpling like paper as the nose
of the tank stabbed at it. The machine butited

and the
taWw  an
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forward and went on in a cloud of dust. Jack
felt the floor tilting; he heard a terrific grind
and smashing, bricks <clanged on the armour
plating, and then the building was a mere heap
of dust-hazed rubble with the tank lumbering to
the grass beyond. shaking Dbricks and tiles and
woodwork off its back as it reached the grass.

Jack saw a amall tree waver and crash down
as the tank’s tractor clawed over ite roots, and
then there was a sudden, smashing, shattering
roar from the other side of the tank as Tom got
into action with his machine-gun.

Plainly, Jack heard Buster shouf exultantly;
by the faint light he saw the fat boy’s face
strangely pale and tense a3 he cuddled to the
stock of his weapon, then the gun was quivering
in his hands as he pressed the trigger and the
black drum atop it epun round viciously.

Jack squinted through the periscope and along
the sights of his own weapon. Ahcad of him
was coarse-grassed, rolling land that sloped down
to the sea; in every fold in the ground were the
- grey fipurez of the enemy—and even as he saw
them lhe became conscious of the fact that
bullets were drumming an ever-increasing tattoo
on tire plating of the tank.

Jack saw a knot of Germmns dart from the
shelter of a hollow and rush forward. He dipped
the barrel of his machine-gun, and his finger
slipped round the trigger as the jammed the
wooden stock to his shoulder—he pressed the
trizger!

He felt the wonderful little gun spout ifs
death-stream as he laid the sights on the group.
He saw them break,and wither through the
faint, bluish haze that welled from the barrel of
the weapon, then they were gone.

The tank lifted as it topped a deep ditch.
Jack clutched at the leather-covered hand-holds
near his gnn as the machine tipped and droppcd
forward—right into a nest of Germans!

He saw them break away. Ile watched one of
them swivel a machine-gun and the man seemed
to fire point-blank at him. Something jarred the
muzzle of the weapon Jack was using, then the
boy was blazing in reply—shooting through the
spouting bullets from the other weapon. He saw
the German gunner pitch backwards and lie still.

Jack made a snapping change of his now empty
drum for another loaded with bullets, and as le
brought it into action he- saw four Germans
kneeling behind bushes and siinging bombs at
the tank as fasf as they conld pull the pins. It
was Buster who wiped them out.

And now. all aroend, Germans were running
wildly from the advance of the tank. Faint and
distant through the uproar all about him Jack
could hear cheering from the village, and then
he bent to the grim work of speeding the fleeing
epemy.

Bill Jennifer was a master craftsman in the
handling of his cumbrous vehicle. He wheeled
and twiated it to enfllade the Huns, bringing the
_.Enmts of his cjew to bear where targets were
est. '

Over the whistling grass and chalk-streaked
earth the #fank Jlumbered, a =ateel giant of
vengeance—unassailable and mighty. The very

sight of it sent the German infantrymen flving,
for they knew its power and its invulnerahility.
Within three minutes of its appearance from the
debris of the wrecked outbuilding, the attack on
fthe zeaward side of the villace was broken, and
Bill headed the machine down the slope to the
sandy shore beyond Dungencess Head.

IIe dropped the tank into a long hollow which
almost concealed it from the sea, and Jack
wondered where they were going. He saw in a
few moments. Looking out, he glimpsed soldiers
still disembarking from flat-bottomed boats
similar to those used in the attack on the
school.

In the centre of the line, a gun was being

dragged from off one boat; behind tas another
gun waiting to be taken off, and on the shore
lwer(;: two which had already been hauled to dry
and.

“Let ‘em have it!” Jennifer bawled, above the
roar of the engine.

Instantly, the four machine-guns mnswered his
call, sweeping the shore and the boats as the
tank lumbered down at them. For a few seconds,
the two guns on the sand where cut off by a
shoulder of low cliff; when Jack sighted them
arain, he saw the guns had been swung round,
and behind the bullet-proof shields the two crews

were working madly to bring the weapons iuto
action against the advancing tank.
Jack sprayed the shields with bullets. He

heard the roar of the tank’s engine increase as
they bore dawn—if those guns were fired, their
shells must pierce the tank at such short range!

