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- A Fourth-Former turns

- out the Prefects of the

SCHOOL FOR SLACKERS for

practice at the Nets—

at FOUR O’CLOCK in the
DEWY MORN !

- B

Charles Hamilton

4 Turns with the Cane !

3 OHN ANDREW FERGUSON of

7 J the Fourth Form stood in the
middle of Big Study, feeling

rather tike a rabbit in a trap.

All round him, in comfortable arm-
~ chairs, sat the Sixth Form prefects;
~ ten good men and true! Corkran,
Jiead prefect, had his official ash in
his hand. He was swishing it gently.
" He was in no hurry to begin. He was
. willing to give Ferg the pleasure of
~ anticipation.
© In the window-seat sat Tredegar of

the Sixth, captain of High Coombe.
Tred, not being a prefect, was not
- really entitled to attend a prefects’
. meeting, so he sat apart. He was
~ there in a purely honorary capacity
- —an interested onlooker. So was
Aubrey Compton of the Fifth, who
~ sat by his side. So was Teddy Sey-
" mour, who sat on his other side. They
- looked on—and smiled !

Ferguson looked round. On every
- face was a smile; but not quite a
 pleasant smile.  Such ‘smiles might
~ liave been on the faces of an audience
in the ancient Roman arena when
" they turned their thumbs down.

e P?;(en James McCann, the new head-
master of High Coombe, could nof
lielp him now—so far as Ferg could
gee. Mr. McCann had appointed him
* captain of cricket—with a view to
shaming the slackers of High Coombe
into bucking up a little. It had
been quite effectnal so far as the
bucking-up was concerned. Captain
of cricket had “whopping privs.”
Ferguson could—and did—whop any
man who slacked at games—he had
started by whopping Tredegar him-
self !

Iiven Aubrey Compton, his fag-
Cmaster before MeCann  abolished
‘fagging for the Fifth, had had to
take “six” from Ferg for cutting
ets. With all these tremendous
owers had MeCann been able to in-

‘vest John Andrew Ferguson.- But
utside games he was ‘merely
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Ferguson of the Fourth, liable to be
whopped himself by any prefeet who
judged him deserving of the same.

It was quite a peculiar position;
and Ferg had found it great and
glorious in one way, extremely un-
comfortable in another.

On the ericket field Ferg reigned
supreme. Admiring fags clustered
round to watch, had scen him dust

the bags of prefeets; had heard him
shout “Move there, Tredegar!” or

“For goodness’ sake look alive,
Randal !

They wondered where Ferg found
the nerve to do it.  But Ierg had
heaps and heaps of nerve.

He mneeded it all; for off the
cricket field he became nobody again.

Prefects whose bags he had dusted
(=]

naturally = looked for the first
opportunity  of dusting Ferg's,
Opportunities were not wanting.

Ferg, in these days, grew very cir-
cumspect; but cirecumspeetion could
not save him. If any other excuse
was lacking, there was always “roll.”

Y Roll,"” “gide,” or
“check,” was a dire offence. Some of
the rules, of- course, ecvery fellow
knew. It was side to talk in the
passages, for any fellow under the
Fifth; it was side for a junior to walk
in the quad with his hands in his
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otherwise

CIATOR!

They ceased to grin as Ferguson, still
wriggling after his whopping, took
a stump of pencil from his pocket,

stepped to the notice-board, and
altered the time on his paper—from
four-thirty a.m. to four!

D e e aa g

pockets; it was side for any man not
in the Sixth to wear a coloured waist-
coat—though Compton of the Fifth
often did so unrebuked.

But was it side for a Fourth Form
man to walk across the quad with his
straw hat on the back of his head?
Opinions differed on this important
point.

That is to say, they had differed—
till Ferguson of the Fourth walked
across the quad with his straw hat
on the back of his head !

Then Compton, observing him, had
remarked to Corkran that that young
tick TFerguson was putting on voll
again. It was decided, without a
dissentient voice, that for a junior to
walk across quad with his hat on the
back of his head was side of the
most. pronounced kind. It was side
of so serious an order that an ordin-
ary whopping would mnot meet the
case. It was, obviously, a casc for a
prefeets’ beating !

