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* I didn’t send tack your twenty pounds ' °° said the croupier curtly.
at the two men from the gambling club.

It they hadn’t returned the

wood would gues:c the truth, and all the plans of the Remove Vi

S—

Fuilwoud stared in a

rilantes would be ruin

e

mazement
money he bad lost at roulette—
then who bad sent it? From underneath the car, Handforth listened aghast. In a momeni, Full-

ed !
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There’s a wealth of fun and thrills in this stunning
long complete story of the Boys of St. Frank's.
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CHAPTER 1.
NUTTY !

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
E picked up something from the
ground, and stared at it.
“What's this?” he asked
ominously.

Church and McClure, his famous chums
of Study D at St. Frank’s, took a look at
the little object in their leader’s grasp.
'They had just climbed out of Handforth's
neat little Austin Seven, and they were
standing in the wide part of DBannington
High Street, where all was quiet.

“What's this?” repcated Handlorth
grimly.

“Looks like a nut,” said Church.

“It 75 a nut!” declared McClure, without
qualification.

" “You fatheads!” snapped Edward Oswald.

Of course, it's 2 nut! Do you think I don’t
lmlmv. what a nut is when I see it?”

‘: Well, vou asked,” said Church.

Yes, but where did it come from?” de-

Ella.ndud Handforth, turning the nut over
and over, and frowning at it accusingiy.

“Where did it come from? That's the point
we've got to settle!” °

Church glanced up at the Town Hall
clock. |

“\WWe' came here to play in a football
matech,” he said casually. ‘The match starts
in a quarter of an hour, and it’s five minutes’
walk to the Grammar School. It takes us
five minutes to change, so that leaves just
another five minutes to decide this nutty
problem. Xf we trace every car that’s been
through Bannington during the past week,
examine them all over, and closely question
their owners, there’s about one chance in
ten million that we shall solve the riddle.”

MecClure shook his head. s

“We might do it in five minutes, but I'm
a bit doubtful,” he said.

Handforth sniffed,

“Jolly clever, aren’t you?” he asked sar-
castically. “J suppose you think you're
being funny. Walter Church?”

“I thought 1t was slightly humorous,”
admitted Church modestly.

“Then vouw'd better think again—it’s pain.
ful ! said Handforth. “This nut is onc of
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mine. ¥t was just behind my Austin, so
it stands to reason that it dropped from
somewhere underncath, Before I go to that
football match, I'vo got to locate where
this nut came from, and puf it on again.”

g 1'-1115 chums dropped their banptering atti-
ude.

“Cheese it, Handy!” said McClure, in
alarm, “Wo can’t mess about here, tinker-
ing with your car, when they're Eﬁpectmg
us up at the Grammar School. y dear
chap, it’s hopeless! You’ve no proof that
that nut dropped from your car! It was

robably lying here for hours. Looks more
Fike a forry nut,” he added. “Let’s get a
move on, instead of messing about here.”

But Handforth. was the most obstinate
fellow in the Remove.
© “Not until I've satisfied myself about
this nut,” he replied firmly. “Therc’s one
golden rule in motoring. Never allow nuts
.to work loose! I shan't be comTortable until
I've scttled this point.”

“Well, leave it until after the match——"

“No, it's got to be done now,” insisted
Handforth. “Firsé of 2all, we'll go round
the outside, and examine everything. Then
we'll look underneath.” «

“My stars!"” breathed Church. “He means
it!”

He glanced at MceClure, and Mac nodded.
There was always a perfect understending
between them, and they had special glances
for special purposes. If was never wise to
make verbal arrangements in the proximity
of their Jeader.

There was no carthly reason why the car
should not have been taken up to the Gram-
mar School itself. But Handforth preferred
to leave it in the High Strect—which, at
this ‘particular section, was a public park-
ing-place. Being Wednesday afternoon, and
early-closing day, Bannington was deserted.
Handforith considered that his car would be
safer here than at the Grammar School. He
had a certain amount of excuse, for on the
last occasion when he had taken his Austin
to the school, numerous Grammarians had
not only climbed all over it, but two of
the outrageous young miscreants had actually
seratched their initials on the body! And
Handforth wasn’t taking any more chances.
i “Don’t bother about 1t, now, Handy,”
said McClure. “Here's -Fullwood coming
along, and we might as well walk up to
the Grammar School with him.”

v Handforth glanced round.

“Blow Fullwood!” he said frowning. Dy
George!
Look at his sprightly walk! He’s himself
again now—and only a few days ago he was
a wreck. Our money was well spent!”

“Rather!” agreed Church. “But don’t
telk so loud, you ass! He might hear you,
‘and that would ruin everyithing. The whole
success of that affair depends upon TFull:
wood being spoofed.”

“It’s all right—he's gone into a shop,”
said Ilandforth. *“Sweets, by the Jook of
it!” he added, frowning. “I’ll tick him

What a difference in the chap!

1

|

Church, and popped

———

off when he comes out! Nobod
eab sweets just before footer!” ought to

“It’s silly,” agreed Cl i
" F;g.;m%l, g 1urch, uawWrapping
. “Bimply askiog for trouble,” zaid
indignantly, as he went one bléttﬁcct]}:irr?

& caramel 1ip '
mouth, t his

Handforth was so concerned alout .
migsing nut that he did not even sco thté;;
sinister manceuvres. And while he cop.
tinued his inspection, Church and McClure
edged quietly away.

They decided not to wait for Fullwood
especially as Handforth was just beginning
to worm his way beneath the car. It was ,

fine chance to escape while he was at a dis.
advaniage. .

Their recent references to Fullwood wero
connected with an affair. which was now
almost forgotten. During the previous weck,
Ralph Leslie Fullwood had incurred thg
enmity of Bernard Forrest, the ead of the
Remove. And Forrest, by a cunning ‘trick,
had lured the unsuspecting TFullwood into
a trap. He and Clive Russell, his study-
mate, had had a quarrel, Fullwood suspect.
ing that Clive was being. led away by reason
of the present Honour System, which was
in vogue at St. Frank’s, And TFullwood.
had gone to a night club, after lights out!

He had gone, thinking that Russell was
there. His motives had been of the best.
But Fullwood, in earlier days, had been very
much of a “sport,” and had indulged in
gambling. Nowadays he had better sense,’
and was, indeed, one of the soundest fellows
in the Remove.

But in that night club he had idly watched
the play at a roulette table. And then, for-
getting all his good resolutions, he had-
given way to a moment of folly, and had
allowed the ;ﬁambling fever to gri}j himn
again. And that fatal moment had length-
ened into an hour. An hour of madness—
during which he had lost all his 6wn money,
and had squandered away twenty pounds
helonging to Clive Russell.

Afterwards, he had rcalised his dishonour-
able conduet; his remorse had been genuine,
and he had suffered. His hours of torture
had been harrowing, and indeced, had been
made doubly acute by the fact that all the
decent fellows in the Remove pooh-poohed
Forrest’s story,

That story had been true, but scarcely
anybody believed it. Ralph Leslic Fullwood
had received the sympathy of the Form, and

this had hurt him moro than anything.

Then, by talking in his sleep, he had re-
vealed everything to Clive Russcll. His
tortured mind had betrayed him without his
knowledge of the fact.

And Clive had forgiven him, Clive had
put the facts before the Remove Vigilance
Committce—that body which had been

formed to enforce the weaklings to respecst

the St. Frank’s code of honour. Dick
Hamilton, Handforth, D¢ Valerie, and the

other good fellows of the Remove, had
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olearly understood that Fullwood was peni-
tent, and that his conscience was torturing
him. So they had elubbed together, and
had engincered a little plot.

That evening a special letter had arrived
for Fullwood—a letter containing twenty
nounds in notes, and ostensibly from the
croupier who had presided over that roulctte
table. And Fullwood suspected nuthinf;! He
believed that the croupier had rcally had
pity on him, and had returned his money.
And the stricken junior’s agony had ended.

_ He believed that the secret was entirely

his own : that Clive’s money was intact, and
that nobody need ever know of his folly.
He bhad repented:; he was resolved to kecp
to the straight path, and the affair was for-
gotten.

Since then, Fullwood had been his old
self again, and the Vigilance Commititee
was perfectly satisfied that it had done the
right thing., And that was how matters
stood at the moment. None of those involved
had the slightest inkling that Chance was
even then preparing one of her capricious
tricks.

Fullwood, of course, had no reason to sus-
peet that he was the vietim of a kindly
dodge. He took it for granted that Forrest
had been boasting to the croupier, and that
the latter, being a man of understanding,
had appreciated the unfairness of keeping
Fullwood’s money. So he had gencrously
returned it. Fullwood did not realise that
such & man is really too good to be true!

With the money in Clive’s possession
.again, the unhappy junior had tried his
best to forget everything, and. he still be-
licved that the sceret was his own. And as
none of the others ever referred to the sub-
ject—for even Forrest had found it too costly
‘to repeat the scandal—IFullwood felt that
Iife was worth living again.

He was looking with kcenness to the foot-
- ball”"match this afternoon,
emerged from the confectioner’s shop, he
noticed Handforth’s little Austin standing
further up the High Strcet. He moved to-

. wards it, although there was no sign of its
owner, or his chums.

. Handforth, in fact, was underneath, try-
-1ng to find out where that nut had coma

from! And Church and McClure had

vanished. Unhappily, ‘Handforth did not
Egahso this. He thought they were still
ere.

“Can’t sce anything wrong,” he said, in
8 strangled voice. *“ All the nuts scem to
be all right. But now I'm here, I might
as well tighten up everything within reach.

lve us a spanner, Church!”

He only received a stony silence.

. ..Church, you ass!” gurgled Handforth.

Gimme a spanner!”

Still no reply.

“Mac!” roared Handforth thickly. “Get |

& spanner out of the tool:box, and look
sharp about it! Tl smash you, Walter
Chi”ﬂh,_when I get up!”

he silence was more stony than ever.

and when he.

|

.now,

“Great Scott!” breathed Handforth, the
truth forcing .itself upon his amazed under-
standing. “They've one ! The—the
traifors! The cunning bounders! They
slipped away while I was under here! By
George!”’

He was so indignant that he sprawled
there on his back, helpless. A drop of oil,
thick and murky, dislodgcd itself from the
tray, and dropped into his cye. Ho gasped,
a}::g:ifsca.rchcd frantically for his handker-
chief. . '

“This 13 their fault,” he breathed, most
unreasonably.

But Handforth was not the kind of fellow
to give in.- For a moment he thought about .
emerging, and going in search of his desert-
ing chums. But he dismissed this idea. He
would locate the position of that missing nut
before anything else!

Ralph Leslie Fullwood, therefore, was
quite certain that tho Austin Scven was
deserted, The pavement just here was rather
high, so he couldn’t get a glimpse of Hand-
forth’s sprawling figure underneath the car.

Not that Fullwood was looking at the car
A man was walking along the pave-
ment towards him, and there was something
about him which Fullwood vaguely recog-
nised. Somchow, he secemed familiar.

“I’ve scen that fellow before !’ murmured
Fullwood, frowning. “I'm sure I’ve met
him somewhere, but—"’

Then he broke off, and his cyes gleamed.
Memory .had come back to him. This man
was - the croupier himself—the presiding
genius of that vicious roulette table! It was

2 fateful meeting—much moro fateful than
Fullwood realised,

CHAPTER 2.
A SHOCE FOR FULLWOOD!

HE croupier!”
Fullwood breathlessly.
“By Jove! |THere's a
chance to thank him!
He sent that money back

to me, and it was the act of a white man!”

Hé hurried forward, positive of his man
now. And hero was where Chance played
hor second trick, for the schoolboy and the
gambler met exactly opposite that appa-
rently deserted Austin Seven!

In the night club, the croupier had worn
a mask. But Fullwood belicved that this
mask had been more for effect than any-
thing clse—a theatrical touch in order to
make the place scem romantic. For the
junior had very little difficulty in recog-
nising the man.

Here was a pretty position!

Those innocent plotters—the members of
the Vigilance Committee~—~could never have
foreseen such a possibility as this! For
Fullwood was about to thank this rascal
for something he had never done! And
the outcome of such an expression of grati-
tude was likely to be an eye-opener!

And there was Handforth, too—one of the

murmured
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fcllows who had contributed towards the
twenty pounds—unscen, but within carshot.
If he could have known what was about to
happen, he would have dragged Fullwood
away by sheer force. For Handforth would
have known what to expect. He was not
renowned for his quick thinking, but in a
casc like this he would not have hesitated.
It would be a disaster if Fullwood discovered
tho truth about that returned money !
Unfortunately, Handforth knew nothing.

“Just a moment,” said Fullwood, as he.

and the croupier met face to face, along-
side tho little Austin. “I'd like a2 word with
you, if you don’t mind.”

“Eh?” mumbled Handforth, in surprise.

He rccognised Fullwood’s voice at once,
and assumed that the junior was addressing
him, although he couldn’t guite understand
why Fullwood should be so formal. He was
about to answer properly when another
voice spoke. |

“A word, young 'un?” said the other
voice. “Certainly! As many as you like!
This is my leisure hour, and I’'m an obliging
sort, anvhow.” :

“My hat!” murmured Handforth.
the dickens is that?” '

But neither Fullwood nor the croupier
heard him. .

“You don’t need to tell me that you’re an

obliging sort,” said Fullwood rcadily, “I'm

glad we've met again, because I want to
thank you for what you did the other day.”
“The croupier was mildly astonished.

“The fact is, I do so many gencrous
actions that I've lost sight of this one,” he
said drylv.
- “You remember that twenty pounds?”
asked Fullwood.

“Twenty pounds!”

“Yes; the money you sent me by express
letter last week.”

“Did I?” said the man. “I must have
got a rotten memory, because I don’t seem
to know anything about it. In fact, I'd be
obliged tf you’d tell me what in thunder
you're talking about!”

A gurgle came from beneath the car, near
by: not merely a gurgle, but a loud gasp
of dismay. But as a steam wagon was pass-

ing up the High Strecet at the moment,
Handforth’s startled cxelamation  was
drowned.

““Great jumping beans!” gasped Edward
Oswald. “Oh, corks! The fat’s in the fire
now! Hi, Fully! Fully, .you chump!
Clear off—— Blow that rotten lorry!”

He¢ broke off, undecided. Should he
worm his way out, and drag Fullwood away,
or should he—— DBut what was the use? It
was too late now! The man had already
denied all knowledge of that money, and
Fullwvood wasn't a fool. Mandforth re-
laxed himself, and sprawled there, utterly
alarmed.

His wits had served him well. He already
knew that this man to whom Fullwood was
speaking was the croupicr from the night-
club. It didp’t nced much guesswork. to

“Who

“What’s the ides, young ’un?” |

arrive at that conclusion! For hadn’t
Handforth hecard Ralph Leslie mention the
twenty pounds?

“It’s very nice of you to pretend like
this,” Fullwood was saying, as the rumbling
of the steam wagon died away. “But there's
no necd to be so sccretive about it, is there?
I know who you are, and you must know
who I am.”

The man looked at Tullwood curiously,
and not without suspicion. He certainly
did recognise the boy. He remembered
Fullwood’s frantic play that fateful night,
But he couldn’t see any reason why Full-
wood should thank him! - Indeed, he had
every reason to anticipate the contrary.

“What's your game, my lad?” he asked
grufily. “You’ve made a mistake, haven't
you? Why should I know who you are?
I’ve never scen yvou before; I've never sent
you any money !”’ ’

“* Aren’t you the croupier from that night-
club?” asked Fullwood.

The man started. He was a rather coarse-
looking individual, well dressed, but
obviously of the racing fraternity. Indeed,
he and another man were running that
gambling club between them, and in their
ordinary line of business they were book-
msakers. But they had been barred from the
Turf for a period, and were filling 1n the
off-scason by running a questionable gaming
resort,

“Well?” said TFullwood.
croupier, aren’t you?”

This was a direct question, and the man
didn’t like it.

“You're telking out of your hat, young-
ster,” he replied curtly. “I tell you I've
never seen vou before, and I'm a commercial
traveller. Croupier? What are you getting
at? You'd better be carcful what you
say 7”7

Fullwood looked at him hard, and for
s moment he wondered if he had made a
mistake. That would be a blunder, indeced!
But as he looked at the man, he noticed a
peeuliar little twist of his mouth. And he
had scen that twist frequently during that
hour at the roulette-table.

So it was fairly obvious that the fellow
was merely denying his identity as a safety .
measure. Naturally, he would not hke to
admit that he was in any way connected
with an illegal establishment., Fullwood
suddenly remembered that he had been pre-
viously masked, and perhaps he was now
startled to find that he had been recognised.

And Handforth, bencath the Austin, was
still undecided. It was saltogether too late
to interfere now. And Handforth thought,
perhaps, that he would be wiser to remain
where he was. He hated cavesdropping,
but, in a case like this, he couldn’t help
himself. Besides, he had no intention cof
leaving Fullwood in the dark about the
matter. As soon as that rascal had gone,
he would have a word with Kully!

“What’s the good of denying anything?”

“You're the

smiled Fullwood. “I want to thank you
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for what you did.
money lost—"
“You're crazy!” interrupted the croupier
curtly. _
And just then Mr. Snagg strolled along,
and joined- them,

¢ Hallo, Chris |” he said genially. “Having
a chat with one of our clients?”

“Confound you, Snagg!” snapped the
other. “Can’t you be careful "

“Pshaw!” laughed Mr. Snagg. ‘There’s
nobody within a hundred yards of us, and
this young spark is one of our friends.
Weren’t you introduced to the club by young
Forrest 7"’ he added, turning to Fullwood.

“Yes,” said Fullwood uncomfortably,

“So what's your worry?” asked Mr.
Snagg, grinning at Chris.

Mr. Snagg was a dapper liftle gentleman,
and looked more like an aristocratic man-
about-town than a mere bookmaker’s tout.
He probably belonged to an excellent family,
for he was refined in speech, and certainly
well bred. But his mode of earning a living
was & dubious one.

“Of course, it’s no good denying the kid’s
statements any more,” said the croupier
irritably. “But I wish youw’d be cautious,
oSnagg. I don’t like this habit of talking
about our affairs in the open street.”

Mr. Snagg laughed,

“It’s the safest thing in the world, old
bov,” he replied. “Who would think, to
look at us, that we were decp-dyed villains,
running a wicked gambling resort?” He
grinned more broadly than ever., “ Anybody
might think we were coiners, by the way
yon're talking, Chris.” . '

- "“We've got to be careful with the police,
anyhow,” growled the other.

“Perhaps you'll let me thank jou now?”
said Fullwood, anxious to get away from this
pair.

“Did. you hear that?” eaid the croupier,
turning to Mr. Snagg. “This young idiot
thinks that I’ve sent him some money, or
something Do you know anything about it?”

“Not a thing,” said Mr. Snagg. “Let's
have the yarn, bright boy !”

“I lost over twenty pounds at that roulette
table the other night—and this man was
decent enough to return twenty pounds to me
through the post,” said Fullwood. “I want
to thank him for being so generous.”

Mr. Snagg stroked his chin.

You returned me the

“Chris may be -generous, but he's not guite

insane,” he replied. “If you lost any money
at that little merry-go-round—then you lost
tt.  We're not philanthropists. We don’t
make any gifts. How did you get hold of this
wondrous fairy-tale, innocent youth?”
Fullwood stared, his mind already be-
wildered, e
v But it’s not a2 fairy-tale,” he insisted.
e money came by express letter, and there
Was a note in it signed ¢ The Croupier.” ”
Mr. Snagg chuckled with great amusement.
"My dear Chris, somebody’s been forging
your name,” he grinned, “A fake, of course.

Chris didn’t send you that money, my lad.
SomE of your large-hearted pals of St. Frank’s

—

“Great Scott!” breathed Fullwood, with a

jump.

‘““ Ah, that’s set your mind working, eh?”

“I—I can’t understand——" began Full-
wood.

“That’s all right—think it over! Have a
wrestle  with it,” interrupted Mr., Snagg
calmly. “Come zalong, Chris. We don’t

want to enlighten your young friend any fur-
ther. We'll see you again at the old place, I
suppose ?”” he added, with a nod to Fullwood.
“(Good! Always welcome!”

They went off, and Ralph Leslie Fullwood
stood there, pale and dazed.

CIHAPTER 3.
HANDFORTH DOES HIS BEST,

ONSTERNATION

g Was
Fullwood’s chief gensation
—consternation, = mingled

with a dull ‘sense of alarm
' and dismay. He remem-
bered those words of Snagg’s, words that
burned into his mind.

- "*Some of your large-hearted pals of St.
Frank’s”*” muttered TFullwood. “That’s
what he said! And that crougpier chap didn’t
send the money at all! Where's Clive? I've
got to ask Clive about this!”

The suspicion came over him that he had
been tricked. Indeed, it was more than a -
suspicion, it was a cettainty. A kindly trick
—a generous expression of faith and large
heartedness—but a trick, nevertheless. Clive
and some others had supplied the money, had
writtcn the fake letter, and had made him be-
lieve that the cash had been returned from
the night club! :

Now that he knew the truth, Fullwood was
full of amazement at his own previous ob-
tuseness. Why, any fellow with a grain of
commonsense would have guessed that no pro-
fessional gambler would part with money,
once it had fallen into his hands! But, at the
time, this great truth had never occurred to
him. Now that he knew the facts, it stood
out like a beacon.

% Just a minute, Fully !’

Ralph Leslie spun round, startled. -

“iWho—-_-whD’s that?” he ejaculated breath-
lessly.

. He stared. Ther> was nobody in sight. Yet
he could have sworn that he had heard the

‘unmistakable tones of Edward Oswald Hand-

forth. He looked up and down the High
Street. In the distance, Church and McCluro
were running up. but there wasn’t a soul
nearer than a2 hundred yards.

“I’'m crazy!” muttered Fullwood aghast.

“No, you’re not, ass!” said Handforth
tartly. '

This time Fullwood jumped, and took a
step forward. Gazing round the angle of the
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little car, he beheld Handforth’s hot, oily, and
perspiring face on the ground. The rest of
Handforth was invisible.

“Have you been there all the time?” asked
TFullwood hoarsely.

“Be -sensible. for goodness’ sake!” retorted
Handforth, “Do yoeu think I've just come up
out of the earth, or something? Of course
I’ve been here all the time!”

“And—and you heard?” »

“Not being deaf, I did!” replied Handforth
uncomfortably.

“My goodness!” -

Tullwood turned paler than ever, and his
thoughts became eonfised. Handforth had
heard everything—he had heard his attempt
to thank the croupier—he had heard- him refer
to the money that he had lost at roulette!
And, hitherto, he had thought that guilty
cceret his own! _

Handforth stood upright, grubby and dis-
hevelled.

“It’s all right. You ncedn’t look so jolly
startled,” he said. *““I haven’t heard anything
I didn’t know before! I'm not an eaves-
dropper, if that’s what you're thinking! DBut
if you choosc to mect your shady pals next
to my car, it’s your own fault .