Four drums Jack emptied at the guns, then
he saw the muzzle of one of the.weapons being
depressed. The tank -whisked round on one
tractor, lumbering sideways aud then lurching
on—just out of line of the tapering, threatcning
muzzle.

Once again the muzzle shifted. Behind the sight-
opening in the gun’s shield, Jack saw German
gunuvers working at the breech—he saw a shell
slipped home! He sighted carefuliv through the
opening, then pressed the trigger. A maun at the
back - of the gun staggered and fell—another
leaped to unis place—and then the tank was om
them.

The gun was fired just as they reached one
side of the weapon. The shell screamed kigh over-
head as the tank nosed the weapon over. Gunners
ran in all directions, as the tank - clambered
cumbrously over the gun, crushing the wreckage
to the sand, and then toppling over ihe other
weapoan.

The work was done, and the tank was grinding
the fragments to twisted metal as the low cliff
behind the guns was suddenly split by the impact
of a big shell from one of the ships at sca.

Another came an instant later, as Bill Jennifer
swiung the tank :ound. A third roared home
before them; they ploughed through its smoke,
dropped heavily into the hole it had made, and
then clambered out of it on the rock-strewn
sides of tlie cavity. '

It seemed to Jack that every gun on the enemy
ships was turned on them then. The gunners
fired without heed to such of their own infantry-
men as might be disembarking from the fat.
bottomed boats. S8Shells crashed to shore and
sea, to sand and eliff; the tank was plastered
with flying steel.

A dozen times it shuddered to the tremendous
concussions all about ft; the whole front of
Jack’s weapoa was shorn off by a shell splinter;
his periscope was obscured by smoke and flame
and sand.

At the front of the tank, he could sce Bill
Jennifer straining in his seat, both hands on the
steering-levers as he peered forward.

Near Jack, Buster Kirk was still firing at dim-
seen shapes—Buster knew that at any moment
they might be hit, but he was poing to make
these invaders pay dearly for killing his brother,
before Iie himself was killed.

And then, very suddenly. the tank pivoted on
one tractor, scuttled heavily into the gully from
out which it had come, and gained shelter from
the mighty guns of the ships, just as a gargantuan
shell gouged a tremendous hole on the spot on
which the tank Had just turned.

Jennifer ran the tank another fifty yards, inte

@ deep depression, then he stopped it anda
throttled down the engine.
“Ev'rybody all right?” Jennifer asked, as he

turned in his seat.
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The bent Sgures in the fighting sponsons turned
at his words, and e went on:

“IHave a lock round, gunner, an’ see we ain't
ccpped a packet anywlere, will you!”

The gunne~ made a swift investigation. But
the tank was still undamaged, and he reported
everything all right.

‘“Crumbs, that was hot work!” Jack heard
Buster grunt. ‘“Warm in here, Jack. This’'ll get
some o my rat down! I’ll be thin as a lath
when we get out o’ this Turkish bath!”

*“We ain’t flnished yet,” Jeanifer called to
him. *“Them Germans down below there won’t
shift much for a while, they dunno how many
more tanks there are about, see? They’ll want a
few guns with ’em before they land any more
men. We'll see if we can’t do a bit o’ good
the other side o’ the village now! Load up, an’
hang on!”

The tank ground forward again. Its appear-
ance had absolutely checked the German attack
cn the seaward and on the Dungeness Head sides
cof Denge Village. If they could get to the other
end and hold up the attack there, then the
village might yet hang out until reinforcements

arrived. That dons, it would be only a matter
of hours before the invaders were completely
defeated.

Although Bill Jennifer spoke cheerfully, he had
a horrible fear that the big guns of the German
ships might seek the tank out as it lumbered back
towards the village.

If théy had done so, the tank must have been
blasted out of existence im no time at all. As
it wa3, however, an interruption cgme from the
<ea, in the shape of more dest.roﬁ:rs. following
up those which the chums had noticed coming
from the direction of Portsmouth.

Just as the tank won clear these nippy vessels
got into action, and they gave the German ships
as much as they could manage for quite a while.