A prefeets’ beating seldom  hap-
pened at the Sehool for Slackers. But
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The Cricket Dictator !

when it did it was a very serious
and solemn function. All the prefects
gathered in Big Study; the culprit
was brought” before them, judged,
sentenced, and executed on the spot.
Every prefect took the cane in turn
and administered a whop.

As ordinary lickings had had no
effect on Ferguson, the seniors had
decided on a prefects’ beating—as a
stronger hint to the new captain of
cricket to draw in his horns.” It was
computed in the Fourth that Ferg
had had an average of one licking per
day since he had become captain of
cricket. Thig had not had the effect
of making him go easy with the
senior slackers—rather had it made
him go harder, with some idea of
getting his own back! But a
prefects’ beating might, perhaps,
produce the desired result! -

So  behold Ferguson—wriggling
with uneasy foreboding, in the
middle of Big Study; surrounded by
pitiless smiling faces !

“Look here——" said Ferguson.

Corkran gently swished the cane.

“Roll,” he said, “is pretty serious
in a kid in the Fourth! We can’t
have fags putting on roll as if the
place belonged to them. I'm sorry,
Ferguson; but you've been pretty
cheeky all this term; and this is the
limit ! I think we’re all agreed?” He
glanced round.

There was a general nodding of
heads.

Ferg’s eyes gleamed,

“Look here,” he said. “Chuck it!
If I hadn’t shoved my straw on the
back of my head you’d have found
something  else. It’s  because
McCann—-"

“I think that’s enough!” said
Corkran, rising. “There’s a chair,
Ferguson. Go over it.”

A cane chair stood in the middle of
the room, ready for the victim. Fer-
guson hesitated onme moment, and
bent over the chair. Having placed
himself in the required position, he
waited with dismal apprehension.
This was not going to be a flicking,
he knew._ This was going to be
tough !

“Go it, Corky ” murmured Coffin.

Corky went 1t.

He laid on the first swipe with cool,
calm, scientific precision. It cracked
like a pistol shot., Anyone in the
quad might have supposed they were
Jetting off firearms in Big Study. It
rang loud and sharp; and louder still
rang the yell of Ferguson of the
Fourth.

“Yooo-hooop

Ferg was tough. He prided himself
on being able to take a licking. But
he was getting it uncommonly hard
now. All his toughness could not
keep back that yell.

And that was only the first! Cork-
ran passed the cane to Coffin. Coffin
laid on the next with a quiet, deter-
mined vim. Ferg, with another yell,
gave a convulsive jump. Then came
Lacy’s turn—and the whop of the
cane was followed by a fearful roar.

A shadow darkened the sunny open
window, and Darrell of the Fifth
stared in from the quad.

“What the dickens are you up to?”
he asked, “XKilling a pig, or what?”
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Corkran glanced at him.

“Don’t barge in, Darrell!
a prefects’ beating.”

Wall of the Sixth took the cane
from Lacy. Wall laid it on, under
Bob Darrell’s staring eyes.

“Yooooop!”  roared  Ferguson.
Wall’s whop was as hard as any that
bad gone before. It made the hap-
less Ferg squirm. !

Bob’s brow darkened. He did not
know, but he could guess, why Fer-
guson was up for a prefects’ beating.

“Look here——" he began.

Wall passed the cane to Carew.
Carew swished it and landed it on
Ferg. Another fearful howl!

“ Buzz off, Bob, old man !” drawled
Aubrey Compton. “Don’t interrupt
the judicial proceedin’s.”

Carew, with a cheery smile, passed
the cane to Randal. Randal was
stretched lazily in his chair, look-
ing, as usual, too lazy to move. But
Randy made an effort, detached him-
self from the armchair, summoned

It’s

“E all the energy he had, and
whopped.

“Wow !” from Ferguson.

“TLook here!” bawled Bob. “This is

pretty rotten! I don’t like that
cheeky little tick being captain of
cricket any more than you do. Bub
there’s a limit, and I can jolly well
tell you—"

“You might shut that window,
Tred !” yawned Corkran.

Tredegar slammed the window on
Bob's flushed face. Randal passed
on the cane and sank back gracefully
into his armchair. The whopping
went on. If Ferg for a moment had
hoped that something might come of
Bob Darrell’s remonstrance, he was
disappointed. Every prefect in turn
took a whop with the came, and by
the time they had finished Ferg was
nearly “all in.”