“Shady palsi” burst out Fullwood. “It's
not true——"

" “Sorry ! said Handforth calmly. “I know
they’re not your pals, but you know what I
mean. Aren’t they the rotters who are run-
ning that filthy night club? And didn’t you
go there ons night, end fall into Forrest’s
beastly trap? I wanted to stop those beggars
from telling you about that money——"

Fullwood grasped his companion’s arm.

“Do you know anything about that
moncy ¥ he asked quickly.

“Of course I do——"

But at this moment Church and McClure
came dashing up, and they were both looking
very anxicas. :

‘““What on earth’s the matter, Handy?”
burst out Church. “Do you know that every-
body’s. waiting? The mateh ought to have
started five minutcs ago, and we're three men
short.”

“Bother the mat<h now!” said Handforth
curtly.

“Bother the mateh!” yelled MceClure. “ Do
you want to be left out? Hamilton’s talking
about playing a reserve in your place—and an-
other in Fullwood’s. He’s given us three
minutes to find you !”

“I’m sorry,” muttered Fullwood.
fault.”

Church and McClure, who were already in
their football things, stared. -

“Anything happened?’ asked Church.
“You're looking pretty white about the gills,
Fully, old man! I hopc there’'s nothing
wrong——"

“It’s only a trifle,” interrupted Handforth,
aroused into activity by the news of Dick
Hamilton’s ultimatum.: “It can wait until
after the match, anvhow. Come on, Fully!
Forget about that giddy money!”

“It’s my

The chums of Study D rushed off, and Fuli-
wood. quite mechanicaily, followed them at
the double. But he hardly saw where he was
going, and he had forgotten =zll- about the
football match. A trifle. It may have becn
a trific to Handforth, but to Fullwood it
seemed like a tragedy.

Even the little that Handforth had told
him was sufficient. ,

The fact that Handforth knew albout the
money was enough. For if Handforth knew,
it stood to reason that Clive Russell and Dick
Hamilton and others knew, too! And what,
exactly, did this indicate. '

One fact, at least, above all others! 1t
indicated that .a group of Remove fellows
knew the whole truth about his guilty secret.
Until that fatal meeting with the croupier, he
had believed that everything was over and
forgotten. But now he knew the real posi-
tion. And the result was exactly as the
plotters had feared. Fullwood was cast into
the depths of misery again, '

He appreciated their generous action. In-
deed, he was amazed at the knowledge that
had come to him. They had sent him that
moncy—they had performed that little trick
upon him—in order to spare him, and to
make things right.

But they knew of his dishonour!

This was the point which seared into his
intelligence. = They knew of his dishonour,
and they had kept it to themselves. Clive
Russell had been more friendly than usual
during the past week. Complete harmony
had reigned in Study I. And all the time
Clive had known. All ihe time, too, Full-
wood had thought that his secret was buried!

- How could he face them now? The very
thought appalled him. It would be bad
enough to face the othars, but Clive—— His
own chum—the fellow who had expressed im-
plicit faith in him all along the line! Full-
wood was staggered by his rcalisation of
Clive’s good nature.

And the money! That was ancther point—
the most agonising point of all. He had
gambled Clive’s money away, and Handforth
and some others had secretly clubbed together,
and had made it good! "This meant that he
was under an cbligation to them. He owed
them that twenty pounds.

“T'll get to know who they are!” muttered
Fullwood tensely. “I shall have to pay them
back every penny. Until the money is found,
I shall never be able te hold up my head!”

How could he hold up his head in any case?
The unfortunate junior was beset with end-
less worries. Thinking that the money had
come from the croupier, he had been com-
fortable. It was Clive’s moncy—the money
that had been lost at roulette. -

But now the whole position was altered.

The money had come from a group of Re-
movites! Fullwood wanted to find out the
facts then and there. Handforth had done
his best to explain, but the football match

| would not wait. So nothing could be done
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Handlorth was furious as he picked the ball out of {he net. ‘ Where’s Fullwood ?.”’ he roared. *‘ Tha!

goal was his fanlt—the Grammarians are one up now !

What’s the matter with him?” In a way, Handy

bad a right to complain, because Fullwood was completely off form. His thoughts were cenfered on the

amazing revelations that had come

” F

until after the game., Ninety minutes in sus-
pense !

In Fullwood’s: present state of mind, that
hour-and-a-half’s game scemed like an epoch.
He felt that it would never be over. It oc-
curred to him, to throw up his position in
the team. Then he dismissed this idea.

What would be the use? All the fellows
that mattered were playing—Hamilton, Hand-
forth, and all the others. IEven Clive was in
the team. So it would be useless to stand by
and watch. Indeed, this would only add to
his torture. Far better to play, and do his
best to forget the wretched affair.

The playing fields of the Grammar School
were reached before Fullwood had had time
to compose himself. Dick Hamilton, the cap-
tain of St. Irark’s Junior Eleven, was look-
ing rather annoyed. - _

“"What's the idea?” he asked gruffly, as
they eame up.

“We're not late, are we ?” said Handforth.

“Only about seven minutes!” snapped Dick.

“Oh, that's nothing,” said Handforth airily.
“Come on, Fully—w2’ll go and change. De
ready in two minutes, Hamilton!”

“T'll sce that you are!” said the skipper,
with a snort.

An ironical c¢heer went up from the Gram-
marians as Handforth and Fullwood ran into
the pavilion. There were a good few fellows
standing rou.ad the i1opes, for there was a lot
of interest displayed in this match. The

just before the start of the match.

Saints and the Grammarians were old rivals,
and it was always difficult to prophesy the re-
sult of any particular match,

Fullwood was momentarily hopeful. Per-
haps he would get a chance of questioning
Ilandforth while they changed. But this
prospect was killed when Dick Hamilton and
Tommy Watson and a few others piled into
the dressing-room with them.

So TFFullwood kept mum.  Perhaps Dick
knew all about that money, but Fullwood
wasn't taking any risk-. Handforth did
know, so Harlforth was the fellow to ques-
tion. Ralph Leslie was determined to dis-
cover the truth.

— e,

CHAPTER 4.

OFF COLOUR!

\ ICK HAMILTON looked at
IFullwood curiously.

“Feeling fit?” he asked.
‘““Ready to score a dozen
goals, Fully?”

“ILh?”’ said Fullwood, with a start. *“Ob,
I'm all right.”

“You're looking worried, old man.” -

“It’s nothing—nothing at all,” broke in
Fullwood quickly. “Just—just & bit of
worry over somcthing., I shall be all right!”

Dick nodded, and said no more. Fullwood

| was a brainy, brilliant forward, and just now
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he was at the top of his form. On the pre-
vious Saturday he had scored two individual
goals in a Hquse match, and his general play
had been excellent.

Dick Hamilton had every. reason to sup-
pose that Fullwood would repeat his display,
and some smart forward work would be re-
quired in this game, for the Grammarians
were particularly strong in their defence.
They had only conceded four goals in all the
- matches they had played this season, and they
_were anxious to maintain their high standard.

Dick Hamilton was leading the forwards
himself, with Fullwood in the inside-right
position. Reggie Pitt was the outside-right
winger, and great things were expected of
him. The Saints were looking to Pitf to
knock the Grammarian defenze into a cocked
hat. For Pitt was dazzling on the wing.

Handforth, of course, played goalkeeper.

In that particular branch of the game he was |

inimitable. He was too headstrong to make a
good forward, too impulsive to play as a
back. But as goalie he was a formidable
customer indeed. His punch was nearly as
strong as any other fellow’s kick, and he
took risks that any other goalie would tremble
to think of. It required a deadly shot to get
past this stalwart! - .

In spite of Fullwood’s intention to throw
himself whole-heartediy into the game, he
found his thoughts wandering before the
tecams were even lined up. He lardly re-
membered where he was, or that he was ex-
pected to do big things in this game. His
min.d kept reverting to that talk-with the
croupier, and to the discovery that Handfortn
had heard everything. |

And when he found Dick Hamilton’s eyes

upon him—when he spw Clive Russell locking
at him—he felt small and feeble.
knew! They were aware of his diskonourable
guilt on that ncver-to-be-forgotten night!
They didn’t look upon him as an honourable
fcllow, but as a weakling and an outsider !
But that couldn’t be true, he 1eflected.® If
they rcally thought he was sn outsider, they
would have shunned him. And yet here ho
was, in this match, in his old position—

He gasped. 'The forwards were on the
move, and he was standing there like a fool!
Without his realising it the whistle had blown,
The game was in full swing. He looked about
him in bewilderment, trying to bring himself
to earth.

“Yours, Fully!”

“Now, then, centre it!” -

He heard some shouts dimly, and saw that
the ball had been passed across to him by
one of the half-backs. He let it roll past his
to2, without even realising that he was re-
quired to trap it, and carry on with the
attack. And scconds are of value on the foot-
ball field. In a moment one of the Gram-
marians had swept up, and the ball was soar-
ing down-field. - _

“What's the matter with you, Fullwood ?”
went up a roar. ‘“Wake up, fathead !

“Pull yourself tozether, Fully !

They }

And then fell a silence. TFullwood’s failure
had given the Grammarian forwards a chance.
The insideright slipped past AleClure, the
latter unfortunately skidding on a wet pieceo
of ground. '

“Shoot, Jenking!”

Jenkins, a new man in the Grammarian for-
ward line, made no mistake. He sent in a
terrific shot which Handforth only just suc-
ceeded in fisting out. One of the home hali-
backs was runmag up, however, and his head
met the leather, and diverted i1t at an acute
angle round the necarest wupright. Jland-
forth flung himself wildly sideways, but it was
an imposstble feat.

“Goal 1,

“Hurrah!”

. “First blood to us!”

The Grammarians
Handforth wasn’t.

were delighted, but

*Where’s. Fullwood? he roared indig-
nantly, as he picked the leather out of the
corner of the net. ™“This is his fault!

They’re one up now! If he hadn’t muffed
that opening a minute ago——"

“What's the good of growling, Handy?”
asked McClure. *“It’s all in the game!” |

“You've got a fat lot to boast about,
haven’t you?” snorted Handforth. * What’s
the matter with you all? What have you got
on your feet—skates?”

“Can’t a chap slip now?” roared McClure.
“How could I help——"

“No decent footballer should slip on the
football field!” interrupted Handforth coldly.

1 ““It’s as bad as a cricketer having butter-

fingers !”

Very wisely, McClure took no more notice,
but went to his position. After all, it was
one of Handforth’s iittle habits to “hoid an
inquest,” not only after the match, but after
every little incident of the game,

That goal acted as a spur to both teams.
The Grammarians were anxious to consolidate
their ecarly success, and the St. Frank’s
players were determined to put matters on an
equal footing again. So they all played at
high pitch.

Fullwood did not even realise that he had
recently been at fault. He had mere atten-
tion on the game now, but-he was playing
mechanically. His thoughts were only half
concentrated on the football. Iven while he
was tackling an opponent, the memory of
that dramatic revelation was at the back of his
mind.

For five or ten minutes the play was hot—
one of those periods which are crowded with
incident, but which result in no goals, The
Grammarian defence was wonderful. Again
and again Reggic Pitt centred the leather
with his usual accuracy, but always the home
backs were there firstt. And during this
dramatic spell, Fullwood did nothing to im-
prove his reputation. He was like a pas-
senger, When he received the ball he
fumbled it. His actions were listless, and his
passing atrocious. He seemed like the verlest
noviee. '
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And thea he received a golden opportunity.

_It was a chance that a footballer gets only
about once in a season. Iullwood was just
within the Grammarian penalty area, and a
mix-up occurred. About twelve yards from
him, on the left wing, Jack Grey had at-
tempted to cenire the ball, but was frustrated.
Two Grammarian defenders got confused, and
between them they fell over, and the ball
-rolled to Ralph Leslie Fullwood’s foot.
"~ He was facing an open goal! He was well
on-side, and there was only the goalié to beat!

“Shoot, Fully[” yelled a dozen excited
voices. :

At any ordinary time, I'ullwood would have
snapped up. the leather, and a first-time
stinger would have been the result. DBut now
he was worse than a fag. He saw the ball
and kicked. But a groan went up when the
leather dribbled weakly over the goal-line,
ten or twelve feet wide of the upright.

“You'rs no good, Fully!”

“Who said you could play football ?”

“Yah! Rotten!”

It was a goal-kick, and the Grammarians
“knew that they had had a very lucky escape.
Dick Hamilton gave Fullwood a very curious
glance. and the self-conscious junior dropped
his gaze. :

“Sorry !” he muttered awkwardly.

Not that he was any better as the game
procceded. His very presence in the forward
line was 2 hindrance, and many a promising
movement fizzled out, owing to his extra-

_ordinary weakness. And matters were by uo
means improved when the
scored another goal just before half-time.

The whistle blew at last, and Dick Hamil-
ton’s first move was to clap Fullwood on the
back. - , ~

“You're ill, aren’t you, old man?”’ he asked
concernedly.. _

“No, of course not,” replied Ralph Leslie.
“I—I'm awfully sorry, Hamilton. I’ve been
putting up a rotten show, haven’t 1?”

“Rotten isn’t the word!” gnorted Hand-
forth, as he rany up. “What's the matter
with you, ass? Do you realise that we're two
goals ddwn, and that you’ve messed up the

whole game?” .

“I'm the eaptain, Handy,” said Dick
Hamilton quietly.

“Sorry {” Handforth apologised for his

impulsiveness. ,

“Oh, 1 deserve it,” said Fullwcod, turning
aside.” “TI'll tcy to buck up in the next half,
Dick.” '

"There was a look of misery on his face,
and Handforth woyld have detained him, but
- Dick shook his head. Reggie Pitt joined
them as they watched Fullwood walking off
by himself,

“There’s something on his mind,”’ ‘declared
Dick. “*It would only have made things
worse if we had questioned him. It’s better
to leave him alone, perhaps. I can’t under-
stand it. He was as keen as mustard on the

game this morning, and scemed chock-full
ot cagerness.’’ :

Grammarians

“T_hat;ﬁ what I thought,” zaid Reggie Pitt,
nodding. “In fact, we planned all sorts of
movements, and when I tried to keep to the

lan, he let me down. Something must have
appened. He’s a susceptible beggar, I'm
afraid.”

Handforth -started.

“By Georgel” he cjaculated. “I've got

it! I know why he's gone wonky!
that meeting!” -

“What meeting?” asked Dick curiously.

Handforth looked nysterious.

*Sorry, but I ecan’t explain just yet,”’ he
replied, with an air of carelessness which
deceived nobody. “I've got to speak to

It was

' Fullwood about it first.”’

“Well, you won’t have any chance of
speaking to him now,”’ said Dick. ‘‘We're
kicking off again at once. It looks like rain,
and the referee has a peculiar dislike of
gotting web.” ,

Handforth had intended grabbing Full-
wood on the spot, and speaking to him. But
Fullwood was miooning about on the other
side of the ground, alone. He even avoided
Clive Russell, and the Canadian boy felt
rather hurt in conscquence. However, there
was no time for any inquiries or explanations
now. -

The whistle blew, and thé tcams lined up
for the second half.

And TFullwood had lost a great deal of his
anxiety. The brief interval had served him
well, He knew that he had been lettine his
side down, and he prayed that it would not
be too late for him to redeem his bad play.

CHAPTER 5.

FULLWOOD HEARS THE
TRUTIE |

 HOOT, Hamilton 1"

The second half was
five minutes’ old, and, so
- ' far, the Saints had had

all the best of the play.
They were pressing vigorously.- And Dieck
Hamilton sent in a low shot which ought to
have scorede, But the goalkeeper, flinging
himself hcndlcn% to the ground, just man-
aged to tip the ball round the post, .

“Oh, well saved!”
13 Cﬂrnﬁr !)J

_ Jack Grey took the corner kick, and he
judged it with nice precision. The leather
dropped, there was a scramble of figures,
and out of the confusion rose Fullwood’s
head. » '

Head and ball met, and Fullwood managed
to get a twist which had the desired effect.
The leather vcered round, and dropped over

the goalkeeper’s shoulder. It was a beautiful
header.

“Goal 1”

“Well played, Fullwood ’?

“That’'s more like it, old son!’

Nothing was better calculated to fll Tull-
wood with an enthusiasm for the game.
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Now that he had done something praise-
worthy for his side, he allowed all his wor-
ried thoughts to go. He gave himself whole-
heartedly to tho game. And having eubcon-
sciously come to this decision, the change in
him was_ extraordinary. His play, instead of
being listless and slow, became dazzling.

He was cven above his usual form, for he
wished to wipe out the impression that he
had created in the first half. It was the
game that mattered now! He was playing
tor St. Frank’s—for the school—and his own
little worries could be shelved until vietory
had been won.

It was in this spirit that he econtinued,
and it was solely owing to his well-timed
pass that Dick Hamilton scored a second goal
five minutes later, The enthusiasm was
tremendous, and the interest in the game
was at fever pitch,

The Saints had equalised!

And the homie team was being outplayed
all the time. They were thrown into con-
tusion, and the visitors pressed harder than
ever. Here was a chance to snatch: victory
while the spirit moved them!

The Grammarians, however, had some-
thing to say about this—and something to
do, too. They were rather staggered. '%hey
loocked upon this game as a certain victory.
Two goals up, and the Saints easily beaten.
And herc were these self-same Sainte, calmly
wiping out the deficit, and showing every
sign of gaining the lead!

The Grammar School pulled up its socks,
so to epeak, and got busy. But it was im-
possible for them to attempt any scoring.
They had all their work cut out to defend
their own goal. .Practically all the play was
in their own half, and although they were
pressed continuously and relentlessly, they
managed to keep their end up. The game
became a grim struggle, with nothing cer-
tain. At any moment a goal was likely.

And within five minutes of the whistle it
arrived.

It was Ralph Leslie Fullwood again who
did the trick. And now his every movement
was cheered! The onlookers recognised that
he had recovered his form, and that he was
the most dangerous forward on the field.
Even Dick Hamilton, who wa% renowned for
his consistent play, was eclipsed by Full-
wood’s present Erilliance. :

Fullwood accepted the leather from one
of tho half-backs, and everybody gasped
when it was seen that he was bent upon an
individual effort. The centre-forward was
momentarily out of position, or Fullwood
might have passed. Instead, he raced for
oal, with the leather in perfect control at
is feet.

“Qut to Pitt, Fully !’
“Pass, man!”

But Fullwood didn’t pass. In rapid suc-
cession he tricked two of the Grammarian
defenders—he absolutely made cireles round
them, as tho onlookers afterwards declared.
And he continued his triumphant rush as
though nobody challenged his right. One of

i

]

the home backs came rushing at him in g
final effort, but Fullwood pulled up short
tapped the ball to the side, and the back
blundered past before he could stop himself

And Fullwood went on, with only the
goalie to beat. He steadied himself while the
spectators held their breath. And then came
the shot—a low, wicked drive which rose
sharply. It was a perfectly-judged kick, and
in spite of all the goalie’s efforts, the bal]
crashed in, Just under the bar,

“Oh, good old Fully!”

“Goal !”?

“Well played, St. Frank’s!”

Fellows came rushing at Fullwood, they
shook his hand and clapped<his back until
he hardly had any breath left.

“Good man!” said Dick Hamilton heartily,
“That was a corker!”’

Fully 1”?

“You're: yourself again
grinned Church. i

“1 made an awful mess of things in the
first half,’”’ admitted Fullwood ruefully.

“Why worry?' smiled Dick. *“You've
won the game for us, old man.”

And this turned out to be a true pre-
diction. For no other goals were scored,
although the unhappy Grammarians ran
themsclves nearly off their feet in a frantie
endeavour to draw level. But their efforts
were fruitless, and when the whistlo blew,
St. Frank’s left the field, having thoroughly"
messed up the Grammar School’s record.

Fullwood was again the centre of atten-
tion, and congratulations were showcred
upon him by friend and foe alike. ‘

“No wonder we lost!” said the Grammar”
School skipper, with a snort. ““We thought-
we were going to play an ordinary team—not -
an Eleven with a magician in its forward

now,

line! This chap hypnotised everybody, blow"
him! All the same, Fullwood, good luck to
you! VYou played a marvellous game.”

“Particularly in the first half!” said Full-
wood. : :

“Ahem! We needn’t mention the first
half,”’ grinned De Valeric.

And ncobody else did. Fullwood’s play in
the second forty-five ~minutes had easily
redeemed any faults that he had made”
during the first. But now that the game was
over, and the glamour of the sport had left"-
him, his old worries returned. :

“Is anything the matter, old man ?”’ asked
Clive Russell, as he approached his study--
mate. “That worried look is coming over
you again.’’ )

“It’s all right, Clive—don’t bother,” said
Fullwood gruffly. “If—if there’s anything
to tell you. I'll have a word .later on.”

“Then therc really isfsomething?”

“Y] wish you wouldn’t 'insist, Clive,” said
Fullwood quietly.

And Clive, who had every rcason to know
that his chum was inclined to be touchy,
nodded. ¥e went off into one of the other
dressing-rooms to change. And when he
came back, Fullwood had gone,.

In fact, Ralph Lesliec had been the first
out, and now he was waiting for Handforth.
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It was the leader of Study D that he wanted!
FTor he felt certain that Handy would be
able to enlighten him.

He was rather lucky, for Handforth came
out alone. Church and McClure were not
yet ready, having, in fact, had a slight dis-
agrcement with their leader in the dressing-
yoorn. oponges and cold water were now
being applied.

“Just a minute, Handforth,”
wood, falling into pace.

“Oh?' said Handforth, as they walked
briskiy towards the road. “VYes, 1 was
going to have a word with you, my lad{
Ull bet I know why you played so rottenly
during the first half.”

Ful?woud nodded. , '

“ There's not much guesswork about it,”’
he said quietly. “Look here, Handy, I waut
the truth from you.”’

““What clse do you expect, you rotter?”’
demanded Handforth indignantly. ‘Do you
think I’'m in the habit of telling whoppers?

“No, but you might try to ecvade me,

said TIrull-

said Fullwood. “It's about that twenty
pounds.”

“\What twenty pounds?” asked Handforth
innocently. 8 8

“You're trying .that evasion dodge

alrcady !” growled Fullwood. “Don’t be an
ass, Handy! You know well enough what
twenty pounds! Until this afternoon 1
thought it was a secret.” .

“Then you’d better be careful,” said Hand-
forth warningly. “1 don’t want to hear your
secrets g -

. “I received twenty pounds by express
- letter,” continued Iullwood. “I kept that
incident absolutely to myself—1I1 destroyed the
letter and envelope at once. I thought that
even Clive knew nothing about it. But I
~was wrong. And I want you to tell mo who
really sent it.” _

They were out in the road by now, quite by
themselves. : .

“J say, tais is rotten!” complained Hand-
forth. “How should I know anything about
your money, and your express letters, and
vour scerets? 1f you expect me to tell you
anything—"

“You hopeless chump!” said Fullwood ex-
asperated. ““What did you say to me before
the match?”

“Eh?”?

“Didn’t you tell me that you knew all about
the money?”