But it was with his heart in his mouth that
Jeunnifer took the tauk into the open and made
for the village again.

Jack got a clear view of Denge as they climbed
the slope. Long-range shells had now wreaked
havoec - in the pretty Ilittle English village.
Shaltered roofs were everywhere. He could see
columns of smoke lifting to the blue sky—the
funeral pyres of war-wrecked homes.

Haif the square tower of the village church was
shorn away, with tangled roots of ivy dangling
listiessly about the black, empty gap. But, even
as Jack saw it, that gap was suddenly lit by the
flutter of two white sigmalling flags. Jack could
not see the .:an who held them, but he couid
read the message spelled by the shifting whit-e}—

“E—-N—E—M—Y H—-O0-L-D F—A-R
E—-N—-D V-I-L-L-A—-G—E E-N-T—-E-R
§-~T—NR—E—E-T A—N—D A-T-—-T—A—-C-K.”

“See that?” Jack clawed his way past the
roaring engine, and touched Jennifer’s shoulder.

“Somehody signailing—couldn’t see what. Did
‘]}'E}u read it?” the Tank Corps man roared at
1in.

*Yes, it said that the enemy have got the far
end of the village. You’re to enter the street
and attack!”

“I got you!” exclaimed Jennifer. “My gosh,
they’re in tre village them—what price my old
dad’s tuck shop now, eh? I bet there’s Germans
in it, scoffin’ the grub! Open that slot an’ wave
your handkerchief—let that signaller know you’ve
got the message!”

- Clinging to Jennifer’s shoulder, Jack obeyed,
and the white fabric of his handkerchief told
the distant signaller that they understood. With
a flirt of his white flags he acknowledged Jack’s
signal, and then the tank went on.

hey re-entered the village by ths way’ they
had left it. Im the little lane beyond the feld-
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" post,

guo—still blazing away! Jack saw Brigadier
Gordon standing with his staffi. He hurried for-
ward as Bill stopped the tank and opened the
slot at the front.

“ Splendid—splendid !” the Brigadier exclaimed.
“You’ve been worth a battalion of men, but
the enemf’ are too heavy for us at the other
end of the village. We’re just bholding them.
Go straight down the sireet and clear them out
for us; I'll have mopping-up parties behind you!
England won't forget what you've done to-day,
lads! Carry on!”

Jack saw him salute as he atepped back, and
the boy was thrilling to the brigadier’s words.
The compliment was worth enduring the thick
air within the tank, heavy with cordite aud the
reek from the roaring engine. He remembered
the Brigadier’s words to them some time before:
“Well, L hope you’ll be as good as some of the
old ones that fought at Mons!”

Somehow, Jack felt that they were keeping up
the tradition, for it seemed to him that the
Battle of Denge might go down on the roll of
fame just as had the Battle of Mons! There
was nearly as much depending on {t.

The tank rolled on, then turned the corner into
the main street. Jack peered ahead.

The buildings on either aide were shattered
and torn by shellfire, and the brick walls had
been scoured by bullets. Here and there men lay
crumpled—foriorn figures merging to the dust of
the familar road.

He saw the white front of the local police-
station—just a cottage it was. Behind the gate-
Constable HazTett. was knpeeling. He was
in uniform, but his official bead-gear bad been
replaced by a steel helmet.

Over his blue tunic was slung a bandolier
looted from some artilleryman, and his chin
was cuddled down to the stock of a service
rifle. There was blood on his face from jaw to
ear. A corpner of the red roof of his little
cottage had been shorn completely away—the
whole picture of the policeman  with his rifle,
and the shattered building behind, was typical of
what had been happening since German guns had
begun to batter at the shores of 0Old Eagland.

Hazlett was shcmtin%1 up the street, trying fo
pick off snipers who had taken to the roofs of
buildings captured by the Germauns.

The street just beyond the green was
barricaded—furniture and mattresses, sandbags
and parts of a waggon were all heaped together
with soldiers firing through the interstices.
When they saw +the tauk approaching, the
defenders in the centre ran to one side, while the
machine-guns at either end redoubled their fire.