“That’s that!” drawled Corkran.
“Don’t put on any more roll, Fer-
guson. You can cut!”

Ferguson went to the door. He
went bent almost double, as if try-
ing to shut himself up like a
penknife, and Big Study smiled after
him as he went. Ferguson had had
the licking of his life.

And there was more to come if the
captain of cricket did not mend his
ways !

Asking for More !
LU H, I say!” gasped Donkin of

O the Fourth Form.

“Phew !” said Fatty Pye.

And other Fourth Form men
uttered other surprised ejaculations.
Half the Fourth and some of the Shell
had gathered round John Andrew
Ferguson as he went up to the big
notice-board with a paper in his
hand.

It was the day following the pre-
fects’ beating in Big Study. ’Igmt
morning there had been no Early
Nets.

Whereat Corkran & Co. had re-
joiced. Turning out to fielding
practice at half-past six, even on a
bright summer’s morning, was an un-
speakable infliction at the School for
Slackers. That energetic brute
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~wag, p to something,

Darrell did not mind, though
Fifth Form man it irked him to f1
out at the order of a fag. But |
was the only man in either Fifth
Sixth who did pot mind,
That day there had been chee
smiles among the scniors. Ei
Ferguson had forgotten to put up
usual notice, or he had made .
point to forget—or perhaps h
not sufficiently recovered. from
terrific whopping to turn out earf
himself. Anyhow, there had been
Early Nets that day. Obviously, i
prefeets’ beating had produced t
desired effect. : o
But here was Ferguson recover
or almost’ recovered, from that pr
fects’ beating, ceming along to t
notice-board, followed by a mob
excited, wondering, admiring, a
alarmed fags. Ferg, it was plai

Darrell of the Fifth, coming“
from cricket, spotted that un
concourse of fags, and strolléd
to see what was on,

Ferguson, with great cal
pinned up his,rper in a. proming
sEot, among a dozen others. But f
the fact that he was captain
cricket he could have been whop
for roll; for sticking a notice on
board at all. But as captai
cricket he was within his rights a
powers, 0

“Cheek !” said Babtie of the She
Babs, as a Shell man, though
awful rot for a Fourth Form tick

ut up over the heads of his eldersa

ctters. He wondered at Ferg’s
in daring to carry on as he did. An
indeed, Ferg was about the
junior at High Coombe who had t
nerve to use so drastically the i
and mighty powers entrusted to h
by Mr. McCann,

Jimmy McCann knew a man wh
he saw one—and Ferg was a mi
though as yet on a small scale,

“Oh, I say!” repeated the Donke
as he blinked at Ferg’s paper.
there was a buzz of wild exci

“You'll get whopped again, ¢
man,” said Bunn. I wouldn’t I
to be in your shoes when the pre's 8
this !” 8

Ferg sniffed. .

Having cut Early Nets that mor
ing, Corkmn & Co. had no doubt I
the captain of cricket had been
timidated by that prefects’ beati
They agreed in blessing Compt
whose bright idea it was. B

But it appeared from the notice
the board they had jumped ra
too hastily to that happy conelusi
Bob Darrell, looking over the he
of the swarming fags, gasped as/]
read, and then grinned. e

“FIELDING PRACTICE! =

The following will turn oub
Early Nets, at 4.30 a.m., ..?‘
day.—J. A. Ferguson, Capt.” "5

This brief notification was follow
by a list of ten names, beginning wi
Corkran, head prefect. The ofh
nine were all prefects. The wh

refectorial body was named ther
glu wonder the fags buzzed W
wonder and excitement. ¥