“By George, did 1?77 :

“Yes, you did!” said Fullwood grufly. “I
want to know -the whole story, if you den’t
mind. This afternoon I found out that the
croupier of that rotten night club did no-
thing, S5 the letter and the mcney came
from somebody else. Be a sport, Handy, and
tell me. Can’t you see that I'm in a beastly
hole over it?”

*Where's the bole?” aslied Handforth.

= “Where?” said Fullwood, between his teeth.
.Ye gods and littlo fishes! What a ques:
tion! Until to-day I've thought that all you

chaps regarded me as honourable. Amnd now
you know that I gambled Clive’s money away.
I—I don’t know how 1 shall face everybody.
You're a bit d fferent, Handy, somehow.”

Edward Oswald felt complimented.

“Of course I am,” he agrced. *“1 can un-
derstand things better than the others. And
the sooner y« u get that ideca—us looking down
on you—out of your head, the better. We
don’t think any the worse of you at all.”

“And yet you know about that—that
night 77

Handforth shrugged his shoulders,

“A slip, my lad,” he said kindly. “We're
all ltable to have a skid now and again. We
understand that IForrest trapped you, and that
the affair wasn’t really your fault. And you
were so jolly cut up that we clubbed together,
and made ul[; the twenty quid between us, and
faked up that croupier letter. That’s all
There’s nothing ir it, you ass. Take my
advice, and forget all about it.” .

But this was the kind of advice that could
not be followed.

_ CHAPTIR 6.
WINNIE'S ADVICE!

ORGET all about 1t!

There was somcthing
rather hollow in the sound
of that suggestion,
although Handforth had

meant it in all sincerity. He was a fellow
who lightly dismissed the troubles of another,
“No, Handy, I can’t forget it,” said Full-
wood quietly. ‘“And I want to know some
more, too. Who helped you with that money?
I mean, whose idea was if, in the first place?
Yours?”
Handforth 'coughed. ,
“Well, you can call it mine, if you like,”
he said modestly, “Russell first supgosted it,
but he happened to get it out first, that’s all 1”
“So Clive worked it [” murmured IFullwood.
“Good old Clive! But, look here, Handy—
I'm puzzied. Iow did anybody know that I
was short of that twenty pounds? 1 didn't
tell a soul! I tried to tell Clive, and the rest
of you, but you wouldn’t let me. And I
kept it a sccret. And then that money came
from the crouﬁler—-—aa I supposed—and I
thought everything was all right. Did you
believe IForrest’s story, after all?”

“No, we thought he was lying—as usual.”
“Then how did you know?”

“Because you told Russell all about it!”
said Handforth.

“1 told Clive!” repeated Fullwood, staring.

“0Of course you did.”

“But I never said a word——"

“In your sleep !” said Handforth ealmly.

Ralph Leslic came to a halt, and he looked
at Handforth in blank astonishment. They
were in the High Street now, but very few
people were about.

“I told him—in my
wood breathlessly.

sleep?” repeated Fuli-
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“THe whole bag of tricks!” nodded Hand-
forth. “Do you remember how old Crowell
sent you out of the Form-room, and told you
to lic down? Well, when Russell went into
your study he found you fast asleep, writhing
like the dickens, and babbling to yourself!”

“Babbling !

‘“ Absolutely babbling ! insisted Handforth.
“You let out the whole yarn—all about the
rouletie wheel and Russell’s twenty quid, and
everyshing. So Russell got the wind up, and
called a meeting of the Vigilance Committee.”

“My only hat!” breathed Fullwood.

“He thought you were going off your
rocker with worry, or something,” cxplained
Handforth. ‘“Something had to be done. So
we got our heads together, and whacked out
our cash, faked up that letter, and there you
are. The whole thing’s over, and there’s an
end of it.”

“An end of it!” said Fullwood huskily.
“But—but you don't understand, ¥andy! I
owe you that money—and I shall never rest
until I can pay it! Besides, I can’t face them
—I’'m ashamed to !”

Handforth patted him on the back.

“Rats!” he said uncomfortably. “There is
nothing for you to get worried about. We all
know that you didn’t mean to run off the rail
like that. It .was Forrest’s fault, the cad; for
tempting you. You were a silly ass to fall
into the trap, but you were sorry for it after-
wards, weren't you? Well, that was good
enough for us. So we thought we'd put
things right without you knowing anything
about it. It was just a piece of rotten luck,
you meeting that croupier. Blow him !”

“Who helped with the money ?” asked Full-
wood quietly.

“Hamilton, Watson, Tregellis-West, Archie,
De Valerie, Church, McClure, and I,” replied
Handforth. “All Ancient House chaps, of
course—we didn’t tell anybody in the West
House. And we don’t want that money back,

cither. It was sent to you by the croupier.
Understand ?”

And as he saw Church and MeClure hurry-
ing down the road he made an excuse, after
urging Handforth to say nothing to anybody.
He went into a shop, and managed to get
away without being seen, while Handforth
was talking to his chums, near the Austin
Seven. He believed that Edward Oswald was
explaining everything, for he hadn’t given
his word that he would not talk. But, as a
malter of fact, Handforth was merely re-
opening the problem of the loose nut.

Handforth didn’t view Fullwood’s troubles
heavily. He regarded the affair as a trifle,
and he fully expected that Ralph Leslie would
soon dismiss the whole subject from his mind.
But this was very far from being the case.

Alone, Fullwood allowed the matter to prey
upon him.

After a week of serenity he was now cast
into the depths of despair. That sceret of his
was practically public property! This was
the thought that tortured him so much.

[

 devastating knowledge on his mind?

18, I'm in a hopeless hole.

 seemed his problem.

—

At least eight Remove fellows knew of his
dishonourable tonduct! And he had been
living in a fool’s paradise for the last six op
seven days, thinking that the secret was on-
tirely his own. He had had the courage to
face Handforth, because it had been neces.
sary to get the information from somebody. -

But how could he face the others—Clive, in
particular? How could he go back to St
Frank’s, and live in the usua? way, with this
He
would never be able to hold his head up again.
He was disgraced—dishonoured!

In the old days, Fullwood would have
treated all this sort of thing with eontempr,
But since he had learned the meaning of
honour, he was perhaps more acutely con-
scious of it, and all that it stood for, than a
fellow who had always, been honourable. Tt
was something comparatively new in his life,
and he prized it highly, It was his dearest
wish to retain the respeet and esteem of all
the decent fellows who daily surrounded him.

He had made that blunder, and he had
hoped that he would be able to forget it by
the passage of time.

But how different was the position now!

Eight others knew—eight others had made
good that money that he lhad squandered
away. And they stil] treated him in the samae
cordial manner as before. Their utter gencr-
osity, their genuine decency, hurt Fullwood
like a stab. He didn™ deserve it! And he
was positively afraid to meet them face to
face Of Clive, his own chum, he was in abso-
lute dread. For Clive had been the best of
them all. And Clive knew that he—Fullwood
—had acted like a cad and a thief!

“I can’t go back to St. Frank’s!” he mut-
tered miserably. "I darew’t face them. If
only I had the money, so that I could pay
them back—it might be different. But as if
I can’t go back
until I've done something to prove that I'm

' worthy of their friendship!”
Fullwood understood, but he didn’t heed. |

He wandered ammlessly about, undecided,
unsettled. The more he thought, the greater
He had been worried
before—when all this trouble had .first arisen.
But now it scemed to him that his woes were
even worse,. For then he had used Clive's
money without Clive knowing about it. DBut
now, these other fellows had supplied that
cash, and e was under a double obligation
to them,

He went past the entrance- of the picture
theatre in the middle of the High Street, and
he felt suddenly confused when he found him-
self in the midst of a ecrowd of pieturegoers,
who were just coming out at the end of the
afternoon performance.

He walked hurriedly, anxious to get past
these frivolous people as quickly as he could.
He marvelled that they could go to an enter-
tainment. Hecdlessly, he pushed into some-
body, and strode on. He hardly saw where
he was going, and he didn’t care which direc-
tion he took.
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Fullwood barged like a coal-heaver into the group of Moor View girls and sent Doris spinning.
was so weighed with his troublcs that he did not notice what he had done,

His mind
* Thanks, awfully, Ralph !’

exclaimed Doris indignantly, then her eyes widened as she saw that Fully’s face was drawn and wan.

““Thanks awfully, Ralph!” said an indig-
nant volce.

Fullwood half turned, and caught his breath
in when he saw that he was in the midst of
several Moor View schoolgirls. He had, as
he now acutely realised, barged like a coal-
heaver into Doris Berkeley.

“Oh, I say, I—I'm awfully sorry!”
blurted out. “I—I didn’t sce——"

“That’s all right,” smiled Doris cheerfully.
““If you want to sec a really terrible picture,
try a shillingsworth here! Of all the awful
shows 2

“It wasn’t so bad as that, Doris!” pro-
tested Winnie Pitt, as she joined them.
“Were vou just going in, Ralph?”

“No.” said I'ullwood awkwardly, ‘‘That
is— I—I was just walking by, you know.
Do—s0 the show wasn’t good?”

His manner was so strange, and his face so
pale and drawn, that Winnie looked at him
very closely. In a way, Reggie Pitt’s sister
was Ifullwood's special girl chum. And she
knew a little of what had recently been
happening. At least, sho had guessed that
Fullwood had had some worries.

“Shan't be a minute, girls,”
quietly.

Irene Manners emiled, and-her blue eyes
twinkled,
“We
sweetly,
"She and the others went off, chuckling,
and Winnie flushed slightly, She took Full-

he

she said

understand perfectly!”” she said

wood's arm,
direction.

“They’re only going to the Japanese Café,
so I'll join them after I've had a few words
with you, Ralph,” she said, with something
of her brother’s decisive way., “ Now, what’s
the matter?”

“Nun-nothing,” eaid Fullwood lamely.

“Don’t tell fibs!” replied Winnie. *‘‘You
haven’t scen me for nearly a week, and
you're looking worried and troubled, and
there’'s an expression in your eyes I don’t
like. Some little hitch somewhere—eh ?7”

“Honestly, I—I can’t tell you,” blurted out
Fullwood.

“You haven't quarrelled with Clive Russell
again ?” she asked. “I hecard that you bhad
had a tiff, and that it was made up——"

“No, we're the best of pals,” interrupted

and led him in the opposite

Fullwood. “I—I'd like to—— The fact 1is.
Winnie, I'm pretty miserable. Oh, I'm a
cad! I'm a weak, contemptible rotter!”

“I believe the first thing you said, but
not the rest,” declared Winnie coldly. "I
can sce you're miserable, Ralph, but if you
tell me that you're a cad again, I shall be
cross with you.”

“But it's truoc!”
happily.

He knew well enough that Winnie was the
last girl in the world to pry into matiers that
didn’t concern her. Her present anxiety for
knowledgo was only an expression of her
friendship. She wanted to sympathise with

muttered Fullwood un-
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him, if he. had any real worry. It was
Winnie, indeed, who had played a large part
in Ralph Leslie’s earlier rcformation. It was
chiefly owing to the girl's faith in him ‘that
he had fought down his dishonourable self.

And, suddenly, he had an overwhelming
desire to tell her everything. If the thought
had occurred to him five mninutes earlier—the
thought of telling Winnie of his folly—he
would have lau ﬁed it to scorn. But now
that he was witl% her, he felt that open con-
fession. was his only course. It was a rather
curious sidelight on his character. Ie
couldn’t face Clive, he couldn’t unburden
himself to a member of his own sex—but he
felt that he could tell Winnie everything, and
be rclieved in mind by the confession. _

“You don’t understand, Win,” he said
wretchedly. “I’ve not only been a cad, but
I'm a thief! I'm a weak rabbit, if you want
to _know the truth! Let’s come in here!”

They were close against the War Memorial
Cardens, and thev walked in, and sat down
on one of the park seats. There was little
fear of them being interrupted, for the early
December day was chilly, and dusk was
alrecady drawing on. But Winnio was well
provided with furs, and TFullwood himself
didn’t care whether he was cold- or not.

““Now, Ralph, you’ve been talking non-
sense, and I'm angry with you,” said 1ihe
girl quietly. “If you don’t want to tell mc
anything, I won’t press you, but I'm sure
vou've exaggerated——"

“I do want to tell you,”. interrupted Full-
wood quickly. “And T'll tell you why.
You've trusted me, Winnic, and I'm mnot
worth it. By the time I'm finished, you'll
walk away, and you'll never epeak to me
again.” .‘

“Well, we'll sce about that,” said the girl.

And Fullwood plunged straight into hist

,story. Winnie Pitt listened aimost without
comment until the end. Her brown cyes
werc concerned and grave, but there was no
look of - condemnation in them. Anybody
could see that she was Roggie Pitt’s sister.
Reggic was rather a handsome youngster—
and Winnie was not only pretty, but some-
how inexpressibly charming.

Fullwood told her evervthing—ecagerly and
in a flood of words. He needed no prompt-
ing—all he wanted to do was to make himself
loock as black as possible. He felt that be
didn’t deserve her friendship, and so it was
his duty to show her what an outsider he
was.

“That's all, Win,” he ended up soberly.
“Until to-day I thought that twenty pounds
had been returned by the croupier, but now
I know it was contributed by the fellows.
And I daren’t go back to face them. Just
before I met you, I was thinking of running
away eomewhere. I can't look anybody in
the face now. And I want vou to cut me
dead mn future—I'm a rotier!”

Winnie looked at him very seriously.

“Do vou know what you've got.to do?”
she asked.

““1 wish you could tell me

12
-
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“There’s nothing easier,” &ho r'eplind.
“First of all, put all this nonsense about
being a cad out of your head, and then go
back to St. Frank’s, face the music, and
show everybody that your backbone is as
solid as ever!”’

CHAPTER 7.

HANDFORTH  HEARS
. * NEWS.

sl ULL.WQOOD held his breath,
' “I'd like to!’ he said,
in a low voice. “But I
daren’t. Why don’t you
get an?ry with me,* Win-
, Why don’t you tell me that I’'m only

BEOMER

nie?
3

“If you're going to call yourself names
again, I shall get angry!” interrupted Win-’
nte severely. “You were caught in a trap,
and if there’s any cad in the case, he’s that
worm, Forrest!”

“But it was all my fault—for being so
weak——""

“We're all weak at times, and that was

what -Forrest counted upon,” said the girl
quickly. “But because you were weak then,
it’s all the more reason that you should be
strong mnow. I think that Ted Handforth
and Dick Hamilton and Clive Russell and
the others were just splendid. They knew
that you had made just a little slip, and so
they wanted to keep everything dark. But
now that you’ve learned of their action,
you naturally feel self-comscious about the
moncy.”
“Tgat’s just it,” said Fullwood glumly.
“The money! Before I sece them again, I've
got to get that money, and pay them back!
That’s why I want to run away, so that I
can come back with the cash, and face them
with a clean conscience.” '

“You can face them with: a clean con-
science now,’”’ said Winnie. “You can’t find
twenty pounds in a minute, Ralph, so you'll
have to wait. Why don’t you go back, and
see them all, and tell them frankly that you'll
pay them back as soon as you can get the
money? They're all good fellows—they'll be
willing to wait until you can pay. Promise
me that you won’t even think of running
EWHF." y

“I—I— Well, I'd like to——"

“Promise me®’ she insisted.

“¥es;, bul——"

“YI’'m waiting, Ralph,” said Winnie calmly.

“ All right, 1 promise!” muttered Fullwood,
not daring to look into her face. “I won’t
run away—but it'll be pretty hard—"

“You’ve cxaggerated the whole affair,”
she put in lightly. “I knew it from tho
first, of course. Why, Ralph, there’s nothing
to worry about at all. So I'll just say good-
bve now, and join the other girls,”

She held out her hand, and smiled at him.
There was any amount of wisdom in that
emall head of hers—for tho Jless said now,
the better. Fullwood had unburdencd hifs-
self, and his relief was obvious. Winnic knew
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that she could do no good by remaining—
in fact, what Fullwood nceded now was {o
be left alone for a bit. ' ‘

“ Good-byve, Ralph!”’ she said checrily, as
she held out her hand.

He hesitated to take it.

“I—I don’t deserve this!” he muttered,
filushing. : :

“Don’t be silly!” she laughed. “Shake!”

He took her hand then, and she gave him
a warm grip. A moment later she was gone,
and Fullwood watched her graceful figure as
it turned out of the gardens into the High
Street. There was a lump in his throat.

“What a brick!’” he muttered hoarsely.
“And what a rotter I am!”

He sat there for a long time, as Winnie
had known he would. And, gradually, he
came to the conclusion that her simple advice
was the best. He wouldn’t run away—but
he wanted to get ho'd of that money more
than anything clse in the world. How could
he raise twenty pounds before he went back
to the school?

He smiled bitterly at the very thought.
He might as well expect to raise twenty
thousand. Anvhow, there was no reason why
he should go back yvet. Any time before call-
ing-over would do. The longer: he left it,
the better, perhaps.

"' And so, feeling chilled, he got up at last,
and walked aimlessly into the High Street.
In the meantime, the Moor View girls were
already on their way back, and Winnie was
rather relieved because her chums did not
question her concerning Fullwood. She
had returned to the:;x very quiet and sub-
dued. And they instinetively felt that it was
not a time for pointed questions.

Edward Oswald Handforth was hanging
about the gateway of St. Frank’s when the
girls cveled past. As a matter of fact, Hand-
forth was thinking about Fullwood, and had
just been making some inquiries. Nobody
had scen Ralph Leslie come in. Clive Rus-
sell had been looking evervwhere for his
study-mate—{or Clive wanted to have a little
celebration.

Fullwood was the hero of the afternoon, for
his brilliant play in the second half of the
match had won the game for St. Frank's.
And vet IFFullwood hadn’t returned yet!

_ The Canadian boy was very upset about
it. I'or some unaccountable rcason, as he
instinctively felt, Fullwood had deliberately
avoided him. It puzzled Clive enormously,
for their recent quarrel was thoroughly made
up. and they were on more friendly terms
than ever before.

Clive’s anxiety had impressed Handforth
so much that the leader of Study D had
begun.to think. And while Clive went round
the school, looking for Fullwood, Handforth
slood at the gates.

For Tdward Oswald remembered Full-
wood’s talk. The fathead had said some-
thing about not being able to face the fellows!
Handforth recalled this now—although he

hadi’t breathed a word to Clive on the sub- |

ject. He felt that he was responsible, for
he had told Fullwood the full truth about
that money.

And when the girls came by, Handforth~
hatled them.

“Secen anything of Fullwood ?” he asked.
“By George, Irene, I must say you look top-
pm% in that dinky little hat!”

“Flatterer!”’ laughed Irene. *“Sorry, Ted
—we can’t stop now. We're late already:
and vou don’t want us to get lines, do you?”

“My hat, no!” replied Handy. ‘“‘But
about Fullwood—"

“I can tell you,” said Winnie, allowing the
other girls to cycle on. “I saw him in the
town, and I thought he would have been
back by now.”

“I'm worried about him,” growled Hand-
forth. “I told the ass that ecverything

would be all right. Just like him, to think
about

running away—— I—I mean—-
That is, he's—ho’s—" .
“Then gfou know everything?”’ asked
Winnie. “But of course you do—you were

there when the croupier spoke to Ralph,

weren't you?  Yes, Ted, he told me all
about 1it.”

Handforth stared,.

“He told you—everything?” he asked, in
astonishment. -
111 YES‘H‘

“Good man!" said Handforth,
sudden nod.

it 1
““I think he’s made a mountain out of a

molchill.”
said Edward Oswald,

with a
“And what do you think about

“Put it there!”
thrusting out his hand and gripping the
girl’s. ““ Anybody can tell you’re Reggie Pitt's
sister—vou’ve got such a lot of sense! Of
course he’s making a mountain out of a
molchill—that's just what I told him. The
man’s all right—as sound as a bell! Ho
made a bloomer, he was sorry about it, and,
as far as I'm concerned, that squared the
whole thing. But he's got 2 bee in his bonnet
about that silly money.”

“I think he's better now,” smiled Winnie,
amused at Handforth's vehemence. ‘*Any-
how, he gave me his promise that he wouldn’t
run awayv—and, of course, I believe him.
Still, T think it’s quite possible that he’ll
wander about in Baunington until the last
minute. Ralph is very sensitive, vou know
—and he feels his position keenly.”

“He's too jolly sensitive!”’ growled Hand-
forth.

Winnie smiled.

“And yet, in the same position, Ted, I'll
bet you would be just the same,” sho said
calmly. “We don’t really know how sensi-
tive we are until we’ve made a little side-
slip. But I ean't stay another minute—I
shall be late as it is.”

She bade him good-byve, and hurried off.
Handforth was a fellow of impulses, and ne
had onec now. He obeyed it without a
sccond’s hesitation.

He got out his Austin, and sped towards
Bannington.
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CHAPTER 8.

HANDFORTH HELPS!

ﬂ":i] NE {ellows

out of ten

would have acted quite
differently. For example,
they would have sought

out Clive Russell, and in-
wvited him to accompany them—they would
have told Clive what had happened. For
Clive, after all, was Fullwood’s best friend.

But not. so Edward Oswald Handforth.

He was so impulsive that as soon as he
mado up his mind, he acted. He knew that
Fullwood was miscrable—he knew that Full-
wood was worrving. So he just got out
his Austin, and rushed off to find the unfor-
tunate chap.

He didn’t even tell Church and McClure
anything about it. And Church and McClure
were paticntly waiting in Study D, with tea
ali recady, wondering where the dickens their
lcader f;ad got to., But it wds just like
Handforth to overlook .them, and to omit
having a word with Clive Russcll.

Iidward Oswald was about the most
thoughtless fellow in the Remove—as well as
being thoe largest-hearted. Just at present
he wanted to find Fullwood, swhisk him back
to St. Frank’s, and comfort him on the way.

And, as luck would have it, he ran right
into Ralph Leslie on the outskirts of the
town. Iullwood was wandering about as
before. He had forgotten his bicyele, he
had never given a thought to tea, and
the question of the twenty pounds was still
weighing heavily upon him.

“Just what I expected!” muttered Hand-
forth grimly.

He pulled up, and gave Fullwood a hail.
But the other junior didn't even hear,
although he was within five yards, and he
walked straight by.

“Hi, Fully, vou ass!” roared Handforth.

This time Fullwood started, and twirled
round.

“Oh, hallo, Handy!” he said.
back ¥

“¥Yea!” retorted Handforth.
coming with me!”’

'““No, don’t trouble—-"

“You fathead! I've come all the way from
St. Frank’s for you!” snapped Handforth,
“Winnic told me that vou were wandering
about here, so I came along to drag you
home. What's the idea of mooning about the
town like a half dead fish? Jump in, and
don’t be dotty!”’

But Fullwood deeclined the invitation.

“I—I'm not rcady to go back yet,” he
muttered. ““I'm worried, Handy. I want
to raise that money. I'm afraid to face Clive.
You're different—esomchow, you're more——
Well, I don’t know. But, anyhow, you're
different.”

Handforth smiled jndulgently.