Jock gripped the stock of his own gun, and
steadied.as the front of the tank lifted to the
barricade. They crashed through, and then he
saw the barricade that the Huns had captured,
barely a hundred yards ahead.

A veritable hail of bullets spanged and slithered
on the plating of the tank. Its tractors rode
over the wreck of a field-gun lying on its side
in the road: they lurched into a shell-hole and
lumbered out of it, them the four machine-guns
on the tank erupted as the ecrew sighted the
Germans beyond the barricade. Jack had re-
placed his own damaged gun by the spare one
they had brought from the hall, and he used
it to good purpose.

The tank went over the low obstruction, crush-
ing it. Back of them came cheering Britishers,
to assault the Huns with bomb apd bayonet.
They rushed into the captured buildings, and as
the tank lumbered on, they droye the enemy out.

Burst after burst of bullets Jack sent inta the
windows of the cottages. He caught a machine-
gun crew at the broken front of the tuck-shop,
and he emptied a drum into them as they passed.

Then they were clear, with their guns spraying

(Continued on next page.)
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ROGER FCWEY.
(Continued from previous page.)

lead all around—with grey figures racing for
sheller—with khaki-clad men tearing at the heel
of the tank.

Jeunifer sighted a column of German reinforce-
ments coming up from the shore and he headed
the tank for them, yelling as he drove. The
four sighted the Hun troops together, and they
sheared the grey ranks with a tearing volley.

The tark went on, her guns blazing madly.
Bullets slicked from the smoking muzzles as they
poured drum after drum into the reinforcements.

At last Bill Jennifer checked the tank and
began to swing her round to return. They were
then over a quarter of a mile from the village.

It was as the taonk turned that the engine
enughed. It spluttered—-accelerated violently—
splnttered once again-—then stopped dead!

The tank was squarely across the road to the
-village. After the deafening clamour of the gnns
and the engine, the silence was tomb-like. The
only sound that came to Jack’s ears was the
ringing snap of bullets on the armour plating.

He was half deafened by the tumult in which

Faint and distant, Bill
We

they had been riding.
Jennifer's words came ;
“We've run out o' petrol—we're stuck!
can't get back!”
The gunner grinned.

“Don’t matter, we can still shoot!” he said
erimly. “We—— Hallo! Gosh, the drum I've
just put on my gun is the last I've got!”

“I've used all mine, too!"” came Tom's voice,
and he stared blankly at his companions.

“Crumbs! I was just going to ask you chaps
for some more ammunition!” Buster exclaimed..

Jack looked at the drums in the rack at his
side. There were only two left; empties clattered
about his feet as he moved, where he had flung
ttiem after removing them from the gun.

Their ammunifion was as good as exhansted!
They had no petrol and the tank could not get
back! They were in the heart of enemy territory

—helpless!

Out at eea, one of the enemy troopships -~
sighted them from its position before the old
school. It loosed a she!ll which crashed to the
side of the road, smothering the tank in a curtain
of dirt and steel fragments.

“We're done!" gasped Bill Jennifer. *“ They
can see us from those ships—they'll batter us all

to bits!”

(Can the chums escape from the helpless tank ?
Will they risk a dash througl the enemy back to
the British soldiers in the tillage? Learn the
colution to their desperate problem in next wceel’s
thrilling chapters. You can make sure of reading
them by ordering your copy of “The Nelson Lce
Library " in adrance—and don't forget that cvery
issue next week will contain a life-likc coloured
figure of Tom Mix!)

!
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“The School Without Rules!” %

A (Continued from page 30.) i
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Willy, his voice full of scorn. “We'd been
setting a trap for that young rotter, Fuller-
ton, of the East IHouse, and you come along
and kybosh the whole bag of tricks!”

S Fullerton!” echoed Dick. “But he’s not
here !’

“Not now, of course!”” snapped Willy. “We
Vigilantes had had secret information that
Fullerton was going to fix up a ladder out-
side the window of Forrest & Co.’s bed-room
at eleven o’clock sharp 2

“What!” gasped IHandforth blankly.

“Yes, you can pant for breath!’ growled
his minor.