If the slackers of High Coombel
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aged-at turning out at half-past six
0 E'arly Nets, what would they feel
ike turning out at half-past four?
“Oh crumbs'!” gasped Bob Darrell.
It was unheard-of ! It was un-
linkable ! Six-thirty was early, but
felfow could turn out af six-
lirty and no harm done—indeed, he
might feel all the better for it. But
0t at four-thirty !
It was sheer tyranny—a ridiculous
tder, which a headmaster was certain
9 rescind as soon as he heard of
~—unless, perhaps, he had special
easons for mot doing so. Even
cCann, early bird as he was, did
of turn out at four-thirty—or any-
hing like it !
“Do you think the men will turn
, young Ferguson?” asked Bob.
“I shall jolly well whop them if
{] don’t,”  answered Ferguson
(¥

b, grinning, made his way to
dy No. 3, where Teddy Seymour
making toast for tea. Aubrey
pton was spreading butter on
ast in a very gingerly manner., If
tre was one of McCann’s sins that
tbrey resented more deeply than
y other it was the abolition of
ing in the Fifth, Feeding lost
hitfrm when a man had to fag for
“And to think,”. Aubrey was say-
g, a8 Bob Darrell came in, “that
checky little beast, Ferguson,
48 my fag before the Blighter blew
. I used to bat him on his bags
e burning my toast. And now—-"
\ scorching smell pervaded the
idy. Teddy jerked at the toasting-

I'm burning it!” he
“Bother ! That man
Cann is a sills ass!” .

meddlin’, interferin’, cheeky
fter |” said Aubrey. “A saucy usher
0 doesn’t know his place! "And a

Grinning faces surrounded the Fifth
Form men tied down to the bed,
gagged, helpless, glaring with wild

wrath,
NSNS SIS SIS S SN NS
Fourth Form kid is captain of

cricket! Well, I fancy we've put
paid to that!” He glanced round
at Bob’s grinning face. “You seem
fearfully amused about somethin’,
old bean! What's the giddy jest?”

Bob pitched his bat into a corner
and chuckled,

“That kid Ferguson ” he said.

“Not askin’ for more?” inquired
Teddy, as he impaled a fresh slice on
the toasting-for}(.

“Early Nets——” said Bob.

Aubrey chuckled.

“I fancy we’re done with that!”
he 1'0mnr[¥(\d. “Ferguson’s had it
hot, and he doesn’t want it hotter !”

“To-morrow,” said Bob.

“Mecan to say the little tick has
had the cheek to begin again?” ex-
claimed Compton, in astonishment.

“At four-thirty a.m.,” went on
Bob, “all the pre’s—"

“A.m.!” ejaculated Teddy Seymour.
He stared round at Bob. The
scorching smell intensified in Study
No. 3; but Teddy, in his amazement,

was regardless of burning toast.
“Did you say a.m.? You mean
p-m.!”

“A for Albert, M for Michael!”
said Bob, in the manner of a tele-
phone operator, to make it clear.

“Half-past four in the morning?”
Teddy was dazed. “The kid’s mad!”

“I believe a.m. means in the
morning,” agreed Bob. “We don’t
learn much from Chard in the Fifth,
but I picked that up in the Fourth
terms ago.”

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” roared
Compton. “Are you pulling our leg,
or has that putrié=little tick had
the cheek 4
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Without waiting for an answer, or
even finishing the question, Aubrey
Compton 'cut out of Study No. 3.
Teddy, seemingly petrified, squatted,
gazing at Bob, while the slice of
toast on his fork was gradually in-
cinerated. Compton flew across the
landing, and did the stairs three at
a time. High Coombe would hardly
have recognised the clegant, leisurely
dandy of the Fifth!

Aubrey could mot believe it—he
had to see it with his own eyes. It
had been Aubrey’s idea to bring
Ferg up in the way he should go—
by means of a prefects’ beating.
The whole prefectorial body had
welcomed it, enthused over it, and
acted on it, with painful results to

Ferg. Had it, after all, been a
failure? Had it only made matters
worse ?

Compton, in the midst of buzzing
fags, stared at Ferguson’s paper on
the board. Corkran was already
staring, and his face was a study.

“My—my hat!” gasped Aubrey.

Corkran "looked at him.

“You ass !” he said.