“QOf course I’'m different,” he agreed, get-
ting out of the car, and clapping Fullwood
on the back. ‘‘But therc’'s no need for you
to make such a fuss. Unless you get into |

“Just off

“And you're

| that ear within two ticks, my lad, I'll biff

T’l‘

you

“But look here——"

“T’ll bash you in backwards!”’

“It’s no good threatening' me——"

“Isn’t 1t?” snapped Handforth. “All
right, then—I'll finish with threats, and try
a little action!”

He procceded to push back his slecves.

“Chuck 1t!’ said Fullwood hastily. “Don’t
be a chump, Handy! We don’t want a scrap
here, in the road, I suppose?”

“You may not want it—but you'll get 1£!"
retorted Handforth coldly. ‘‘Now then, are
you going to act like a sensible chap, or do
vou want me to slosh you into the middlo
of next week? You’ve only got to say the
word !”’

Obviously, it was necessary to do some-
thing with a volcanic fellow like this. I ull-
wood, as a matter of fact, was a skilful
boxer, and he was in tip-top condition. If
it came to a scrap, there was very little
to choose between them.

“I don’t want to fight vou, Handy,” he
said quietly., “But if I do, therc’ll be blood-
shed.” '

Handforth stared.

“My hat!” he ejaculated.
sist me, then ?”

“Well, T shouldn’t let you bash me, as you
put it, without giving you somecthing to be
going on with in exchange!” replied Full-
wood grimly. “But, hang it, we don’t want
to fight! We want to raise twenty quid—at
least, I do!”

Handforth was successfully sidetracked.

"Twenty quid?” he repeated. *“ ILasy !’

“Perhaps you can suggest something--
easy.”’ .
“ My dear fathead, it’s simple,” said Hand-
forth airily., “Twenty quid—eh? Well, let
me sce. I’ve got three or four to start with,
and if the worst came to the worst, T could
pawn my watch, and take the tools out of
my Austin = ~

“Thanks all the same, old man, but that
wouldn’t be the thing,” interrupted Fullwood,
shaking his head. “I want this money to
pay you back with—you and the other
fellows. I should simply be going round in

“Would you re-

'| a circle if I borrowed it off you to pay you

back "’
“H'm! I hadn’t thought of that,” ad-
mitted Handforth, scratching his head.

“No, I've got to._earn this money—carn
it!1”’ said Fullwood gruffly. “I could write to
my pator, and there’s just a bare chanco
that he would spring the twenty. But that
wouldn’t be the thing, either. I shall onlv
be satisfied if I earn the money, o that I
can fecl that I've squared things up. I lost
it, and so I've got to make it again.”

Handforth looked at him curiously.

“By George, you're a queer chap he
said, with a sniff. “You want a lot of pleas-
ing, don’t you? Haven’t I told you twenty
times that wo're all perfectly satizfied ?”

“But I'm not!” .
“That doesn’t make any difference,” said

Ed
!
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Handforth severely. “Dick Hamilton and
Archic and the rest collected that twenty
quid, and wo never want to secc it again.
So what the dickens is the worry ?”

Fullwood took him by the arm.
“Look here, Handy,” he said quictly.
“Put yourself in my place.”

“Eh?”

“Supposing you gambled somebody else’s
money away e

“But I don't gamble.”

“Yes, but supposing you fell into a trap
like 1 did, and was a weak fool like I was,
went on IFullwood. ““ And supposing you lost
twenty pounds of MeClure's money, say, and
then you found out that eight fellows had
clubbed together and paid it to McClure for
you? What would vou do?”

“Do!” roared
Handforth. “Why,
pay them all back,

1=

things properly un-
less you made it by
your own efforts?”

“No, I'm blowed
if I would!” ad-
Handforth
frankly. “Fully,
old man, you're
right! You’re
absolutely right! In fact, you’re so jolly
right that I'm blessed if I can understand
why I didn’t lopk at it like this before. And
one thing’s certain. You can't go back to
St. Frank’s until you’ve got that cash!”

“] wish this was the age of miracles
sighed Fullwood.

“If I was in your place, I tell you what I'd
do,” said Handforth thoughtfully. “I'd make
that money somehow, and I'd let you help me
"to make it, too. If you offered to lend a
hand with the job, I’d jump at it.”

“Yes, but i

“So I'm offering to help you—see?” said

Better magazine
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Handforth calmly. *Is that thoroughly
understood? We've got to make twenty quid
between us, ar ! then everything will be

straightened out.” \
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CHAPTER 9.
NO COCO-NUTS!-

ALPH LESLIE FULL-
WOOD shook his head. -
“It sounds very simple,
Handy, but it isn’t,” - he
said, “It’s awfully decent
of you to suggest such a thing—and, of course,
I’d be a poor sort of boor if I refused your
offer of help. But it’s impossible! We simply
couldn’t raise a sum like that!”

“Nothing’s <mpossible,” declared Hand-
forth. “It's simply a question of determina-
tion. Look at old Browne, of the Fiith!
That chap can work miracles, and do you
think I'mr going to be whacked by 'a giddy

Fifth Former?”

“But I promised
Winnie that I'd go
back to St. I'rank’s

next three hours!”

But Fullwood was
not such a hopeless
optimist as Hand-
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forth.

“Can you suggest
any method  of
earning it?”  he

. asked dubiously.

Of course I can’t! But that’s nothing,”
replied Handtorth, with perfect candour.
“We'll buzz into the town, put the car up,
and ther walk round. And if we can’t find
a way of carning twenty pounds this even-
ing, I'll fry my spare tyre, and eat it for
breakfast !”

“In any case, we shall miss calling-over, and
be late for bedtime——"’ -

“Under the honour system we're not
obliged to get permission to stay out,” inter-
rupted Handforth. * We're on our honour to
keep to the rules, I know—and, if it comes to
that we're both Vigilantes. But there’s an
exception tn every rule, and this is one. Cir-
cumstances alter cases, my lad! And if we’re
late for once we shall ba late in a good cause.
Now, hop in, and don’t let's have any more
arguments,”
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TFullwood fclt it was rather a hopeless task
to argue, in any case. IEdward Oswald Hand-

forth.-had made up his mind, and dynamile |

wouldn’t shift him now. Besides, Fullwood
felt , grateful—he deéeply appreciated the
friendly epirit which was prompting Hand-
forth to throw himself so wholeheartedly into
this quest for cash.

That the money could be raised seemcd
outrageously improbable. Only Handforth’s
unquenchable optimism led him to suppose
that it could. He bhadrn’t any plan—or any
ghost of a plan. His idea was to wander
about, and wait for something to turn up.

But it was useless to argue, and, at least,
they would be doing something. Iullwood
knew that Handforth would only lose his
present .enthustasm after he had met with
constant rebuffs.

So they went into the town, garaged the
car, and then walked down the High Street.
Edward Oswald was like a hound on the
scent. Suddenly he came to a halt, and
looked at IFullwood with wide-open eyes.

““Got it,” he said eagerly. “Let’s go and
get the car out again!”

“But we’ve only just put it up—”

“We’'ll take it to the'station, and use it as
a taxi-cab,” explained Handforth triumph-
an::IIy.ﬁ “We'll take people all over the place,
nn i

;‘ II ]can see three good reasons against 1t.”

T 4:1 ?J!

“In the first place, we should get 1n trouble
with the police,” said Fullwood. “A car
can’t ply for hire unless it’s licensed. In
the second place, we shouldn’t stand an
carthly chance with your little bus against
the regulation taxis, and there’s too many
hanging about the station already—except on
a race day, or when there’s something special
on. So where would your Austin Seven be?”

“H'm You may be right——"

“And thirdly, I wouldn’t allow it,” con-
cluded Fullwood. “I don’t mind letting vou
help me to earn the money, Handy, but I'm
hanged if I let you do «ll the earning.””

So Handforth gave it up, and they walked
on, trying to think of another plan. -Even
Handforth did not realise how much good
he was doing, even though there scemed
little or no prospect of “raising the wind.”
He was lifting Fullwood out of his agony of
despair, and bringing him back into a healthy,
normal state of mind. The reason was
simple, There was somefhing for him to
think about now—something to take him off
the contemplation of his own follies. Another
hour of this, and Ralph Leslie would be so
much cheered that he would face the return
to St. Frank’s with all the courage that
Winnie Pitt gave him eredit for.

“Let’s turn back,” said Handforth abruptly.
“We're getting down into the low quarter
of the town—the poor district—and there’s no
chance of earning moncy there. My hat!
We're ncar the gasworks!”

“And there’s a fair, or something, isn’t
there?” asked Fullwood, as he caught a

strain of discordant music from the middle |

l

distance aliead. *“Look at those flaring lights
It’s a rummy time of the ycar to hold a fair,
isn’t it?”

““There’s no accounting for what they do-
in this quarter,” replied Handforth grufily.
‘““ Besides, this is a permanent affair, 1sn’t 1t ?
Thev’'ve always got swings, or rcundabouts,
on this piece of ground, I believe. It’s =
kind of institution. Let’s get away from it.”

But Fullwood suddenly looked keen. -

“I don’t know,” he said thoughtfully.
“We're out to earn money, aren’t we? Well,
it’s early closing day, and the town’s practie-
ally dead—exeept round here. There’s not.
a chance in a thusand that we shall got any
opportunities, but if there are any, they’ll
be hcere.”

“Jiggered if you’re not right!” said Hand-

forth warmly. “As a matter of fact, I was
going to suggest something of the sort!”
. He pressed on eagerly, and Fullwood was
rather upset to note his companion’s air of
i}xpegtancy. What possible chance was there
1ere!

They came to the fair at last—a rather poor
concern on the whole. It was in the very
lowest part of Bannington, almost opposito
the gasworks, and the fair ground was small
and tawdry. Admission was free, and the
attractions were very second-rate. Most of
them were illuminated by oil-flares, but a
wheezy old roundabout boasted of electric
lights—although it certainly could not boast
of the ghastly organ which was jerking out
its abominable travesty of a tune.

As the evening was so fine, business was
brisk. Indecd, Fullwood was astonished to
see the crowds. Most of them were attracted
by the lights, perhaps. The swings wecre
badly patronised, and the roundabouts were
mainly the refuge of children. Most of the
business was being done in the sidcshows, and
where there were automatic machines. The
youths of the lower town formed the greater
proportion of the patroms. And these were
trying their skill in all sorts of ways.

“It's no good, Handy,” said Fullwood
glumly. “What can we do?”

“Plenty of things,” replied Handforth, with-
out hesitation. “If you think I've given up
hope, the best thing you ean do is to think
again! What’s the matter with-.this chap
here? A coco-nut shy is a fat lot of good
without any coco-nuts, isn't 1t ?”

He indicated a gloomy-looking gentleman
who was leaning despondently against the
cage-like receptacle which contained the
wooden balls. The shy was illuminated, but
no business was being done. All the pegs at
the lower end of the shy weré empty. Hand-
forth moved over.

“Business bad, or what?” he asked.

The gloomy gentleman removed his clay
pipe, and glared.

“I'm fed up!” he said.
matter with me, young gent!
the neck!”

“You look it I’ said Handforth, nodding.

“Yus, an’ who wouldn’t be ?” demanded the

“That’s wot’s the
I'm fed up to
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man. ‘“The best night we’ve ’ad this ’ere
week ! Crowds o' people, an’
plenty o’ money, by the look o' things—an’
me without any blinkin’ coco-nuts! 'Ow’s a
cove to make a livin’? That’s wot I want
to know !” .

The coco-nut shy proprietor spoke indig-
nantly. He was a short, fat gentleman, with
a red face, and he didn’t look as though bhe
needed to make a living. He could safely
exist on his own fat for at least a month. But
this solution to his worries did not seem to
strike hinn

“Why don’t you get some coco-nuts, then?”
asked Handforth, ;

The stout gentieman gasped.

“Lummy1” hes exclaimed, “Wot d’zou
take me for, young shaver? Do you think I
ain't been all over the town, tryin’ to buy
coco-nuts? Five sacks of 'em I ordered—five
sacks, mark you—an’ when I goes o the
station, wot do I find? Nothink! Nothink
but a lot oi arf-dead blokes wot can’t answer
a civil question!”

“Hard lines!"” said Fullwood.

“You're right, young gent,” apreed the
proprietor, ‘‘Me—Bill Stiggins—without rio
coco-nuts! The fust time In ten years, or
I'll eat the o)Jd shy! An’ all ’cos of some
blinkin’ fool on the railway! Look at 'em!”
‘ho added,’ indicating the crowd. ‘‘’Undreds!
An’' all a-throwin’ of their money away like
it was water! An’' me without no coco-
nuts!” ©

He turned away in utter disgust, and Hand-
forth gave a violent start. He grabbed Full-
wood’s arm, and drew him aside. But he
changed his mind, and instead of taking Full-
wood into his confidence, he turned back to
Mr. Stiggins. - ;

“Will those ceco-nuts turn up to-night?”
he asked quickly.

“Wot 'opes!” said Mr. Stiggins gloomily.

“You mean they won’t?”

‘““Not a chance, wust luck!”’

“Well, look here,” said Handforth briskly.
“You're not using this shy, are you? Sup-
posing we hire it from you for the evening?
How much do you want?”

“Tre 1t?” said Mr. Stiggins, scratching his
scrubby chin. ““Wot’s the good o’ that? If
I can't do no business, I should like to know
wot you sprightly young shavers can do?” he
added suspiciously. “Young gents from the
big school, too, the look o’ ye! I ain't
feelin’ 1n the m&ns for none o’ vour jokes!”

“Honest injun, how much?” decmanded
Handforth.

“A quid!” said Mr. Stiggins sarcastically,
“A quid, an’ it’s yours for the evenin'—
an’ I'll chuek in the lamps!”’

“Done!” said Handforth promptly.

The shy-proprietor stared. He had only
spoken in derision, never dreaming that his
offer would be accepted. He thought the
boys were trving to be funny.

;‘Crikey!” he said. “You don’t mean
it?” :
“Y do mean it—and here’s your quid!”

replied Handforth. “And I'll tell you what—

all of ’em with.

as we don’'t want to take advantage of you,
vou can help us to run the shy, and we’ll give
vou ten per cent. of the profits at the end.
That’s fair enough, 1sn't it ?” '

Mr. Stiggins knocked his
violently that he broke it.

“Tell me this!” he said. “ Wot's the good
of a shy without no coco-nuts?”

“I'll show youn in about two ticks,” said
Handforth, with a grin. "“Come on, Fully—
you, too, Stiggy! DBring some baskets, if
vou’'ve got soine. If we can’t get coco-.
nuts, wec'll use something else. Twenty
quid?” He laughed. “Just you watch!”

pipe out so

CHAPTER 10.
THREE SHIES FOR BIXPENCET

HERE was something so
convincing about Hand-
forth’s manner that even
Fullwood felt his heart
give a jump. :
“But—but I don’'t understand!”’ he said

breathlessly. |

““We’ve got to earn that money—and we're
not too proud to run a coco-nut shy, I sup-
pose ?”’ breathed Handforth. " You promised
to let me help you—and that includes laying
j out a bit of capital, Money makes money,
my son!”’

“Yes, but—="

“Look at that shop across the road,” said
Handforth, gazing out beyond the fair
ground, ‘‘That one with the lights.”

“Strike me pink!’ ejaculated Mr. Stiggins;
in _disgust, “That there greengrocer’'s?
Why, you young ijit, they ain’t seen a
coco-nut in that shop since Noah rowed
acrost the Red Sea in 'is Hark!”

“We're not talking about coco-nuts,” said
Handforth serenely. ““What’s the matter
with cabbages? Cauliflowers? Bananas?
Oranges? Melons?”

“By jingo!” breathed Fullwood, his eyes
sparkiing: “Handy, forgive me! didn't
think you had so much brain! It’s abso-
lutely brilliant!"

Mr. Stiggins didn't think so.

“You're off your honion!'! he said fiercely.
“Who ever ’card of horanges. an’ cabbagos
on the pegs of a coco-nut shy?”

“Nobody—but that’s why it’s a cert!” said
Fullwood quickly. “The crowd will patron-
ise us just because of the noveltv! And
oranges and cabbages are cheaper than coco-
nuts! We ought to do a roaring trade!

Mr. Stiggins took a long breath. |

“An’ I never thought of it!”’ he said dis-
mally. “‘Me standin’ ’ere all the evenin’,
doin’ nothink! Still, a bargain’s a bargain—
an’ Bill Stiggins is a man of his word! The
ahz’s yours, young gents!’’

Good man!”’ said Handforth heartily.

All the same, Mr. Stiggins was still a bit
dubious. With all his years of experience, he
had never used anything but coco-nuts .in
his shy. And he did not guite share Hand-

forth’s enthusiasm. After the first burst of
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exctiement, he was inclined to belicve that
the public would steer clear of this novel type
of shv. Mr, Stiggins was not a man of
imagination.

However he had been promised ten per cent.
of the prolits, in addition to the pound ke
had alrcady received, so he helped with a
will. They went across to the greengrocer’s
with the baskets, and the proprictress nearly
had a fit when Handforth stated his require-
ments.

Edward Oswald, in short, wanted to buy
up the shop.

“None of your™ games, young man!’ said
the woman severely.

“Games be blowed!”’ said Handforth., ‘I
want all these greens—the hard ones—and
- lots of oranges and bunches of bananas, and
some of those apples. But look here,” he
added. “We can’t wait while you weigh
them out. Give me a price for all this lot.”

He indicated a large trayvful of oranges,
another trayful of apples, numerous bunches
of bananas, and piles of cabbages.

“I say!” murmured Fullwood, while the
startled woman was tryving to reckon up.
“It'll cost you quids, Handy!”

“Tt can’t cost me more than four—that’s.

all I've got!”’

“Yee, but that'll make five, with the pound
you gave io Stiggins,” murmured Fullwood.
“And it’s a bit of a risk, when all is said
and done. Stiggins knows more about the
game than we do, and what’s going to happen
if all this stuff is left on your hands?”

. Handforth eyed hiin coldly.

“I'd like you to know, Ralph Iullwood,
that I can-buy what fruit and vegetables I
ke without any ecriticissm from you!’ he
said. “So the sooner you dry up, the better.
Well. ma’am, what about 1t?”

“Three pounds,” said the lady.

“PDone!” said Handforth promptly.

He had ap idea that the good woman had
robbed herself—for there was an enormous
lot of stuff. But the chances werc that the
shopkeeper had made just as much profit en
her goods as though ehe had sold them
in the ordinary way.

. Handforth didn’t wait.

““Look here, I'll take this basketful over,”
he said brickly. “You and Stiggins can
come along with the rest in iwo or three
loads. There’s no reason why I shouldn’t
be getting to business.” :

i And Edward Oswald hurried off, staggering
under a miscellancous assortment of cab-
bages, oranges, apples, bananas, and even
potatocs.

i He was as keen as mustard on this affair,
and he carried his purchascs to the end of
the shy, and judiciously set up the wvarious
fruits and vegetables. By the time he had
done, the pegs wore a look that they had
never before assumed. Some were especi-
ally choice—for on some pegs rested six or
seven bananas, whilst on the. next pe{‘g there
was only a solitary potato. The apples and
oranges were liberally distributed, too.

Handforth surveyed his work, and then
noticed that_a few pcople were alrcady at-

4

at the top of his voice,
and gentlemen!
and cverything you knock off is yours!
up—walk up!”’

round to see what it was all about.
| showmen were sbouting to a certain extent,
but Handforth’s voice drowned them all.
And a crowd is always drawn by something
novel—here there were two novelties.

¢¢ Three shies for gixpence ! *’ bawled Handf«
There was something novel in a fruit and ves
hand out the wooden balls, It looked a

tracted, and were looking on in surprisc.
Fullwood and Mr. Stiggins came up, with
two more basketfuls.

“My hat!’ said Fullwood, staring,

“Now then—roll' up!”’ roared Handforth,
“This way, ladies
Three shies for sixpence—
Walk

“This way, gents!’ bellowed Mr. Stiggins:

lovally.

[%2

"Three shics for sixpence thundered

Hand{orth.

They made so much noise that people came
Other

Firstly, it was something new to have a

 schoolboy in charge of a coco-nut shy—and

start 7 i I
“This is the first shy of its kind in Eng-
land !

a public schoolboy at that. And, sccondly,
the variegated prizes proved an added at-
traction.

“Come on, who’s going to be the first to
shouted Tullwood enthusiastically.

Try for the bananas—they’re the best
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try your luck !> The people rolled up !
rood was raking in money as iast as he could
ainwave was going fo prove a good one |

value! But you're entitled to all you knock
oftf !”’

“Walk up, you slowcoaches!”’ roared Hand-
forth. “Comec on! What’s the matter with
you? Three shies for sixpence! Who's the
first customer?”

“Is this a fake, or what?” asked a burly |

youth.
“A fake!”
want a thick ear
“Here you are, sir—three balls!”’ inter-
rupted Fullwood hastilv, as somcbody de-
cided to try his skill. *“Come on! The more
the merrier!”

snorfted Handforth. “If you

Fullwood did not want to sce the whole }

affair wrecked at the outset—as it would be if
Handforth started distributing thick ears.

Whizz! _

The first customer was successful with his
very first shot—and, moreover, he Kknocked
off a bunch of bananas worth at least
eighteenpence. There could not have been 2
better start.

“Them bananas is mine!” said the custo-
mer, ‘‘None o’ your tricks—"

“Of course they’re yours!’ interrupted
F¥ullwood promptly.

“An’ I've got two more shies!” said the
customer.,

Handforth rushed down, picked up tho
bananas, and substituted another bunch. The
frutt was handed over, and the crowd became
alive to the fact that this was something
worth going in for, '

There were eager demands for balls, and
{he money flowed in at great speed. Although
Fullwood did not actually mistrust Mr. Stig-
gluls, he was not acquainted with that gen-
tleman’s record, so he thought it wise to act
as money-taker, and to preside over the balls.

The rush of trade was astonishing.

Once the erowd was fairly started, it was
almost impossible to hold them back. The
two juniors and Mr. Stiggins were kept eo
hard at work that thev were run off their
fect. Handforth was in deadly danger of
being braiued, for he insisted upon keeping
at the end of tho shy, and he caused huge
amusement by the way he kept dodging.

As Fullwood had hoped, that first shot had
been miore or less of a fluke. Most of tho
customers threw their missiles for nothing.
Not one ball in a dozen succecded in dis-
lodging a fruit or a vegetable. And then
it was generally an apple, or a cabbage.
So, by a simple process of calculation, it was
casy to sec that the shy was making moncy
rapidly.

“Here you are—a lovely orange for some-
body !’ shouted Handforth, as he picked up
an orange that had been hit. *“Who docs
this belong to?”

It wasn’t worth taking, for it was smashed
to pulp. Indeed, plenty of the sportsmen
were only trying their luck just for the
pleasure of sceing the fruit go flying,
squashed to pulp. |

However, after an hour of it, the enthusi-
asm began to wane—particularly as the
stocks of material were running out. And
at last the crowd grew tired of the novelty,
and only a few urchins were left—and these
wanted to have three shies for half-price—cr
even less.