“My only hat!” muttered Handforth.
“And if we hadn't interfered, these fags
would have stopped the game! What a giddy
frost! But, of course, we'll catch the rotter-

AT AT AT
AR AT
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-

when they come back! Out on the razzle
every night, by the look of 1t!”

However, there was some compensation in
the small hours. |

Forrest & Co., 1n spite of the precautions
of the Viligance Committee, had got away
on their nightly spree. And when they re-
turned, they fondly imagined that they hadl
completely dished the “V’s.”” They soon dis-
covered their error!

For a determined band of the Vigilantes
awaited them. They numbered six, and
Willy Handforth had insisted upon being one
of the half-dozen. As to the exact punish-.
ment which befell Forrest & Co., it is hardly
necessary to go into details.

But even after they had got into bed. they
found it difficult to obtain any real rest.
Indeed, the only possible way in which they
could sleep that night was to turn face fown-

wards! THE END.

(Another long complete yarn  next
Wednesday : “THI .CADS OF ST.
FRANRK'S!’ and a magnificent coloured

sty figure of T0O3f 111X)
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THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE

THE CHIEF OFFICER’S CHAT

(ALL LETTERS in reference {o the League
should be addressed to the Chief Officer, The
St. Frank’s League, ¢c/o THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY , The Fleetway House, Lond., E.C.4.)

:lilHllllll]lll!llllllllllil!IIHIHIII[IIlHIIIHNII!!HHIIIIIH[HHHIII :

FACTS THAT COUNT.

OU all know how it is in life, no
matter what work you have got in
hand. A certain time comes along
for doing a special job, and the

fellow who makes a success of it is the man
who comes down firm and heavy on that
right, identical psychological moment and gets
busy. He is of the DO IT NOW brigade.
Good luck to him!

Well, we have now reached this sort -t
time in the_wonderfu!l progress of the St
Frank’s League. With all the extra pub-
Heity the League has obtained, and with the | G
Free Gifts making people talk, this is the | SE A
moment to rush up those extra introduct¥ous | & z
which are wanted before the weight sweeps |

up to the five-thousand mark. It jolly soon
will be there at the rate things are going,
and when that point is gained we shall jump V 0}'; e

into the Silver Medal stage. The Silver

Medal will be awarded to all members who |
have qualified for this higher award. 1 know !
ali lowal ‘“Nelson Lecites”” will appreciate |
the necessity of running up the score needed | :
B0 as to hasten the “‘release ” of the Silver |
Medals, as the film merchants put it.
CORRESPONDENTS WANTED. Ex p R E s s

D. Cramp, 67, ILorne Road, Leicester,! [, Bing Miniature Railway systems

wishes to correspond with readers in South . :
Africa who are interested in stamps. the!“; are Engines, Rolling Stock and

J. Smith, 38, Brooksbys Walk, Homerton, everything necessary to run tramns to
London, E.9, wishes to correspond witn| time table. They are mechanically

Leagueites anywhere for the purpose of form- . . .
ol y pury perfect railways as continuously in-

David Orrell, 850, Old Kent Road, London, | teresting to a grown-up as to a child. -

S.E. 15, wishes to communicate with all See Bine Models at your nearest
g o

readers interested in book-keeping. .
T. G. Lynch, 39, Selbourne Street, South toy Sth and ask for the Blng Cata-

Shields, Durham, wishes to hear from readers logue, or write for your copy to the
in his district. address below. :

Charles H. Dalton, 80, Blatchington Roadl,
Hove, Sussex, wishes to correspond with Loo:’ﬁ for this

readers anywhere. All letters answered. ‘w' Brand M(‘H‘;ﬂ on

- 11 1 rTYIO L
Ernest Gilehrist, 68, Hargwyne Street, all Metal Tays.