That was the head prefeet’s thanks
to Compton for his bright idea—as it
had turned out. Indeed, as it had
turned out, that was all the thanks
that the bright idea was worth.
The last state of the slackers of
High Coombe was worse than their
first,

Compton’s Plot !
AMES McCANN smiled.
J Bullock snorted.
“Absolutely absurd!”  said
Bullock. “Unheard-of ! Ridiculous!”
Bullock, the games master, felt
that he had MeCann there. Was it
not, on the face of it, unheard-of,
absurd, and ridiculous? It was!
(Continued on page 18)
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'l'vh 1 1 He began to write. Bullock gazed  “Not 1 view of ‘the cin
e Cricket Dictator ! at the %op of his bent head. He stances,” explained Mr, McCann

(Continued from page 15) stood gazing at it for several long am very unwilling, Corkran, to
‘Bullock, like the rest of the staff at moments before he turned to the fere with the constituted authori
High Coombe, had watched Mec- door. He was snubbed! Having of my prefects. I have observed tl
Cann’s progress at the School for described the Head’s specially this authority has been some
Slackers with a jaundiced eye. The selected captain of cricket as foolish, severely visited upon Fergusor
new headmaster could not even walk inconsequent, and unthinking, he late. He has made no complai
on Big Side without annoying could hardly have expected anything and I have not, therefore, felt callg
Bullock. ) else ! upon to intervene. It appears th

_How many annoyances hand irrita-  Bullock left the study, purple. he has his:own methods for pro
tions he had had to swillow since At the cormer of the passage three ing a better understanding.”
Mc(fgnn tmdh blown mt, ]old {31:1111% ot four anxious prefects were wait- i Corky opened his mouth—and.
cou no ave counted, without jno for him. ~If they had hoped 1t agam.
going into very high figures. He anything from Bu]lnck'g barging ]in, - “This better understanding,”
would have thrown in his resigna- }is purple look told them that their tinued Mr. MeCann, “will, T
tion, only he had a feeling that Jopes were unfounded. . soon come to pass. I shall not inte
~ McCann would accept it. His posi-  “Nothin’ doin’?” asked Corkran.  vene unless compelled to do so. Bub
%’wn was, perhaps, a little wcakol.mil “Puppy |” gasped Bullock. I inquire of Ferguson why he ha
by dhe outtanalig. lact Shtt Hgh Corky sared ot him, For o 3ed vo extnaralvay an houil
a1 Ensibotie I moment he supposed that that com- 1§ d‘ll)'lg plmctlce ;,(o-morf‘.my, I sha
T Q er . pliment was addvessed to himself. Jbe obliged to make a rigid inquix
Still, surely he had McCann now ! . into a prefects’ beating which,
Early  Néts ' at four-thirty—absurd Lien he realised that the games o A DYEEE e dg whlct
a‘nd {'idiculous' Powak cnt);'us(tcd to master was thinking of Mr. McCann. ‘8’ i 00 11)“;cl° ylcs(;r “ty' i
a thoughtless fag had:got into that Then——" said Randal, tl oz; {lyvm padaiistonbe.
Sarte Aha htk‘ssg hond gand 4 was  Bullock shook his head and walked l‘C‘IS ut & thi o s
mokihE E)ul of himself. Of course, 2Way, and the seniors stared after . “M C“r‘; Anyvaag . more I’ .
tl;is nonsense had to be washed out. higand ther ab. one.anether, “N : "mI’ I think ir.”
! y ko #Jt’s " up -to* you,. Corky,” said " V'_‘“""O’ Py n "f)t' B1T, E:
Only MeCann did not look like (ofin, “Go in and speak to the ery good!” said Mr. McCanni§
washing it out. He smiled—but yyyte! He's bound to listen to head ~ Corkran was glad fo get out. B
there was a hint of grimmess in his prefect 1” told his friends at the corner of th
swmile, oy, ) “Make him!” groaned Randal, passage, the result.  They did
Bullock stood before him in his «poup-thirty in the mornin’—think seem in the least keen on the beth
study—a portly figure, his hands in ¢ jt1» 3 understanding to which Mr. McCa;
the pockets of his flannel bags. It «Nghody will turn out!” muttered had referved. Rather they woul
rveally ‘might  have scemed as if coffip, have liked to take the skin off Ferg’
Bullock had an idea of overpowering = «yoy know that little beast! He back. It was rather unfortunate the
that stocky young man, James Mec- i|] come round with a cricket as they moved away in a disconsolat
Cann, by sheer size and weight. stump and root us out !” said Wall. body, they passed the big notie
But McCann was not in the least “I'd smash him!” said Coffin, board, and beheld Ferguson standin
‘overpowered. He did not even seem between his teeth. before it, grinning at his own pape
to notice that Bullock looked aggres-  «asy enough—if the Head wasn’t Coffin breathed hard. He, had |