“Well, that's over, anyhow,” eaid Fullwood,
at last. “Phew! It was pretty hot work,
Handy! It’s a wonder vou’re not dead!”’

“I am, nearly,” said Handforth, trying io
rub himself in half a dozen places at once.
“I’'m black and blue all over! But never
mind—what’s the amount of the takings?”

““Strikes me you've made a few quid!”’ said
Mr. Stiggins enviously.

And after a long task in counting up end-

‘less coppers and small silver, the result was

known. When Mr. Stiggins had received his
ten per cent., and Handforth had put- his
four pounds back in his pocket, the nect profit
wag six pounds ten. And this, after all, was
a prizo worth having.

CHAPTER 11.
STILL GOING STRONG.

A IX pounds ten!” said Hand-
forth gloomily.

“No need to wuse that
tone, old man— we're
lucky !’ said Fullwood.
repcated Handforth, staring

“ Lucky !”’
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“What's the good of six pounds ten when
we want twenty ¥” .

““A lot of good,” replied Ralph Leslie.
“ After all, it’s nearly a third of the amount,
isn’t 16?7 And I -was balf afraid that you
wouldn’t even see your moncy back, old son.
I think we've done marvellously.” :

Handforth shook his head.

“It's not bad for a start, but we shall
have to think of something else,” he said.
“Let's have a look round the other shows.
There might be something—— Hallo! What's
up with the Aunt Sally 7” _

“Somebody hurt, by the look of it,” replied
Fullwood, with concern.

They went over to the Aunt Sally, where
the proprietor and a crowd of people were
bending over an unfortunate youth who had

just been laid out. This daring young sports-

.man had been the fellow who projected his
head through a hole in a sheet at the
bottom of the range. It had been his job
‘to _dodge the hard rubber balls that were
flung at his face. It was a somewhat novel
form of Aunt Sally, and Handforth looked
eager.

“I should think that chap must be paid
well!”” he said, turning to TFullwood. "I
mean, it's a bit thick, sticking your head
through that gap, and waiting for everybody
to bi you. Those balls must want some
dodging!” = '

“Better come away,” said IFullwood.

But he didn’t move., The showman, having
seen his assistant carried off, was trying to
entice somebody to help him. But there
were no takers. The game didn’t seem to be
worth the candle! .

Fullwood made up his mind.

“1'll have a shot, if you like,” he said.

“You?” exclaimed the showman. “I ain’t
so sure——  Still, it’s your own business
voung gent. I don’t usually employ smart
schoolboys——"- .

“Well, I'm game!” said Fullwood. - How
much is the pay?” :

“It all depends upon the custom,” said
the man. . -

“Well, what about fifty-fifty ?” asked Full-
wood. “You take the money, and I take the
risk! It’s worth halves, isn’t it?”

The showman considered, and then nodded.
He was a shrewd man. He realised that he
would have to close up his Aunt Sally un-
less he accepted this offer. And the crowd
was already interested in Fullwood and Hand-
forth. Indeed, the Aunt Sallv man had
noted how he had lost all his customers when
the improvised coco-nut shy had been at its
height.

“Right you are!” he said eagerly.
it is!”’

“Hold on!” enorted Handforth.
do I come in?”

AN SWER S
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“This is my affair, Handy,” said Fullwood.
“Don’t forget that I'm earning the moncy
—not you. All right, boss—take the money "

Fullwood ran round, well aware of his
risks. And Handforth was consoled sowne-
what when the showman informed him that
he would not have to wait very long, if he
was anxious for a triall At three shots for
twopenes!

And as soon as Fullwood’s head appeared
through the slit in the canvas, there were
plenty of customers. It had been novel
to aim the rubber balls at an ordinary yokel.
But it was different when a smart schoolboy
took the risk!

Business woke up with a vengeance, and
Fullwood found it necessary to wake up, too.
In the first minute he was hit nearly a dozen
times, and his face felt as though it had
been lashed with a _whip. However, prac-
tice makes perfeet, and in a surprisingly
stpltl't time he was dodging abou¥ with great
skill.

But this sort of thing couldn’t last long.

A well-directed blow caught him fairly be-
tween the eyes while he was dodging another
ball; his head vanished, and left only a gap.

“By George!” breathed Handforth, n
alarm. '

He rushed round before anybody elsc could
get there, and found Fullwood picking him-
seif up, dazed, but by no means out.

“It’s all right—I'm still fit!”” he muttered.
“This is my affair—"

“Rats!"” snapped Handforth. ““You go
and watch the chap with the money! Tl
take this on now—and I'll show you how it
ought .to be.done!”

He thrust his head through the opening,
and a shout went up {rom the crowd at the
other end of the range.

“Hit mo!"’ hooted Handforth.
Try 1it!”

A roar answered him.

“Come on!

“You think you ecan—eh?” vyelled the
leader of Study D. “I'd just like to see one
of yvou score a bullseye! Come on! I'm

waiting !”’

Whizz! Whizz! Whizz!

It was not nccessary for him to wait long.
There was a rush to buy the balls, and
Handforth found himself rcceiving far more
attention that even Fullwood had done. To
a certain extent, he was as good as his
word, for he moved so rapidly that a few
dozen balls had been flung before he was hit.
He had a cricketer’'s eye, and followed the
Aight of each ball accurately. But he
couldn’t very well kecep his eyo on several
balls at once. And after about ten minutes
he was bombarded by a sudden fusiliade, and
collapsed. But the crowd hardly noticed it—
for Fullwood popped his own face through
within the second.

And so they kept it up. While one re-
covered, the other took on the job.  After
all, the blows from the balls were not heavy
—they only smarted for a time. And at the
end of half an hour, the two juniors had be-
come remarkably skilful at the game. They

developed the art of dodging to such an ex-
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{ent that direct hits were few and far be-
tween.

However, it was getting a bit late, and
customn fell off when the nowelty of it waned.
So at length they dccided that they had had
enough, and claimed their half share.

The showman was full of enthusiasm.

“Well done, young 'uns!” he said heartily.
“I'm blowed if you ain’t the best kids I've
ever “ad at the game! Here you are! Here's
a quid each.”

““How much do you charge for a go?”

“A tanner for three tries.” _

“Then what’s the 1dea?” asked HHandforth
grufily. “You’ve taken more than four
pounds since we started on the game!”

“Not a penny, I am’t!” replied the man
indignantly.

“You’'ve been doing a roaring trade ever
since we started,” said Handforth. “Fair's
fair, so kecep to the bargain. Either that,
or we'll shove you through that slit, tie
you there, and pelt you—sy>"’

“Oh, all right—just to please you
the showman hastily. ‘I ain’t greedy!
give you threce pun’ ten between you. How's
that? It’s robbing myseclf Y

“Come on, then; hand it over,” said Full-
wood, “We'll call it quits.”

They received the money, and went away,
for the fair ground was now no longer a pos-
sible source of income. The two juniors were
feeling the effects of their strenuous work,
too. They had reccived good money, but
they had earned every penny of it.

“Ten pounds!” said Fullwood breathlessly.
“Why, Handy, it scems almoést too good to
be true! That's half the money! Thanks
awhﬂly, old man, for what you've been doing

“Rats!”’ interrupted Handforth. “Rot!
What's the good of talking about being suc-
cessful? Too sood to be true? Huh! We
want twenty quid—not ten!”’

“Half a loaf’s better than no bread &4

“We’re not talking about bread!”’ inter-
rupted- Handforth tartly. “We’ve made ten
quid, and 1t’s getting pretty late. We shall
have to think of somecthing desperate  now.
In my opinion, we’ve done badly—"’

“And in mine, we've worked a miracle,”
said Ifullwood happily. ¢ At least, I can pay
the chaps half the money I owe them.”

They were out in the road by this time.
wending their way back towards the more
respectable part of the town. It was half-past
eight, and Fullwood was getting anxious. He
remembered his promise to Winnie, and he
was determined to get back to the school.

“We've done wonders, Handy,”” he went
on. “You’ve been a brick, and I’'m feeling
lcads better. It’s impossible to get that other
ten pounds—"

“Ten pounds!” said -Handforth. “That’s
rummy !”

Heo had halted, and was staring at a gaudy-
“‘ooking poster on the wall. It was pasted up
iust opposite a street lamp. And the most
vrominent thing about it was a huge “£10"’
in the centre.

said

I'll}

| It’s no place for the likes of you!

“What's this?’ said Handforth. *“Ten
quid for the chap who can stand up to Smiler
Hogan for three rounds in the ring! Wed-
nesday night—— “Why, what the——"" He
broke off, and gazed at Fuliwood. * Wednes-
day !” he gasped. “‘That’s to-night!”

“Yes, but—"

“Ten pounds!” said Hand{orih, in a yell.

“ Great Scott !” exclaimed Fullwood. " You
—you mean—— Oh, but - it’'s impossible,
Handy! We couldn’t win a prize like that!
This Smiler Hogan is a professional bruiser.
I don’t suppose I could last one round, let

L alone three.”’

Handforth grinned.

“You don't need to!” he replied. Tl
take him on!”’
= CHAPTER 12
TAKEN OXN!

2 ROVIDENTTAL was the

correct word to usc 1n con-

7 >, nection with that unex-

P—— pected announccment,

Ralph Leslie  Fullwood

wanted another ten pounds to make up his
twenty, and here was a chance of w!num;i it !
Not that there was one. chance in a hun-
dred of. any success. As Iullwood had
pointed out, how cculd they expect to stand
up to & professional boxer for three rounds ?
Besides, the proprietor of the place would
never offer ten pounds so rashly if there was
the slightest chance of anybody winning 1t.
“VYes,’ said Handforth, “TI’ll take him on,”
“Vou won’'t, Handy,” replied Fullwood
quietly. “Good heavens! You've helped me
cnough as it is, but if it's a question of which
of us shall have a shot at Smiler, I’'m the one.
I'm -after this money, and I've already tnlii’
you that I've got to earn it. So don’t argue.

Handforth was compelled to see the line of
reasoning. | _

“Of course, if you like to be obstinate—
he began gruffly, . _

“Honestly, Handy. it’s up to me,” mtet-
rupted Fullwocd., “But we needn’t count our
chickens before they’re hatched. We'll go
along to the place. and see what it’s like,
but 1t'll be no good.” _

“ Anyhew, let's go and sce,”” said Handforth
eagerly.

%heg had another look at the bill, anﬂ
found that the “great boxing tournament

LR ]

?

‘was to take place in “Bud Mascu’s Gigantic

Arena,’”’ in South Street. * _

“By George! It must be a big place,” said
Handforth enthusiastically. ““‘Rummy wc've
never heard of it! 1 say, cfficer 1 he added,
as a policeman was in the act of passing.
“YWhere’s the arena 7”

“The which?”’ asked the constable.

“Bud Mason’s Gigantic Arcna.”

“Oh, that!’’ said the policeman drily. “I
suppose you mecan Bud’s booth? That’s what
they call it round here, anyway—and you'd
better give it a wide berth, voung rentlemen'!

3}

b ]
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“We just wanted to have a look 3t it,”’ said
Fullwood vaguely, :

“Well, take .my advice, sir, and don’t,”
replied the ceonstable. “Young gentlemen
from the Grammar School, aren’t you 1”

‘““No, St. Frank’s.” .

“My stars! You've no right to be down
here I’ exclaimed the officer, looking at the
two juniors curiously. “And you'd better
not go to Bud Mason’s place. I'm warning
you, sir!”’ he added to Fullwood. - “I know
what I'm talking about, and you’ll be sen-
sible if you get straight back to your school.”’

He walked on, and the Removites looked at
onc another.

“I expeet he’s right,” said TFullwood re-]

luctantly. “He wouldn’t speak Jlike that
unless he knew. I shall have to give it up,
Handy—not that there was any chance, any-
how-—"" "

“Rats!” broke in Handforth. - “Blow that
bobby | Let’s find the place!”

A Fusser-by directed them to it without
trouble, and TFFullwood thought that it would
be as well to take a look at the booth, any-
how. Perhaps that would be  cnough to
choko Handforth off. Tor, curiously enough,
although it was Fullwood who desired the
:}Cnune;.-', Handforth was the more eager of the
WO. .

It did not take them long to locate *“Bud
Mason’s Gigantic Arena.” As the policeman
had hinted, it was nothing but a dirty, dis-
reputable-looking booth. And it was situated
in an even worse part of the town than the

|

fair, The juniors hardlg realised it, but the
had penetrated into' the really dﬂngemuj;
slums of Bannington. ' Almost every town hag
its bad quarters—and this was Bannington’s,

“My .only hat!” murmured Hand
“What a hole!”’ ; torth,

Fullwood was reading a flaring poster
against the entrance of the booth, It boldly
stated that ten pounds would be presented
to anybody under ten stone in weight who
stood up to Smiler Hogan, the champiop
light-weight, for three rounds.

“I'm under ten stone, if it comes to that,’
murmured IFullwood.

“Coming in to try your luck, young gent?”
asked a beefy-looking man, dressed very
flashily. = “IEverybody welcome! Just givo
me your name, and you can have a shot for
the ten quid! Everything fair an’ square]
Honest Bud—that’s me!”

“I’'m under ten stone,” said Handforth,
promptly. “Tll try—="

“INo, you won't!” broke in Fullwood.

“Look here—"’

‘“Confound you, Handy——"’

“1 tell vou =

“Now then, young gents—now then!” said
Bud Mason severely. “ No need to guarrel—
you can both have a shot.””

“Then put me down first!"” said IFullwood
quickly. “ My name's Fullwood!” iy

“Right you are,” grinned the proprietor.
““As vou're a smart-lookin’ young gent, T’ll
let you have the first try—it’ll give us a
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e
tone, Bill,”” he added, turning to one of his
own kind. “How many names down ?”’

«“RBight—an’ that’s the lot!’’ said the other
man. “Can’t take no more.” . 3
«\What about me ?’ demanded Handforth
indignantly. :

“Sorry, young ‘un—too late - :

«“PDon’t worry, Handy—I'm glad they won't
take your name,” muttered Fullwood, as he
¢urned aside. “I'm an idiot for giving mine,
but I did it on the spur of the mement. This

lace is a blot! It’s a wonder to me they
allow ‘it in the town. If 1 hadn’t given my
nume, I'd go.” )

“PDon’t be an ass said Handforth.
«There’s a chance to win that ten quid, and
I wish I had been the first! Of course, if the
Head got to know that we were here, he'd
sack the pair of us. But there isn’t much
rick, and 1t’s all in a good cause!”’

“How could he sack us 7"’ asked Fullwood.
‘““That sort of thing is abolished nowadays

—

192

I‘.l']'

“By George, so it is!”’ interrupted Hand-
forth, with a start. ‘ Why, then, it’s easy.
Particularly if—— Well, never mind,” he
said. “I'll tell you what. You go inside,
and get near the ring. Don’t let them diddle
you out of your chance. You buzz in!”

“And what about you ?”

“Never mind about me—I'll show you
what I'm pgoing to do later on,”” replied
Handforth mysteriously. ‘“Fully, old man,
this 1s your lucky night! You didn’t think
you were going to earn any money at all,

did yvou? And yet you’ve got ten pounds
already !”

Fullwood caught his breath.

“You're right!” he muttered tensely.

“And if we can make ten, why not twenty?
By gad, T'll fight like 2 demon! Only three
rounds !’ he added to himself. ‘‘And this
Hogan chap is probably a slogger. There’s
a chance, Handv—I really believe there’s a
chance !’

“Of course there is!” declared Handforth.
“You go inside !”

Edward Oswald moved off, and Fullwood
stood there for a few moments, oblivious to
the fact that he was now in very bad com-
pany. The men round about the booth were
ruffians of the worst type, by the look of
them. And some of them were giving Full-
wood very furtive glances. SucE a emartly
dressed youngster was seldom seen here.

But Fullwood had no eyes for anything. |.

He was thinking. Ves, this Smiler Hogan
was probably a common
champion ” who only had to deal with local
rustics. But Fullwood was a real boxcr, with
& perfece knowledge of the science of self-
defence,
And he only had to stand up to Smiler
H?gﬂn for three rcunds!
_“By Jove, I believe I stand a chance!”
Fullwood told himself, with a catch in his
roat. “And if I last out, I win the ten
Pound prize! That makes the whole twenty!
1, my goodness! I wonder if thig really is
my lucky night?”’

bruiser—an alleged |

A voice broke in upon him.
“Best thing you can do, young shaver, is

to clear off '’ said the voice.
Fullwood looked up, and found Bud Mlason

looking at him rather grimly.
“Clear off 7’ gasped Fullwood. *“ But—but
“That don’t make

you'’ve got my name down!”’
“Rot!” said the man.

any difference.. You'd best get away while

you’re safe, I was only kiddin’ you just now.

This offer is open to men—not infants!”
Fullwood looked at him aghaet.

“But I want to try my Iluck!” he pro-
tested.

“You'll be lucky if you cut and run for
it!’’ retorted the booth proprietor. *“This is
no place for you—an’ I can give you fair
warning that if you go into the ring on your
feet, you’ll come out on a stretcher! Smiler
is a killer!”

“I'm game!’ flashed Fullwood hotly. -

A suspicion came to him that Bud Aason
had been sizing him up, and that he was
regretting the fact that he had taken his
name. If Mpr. Mason was a man of any
intelligence at all, he must have known that
public schoolboys are frequently expert in
the noble art. And Fullwood wasn’t the kind
of entrant he wanted.

“Understand ?” he said. “Hop it!”

“I'm hanged if I will!” retorted Fullwood,
this attitude firing him with a grim deter-
mination to go in and win. “What does it
say on that poster ¥’ he added, pointing.
“What does it say? ‘Open to all comers’}
Why, you crook, I’ll fetch the police if you
don’t keep your word 1"

The man’s eyes narrowed.

“Threats won’t do any good, my lad,” hq
said curtly. “All right, I've warned you.
I’ve given you a fair tip, an’ if you don't
take 1t, don’t blame me if you wake up in
'ospital! = Here you are—here’s your card!

‘That admits you to the ringside, ready for

the first bout !
do!”’ :

Fullwood tock the ecard, and his eyes glit-
tered.

“I'm going to try for that ten pounds!”’
he said breathlessly.

“I hopes you win it!”’ said Bud Mason, .
with a sneering chuckle.

Go in, an’ sce what you can

CHAPTER 13.
THE TELEPHONE CALL!

LIVE RUSSELL was nearly
at his wits’ end.
Throughout the evening
ho had wandered about
like a lost sheep. He. had
gone from House to House, up and down
corridors, in and out of studies and Copimon-
rooms. He had haunted the Triangle and the
gateway, Ho had made inquiries over and
over and ever again.
But nobody had seen Ralph Leslie Full-
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wood since the football match had ended.
IFullwood had not returned.

Clive had been worried even at tea-time,
for he had seen that something was wrong.
But his state of mind now was ten times
more acute. It was well past calling-over,
and not very far from bed-time. The gates
were locked, and still Fullwood was missing,

It was an anxious situation. .

Clive had an uneasy feeling that his study
chum had either met with an accident, or
had run away. Something exceptional must
have happened during the afternoon, Cliye
told himself, but he didn’t know what. Full-
wood’s actions during the first half of the
football match had been inexplicable to the
Canadian boy. Why had he played so badly?
Why had Fullwood avoided him? And why,
above all, had he failed to come home?

Knowing all about that recent affair of
Fullwood’s, Clive was naturally suspicious.
Tt relieved him a trifle when he learned that
Handforth was missing, too—for he at once
assumed that Handforth was with Fullwood.
They had been together during the after-
noon, he remembered.

“Heard anything vet?” asked MeClure, as
he and Church met Clive in the Ancient
House !obby.

“Not a thing,”

“Well, 1t’s the

replied Clive unhappily.

rummiest go I've ever
heard of !” said Church. “We haven’t seen
anvihing of Handy since tea-time. He went
out; saying that he'd be back in five minutes

“Ie went out to look for Fullwood, didn’t
he 77

“Yes,” replied Church. “But he was scen
talking to Pitt’s sister, at the gates. We're
simply going round in circles. though. We
don’t get any further. I think something
ought to be done.” -

“It'’e casy enough to talk like that,”
growled McClure. “It’'s a cert that Handy
and Fullwood are together. DBut what are
they doing? Why haven't they come back?
I’'ve got an awful feeling that Handy’s had
an accident. Don't forget, he was in his
Austin |7

“Perhaps they're both dead!” said Churceh
gloomily.

The Canadfan boy shook his head.

“That's the last thing I should suspect,”
he replied, in his level-headed way., “If an
accident had happened, we should have heard
about it long ago. No, I believe that TFull-
wocd has run away from school—and I
shouldn’t be surprised if Handy is trying to
bring him back. It’s time we got the Vigil-
antes on the job, and did somcthing definite.”

Handforth’s chums fully agreed. They felt
that this was a task for the Remove Vigil-
ance Committce. This was a selected body of
juniors who maintained discipline. Under the
Honour System, the fellows were supposed to
stick to all the rules of the schoel without
any compulsion. DBut there were certain boys
who deliberately, maliciously, or weakly
ignored the rules. These yvoung gentlemen
were kept in order by the Vigilantes. With-

out- these committees, the Honour System
would have been very much of a failure.” T,
boys themselves were sceing that the honour
of St. I'rank’s was kept clean.

“I've spoken to Dick Hamilton about it "
said Church, with a frown. “DBut he won’y
listen. Let's go and talk to him again. )
think he’s in the Common-room.”

They hurried off, and when they got to the
Commion-room they found the apartment
fairly well filled, |

“Good gad!”’ said Archie Glenthorne, ag
he met the trio in the doorway. “I mean tq
say, odds lines and furrows! The good old
brows arc somewhat worried, laddies! TIg
gught amiss 7"’

“ Handy's still away!” said Church wor-
riedly.

“Oh; well, T mean, dash it!” said Archie.
“Nothing very frightfully ghastly in that,
surely? Nothing really foul, what? After
all, dear. old Handy is a frightfully erratic
cove, and one never absclutely knows what

e

he's going to do next, doecs one!

“You needn’t worry vourselves so much,
vou fellows,” put in Dick Hamilton, coming
up.  “It isn't bed-time yet, and I shan’t do
any worrying until then. I know Handforth
too well! If it was anybody else, 1 might

23

“*But it's Fullwood ! I"” interrupted Clive.

“Exactly—and Fullwood is with Hand.
forth,”” =aid Dick. “And that's enough.
They’re bound to turn up——"'
" “lHnlio, the telephone!” sang out eome-
ody.

Church made a dash for the box, his alarm
obvious to all.

“An accident!” he gasped. *Handy’s
smashed humnself up, or something !” -

He flew into the box, and unhooked the

receiver,
“Hallo!” he panted. “Who's that 7"’
came a voice. ‘‘Is that you,

iy

“By George!
Shurchy 77

“Handy " shouted Church.
all right?” ,
- “0Of ecourse I'm all right!” ecame Hand-
forth’s voice. “What did yvou think I was?”