I
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Brixton, Leondon, S.W.9, wishes to coree?

spond with readers overseas, especially with | RS- S
one in Australia who lives on a ranch. Ol Y Yy o _':‘jm.'.-,-ﬁg E! ”?fﬁ i
Member 1204, Post Office Stores, Wood- |~ @t sBood s P

ville Road, Old Guildford, N.S.W., Aus- . .
tralia, wishes to correspond with readers in The Bing Catalogue is beautifully illustrated

Great Britain or anywhere in the Empire: and conimh_s ;:jfm!ograpfzs of over 100 models
F. C. Davies, 56, Splott Road, Sglott, of all descriplions. (el your copy from your

Cardiff, wishes to hear from readers overseas. | nearest foy shop to-day !
(Gerard Mercer, 1, Sweden Grove, Waterloo,

Liverpool, wishes to hear from readers in his BING ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT,
district who are wiiling to support his club. | 8, LINCOLN HOUSE,HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON,W.C.1
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FREE gEFT ' THE “SILKRITE?" Registered SELF-FILLING
' FOUNTAIN PEN. Over 5,000 Testimonials recejved,
PURSE & POCKET f Guaranteed Fiv Years’

__ ek — = }é S .

KNIFE Given Awny

-

AmsrmasEEmm SR L, .asrmaTEImEr YR

. T RANCIS, I‘Q writes: “ 23 Pens have I purchased
and all my friends are periectlv s |h<;‘1 4. M, G. POWELIL, Isq.,
writes: ** Delizhted with “Silkrite' Pen, Tt equals any other make 2t 10/

9 FREE GIFT3 ! Wilh every Pen at 1/8 each, and 3d. extra for postage of gifts, we GIVE FREE a Real Leather
! LOCK PURSE and a H?ndsome POCEET ENIFX (2 blades)y as sketch, Wrile for 1926 Gift Cal., Richly lilus., full of Big Bargains,

Jenrﬂ:m .F'*n.q f,m,rh Past }1“‘1’ Uur st imr nf Rusiness l—THE LEED3 BARGAIN CO. U J. 31 Eend'[ La_ LE;,

COLLECTOR’S OUTFIT FREE ! | noyus sncressed g5 compiers

A splendid offer far Stamp Colleclors. Poecket In 30 Days.. Course.
Wallet and Poerforation Gauge, \\” fermark Yinder, No Appliances. . No Drugs. _ No Dieting,
60 all differcnt stamps, Stamp Iinees, British I'he Melvin Streng b\a[em NEVER FATLS.
Colonisls, ete. Scend Posteard. requesting  appro- cend stamp for particulars and testimonials,
vals and lists, : =MELYIN STRONG, LTD. (Dept. 8), 10,

Lisburn & Townsend, London Rd., Liverpool. Ludaate Hill, London. England.

S~ 37, ARE YOU HAPPY

Eright and Ch wcerful P It is impnssible t(} be 80 it Fou
suffer from Nervous Fears, Auhu.aldneqs in Comipany,
Nervous Depression, B]u\!;]ng’~'|"1]]];ﬂ1ty -‘!J‘PE]JIESSEGSB

is all Foupaybgfore deliv- A g.."tf]( of Wili- I-'(I“'("l" or Mind ()OHC""I]tId.(IUT; You can

ery for a No. 601 Hornless /e vercome. all _nervous trombles®if “you use the Mento

Gramophone or a No. 604 /AF

Mead with richlycoloured /&

horn, soiid oalk case.

Xerve Treatment,” GUARANTEED C,L RE. bend 3 penny
Stamps for, parciculars. ... e o : _

large stcel motor, and

unusually loui Sound

. GODFRY- ELLIOTT—SMITH LTD

5271 III'IIJEI'I..'I.I Bull(‘l:ngs, Luﬂgate GlrcuS.
Reproducer. Scut (with|g=
30 tuncs) carrage paid 7S

London.“E. C - S
on 100 DAYS'TRIAL.

JOIN THE ROYAL" NAVY AND
Tabie;Gr&u-is.at- very SEE THE WORLD

BOYS are “antul ior the ‘ie'mmn (‘] 1235 (ircm
whiclhh selections are made _ior ‘the -Wireless Tele-
agraphy and Signalling Bnmches) Ag-z' 1531 to 16%
VCars, ¥ g

\lL also are lcrnurerl lor :

EAMEN (SPECIAL SERYV lLE}

Co.(Dept. 8. 2 )s
Birmingham.