g A : : behind” him!” groaned Randal. official ash under his arm. He
“You will, of course, cancel this,” «Byt what’s the good of talkin’ @ stride towards Ferg. 2
said Bullock. about smashin’ him, when the ~Hold on!” muttered Corky,
“I hardly think that I shall inter- Blichter would sack a man like a e€asily. i
vene,” said Mr. McCann. shot for layin’ a single finger on him Coftin did not heed. He fap]
“You mean that you will leave it while he’s” playin’ at Boing captain Ferguson on the shoulder, and i
in my hands?” of erioket? " Don't talk ouf of your Fourth Former glanced round.
“Go over, and touch your

_ “No, Mr. Bullock! I do not think jga¢(»
it necessary for you to interveme, . «Apother prefects’ beating—a bit
either ! stiffer 1”7 muttered Wall. “Let him °
Bullock breathed hard. know that if we turn out at four-
; F‘f}“"t]"rty’ he said. “Hardly ¢hirty to-morrow morning, he will be
light.” , up in Big Study again to-morrow
“At this time of the year, yes,” afterncon!”
said Mr. McCann, IR Corkran shook his head slowly.
The health of the boys—" said He was losing faith in the eflicacy : ot
Bullock. “The loss of sleep—" of prefects’ beatings, applied to that for Coffin, w"ho W““C é;élgl'y
“This is not, I imagine, intended hardy young scoundrel Ferguson. ;"";{“y"d‘d wl‘(;:;g vgr(‘z:v'(:ndotozcl?
as a permancnt arrangement,” ex-  “I’ll speak to the Blighter!” he tggql_ﬂ("loﬂiuoéﬂwg him thres ol
plained Mr. McCann. “It appears said. 3 + X0k ! &
that the captain of cricket has  He went along to the Head’s door, b ;
special reasons——" tapped, and went in, Jimmy Mec- Ferg wriggled as he rose.
“Captain of cricket!” The mere Cann laid down his pen, and looked prefects grinned. They ceased to
words, in connection with Ferguson at him inquiringly. as Ferguson took a stump IOf pel
of the Fourth, were like a red rag “What is it, Corkran?” : from his pocket, fft“PP‘"d to the nof
to a bull—to Mr. Bullock’s hearing.  “I think Mr. Bullock’s mentioned board, and altered the time on
“A foolish, inconsequent, unthinking, to you, sir—-" l‘;‘(l:;‘;n_;rgm f{’ﬁf"f}‘;g"..y t(ﬁefo:‘
impertinent fag s “Quite !” il : AR
ILIr. McCann ceased to smile. His  “Well, of course, it’s quite absurd, W&y, still wrvlglglin‘g, ]?.“t 100
eyes took on that look of hard, cold sir,” said Corkran. “Fielding prac- Co. did not watch "5‘ W!tlgg 088
steel that High Coombe had already tice at half-past four in the morning St;}};’%uit uﬂxlr(: ?’lte;:id ni)h:;(:ial :
g » . .. . » B
h"]‘r}](:ltllt(l’)ll{:;:ov]‘(lll'. Bullock ! Jimmy “Quite !” said Jimmy again. lloé'lof;iv \{nce.ﬂ dY((iu ass, Coflee [%§
sat down anfl,picked up his pen. “Then you'll rescind it, siv!” ,{‘i,n" tr)it\‘rocu]i;:’n 'che(a;’ o K
“Phe boys concerned have placed  “Well, mo,” said Mr. McCann, o 101 I "]l "k 'ct ¢
the matter before me, sir! They with a cheery smile. “I am giving 11(1 lt{ ‘011] e make 1
have asked me to represent to the captain of cricket ]u friw- ]mnd‘; nlﬁﬂcl)lﬁ( m;”}:a);"” |
you——"" Corkran, so long as he does mo » P i
y “You have done so0,” Jimmy overstep the mark.” ; ; “Tet the little beast alot
pointed out.  “There is nothing “Tsn't this rather overstepping it, growled Corkran. y

more to be said.” sir?” It was clear that Ferg was a lif
10/8/3:
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Ferguson !” said Coffin. 3
“What for?” demanded Ferg.
“Siding in the passages!”
Coffin sweetly. g

Grinning at his own notice on
board might, by a streteh of
imagination, be considered sid
in the passages! It was good eno

is



t who’d be better left alone!
ving him alone, therefore, Corky
Co, proceeded to Study No. 3—
irtly to tell Aubrey Compton what
. thought of him and his bright
8, partly in the hope that old
\ubrey might somehow be able to get
liem out of this. Old Aubrey, after
ll, was the brainy man.