“Yoa haven’t had an accident, or any-
thing '

“An accident! Don’t be dotty 1”

“NWell, why haven't you come back 7" de-
manded Church, his anxiety giving place to
wrath, “Why didn’'t you let us know some:
thing?”’

(11 ]"F‘re
coldly.

“Busy !” howled Church.

“You needn’t try to smash up this tele-
phone with your yelling!” said Handforth
grufly. “I wanted to speak to Dick Hamil-
ton, but vow’ll do. Tell the chaps to ccome
along to Bannington at once. Tullwood’s
here, and in about twenty minutes he’s going
into the ring, to box. So if you want to see
him beat Smiler Hogan, you’ll have to buck

u ]JJ .
“ Je

“Are—are you

beern busy!” replied Iandforth

“ Fullwood’s there!"’ gasped Church.

| he all right, too?”
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Bud Mason made a sudden leap for freedom, but Dick Hamilton put his foot out and the fellow went spraw-

ling.

This was rather an unnecessary question, |
for Fullwood was necessarily all right, other-
wise he could hardly indulge in beoxing., But
Church was so startled that he hardly realised
what he was asking. Clive Russell and a
number of others were crowding against the
telephone-box, too, all anxious to hear the
news.

“Is that fixed "’ came Handforth’s voice.
“Good! I shall expect you in about twenty
mmutes, then. I’ll wait for vou outside, and
then we can go in and see the serap. .Can’t
stop any longer——"’

"‘Hold on !>’ ejaculated Church.
arc you?”

“In o telephone-box, of course, you ass!”
“Yes, but where 7 . :
wreOh, I'm in Bannington,”’ eaid Handforth.
Tell the chaps to get their bikes out

quickly——" -

“You—you exasperating ass!”’ interrupted
Church. - “How do we know where to come
to? We can’t find you unless vou say <

(1

. Ive never known such a chap for asking
Inquisitive questions!”> broke in Edward
Oswald impatiently. “You'll find me outside
Alason’s Gigantic Arena—just past the gas-
works, in the lower part of the town. Fully’s
due to go into the ring in twenty minutes,
SO get & hustle on! I thought you'd like to
come along and watch. It ought to be worth
ooking at1”

: Il tell the others—"'

“Where

t should go crazy.

1 l'igh[‘.’:: said Handforth. “SD-lengl”

Next moment and fhe Vigilantes piled on bim, and this fime the man had no chance of escape.

“Hi! Wait a minute—"

But the impulsive Handforth had hung up
his receiver and the line was dead. Church
fairly recled out of the telephonc-box, and
stared at the crowd of juniors who gathered

round him. '

“What about Fullwood?’ asked Clive
eagerly. -

“T can’t make head nor tail of it !’ replied
Church. “It was Handy on the ’phone.
He’s in Bannington—down by the gasworks.
He says that Fullwood is going into the ring
to fight a chap named Smiler Logan, or some-
thing. And we've got to get there within
twenty minutes to sec the fun!”

“ A ﬁght t2?

“By Jove! Let’s rush off!”

“(ome on, everybody—we can’t miss this!”’

“No fear!”

But Dick Hamilton rushed for the door,
and put his back against 1itf.

“Hold on!”” he said grimly. “Do yonu
know it’s nearly bed-time? If anybody gces«
to Bannington, it’ll be the Vigilantes—an/]
they’ll go to bring those two idiots back—not
to wateh any boxing bout!”

“Rats! Handy’s invited us——

“That doesn’t make any difference!”
snapped Dick. ““There’s going to be no rush-
ing off like that. Just because Handforth
acts the goat, and drags Iullwood into it,
there’s no reason why the whole Remove
What else did Handforth

Ty

say, Church?”’
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“Not inuch,” replied Church breathlessly.
“This boxing match i1s to take place 1in
Mason’s Arena—I think that’s what he said—
and it’s down past the gasworks somewhere.”

“ A nice part of the town !’ said Dick, with
a snort. “Just the sort of thing that we can
expect of a chap like Iandy! Look here, all
of you—the Vigilantes are going, and nobody
clse. Don’t look so sick! As I said before,
we're not going to watch any match. We
shall simply bring those two asses back. And
we shall bring them as quickly as we can.
That’s all.”’ -

“Well, I'm going, anyhow!”” shouted one
of the juniors rebelliously.

““ Any -fellow who goes, and breaks the
rules, will be dealt with by the committee

to-morrow !’ retorted Dick coldly. “I'm only
going becanse it’s my duty. Vigilantes,
attention! Follow me out!”’ '

The Vigilantes obeyed, and the. other

fellows, after the first cxcitemept had died
down, felt that it would be unwise to defy
the skipper. And thus only the members of
the Vigilance Committee rushed for their
bicycles and set off—not to witness the boxing
match, but, if possible, to stop it! For Dick
Hamilton knew what to expect from the slum
quarter of Bannington! |

CHAPTER 14,
FUOLLWOOD IN THE RING:

ALPH LESLIE FULL-
WOOD was rather horri-
fied.

Judging from the out-
side of “Bud Mason's
he had expected to find a

B Ii . e
Gigantic Arena,”’
somewhat tough atmosphere within. But that

noisome booth was far worse than anything
that he could have imagined.

IFFuillwood had been in a boxing booth

before. But there are booths and booths.
Some of them are gquite respectable, decent
places. Some are just on the verge—whilst
others are unfit for decent people to enter.
This was decidedly one of the latter brand.
Never had Fullwood seen such villainous-
looking types. He hadn’t believed that the
town of Bannington contained such ruflians.
He was convinced, in fact, that the majority
of these men were strangers within the town.

The whole booth was crowded with the dregs |

of humanity.

And far from being ‘““gigantic,” the booth
was a miserably, poky affair. The ring was
morely a raised platform in the centre, with
loose ropes round it, and a flaring oil lamp
overhead. But the admission charge was high
for such a wretched place, and the proprictor
was evidently doing well, for the show was
full up.

“My only hat!” muttered TFullwood, in
disgust,

He was sitting right next to the ring-side.
There was no cscape for him, even if he
wanted to get away. He couldn’t even sec

——

any exit. Men were crowding round him g
all sides. He bitterly regretted the folly that
had led Handforth and himself to come neap
the place, _

Before the “great £10 Prize contest ”’ therg
were one or two bouts between loutish youths,
The referee was a bullying scoundrel whg
alternately cursed and encouraged the
“boxers.”” TIullwood would never have bhe.
lieved that such a place as this could exist,
And here it was—in Bannington! He didn’t
know that this type of booth was rare.

And while he sat there, having been pushed -
to the ring-side by scores of rough hands,
Handforth was trying to gain admission,

‘Handforth had done his ringing-up, aund now

he was
tenner !

For Edward Oswald had no inkling of the
truth. '

He felt that he had done rather a decent
thing by spending a few minutes in the tele-
phone-box. He was giving the Remove a
chance to come along and see a jolly good
battle in the ring. 'Then he found that he
couldn’t even see it himself !

For when he tried to enter, a burly ruflian
in a striped sweater, and with a jaw like a
ham, barred his way.

“IFull up!” he said briefly.

“Rats!” retorted Handforth. “ My friend's
in there—he’s going to try for that ten pound
prize. I'm going to see him win it!{"”

“You're a hiar!”’ said the bruiser.

“Why, you—you——"

“I don’t want any lip—so if you ain’t
lookin’ for a swipe across the jaw, you’d best
'op 1t !” said the man coarsely. ¢‘Clear off,
you young whelp!”’

Handiorth fairly boiled.

“I'm going in!"’ he roared hotly.

He made a dash. But the bruiser made
short work of him. Handforth was seized as
though he had been a kitten. This man was
a heavy-weight, and he simply lifted Edward
Oswald off his feet, swung him round, and
threw him across the pavement, into the
gutter.
~ “Now come back and try agin!”’ he said
jeeringly.

Handforth picked himself up dazedly.

“You—you ruffian!” he panted. “I'm not
fool enough to try to fight you—but you’re
a dirty, cowardly cur! You wait till the
chaps come along!”

IHe was really hurt, for he had struck the
pavermnent with his left shoulder so vielently
that he half thought he had dislocated some-
thing. He picked himeelf up, and reeled
across the road. He swayed along for twenty
vards or so, and then pauscd, looﬁing back.

“Fully " he muttercd. “I—I believe
there’s something squiffy about this rotten
place! TI've got to get I'ully out!”

But how? Single-handed, he could do
nothing. And even when the Remove eamo
along, what could they do? Handforth knew
that that booth was filled with toughs of the
worst type.

going to sce Ifullwood win that
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A~~~ NEXT WEDNESDAY !

“UNCLE
HANDFORTH

Handy means well.

All he wants is {o help Fullwood
out of his trouble—but it doesn’t
come off in the way Handy expects.

Handforth as Uncle Julian from
the Argentine is a real scream !

Next week’s long complete yarn
is packed with rollicking inci-
dents-—it is one of the besit in this
great series.

Don’t miss this latest episode
in the progress of the Honour
System at St. Frank’s!

'fn

il

“SONS OF THE MEN
| OF MONS!”

More thrills and excitement in
next week’s long instalment of
this grand war serial. Tell your
chums about it !

SV

Handforth as Uncle Julian from the
Argentine 18 a great joke! Look out for
this cover next Wednesday.

—~~ ORDER IN ADVANCE ! —

& L

ake my tip, young 'un, and scoot!” said
a quict voice necar him, ‘

Handforth turned, and saw a man in an
ordinary lounge suit. But there was some-
thing about his erect carriage which suggested
a policeman,

“Who—who are you 7’ asked the junior.

“Don’t ask questions,”” said the other
curtly, “Cut!”

“I can’t!” replied Handforth. *“ A friend
of mine’s in there——"

“The warse for him, then!’ interrupted
the plain-clothes man, in a grave voice. “ You
ought to have more sense than to come near

this place. Your young friend is going to
get into serious trouble, ¢by the look of
things.*

“I—I'm going in there!” muttered Hand-
forth. “T’ll drag him out!”’

A hand was laid on his arm.

“No you won’t, sir!’ said the other.
“Sorry, but you can’t go near that place
now. And you'd hetter clear. I may as well
tell you that I'm a police oflicer. Don’t ask

| was a schoolboy.

questions, and don't stand here, talking.
That’s all I've got to say to you now.”

“ Yes, but—"

“Sorry, my lad, but yould better clear off.”

Handforth moved off, thoroughly scared.
It took a great deal to startle the valiant
leader of Study D. DBut the realication had
come upon him that there was something
very fishy about this booth. And Fullwood
was inside! Fullwood had gone there to fight
in the ring! Handforth trembled for Ralph
Leslic’s safety—as well he might. ~ !

The preliminary bouts were over, and Bud
Mason, from the ring, announced that the
prize of ten pounds could now be competed
for, The first aspirant for the honour of
standing up to Smiler Hogan for three rounds
A yell of laughter went up
at this announcement.

“Smiler won't take ten scconds over this
youngster,”’ continued Mr. Mason. *‘“As soon
as the stufling has been knocked out of him,
you’ll see somne recal sport. DBut the kid
wanted a shot at it, an’ fair’s fair.”
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“Smash ’im, Smiler !”

“Kill ’im for ‘iz cheek [”’

Fullwood was in & daze. He was pushed
up into the ring, and he found Smiler Hogan
grinning at him maliciously. Smiler wag one
of the worst rascals thdt Fullwood had ever
set eyes on—a low, bestial type of humanity.

‘His face had been knocked about so much|

that he looked positively gruesome. He was
obviously out of condition, for his muscles
were flabby:® But Fullwood indignantly
guessed that the man turned the scale at
eleven or twelve stone. To put him up
against such a ruffian was criminal.

"When he had entered his name, he had
assumed ‘that the booth was a decent plaoe,
and that Smiler Hogan was naturally a
renuine light-weight. This man was nothing
%ut a common bruiser—a hired hooligan.

But Fullwood never drcamed of backing
out.

' He wasn’t going to show the white feather F

like that. He had asked for this himself, and
he was going through with it. And, what
was more, he would try to win that tenner!

He would fight—he would do his utmost to
keep his end up. .
Clang ! '

The gong sounded, and he saw Smiler
Hogan coming at him. The whole booth was
filled with derisive yells. Fullwood had only
removed his jacket, waistcoat and collar, And
his gloves were ill-fitting. and badly worn.

But the instant he started fighting, he
forgot everything.

Smiler Hogan meant to finish him off at the
outset, and he came in like a bull. But the
ruffian received a surprise. For Fullwood,
with wonderful speed and agility, dodged
every move, and avoided every vicious lunge.
Indeed, he got in a hecavy blow on Smiler’s
jasv.

The man tried to clinch, but again Tull-
wood avoided.him, Tho fight was no fight
at all—for Smiler Hogan was simply trying to
half kill the youngster with a murderous
blow. TFullwood knew that if one of those
punches got home he would be done.

When it camec to a matter of skill, there
was, of course, absolutely no comparison.
The schoolboy was brilliant in his footwork,
and he knew all the science of the sport.
The bruiser was a bully and an elephant, with
little or no knowledge of sportsmanship or
skill. He relied upon his brute strengtllz; to
beat his man, assisted by open fouls.

* But in spite of this handicap, the first round
ended, and Fullwood was still in the ring.
The crowd of roughs yelled themselves hoarse
with laughter and cheers. And Fullwood
found himself the favourite. These men were
pleased at the way he was dodging every one
of Smiler’s murderous drives.

But Bud Mason was furious—and so was
Smiler.

‘““Get him this time!” muttered the pro-
prietor angrily.

“He’ll be in hospital for a vear!” snarled
Hogan.
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But Fullwood had got the measure of hig
man. He knew that if he avoided -those
clumsy blows, he would be safe. It would beg
madness to attack, and so he would concen.
trate all his skill upon defence. And-if heo
could outlast the three rounds, he would be
the winner of the prize!

Just before the second round started, heo
had a vague fear that there would be monkey-
ing with the time-keceping. But he dismissed
this. The audience, althbugh rough to a

F'deirce, would not allow anything of that sort.

nd so the farce went on.

CHAPTELR 15,
THE RAID'!

ICK HAMILTON leapt from
his machine, and the other

Vigilantes followed his
example.

“My hat!]” eaid Dick,
as the juniors gathered round him. * That’s
!:g_e place! They're in there! Of all the
idiots——"’ :

“Here’s Handy |” gasped Church suddenly.

Handforth had suddenly appeared from the
shadows on the other side of the road. He
came up eager and flushed.

“Thank goodness you’ve come!” he said
breathlessly. “And thank goodness you
haven’t brought any of the other chaps with
you. Only the Vigilance Committee, ¢h 7"’

“That's all,”” said Dick. “I'm jolly glad
to find that you’re not in that fearful booth.
Where’s Fullwood? You’d better fetch him,
and we'll get out of here as soon o

‘““He’s in there!” panted Handforth.

“In the booth 7"

“ Yes—fighting !’

“You—you madman!” snapped Dick
Hamilton. “I’'m surprised at you, Handy |
Hadn't you .got more sense than to——"

“I know—I1 know !’ muttered Handforth.
““But I never suspected that it was anything
like this! Fullwood wanted to get ten quid—
we’'d already made ten—and we thought it
was a good chance for him to get the money.
I say, there are police about here, I believe

“A pity there aren't more!” said Clive
Russell. “They ought to shut this place up
—it’s a disgrace to the town.”

‘““YWell, we can only wait,” said Hamilton.
“We'd better get back here, and watch for
Fully. We'll collar hiin as soon as he comes
out. You can explain the details later on,
Handy.”’ )

But Handforth insisted upon explaining
them then, and the Vigilantes, who now knew
all the facts concerning Ralph Leslie’s worry,
listened with interest. Indeed, they were the
fellows who had collected that twenty pounds
for Tullwood. So they would easily uppre-
ciate everything that had cccurred. :

Cheering and yelling from the booth inter-
rupted Handforth's story constantly, and all
the juniors grew more and more anxious. A.
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tremendous outburst of shouts sounded much }

louder than the previous applause, and they
wondered what had happened. They little
guessed the truth!

That shout signalised Fullwood’s victory!

For the junior had fairly and squarely won
the ten pound prize. He took little or no
credit, for to a lithe young boxer of his skill,
it had been comparatively easy to avoid
Smiler Hogan’s cﬁ:msy rushes, . Fullwood’s
greatest care had been in dodging the
criminal fouls. But he had succeeded! And
when the gong went at the end of the third
round, he was still on his feet. He had given
an exhibition of sheer skill that had dumb-
foundeds that coarse audience. ;o

‘““Gents, the youngster has won-the prize
announced Bud Mason, with as good a grace
as he could manage. ‘Ten quid for this boy!
I’m proud and pleased to pay over! Smiler
failed, and I lose.”

“Good old Bud!”

“ Always the sportsman !’

Fullwood listened to all this in a daze. So
he had won, after all! He turned to the pro-
prietor with an eager, flushed face, and his
eyes were gleaming.

“ When—when can I have the money?” he
asked breathlessly.

Mason gripped his arm fiercely.

‘Get out of this place, or I'll break your
neck !” he muttered.

“But the money——

““You young fool!”’ snarled the man, in an
undertone. “ You won’t get a cent! " You'll
bo lucky to get out of this place whqle!
Now then—scoot! If you’re here within a
minute, I'll smash you!”

Fullwood went burning hot.

All this trouble for nothing! That fight—
in which he had worked himself up to a
pitch so that he could win the money—all a
fraud! And this man had the effrontery to
tell him the blunt truth in the ring itself!

“You sewindler!” roared TFullwood pas-
sionately. “I’ve won that ten pounds—fairly!
Give it to me!”’ He turned to the aundience.
““This man savs I won’t get a cent,”’ he went
on. “It’s not fair—"

A roar went up, and exactly what might
have f{followed one could hardly hazard a
guess. But just then there was a series of
shrill whistles. Shouts followed, and then a
kind of panic seized the audienceé.

“Police—police !”

There was a stampede, and that booth
became like a place of wild animals, Full-
wood was thankful, indeed, that he was iIn
theo ring, away from that struggling mob.
He was - sure that he would have been
trampled underfoot, and mortally injured.

Amid the confused shouts came shrieks of
agony as men were kicked and tripped. And
then Iullwood saw the police. Dozens of
them. Most of the audience escaped, but Bud
Mason, Smiler Hogan, the seconds, and a
number of men near the ring found 1t im-

ssible to break through the crush. And at
ast, when the audience had gone, the police
took charge.

¥

IH"

There were several injured men to be
carried out. Inspector Jameson—an ollicer
well known to the St. Ifrank’s boys—was in
command. It appeared that no arrests were
being made.

“Mason, you'll take this booth of yours,
and dismantle it- within twelve hours!” said
the inspector curtly.

“I’ve got as much right here——~ ,

“That’s enough!” rapped out the police
officer., “I want the names of everybody
here. We're going to clear this gang out.
We're going to——"

Smiler Hogan leapt upon the inspector, and
attempted to fell him, but two constables were
on him in a flash. There was a quick’
struggle, and the ruffian was handcuifed.’
But it took half a-dozen policemen to carry
him out, roaring and yelling.

“ What are you doing here 7’ demanded the
inspector, a little later, when he saw Full-
wood. ““Good heavens! Gloves on! Have
you been fighting in this ring?”’

“I—I tried to win the prize——"’

‘eYou're a St. Frank’s boy, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” muttered Fullwood.

“What's your name ?’ demanded the in-
spector angrily.

“Fullwood—Remove Form.” ~

““I shall make a note of that,” said the
inspector. . “It may be my duty to report
you to the headmaster of your school. You
ought to be ashamed of yourself for being
in a place like this! You young idiot! You
might have known the whole thing was.

»

. crooked !I”?

“If it's crooked, why don’t you arrest
Mason 7’ demanded Fullwood angrily.

““Mason will be arrested if he remains in
this town another twenty-four hours,” re-
torted Inspector Jameson 1n a low voice.
““You’d better cut out of here, my lad! And
lock sharp about it.”

The unfortunate junior was only too glad
to take the advice. He felt sickened by
everything that had taken place, and now he
had a fresh worry—an.overwhelming worry.
The inspecter was going to report him to the
Head!

What would that mean? Expulsion!

His troubles seemed to be getting worse
and worsc—just when he had thought that
they were going better. He hardly remem-
bered getting out of that awful place.
Indeed, he knew nothing until he found him-
self gripped by Handforth and Clive Russell
and the others.

“Thank goodness!” gasped Russell. “YWe
didn’t know what had happened, Fully.”

“They—they’ve raided the place!” mut-
tered Fullwood. ““The police!”

“Yes, we know that,”’ said Handforth.
“Didn’t we see—"’

“And the inspector recogniccd me as a
St. Frank’s chap, and took my name,” said
Fullwood tremblingly. “He’s going to
report me to the Head

“Great Scott!”

“That’s the end of things for you, old
man !”’ = < '

|ﬂ
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“Rot!” snapped Handforth. *Under the
present systeni, nobody can be expelled!
There won’t be any punishment. And we
know that Fully wasn’t doing anything dis-
honourable. In fact, he went into this place
to swve his honour! IHow was he to know
that it was such an awful hole ?” :

" 4 Yoes, that’s right,” admitted Dick Hamil-
ton, ‘“We'd better go.” _

“If it comes to that, the whole thing was
my doing,” went on Handforth bitterly. “I

saw the poster first, and I urged Fully to try

for the prize—"

“1 won it, too!” said Fullwood ficrcely. -
- “You won it!”’ yelled Handforth,

(19 YES !?1 - .

“ But—but——* :

“T won it, I tell you!” insisted Ralph
Leslie. “Hogan tried to-foul me a dozen
{imos. but I was too quick for him. I lasted
out the three rounds—and he didn’t touch me
once. I won the prize fairly and squarely!”

“Good man!" said Handforth delightedly.

“Well, dash it, this makes a difference. If_

vou've got the money

“Got the moneyv!” 1
bitterly. “That cur, Mason, told me that I
wouldn’t get a cent, and he said that if I
didn’t get out of the ring he’d break my
neek. Oh, i’s our own fault for Leing such
idiots !” _

“ And —and vou didn’t get the tenner?”

“Of cours I didn't,” muttered the un-
happy victim. “It was all a swindle—a
fraud! I don't know what would have hap-
pened, but the police broke in then, and
cleared the place. I thought they were going
to arrest everyvbody, but it ecemed they only
wanted to bre.k up the party.”

Handforth looked at the now nearly de-
serted booth. ‘There were scarcely any police
inside—for the ruffians had vanished
magic. But Bud Mason himself was walking
in the direction of the schoolboys.

“By George!” breathed Handforth
citedly, “This 1s the rat!
ten pounds, and it's his.
aren’t we?
done!

ex-
Fully earned that
We're Vigilantes,
We're out to sce that justico is
There's work for us here!”

-

CHAPTER 16.
Bl| MR, MASON SHELLS OUT.
fR. DBUD MASON was in an

evil temper.