-

.. Age 18 to 25.

— e e STOICERS - v S, s Ame 23
290 JJInn:-:_-nt Queen  Vieroria  Siamus 1 . s . e 18 to 25.
FHEIEG : (Malia 0“571-]'.‘ l,tr‘ lequest apl.%ra]:s. ROYAL MARINE I‘URLL‘) se' o’ Aze 17 to 23.
{ Abroac d.) . —VAr. A, I E Ell"’ll'le ale. T o Bt "5 02
LYE, Stourbridge, : GOOD PAY, Gtk ALL FOUND.

L\(,} LL L\E (‘H.\’\U‘"‘ IOI{ 1’1{0\101‘10\’
Apply iJ}' lnttcr to the™ {LLrllltlnﬁ t.lff Oflicer,
R.N. & R.DM.: 5, Suffolk: Strect, sirmingham ;
121; Victoria Street, = Bristol ; 30, ﬂannmw Place,
Liverpool ; -53, \\]nteimll . London SW.1 ZSJ
l)mrw_nlte ‘sl ineliester . 116, Rye 1i1ll Neweastle-
on-Tyne ; or G, W ‘lthl.{;tuﬂ Tcrmce Qmen's Parlk,

HEIGH-I- GUUN-I-S lfil \'Tllflg}l'llg ‘:11(:{35‘13. k‘[illtll ”llpt[ln -
X eight increased— :
health and physique improved, Wonder- | STOP Stammerlng‘ C NI & yoursall

¥ 'ul results, Send for particulars and our | ticulars - FREE.~FRANK B. HUGHES - 2
£100 guarantee to Girvan System, A M. P, | Southampton Row, London, W.C.1

I7 Stroud Green Road T.ondon. N.4 £2 Oo wlarth cheap Photo 2.% 39101 inl, Sam-
i Aaismi - : - calalngne free 1 ]
(r—llvrlﬁch]:n:}:%]]'i\cnrﬁs‘]'l?\i;-\_:'l_i;ll(ﬂ‘h;i'_lir? .‘f.' ;E.:}’L]‘?LE;- ‘EI:JI:E.TEB. Iﬂ]frClllf"ﬂt any rﬂtilf[l{'ftbadl—};ﬁ.cx}E‘TT 5 ’:‘“ '%-K!'S.,
cach, 4 for 1/-—T. W. HARRISON, 239, Penton: July Road. Liverpool

These wonderful Dynamos light
briliiantly 4-6Gv. Iamin and are
very casy to work. 5/6, post 6d.
Delivery by return of post.
GREENS (Dept.NL.),14, New ~
Oxford St., London, W.C.l1.

MAKE YOUR OWN ELEGTRIC LIGHT Sy

ville Road, London, N.1. SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

LUSHING SHYNESS, TIMIDITY
C U I I H I s o U I Smﬁnle 7(15:'? !Perma.nent Home Cure for
“NELSON LEE" PEN COUPGN.  VALUE 3. fars quite. PREE. peivately v 35w
Send 5 of these coupons with enly 2/'@ (and 24, stamp) A1l Saints Road. ST _ANNE'S-ON SEA,

direct to_the FLEET PEN CO., 119, Fleet S¢ reet,

E.C.4. By return you will receive a handsote lever rocket DISGUISE OUTFIT
self- ﬁllmg FLEET FOUNTAIN PEN vwith solid gold SEGHET SERVI[:E for Actors, Deteetives and olhers,

pib (fne, medium, or broad), usually 10/6. Fleet | 3'- each, post free (overseas 6d. extra:—Dept. XX,
price 4/-, or with 5 coupons only 2/9. MILTOX. 294, Slalion Parade, Norbury, London,S.W. 186,
il

55 STAMPS PREE includineg Nyasaland, Georeia

T o Dzhomey, Argentine, and 200 Stamp Hinges. Send 3d.
53 I_E\’il’:f.ﬂ-.l_' fll-:guf:f!-“-‘ for "Approv als |?;1u:{] 4:d.) —BROOKS Hlll";lﬁﬂ

Hilbury Road, Whyteleafe, Surrey.
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