Look here, Compton, that cheeky
e tick, Ferguson, has made it
in the morning, now, because
oflee whoppcd him,” said Corkran.
Now, what’s going to be done?”
“Looks to me as if you ave!”
rinned Bob Darrell.
‘And Teddy contributed a chuckle.
h, shut up!” said Coffin. *Look
, Compton, you silly ass 4
“It was your rotten idea to whop
little beast for roll,” said
ndal, “Look how it’s turned out !

' Aubrey laughed.

“That’s all right,” he said. “Don’t
Stick in bed to-morrow
ring till rising-bell—you’ll be all

“You silly ass!” roared Corkran,
Lhat little sweep will be glad of the
ance of rooting us out and whop-
g us for slacking—he’s got the
er to do it, owing to that brute
Cann—and think he won’t jump at
iding back what we gave him in
g Study ?”

1”  Aubrey shook his head.
rgison won't do any jumping at
it o'clock to-morrow morning.”
“And why won't he?” demanded
Kran., ¥

“Because at three-thirty he will be
d down to his own bed, in the
th Form dormitory, and he won’t
Jet loose till rising-bell,” said

on coolly.
lorky & Co. stared at him, then

20 k.y & Co. went away, chortling,
tell the other great men in Big
. Aubrey Compton smiled at his

“You men are lending me a hand in
»n
) early dewy morn?” he asked.

‘Rot I” growled Bob Darrell. “I'm
i xl'ﬁgging in the Fourth Form
Rather a jest on that cheeky little
though!” chuckled Teddy
mour. “I'm on, Aubrey, old man.”
Look here-——" said Bob restively.
Bow-wow !” said Aubrey cheerily.
nd that was that!

S

g No End of a Lark !
V22772777 went Ferg’s alarm
- clock.
¢ Ferguson sat up in bed,
d his eyes, blinked at the
[ of the Fourth Form dormi-
, and saw no light. 1In high
mer it should have been fairly
b at four in the morning—though
g had never before bheen up at
earthly hour, he could not

gaid it from experience.
ab if there was any light it was
merest glimmer, Ferg ﬁad set the
m clock for five minutes to four,
placed it at his bed-head, He
 himself five minutes to. jump
clothes. Finding it still so
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dark, he was tempted to turn over
and go to sleep again.

But he heroically resisted that
temptation. He was captain of
cricket, and he had fixed the time
for fielding practice. A precious ass
he would look if the men turned out
and he didn’t! They wouldn’t wait
for him long, that was certain! Give
them the slightest excuse, and they
would bolt back to bed like rabbits
to their burrows. It would get to
McCann’s ears—and what would he
think ?

Ferg, it was true, rather wished
that he had not repaid the prefects’
beating in precisely that manner—for
he was horribly sleepy, and he would
have given anything—or almost any-
thing—to turn over and go to sleep
again.

But he knew that if he sat there
arguing the matfer out with himself,
it would very probably end by his
going to sleep again. So he made a
bound from the bed, and got out
before the buzzing of the alarm clock
had died away.

19

Several other fellows had awakened,
or half-awakened. One or two grumb-

ling voices were audible. Even
rising-bell came too early for most
of the Fourth, and nobody wanted to
awake ecarlier. Ferg did not heed.
He plunged his sleepy face into cold
water, and was wide-awake on the
spot. He got into his flannels and
shoes. The alarm clock gave a last
spasmodic gurgle, and ceased. Fatty
Pye sat up-in the next bed and
growled.

“You blithering idiot, wharrer
you getting up in the middle of the
night for?”

“Four o’clock !” said Ferg.