He recalised that he was
lucky to escape arrest, but,
at the same. time, he had
been sternly -ordered by the police to dis-
mantle his booth, and {o cease his activities
from this night onwards. "And as he' was
making a lot ¢f money out of the wretched
place he was [urious. _

He had no suspicions regarding the school
boys as he swung past.  He was thinking
-about Smiler Hogan. The man was a fool!
If he bada’t attempted that attack on the

nterrupted Fullwood |

like

;rgﬁpector, the police couldn’t have toucheq
Hm—

" Just & moment, Mr. Mason,” said a voice,

The man pulled up, and noted, for the first
time, that a number of grim-lecoking school.
boys had clos:d round him. It was Dick
Hamilton who had spoken—for - Dick
thoroughly approved of Handforth’s idea,
and he felt it was up to him, as chief of the
Vigilantes, t¢ do the talking.

“What do you want?” asked Mason harshly,

“One of our friends met your boxer ip
that booth to-night, and fairly won the offered
prize of ten pounds,” replied Dick. "“You
refused to pay the money.”

“Well?” .

“Is that true?”

“Get out!” snarled the ruffian.

““Because I might as well tell you at onee,
Mr. Mason, that we're not going to allow
you to swindle anybody—at least, not Iull.
wood,” continued . Dick. “ You'll either: pay
up the money willingly, or we'll take it!”

The man was startled. s : '

“You young fools!” he roared, *if you
try to lay your fingers on me——"

“1 won tha: prize, you swindler!” panted
Fullwood. “0Of course, now I understand
why you offered a big sum like ten pounds.
It didn’t matter whether it was one pound,
or ten pounds—or a hundred pounds. You
never meant to pay it. Most of the poor
fellows .who went into your ring “were prob-
ably knocked out by fouls. But I was too
quick -for your bruiser. And I want my
money !”’ :

“Hear, hear!” chorused the angry Vigi-
lantes.

“Qut with it—or we’ll take it!” thundered
Handforth, .

Mason pulled- his fist back, and the next
instant he would have knocked Handforth
down with a terrific blow. DBut this attempt
at violence was enough. The Removites sim-
ply hurled themselves at him, and fell upon
him in a body. The next moment Mason was
down on his back, with most of the breath
knocked out of him.

The juniors were thoroughly enraged. They
all knew that FFullwood had won the money
—that it belonged to Fullwood as- much
as his own name belonged to him. And they
were going to see that he received it!

They were so excited that nobody noticed
that two policemen were watching from the
shadows across the street. But these officers
had recognised Mason, and they shrewdly
guessed what was taking place—and they
made no attempt to interfere. They wisely
ignored the little fracas.

“Now, Mr. Mlason,
panted Dick Hamilton.
pay?!l‘

““No, you young whelps!” snarled the man.
“1’1l skin you alive x

“You're not in much of a position to skin
anybody,” interrupted Dick contemptuously.
“We'll give you just ten seconds to decide.

(Coptinued on' page 42.)

what’s 1t to be?”
“Are you going to
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WAR THRILLS'!

SONS OF THE MEN OF MONS !
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HOW ENGLAXND

Germany declares her War of
Revenge, TOM LEE, JACK BENNETT and
BUSTER KIRK, Fourth-Formers at Cliff
House School, fall right into the thick of
the attempted German invasion, which, at
that point, iz being directed by wireless by
a German named STUTZ—who poses as a
French master at the school. The chums
acquit themselves well in the battle of Denge
Village—a place between Folkestone and
Hastings—and are commended by Brigadier
Gordon, who sends them with some papers
they have taken from Stutz to Lord Marlow,

(Now get busy on

When

. »
e=m @

London after the Raid !

HE three chums stood gazing at-the little
armoured car. It was short, low-built
and flerce-looking in the light which
came from out the doorway behind them.

The yeliow glow gleamed on the khaki-painted
armour plating and on the wicked black barrels
of two machine-guns, projecting from either side
of the small turret.

Another machine-gun poked forward from the
driver’s seat at the front, and, through the open
door the chums could see stacked belts of
ammunition and racks full of hand-bombs.

The heavy wheels were double-tyred, and the
tyres carriel non-skid chains at front and rear.
The little car was all ready for action.

“Looks all right,” commented Jack.

“Hope they’ve -padded some o’ the sharp
corners inside,” grunted Buster. “It was a bif
rotten gettin’® knocked about inside that tank,
when we—" _

“This'll be different,” said Tom. *“It won’t be
so hot, for one thing, and there’s little bucket-
seats for us—see ’em?” '

While he and Buster were
interior, Jack turned as an orderly hurried out
ifrom the door behind.
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ROGER FOWEY -

WAS INVADED.

the commander of the Southern Army at
Whitehall. They arrive in the midst of an
air raid in which the Germans destroy all the
bridges over the Thames. From the papers,
Lord Marlow learns of a secrct German fort
(at Chillea Quarry, near Ilastingleigh, from
which the enemy hqpe tu cover their adeance
up the Wgye Valley, to link up wilh troops
who are attacking Canterbury. The Gencral
gives the chums a despatch to Colonel Dunton
in that area. A small armoured car i3
handed over to the trio, in which they are
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investigating the }

to travel to Hastingleigh.
thiz week’s thrills!)
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« “This chit is from General Marlow!"” he sail.
“He asked me to remind you that you are to
atart as quickly as possible.” ,

Jack took the chit; it was simply an order
bearing his signature which directed that the trio
should be passed amywhere on the way south.
-Jaeck saw that it might prove useful if they

' reachea any points where the war-bound trathe

was excessive. _

.There was nothing to delay them. The captain,
who had handed the little armoured car over
to them, meade certain that the fuel and oil
tanks were filled to~the brim, then Juck and the
others climbed aboard.

The controls were exactly the same as any
other ecar,q and Jack saw at a giance that he:
would have no difficulty in handling the machine.
He opened up all the observation ports, while
Buster and Tom settled themselves in the bncket-
seats behind their machine-guns—powerful little
Vickers belt-fed guns that were simple to handle
and easy to understand.

“£!LII right?” called Jack, as he settled in his
seat.
“Fine!” answered Tom.

“Can we have the lights asked

on inside?”

Buster.
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“You don't need them—swing open the top of
the turret!” called the captain. *“That's the
idea! Of you go—good luck!"™™

Jack trod on the engine-starter switch, and
the engine roared willingly; a moment later and
they were swinging round, heading for the exit
from the Horse Guards Pamade to Whitehall.

The mounted sentries on the gate had been
replaced by men in khaki, and the car swept
through, then turned up towards Trafalgar
Square. It was Jess than a couple’ of hours
since the enemy had made their giant air-raid on
the capital, and the results of the raid were
only too plainly visible. g

The armoured car had to fall in with the rest
ot the traffic and make a circuit of Trafalgar
Square to reach the Strand. They saw that

a bomb had ripped a mighty hole in the paving

squarely against the foot of Nelson’s column;
one of the lions had a leg and part of his head
missing, while two omnibuses lay on their sides
in the roadway, a small and curious crowd

watching the efforts of a aquad of soldiers to |

clear away the debris of the wrecked vehicles.

On the [ar side of the sguare, by the National
Gullery, Jack had to check to. give way to a
regiment of the Sherwood Foresters as they
marched past—probably they had detrained at
Marylebone and were making for the war area.

They went by with the faint lights of the

darkened street glinting on the smooth steel of
their rifles and tinting the polished brown of
"‘bayonet scabbards. They were all iu fizhting
order, and were marching swiftly, unhampered
by their packs and burdened only by their
“weapdns and ammunition.
.- Crowds lined the pavements as they went, and,
hiere and there, someone started a cheer; but for
the most, the Foresters went by in grim asilence—
it was no time for clieering with the invader
hammering almost at the gates of London.

Jack accelerated as the last man passed him,

and in a little while they were speeding smoothly
down the Strand—to bring up with a jerk as a
yawning crater showed near Wellington Street.
As he skirted it, Jack bad @ momentary glimpse
of Waterloo Bridge—twisted girders jutting to
- the sky, masonry piled at one end and, in the
centre, a gaping cavity with small figures in
uniform searching the debris for wounded.

By Bush House, a hoarding wus blowan hall
across the rpad, with civilians helping to clear
away bomb-shattered woodwork wand torn
posters; oune side of the building bheyvond it had
~ been shorn away as though some gargantuan
knife had cut it—and on the pavement quiet
ficures lay in a shroudéd row, still and dark and
silent. A girl was crouched by obne of them,
sobbiug piteously; bereaved by the horror that
Tad dropped from the sky.

All three of the chums saw that girl. She
was young, and a gleam of yellow light lined
her dead-white, tear-stained features. She was
just one of muny who had already suffered at the
hands of the invader; yet, somehow, the memory
?ti that weeping figure stuck in the minds of the
rio. - w0

When they drove ‘on, skirting yebt another
bomb crater by the Law Courts, Jack was white,
and his face was set. Tom, too, wwas grim,.but
Buster's chubby rfeatures were full®of sympathy
for the pgirl—he knew how she was  feeling,
hecansze it was at the hands of the Hun that
e had lost lis young brother.

They passed @ giant crowd outside St. Paul's:
it secmed that many folk had taken sanctuary in
the cathedral during the raid. They had a
glimpse of Southwark Dridge wrecked like the
rest. As they went on, they saw more wreeked
huildings: turningzs gave them glimpse of ruins
that were blazing fiercely, the lurid flames light-
ing up the agile, daring figures of London’s fire-

S

fighters, and tinting the silver streak of hose.
thrown water to quivering strips of firel

When Jack headed for London Bridge, he wag
stopped by a mounted military policeman.

“1t’s down—the Oﬂff way across the river |s
through the Blackwall Tunnpel, and if you get
across it to-night .you'll be lucky! Everythiug's
tryin’ to go the same way. 1 should go down
by Eastcheap an' Cable Street.” )

They tried it, but at the entrance to Eastcheap
they were stopped by a cordon of police and
soldiery. A building was in flames and nothing
could pass—but they let the armoured car
til;;t?ugh when Jack produced General Marlow’s
chit. .

A -mighty office building was sending gigantic
flames towards the sky, and the wall on the
street side crashed down in a smother of sparks
and red-hot debris just after the chums had won
clear of the fire engines and the toiling firemen.

After. that. they had a clear run to Stepney,
and here the road seemed to be blocked stifi- with
trafic—infantry-men, cavalry, lorries, cars,
machine~gun limbers and artillery. Reinforce-
ments headed .south, but cut off from succour-
ing their comrades by the enemy’s “cunning
destruction of the Thames bridges.

Once again the magic pass came info. action,
and a military policeman edged the car past the
waiting traffic. Finally they reached the mouth
of the tunnel, and joined the great stream of

traffic that was pouring into it.

I marching men. The air was acrid from

: the fumes of thousands of motor-exhausts,
while, here ahd there, cavalry men fought for
control of horses scared by the din.

It was a relief finally to emerge into the cool
night air; in a little while they wonm clear of
the chokage of troops, and Jack sent their car
hummini towards the arterial road which began
beyond Eltham,

They reached it—in company with fast lorries
laden with troops, charabancs, omnibuses, taxi-
cabs, private cars—anything which could carry
men had been pressed into service, and soldiers
were being raced south as fast as wheels could
bear them. Dawn would find a fierce battle
waging from the Kentish Weald to the. North
Downs—and with every lour that passed, it
seemed that the enemy was pvuring fresh troops
into the country.

Flotillas of submarines and fleets of swift war
vessels were holding the Navy in check, while
false landinzs had so split up Britain’s defence
that it was hard to judge where the enemy.was
feizfltiug and where he meant to establish him.
self.

*The armoured car was fast. Jack switched on
the 'single headlight—it wus really a searchlight
with a steel cover which could be brought into
use in battle—and the broad beam cut a swathe
of white through the darkness. On the broad
road, Jack opened wide the throttle, and soon
the car was speeding along at little less than
fifty miles an hour, passing slower troop-carrying
veliicles, but itself being passed by furiously-
driven Headguarters' cars.

The miles hummed beneath the threshing
wheels, but dawn was already beginning to brush
the eastern sky with grey when Jack picked a
sign from the darkness ahead; the -sign was lit
by arcs: ASHFORD-BOUND TROOPS THIS -WAY,

The road indicated was a narrow, one-way by-
pass, and Jack slowed with the rest to enter it.
At the mouth he saw a group of figures in
familiar uniforms, handing out hot coffee to pass-
ni.gl troops - and distributing handfuls of sand-
wiches : ' oA

Ready for the Fight ] .

HE tunuel was clangourous with the roar
and clatter of vehicles and the thud of
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“*Tom—look who’s there!” Jack exclaimed.

“some of out chaps—Remove fellows!” Buster
gasped, while Tom heaved himsclf over the edge
of the conning tower and yelled: .

“Hi—Western! Clegg! What-ho Smiler!
up, Jack—pull into the side'”

Jack obeyed. Ten seconds later and a dozen
Removites were clustering round the car, eyes
wide In amazement as they recognised the trio.
They all wore cadets uniform—which had been
salvaged. the chums learned, by the sergeant-
iu?trulctur when the boys were ordered from the
seliool. 3 4

“Where'd you get this, Jack?” Smiler Glee
wanted to know as he saw the armoured car.
“ What have you been up to? Where—"

“We've been right in the thick of it!” Tom
told them. *“Got in an old tank at Denge and
had a corking time. _
after the Germans captured the village—and
now we're going to Hastingleigh to try and blow
up a fort, or something, before the enemy
capture it!”

“Good! Then I'm coming with you!"” exclaimed
Smiler. "Aav room inside, Buster? My hat,
you've got machine-guns and—bombs, eh? QGosh,
you chaps do things in style! What say we give
'em a& hand, fellows?” o

“Can’t take you chaps!” Tom jinformed them.
“There isn't room, and this might be dangerous!
We've got a—7 ) .

“That's the idea!" exclaimed Smiler scornfully.
“Hog everything! We chaps got cut off from
the others; we don't know where the rest are,
so you might as well let us come with you!”

Tom glanced at Jack. Both realised that they
might find their Form-mates useful; at the same
time, the venture might come to nothing. The
two had already experienced how gruelling was
actual war but they both knew that, if it did
devolve upon themselves to wreck the fort at
Chillen Quarry, then it was not something they
could leave to chance. These fellows might be
absolutely invaluable—and, in any case, the
Clif House boys settled the problem for the
chums.

Smiler Glee clambered aboard, and the rest
piled in with him. Some stood on the heavy mud-
guards, others found positions on the metal

Slow

running-boards; one or two managed to get inside-

the machine, then, with one voice, they yelled to
Jack to go ahead. "

He did, and as he went Tom and Buster ex-
plained to the rest exactly what they were try-
ing to do. On through the darkness the armoured
car ran, and it was full dawn by the time they
reached Charing. Qrey mist wreathed from the
valleys to the west as,. guided by the Ordnance
sheet they had brought, Jack headed the car for
the little village of Westwell. _

They reached it Imn a matter of minutes, and
Jack slowed as they ran between the buildings.
The early suashine was picking tints on the roofs
of the cottages, and it limned clearly the Red-
Cross flags which dotted the village.

“They’ve turned it into a clearing station for
wounded ! exclaimed Tom, In Jack’s ear.. “Look
at the ambulances! My hat, look at the way
they're coming in!”

Halt a dozen roads converged on Westwell, and
on each of them showed ambulances. Across
the fields and the footpaths, from out the
wood down the hill, lone figures came haltingly;
here and there- little groups moved slowly—all
drawn to the Red-Cross flag that fluttered lazily
in the breeze of the waking day. :

™ Walkhg wounded,” muttered DBuster. *“Look
at those chapc over there!”

A number of men were standing or sittlog
about outside the village hall—awaiting attention.
The wide-eyed boys hanging on round the
armoured car saw field-service bandages that
were stained and smirched; they saw brown-faced

Then we were left behind,

men who ‘were smiling through, their pain. Busy
Red-Cross men were tending quiet figures on
stretchers, with less hurt men holding bandages
and water for them—helping before their own
wounds were tended.

As the c¢hums rode forward,  they passed a
continuous stream of wounded men hobbling
back from the firing line, while a line of ambul-
apnces made slow progress towards the Maid-
stone road. »

Just as they got through the village, they
made out the buildings of Ashford then, away
to the righd, they heard a series of crashes that
shuttered through the staccuto rattle of distant

rifle-fire

*Bombing- the station—that's Hothwell!”
somebody said. * Look at the soldiers coming out
of the trains.”

The little station was the ceutre of a dozen
troop trains, and from each truin khaki figures
were pouring, pausing to shoot up into the sky,
where three enemy machines wheeled and soared
while they dropped their bombs.

One bomb caught the station [fairly, and it
went up » a gout of flame-shot, yellow smoke,
with black debris erupting from the edges of
the mass—then the sceme was wiped out for the
chums by a curve of the road as Jack headed
the car dowz the highway to Keunington.

Just as they reached it, they saw a long
column of motor-lorries streak up the broader
road from Ashford. They thundered into
Kenniagton on the railway side, and stopped in
the heart of lifting dust. By the time that the
dust had died the chums saw that troops were
leaping from th2 lorries and were walking ateadily
forward down the s'ope to the valley, moving in
open order. The empty lorries raced omn.

Jack brought the armoured car to a stop, and
turned to Tom.

“Have a look at the map,” he suggested.
“Where will those chaps be making for?” .

“1f they keep onm, they're makin[f for Hasting-
leigh,” answered Tom, after he had consulted
the sheet. *“And Hastingleigh’s where we're
coing. Those men must be reserves,” he went
on. “I expect they’re going out to take up a
position, ready to move forward if they're
wanted.” .

Jack nodded. < ]

“I'd better try and find out if Colone! Dunton
is still aver there,” he said. * Let me get out!”

He c¢limbed from the car and went forward.
He guessed he would find someone in authority
near where the lorries had halted, and his
surmise was correct. Three officers were stand-
ing outside a white-fronted cottage. There was
a table Dbetween them, and on it was spread a
big map, held down by ornaments fllched from

‘the parlour mantelshelf.

“If they %et us off the high ground on the
other side of the river, it's useless to try and
check them,” one of them was saying, as Jack
came up. “We’'ll use those men to cover the
retreat of the rest, and then make a stand on
the high ground by DBoughton Lees. They’ll
have to attack us across the valley, thep, and
we’ll have 'em n a—"

He broke off as Jack came up and saluted.

“Can you teli me where I'll find Colonel
Dunton, sir?” he asked.

The officer stared at him; the man was tall
and wiry, and his unifor» was stained and
marred by mud. His left cuff was stiff with
blood, and Jack got a glimpse of a bandage
about the wrist.

“ Dunton—what d'you want Dunton for, lad?”

*“ A despatch for him from Lord Marlow, sir!”

The officer, grunted.

“Dunton and his headquarters were surrounded
at Brabourne. five miles from Hastingleigh, last
night,” he said slowly. *“We tried to get at
them, but we ceuldn’t. Colonel Dunton ‘died
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fichting at two o'clock this morning, lad.
there anything I can do for you?”

Jack did not answer for a moment. He had
the despate: for the colonel, but he could not
deliver it. He had been told that, if the colonel
was not available, he was to act on his owu
initiative.

“Thank you, sir—there's one thing. Do Yyou
;-:qo;]v‘? if we still bold Chillen Quarry, by Hasting-
eigh?"” : .

“I don't,” said the other bluntly. “If we do
~—we shan’t be holding it a couple of hours from
now! The Hun is driving up on a parallel with
the valley—and he’s got us where we're weakest!”

“Thrank you, sir!” Jack saluted again, spun
on his heel and returned to the armoured car.
He stared when he saw that all the fellows had
disappeared, but they came back on the run
just ws he reached the machine. They were all
armed with rifles now, and each one was wear-
ing regulation fighting kit.

1s

“Got 'em off a stack round the corner,” Smiler:

(Glee informed Jack. “They're stuffi they've taken
off the wounded. What next, Jack?”

Jack stood a moment, staring down the road
and across the valley to the slopes on the far
side. To his ears came the crack of firing and he
could see, on the horizon, black-edged shell-
bursts. “Acriyas the River Stour, engineers were
throwing hastily-built footbridges.

“Look here, you chaps,” he said =at Ilast.
“Tom’s told you what we're out to do—and it
looke as though the Germans will have got the
Quarry before we reach there. If they have,
we—"

“We'll jolly well get it back!” Smiler Glee
cut in. “I'm game, and so are the rest. Get
on with the job, Jack!” He grinned in his
c¢heery way, then added seriously. ‘' All right,
old man, we know all you want to say—you can
count on us. Thail's why we went and got these

rifles!” ;
Jack sald nothinz more. He climbed into the
dropped info the driving

armoured car again,

seat, and sent the machine scudding down the
road to Hinxhill, from which he could turn off to
Hastingleigh and be ready to face whatever fate

awaited ther. there.

The Forlorn Hope !

HE road ahead seemed oddly quiet. Once
they passed a couple of wounded
gnnners, who cheered them on. Jack

slowed for the bridge over the river,
then went forward at a crawl into the village
of Hinxhill. ) :

There was no one about. One or two of the
cottages bore the marks of shell-fire. Everything
was strangely silent wuntil they neared the
cross-roads. They were a hundred yards from
them whea Jack sighted moving shapes on the
road ahead. Above the roar of the engine, he
heard Smiler Glee yell:

* Germans—Ilook !”

“8Sit tight—hang on, you chaps!” Tom yelled.
“Let ’em have it, Buster! Keep going, Jack!”

The Huns were spread out across the road—a
sort of patral who quested each building and
each fturning 28 they came to it. Queer, drab,
strange fizures they looked in that - sun-lit
Enealish village, with their squat helmets and
dust-covered equipment. They halted when they
saw the c¢ar; at one side, three men with a
machine-zun  snapped open the tripod and
dropped prone as they shaped to bring the
weapon inte action.

Jack opeped the throttle of the car, and, as
the machine surged forward, Tom’s gun barked
jts flerce war-song. Bullets snapped a cloud of
dust from the front of the three German gunners
—then Buster brought his weapon into action, -

The patrol melted; some dropped to the dust,

.

—

others leaped for the shelter of the houses—anq
the German machine.gun never loosed a round:
In 2 cloud of dust, with both her guns blazing
madly, with boys clinging on like grim death tq
the steel sides, the armoured car skidded te
corner on the road to Hastingleigh—and Jack
found himself plunging straight at apother Ger.
man patrol!

There were three horsemen and a score of
soldiery. Jack had a glimpse of rearing horses
and scattering men. Then they were through
and roaring up the hillside on the road to

-Hastingleigh, while Buster swung his gun round

in the turret and brought it to bear on the road
behind. His fount of bullets kept the Huns
down, and the car was out of sight before any
of them could bring their weapons to bear.

“ Ansbody hurt?” Jack yelled over his shoulder,
and Tom took swift stock.

“ Chippy Weslon’s lost his cap!” he anuoouneced.

“You can’t go back for it, Chippy—this is a
non-stop ’hus!™ Buster told him.

Jack did not slow the pace of the car. He
knew that if they were meeting German patrols,
then the British line must have been broken
somewhere, and the roar of the car drowned
for him all sound of-the fizhting that was going
on just ahead. _

It was when Jack came within sight of where
the road branched direct to Hustingieigh that he
trod with all his strength on the broad brake-
pedal. There were Germans on that road—not
one, but hundreds of them. He picked oub the
grey figures—running and dropping to fire.
While, between them and the village, Britishers
were retreating steadily.

It was useless to try and get through the Ger-
mans. He might have done it had he been able
to close the car; but with fellows hanging on
it, he could not. The road went straight on to
Brook; Jack remembered from the map that a
narrow track ran up from there to the quarries.
They might yet do it! :

The car sped past the branch road. Soldiers
lining a ditch gave it a cheer as they went,
then turned fo use their weapons on the enemy
as they bore down anew.

The chums sped on, crashed through Brook,
and saw DBritish and the ememy Azliting hand to
hand on a hill-crest just outside the village,;
jerkily-moving figures silhouetted against the sky-
line, with the. &un glittering on naked steel.

Jack sighted the Quarry—a bare gash just
below the summit of the hill. British were
retreating from the village, running back to where
support troops were <covering them from the
far side of the road. Jack swunz off on to-the
rough ftrack.to the quarry.

The entrance showed plain and clear. It lay
below the crown of the hill, and over the“*summit
of the rize, he saw Germans hastening.

They were coming at the double, three small
parties of them; all obviously making for the
quarry.

The chums were not vet ftoo late!

"The car leaped over the rough road, lurchiag
and bumping, while Jack yelled to Tom:

“Tell the [fellows—jump off—when we—stop!

Try to—stop these—Germans getting—to the
gquarry!”
Tom shouted Jack’s instructions, and ten

seconds later the armoured car shot through the
quarry entrance and braked to a halt—to the
blank surprise of half a dozen Germans, who had
just entered it from the other side.

They lifted their rifles, and thelr weapons
cracked as the machine stopped. It was the
rendy Buster who settled them-—one mad burst
from his gun, and the grey-clad invaders were
otted out.

The Cliff House boys needed no telling what to
do. They jumped down, and went racing to the
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cide of the quarry from which the Germans were
approaching, clambering up a rough pathway
which led to the top, where they dropped into
what appeared to be a natural trench.

As they went, Tom wrenched his machine-gun |

round, and found that he could just command
the route by which the enemy was approaching.
The slewing muzzle of his weapon was spurling
fire as Jack and Buster clambered from the car.

“My Gosh! Look at that!” gasped DBuster.
“Look at those guns!”

Sheltered by the cliff, formed by the quarry
workings, had been a number of wooden sheds—
they were all broken down. Their debris had
peen cleared from giant shapes shrouded in
canvas—guns which commanded the Wye Valley
and the line of the German advance.

They stood on concrete emplacements, and in
front 'of them were embrasures designed to house
smaller weapons which, no doubt, were even then
being rushed forward from the enemy landing
places on the coast.

From that quarry, six hundred feet above sea
level, the Germans could command the valley and
the heights on the far side all the way from
Ashford up to Chilham—pgint-blank range! 1t
was the highest point .for miles around—the
corner-stone of the German advance in this
sector!

“We can't hold this—but we've got to unfil
ut those guns out of action or some-
thing!” Jack gasped. “It's a—— My hat, look
at the way they’re coming over the top of the
hill I :

The enemy was coming forward in a wave now
—piling up under the fire of the boys and the
machine-guns in the armoured car. Jack took

swift stock of the situation, then he spoke
quickly :

“ Buster—get on to that other gun. I'll try
and signal up some of those [fellows who're

retreating from Brook Village. 1f we can get
them here we can do something!"

He leaped away as he spoke, making for the
entrance to the quarry. He stopped a second,
to spatch up a square-shaped piece of board,
part of one of the wrecked sheds, and painted
white. He -reached the gateway and stopped
there in the shelter of a post, then waved the
white side of his board so that it showed down
the slope. Me =zignalled in the quick, spasmodic
jerks of the Morse code:

5—0—-8 8-0-S§5 S-0-S

He hoped that there would be a signaller some-
where down there—someone who would
message, Nothing happened; he signalled once
again ;

§—0—-S §&~-0—-S8 8—-0-8 §S—0—
He got a glimpse of fluttering white from out

the green of a hedge—the white of a handker-
chief being waved to and iro. That was enough

for Jack, someone down there could read the
message he was e€ending. His board wagged
again:

E—N—-E—M—-Y G—U--N—S H—E-R—E.
30 O—RB~-D—B-R-8 C—EBE—R-T—A—-1-N
D—¥—S—T—R—U—C—T—I—0—N. N—E—E-D

H—E—L—P T—0 H—0—-L—-D 0—-U—T F—0-1
H—A-T1L—-F H—-0—-U—R.
He waited. Tlie handkerchief fluttered In the
hedge: -

H—A—-N—-G O—N.

{(Continued on next page.)
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(Continued from previous page.)

With the last slash of the white against the
green, Jack saw a figure shoot up—an oilicer. He
stood with his bands to his mouth, yelling. For
nearly half a minute he stood there, and with
every shout that he gave, figures seemed to
appear—to halt on their way down the slope.
The officer waved the sword that he held in one
hand, slashing it up towards the quarry, then
he began to run up the slope, waving the steely
blade to the men around and behind him.

They followed him, doubled-up khaki-figures
that trotted steadily in his wake. They appeared
from all sorts of places, leaping nup and follow-
ing the rest, echoing the officer’s rallying-cry.

He was fifty yards in front of the foremost
man when he reached Jack. He was quite a
youug fellow, and be smiled as he looked round
at his men.

“Here they come—good lads! I knew I could
count op’ em. * They're all dog-tired and—— But
what’s the- trouble here?. Who are—— Phew!”

He whistled softly, as e glimpsed the shrouded
shapes on the far side of the quarry. Oue glance
round gave him the strength of the position,
and the importance of it to the Gerinaus.

The men the oflicer had. rallied came ip, and

he sent them to join the Remove boys in the
trench around the quarry. Jack told him swiftiy
ff Eimw he came fo be there and what he had
o do.
" “We'll soor fix 'em!” the officer ftold him.
“Let’s look round while my chaps hold ’em off!
Got an armoured car, eh? Those two machine-
guns are worth a bit just now—good lads! Those
iermans up there won't attack for a bit; they’ll
~ant to get the strength of us first.”

The officer was wrong. Even as he spoke, the
enemy attacked. They came on three sides,
rising out of the coarse grass-land and charging
down on the quarry—and as they did so, =
machine-gun got into action to the left of where
Jack and the oflicer were standing. :

It was a German machine-gun, with a crew of
four. They had lain hidden, and now they were
getting the Britishers in the back.

Jack saw the quivering, bulky muzzile of {he
weapon, then he leaped forward.

“Take this!” he heard the officer say, and
felt the butt of a revolver thrust into his hand,
while the officer himself shot farward, armed only
with his sword.

. He was long-legged and fast on his feet. He
was fen yards from the machine-gun when its
¢rew saw the two coming at them. Jack saw
one of the men open his mouth in a shout, then
the muzzle of the weapon began to slide round
to bear on himself and his companion.

Jack liftea his revolver. Almost blindly, he
pressed the frigger—once, twice—a third time!
The firine of the gun ceased as one of his bullets
took elfect—then the officer was at them, with
hisz sword stabbing mercilessly.

Jack fired again as one of the Germans heaved
to his feef, with his hands wrapped about the

e ——

muzzle of a rifle. He tried to bring the clubleq
weapon down on the officer’s head—but Jack
got the man first.

The man spun on his heels and dropped, ag
Jack fired. The oflicer had made a clean jg)
of one of the others; the [ellow who had beep
firing the gun had fallen to the first shots from
Jack’s weapon, and the fourth man went running
like a hare down the slope.

“Never mind him—let him go!” yelled tle
officer. *1I know how to use one of these guns—
we'll give 'em a taste of their own medicine.”
This belt’s empty—give me the end of another
out of that bn:-:hrig:ﬁt! Stand by!”

With a snapping roar, the captured gun got
into action, now enfilading the Germans who were
attacking on the left, just at the point where
the weak d:fence was weakest. The con.
centrated fire withered the attack on that side.
At the head of the quarry, the Remove lads
might have been veterans by the way they were
using their weapons, and every second saw them
stilffened by the reinforcements that were pouring
in, in response to the officer’'s rallying call.

There is nothing so deadly as British rifie-fire.
Backed by the two guns in the armoured car,
the enemy attack was held. The grey forms
dropped back to earth ws suddenly as they had
appeared. * Held ’em—good!” The young oflicer
grinned cheerily, as he slipped from behind the
gun. He pgazed round the quarry once again,
then left the machine gun and ran with Jack to
the shrouded shapes under the low cliff.

“Guns all right—what a size! We’ll have to
smash these up before they drive us out of here,
lad! Listen, you scout round the place and sce
what you can find—see if there's a. magazine,
we might be able to blow it up! I'll go and
position our defences—I'll get those machine-
guns out ot your car and shove them up in the
trench for cross fire, for a start. After that,
we'll tackle these enemy guns!”

He went off on the run, jumping over the
debris scattered about the great emplacements
of the big guus. As lie went, he shouted to men
who were still straggling into the quarry, sending
them to the side which he and Jack had
defended with the captured gun. The men went
on the run, dropping to the shallow trench which
seemed to encircle the place.

But the line they formed was thin. It seemed
impossible that they could withstand another
attack. More and more Germans were piling over
the brow of the hill, sweeping round to engulf
tiue quarry—to cut off all possibility of retreat
for the defenders.

Jack saw their movements, watched for a few
seconds, then started off to examine the quarry.
As he did so, there came the shaking foar of an
aeroplane overhead. te looked up, to see a Gor-
man machine, flying low. Clearly he could
discern the head of the observer as he peered
over the side.

Something seemed to shift beneath the machine
—then it swooped away.

As it went Jack saw something dropping down
towards him. It was a bomb!

He glimpsed it in the moment that it was
carried under the impetus of the machine—just
before it straightened and began to drop sheer.

He saw the spreading fins and the rounded
nose, red-tinted as the sun caught it.

Then the bomb was droppingz sheer towards
him !

(Ali but swrrounded—and now attacked from
the air! What chance of success has the little
band of Britishers? HRead all about the fight at
the guarry, next Wednesday—and tell your chums
about this thrilling war story.)
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Send for this
New Meccano
Book in colours

‘*‘ Look, Dad, it's in colours noW!_’.’

Many important Meccano parts are now enamelled in red or green,
and these, in combination with the bright brass Wheels and Gears
and the plated Strips and Girders, produce an exquisite effect.
Splendid new models are now made possible and the scope of the
fascinating and instructive pastime of Meccano model building is
considerably widened. Users of the old Meccano should get the new
coloured parts and begin model building again with a new interest.

Send for this book—FREE

The New Meccano Book tells you all about it — in colours.

This book will be sent you free if you send a postcard to

Meccano Ltd., Dept. 12, Binns Road, Liverpool, and mention

the names and addresses of three chums. Ask for the book
about New Meccano in Colours.

Price List of New Meccano Outfits from3/6 to 370/-

MECCANO LTD. :: BINNS ROAD : LIVERPOOL
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(Continued from page 34.)

Lither you promise to pay that money, or
we'll go through your pockets.”
- The man was beaten.
“Curse you!” he panted. “I'N pay!”
_’I‘h.ey allowed him to get up. He swayed
giddily, and put a hand to his head. He
scemed on the point of collapse.  Then,
abruptly, he made a leap for freedom—obvi-
ously intending to run for it, ..

But both Dick Hamilton and Handforth
had suspected this move.

A foot shot out, and Mr. Bud Mason went
sprawling headfirst to the pavement. And
this time the juniors gave him no choice.
They held him down, and his wallet was
wrenched out of his breast pocket. It was
bulging with notes.

In full view of the man, Dick Hamilten
entracted ten pounds, and then closed the
wallet up, and put it back. Again he counted
the notes in front of Mason’s eycs.

“Now you can go,” he said curtly. *““And
I hope this will be a lesson to you to play
the game in future. A few more of these
scraps, and you might even begin to appre-
ciate that it's wiser to be honest.”

~ Mason struggled to his fcet, ncarly foam-
- ing.

“Police!” he gasped. “I've been robbed !”

“You—you lying hound!” roared Hand-
forth furiously. “You only paid a debt—
and you'd better get off while you're safe.
Come on, you chaps, grab him again, and
give him a——"

But Mr. Mason thought it very unwise to
wait. With a gasp of alarm, he took %o kLis
heels, and ran for his life. The juniors made
no attempt to follow. They stood ihere
watching, grim and breathless from their
cxertions. ) :

=3

—

. “There’s your money, Fully,” said Dick
quictly. - 1

But Fullwood backed away.

“It’s not mine!” he muttered. ‘‘And this
isn’t mine, either,” he added, pulling out
the ten pounds that he and Handforth had
made in the fair. “There’s—there's the
twenty that I stole of Clive's—"

“You didn't steal it!” interrupted Clive
uncomfortably.

“I gambled 1t—I lost it,” said Fullwood,
“I—I was afraid to meet any of you chaps
again. But it's better now that the money’s
paid. I've had my lesson—and I'n——"

“That’s all right, old man,” said. Dick
Hamilton softly. “We all understand—ang
we know that this puts everything on a
proper footing. The ten pounds you earned
may be all right, but I'm not so sure about
this other moncy. Fullwood wants us to
take it, you chaps,” added Dick. I suggest
that we accept the ten, but this money of
Mason’s strikes me as being pretty awful,
Let’s send it to the Cottage Hospital.”

“By Jove, that's a good idea!” agreed
De Valerie, nodding.

And the others readily complied. It was a
good solution to the problem. After what had
happened, they didn’t feel like taking that
money. But there was no reason why theo
Cottage Hospital shouldn’t benecfit.

And so they all went back to St. Frank’s.

And everybody but Fullwood was feeling
relieved., This, surely, would be the end
of all the trouble. Ralph Leslie Fullwood,
too, felt that that old matter was wiped
out. He had obtained that money, and
the fellows were ready—and eager—to forget
everything,

Briit? what would be the cost of this night's
work ' '

That was the thought which tortured the
unhappy junior now, The police had seen
him in that booth—and perhaps the Head
would get to know! And in spite of Dick
Hamilton’s assurance that there would be
no expulsion, Fullwood was by no means so
confident. The fear was over him that St.
Frank’s would soon -know him no mére.

He had got out of one trouble, only, it
scemed, to be faced with worse!

THE END. e

(In next week's rollicking story, “UNCLE
HANDFORTH?? Handy will keep you
laughing throughout, It is one of ihe best
yarns of the Honour series, IDon’t miss ti—
order your copy in advance!)

THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM.
Owing to the heavy demands on space, the Chief Officer
regrets that ‘he is unable to publish the League Form this

week. He hopes, however, to resume this feature at the
earliest opportunity.
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‘¢ Right Away”
for the great

HORNBY TRAIN WEEK

Price 4/-

PETROL TANK WAGON
Price 3/-

BRAKE VAN

Price 4/-

PRICE LIST OF TRAIN
SETS :
Seriez’'M No, % Passenger Set ‘}'}fﬂ
w 3 Goods Set - 15/-

Ho 0 Passenger Set - = - 24/-
No.0 Goods Set - = = = 17/6
No. 1 Pasgenger Set - = - 27/6
No.l1 Goods Set - = = = 21/-
No. 2 Pullman Set - - - 60/-
No. 2 Goods Set - = =~ = 37/6
No. 1 Tank Goods Set -~ = 25/-
No. 2 Tank Goods Set - = 45/-
No. 2 Tank Passenger 8et - 45/-

Metropolitan Train Sefs :
No. 2 (4-volt Electric) - - 85/-
No. aglﬂockwurk) - = = B5/-
- Riviera ** Blue ?’ Train Sefs :

No. 1 (4-volt Electric) - = 835/~
No. 2 (Clockwork) = - = 70:-

HORNBY::= TRAINS

...........
''''''''''''

A Hornby
Goods Train

The line is clear and the signal
down! The green ﬂag is waving
“Right Away ”

Come along, boys' You can

make a real miniature railway
system of your own from the
Hornby Series of Locos, Rolling
Stock, Accessories, and Rails,
Points and Crossings.
' Youcan buy Hornby Locos—the
most efficient locomotives ever
produced—for 10/6 upwards, and
complete Hornby Train Sets from
. 17/6 upwards — all superbly
| enamelled and finished in the
I correct colours of the leading
British Railwavs.

T See the |}
b special =
I!  British dtspﬁlys
and ac the
Guaranteed shops

SEND FOR THIS FINE BOOK

You must get a copy of this fine book of forty-
eight pages, beautifully printed in full colours.
It tells you all about Locomotives, Railway
Brakes, Signals, etc.

The Hornby Book of Trains only costs 3d.,
and may be obtained at the shops, or direct

(post free) from Meccano Ltd., Dept S, Binns
Road, ny.erpeol

MECCANO Ltd :: BinnsRd :: LIVERPOOL
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Fun and Adventure!

the funniest fellow you ever met !
Out on Wednesday,

LI TR TR TSR R ALY
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JACK, SAM,

You must meet these three famous comrades—Jack,
Sam, the wiry, humorcus Yank; and Pete, the giant negro with the big smile and
the strength of ten men. Also, get to know Fido—DPete’s tame lion !

Jack, Sam, and Pete are known the wide world over.
characters exclusively for the BOYS’ REALM is a triumph.

W THE BOYS REZALIM!
VITHTHTRERREET  nrminnnn nens mmnimnnnaannnennman gy

|

-

_ Sport and Thrills!
and PETE'!

the bie, athletic Britisher:

oy

"

A

(IR i i

-

Securing these great
You'll like Pete—he’s

Price 2d. .

=i

COLLECTOR’S OUTFIT FREE!!

A splendid offer’, for Stamp Collectors, Pocket

Wallet and Pertoration "Gange; Watermark Finder,

60 all different &tamnps, "Stamp = ilinges, British

Colonialg, etc.” Send | Posteard regquesting appro-
vils and lists,

ownsend, London Rd., Liverpool.

Lishurn

ig all you pay hefore deliv-
ery for a No. 801 Hornless /
Gramophone ora No. 804 /&
Mead withrichlycoloured /8

horn, solid ozk case,

large steel motor, and
unusually loud" Sound [g
Reproducer. Sent (with | R

Co.(Deapt. > 2 ),
Birmingham.

{Abrcadl/-},including

300 STAMPS FOR 6d. ‘{Abreadl/).including

0Old India, Niceria. New South Wales, Cold Coast, ete.
VW.A. WHITE, Engine Lane, L'YE, Stourbridge.

FOH XMA etc. Original and iInstructive |

DNisguise Quifit, price 3/- each, complete, post free.—
" MILTON, 24, Station Parade, Norbury, London, 5.1 .16.

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/~ 32i"

35 inches in ONE DMONTH.
Without appliances — drugs - or  dieting.

parties, theatricals, fancy dresa.

The ¥Yamous Clive System Never
Fails. Cumpicte Course 5 P.O. p. 1.,
or further partics., stamp.—P. A, -
Harrock Houte, The Clo:e, TOLWYN EBAY.

CUT THIS OUT
“NELSON LEE” PEN COUPON. VALUE 34,

{

S(nd 5 of these _councns with only 28 (and 2d. stamp) '

dircct to the FLEET PEN €O., 119, Fleet Street, |

E C.4. By return you will receive a handsome lever |

rell-filling FLEET FOUNTAIN PEN with solid goid |
mb  {ne, mediuin, or broad), usually 10/6. Fleet

price 4/-, or with 5 ccupons only 2:8.

- .. _' “‘. '-—‘h -."A_:F-' ~ ;::I'I r‘ﬂ- . E
-‘.j:-ﬁ‘._nitnuy ththflh' t) e
e - nawry g g i -t e

i, ST

| POCKET INSTRUMENT

—

FOR

£1 ‘LUCKY JUMBLE' PARCELS

To advertise our goods we offer ‘° Lucky Jumble
Parcels for 2/68 each (postage or carriage paid) for a
short time only.-Many contain goods to the
value of £1 and over—Wircless Sets and Accessories
Watches, Clocks,- Opera Glasses, Cameras, Gramophonecs
Musical Instruments® Jazz OQutfits, Footballs, Attachg
Cases, ete.}) ete. » VALUE IN EVERY PARCETL,.
Only one parcel to one address; sent only to readers in
the -U.K.: Money »refunded if , not - satisfied. No
%’tﬁrggrg%g. ‘ﬁmiil' %rq?crl'_s only. — HAYNES.
: .+ Burten Buildings, London' Roa
LIVERPOOL. .. .. . . s e

- - - *

BUTHIT BREE . o e oo rrams. o

velopes, PRI Good Stamps, Free dnd-PosCFreeto gonuiug

approval applicants.—Horace Miller-& Co.; Whitstable,
LUSH INC SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,
SHYNESS, TIMIDITY,

Nimple 7-day Permanont Home Cure for
cither sex. Write at once and ger ful} partien.
lars gnite PREE privately.—U.J.D.. 12,
All Saints Road, ST. ANNE'S-ON-SEA.

£25000 ples catajogue [ree. 12 by 10 Eu

largement, any photo, Bd.—HACKETT'S WORKS,
July Road, Liverpool

Siop Stammering !'7'/ %
ticulars FREE.—FRANK - B.” HUGHES,
Southampton Row, London, W.C.l.

worth cheap Photo Material. Sam

- af _I:,._.J_r\.

Cure yoursell
Puar.

7,

JERUSALEM PACEKET FREE.

T present this menth, with the” Scason's greetinzs, o
colleeton rich i stamps of countries around the [Loely
Land. It includes Palestine, . Lebanon.. (Cedar Treey,
Azerbaidmn (guaint views), Syrie (uins), Mesopoiamin,
sudan (Travellers across the Desert), Moroecea (Tower of
Rabot), and pxiny other fine vuricis, Ask for Appro-
vals.~-VICTOR BANCROI'T, Matlock,

A NEW PATENT

SAXOLA
Prov. Pat’
28040,

THAT ANYONE
CAN PLAY.

[axophone, Cornet, Clarianette, etc., imitated. S=veral
piayers n harmeny get wonderful jzzz effeets. How to
VAP aecompanimenis (o vour tune, also how to learn

Byt 7,

vatee  prodaction,  Sse instructions gisen  with each
Saxola. May be bad at all musiz stores, or direct Irom
the makers. Post free, 8d. cach. Betler guality, 1/2.

FIELD'S (Dep!. 10). Bankfield Rd. Huddersfield

"m DIFFERENT STAMPS FREE

War, Revgluticn and Peace

vasttes, many unused and eatalogwed at over 8/-, tazether !
with o Aoe motal waiermarkodetector and prangcd pseyie.
tio s, poxt free to all eenine applicants for my famed

approvais,—R., WILKINSON, COLWYN BAY.
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