“’Tain’t !” grunted Fatty.

“’Tig |” retorted Ferg, with equal
brevity.

“TIt’s light at four !” snorted Fatty.
“Idiot! Waking a fellow up! Middle
of the night—urrrggh ! Pye grunted,
and laid his. head on the pillow
again.

Ferguson finished dressing. Natur-
ally, a Fourth Form man who was
captain of cricket was not going to
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argue the point with a fellow like
Fatty. Still, he was struck by Pye’s
remark that it was light at four.
That certainly had been his own im-

pression. Yet it was not light—or
only barely so. Ferg looked at his
wateh. Having looked at it, he

glared at it.
The watch indicated three o’clock!
In silence, his feclings at the
moment being too deep for words,

Ferg looked at the alarm clock. The
clock also indicated three!
He was certain he had set the

alarm for five minutes to four. It
had gone off, as was now only too
clear, at five minutes to three! Tt
was not Ferg’s own clock. He had
borrowed it from a man in the Shell.
It had gone off an hour too carly—and
Ferg was up at three instead of four.
He had a whole hour that might have
been spent in delightful slumber, to
get through somehow befoge the time
fixed for fielding practice.

Recovering his voice, Fer
murmured things about that cloc
and the man in the Shell who had lent
it him. He considered going back to
bed. But after that dip in cold water
he had lost the sleepy feeling. More-
over, it was fairly certain that if he
did go to sleep again he would not
wake at four. Certainly he was not
going to rel again on that
treacherous clock. So he decided to
put in some physical jerks till it was
a bit lighter, and then go down to the
ground. Bowling at a stump would
pass the time till four.

For a quarter of an hour Ferg
jerked: physically. Then he went out
of the dormitory, stepping softly and
closing the door without a sound, so
as not to awakeén other fellows. He
trod down the passage towards the
stairs. It was getting quite light
out of doors, but the staircase was a
well of darkness..

Much to his amazement, Ferguson
heard footsteps and a mutter of
voices on the landing below, where
the Fifth Form dorms were. He
stopped and stared over the banisters
in wonder. Ten men of the Sixth
were booked -for fielding practice at
four; but it was not yet half-past
three. Besides, Sixth Form men
would not come up to the Fifth Form
quarters. It was Fifth Form men
who were stirring. Why?

“You've got the rope, Teddy?”

“Here it 18.”
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‘Amazed, Ferguson recognised the
voices of Compton and Seymour of
the Fifth.

“I've got the hanky to tie over his
mouth ! Mind, he’s not to make a
sound. If he wakes up the other
little beasts we may have a hornets’
nest about our ears.”

“Yaw-aw-aw-aw-!”

“You can yawn afterwards, fat-
head !”

“Oh, all right! I'm sleepy!”

“You can go back to bed when
we've fixed up that young scoundrel
Ferguson!  Got the string?”

“No. Haven't you?”

“We shall have to tie on the hanky.
Wait while I get it.”

The junior alluded to by Compton
as that young scoundrel Ferguson
stood transfixed on the upper stair-
case. He heard Compton’s receding

“footsteps, and a series of yawns from

Teddy Seymour. He could not see
cither of them, but he had heard
enough to put him wise.

Ferguson, breathing hard, cut back
to-his dormitory. In a few minutes
at the most, Compton and Seymour
would be there—with the pleasant in-
tention of tying him to his bed and
fastening a hanky over his mouth to
keep him quiet. Compton, evidently,
had come to the rescue of the slackers
of the Sixth in their extreme nced !

Fer hurriedly re-entered the
Fourth Form dormitory and shut the
door. From the bottom of his heart
he blessed that wunreliable alarm
clock! Had he been asleep in bed
when the Fifth Form men arrived——

But he was wide awake—extremely
wide awake!  And in two minutes
other Fourth Form men were equally
wide awake, listening in amazement
to Ferg's breathless whispers. Fatty
Pye, Bunn, Loom, Donkin, and a
dozen others turned out. They
grinned as they parked themselves in
a bunch behind the door.

If Fifth Form men came ragging
in their quarters, they were ready to
deal with them. It would be, Fer
Rointod out, no end of a Iark to catch
Jompton of the Fifth in his own

trap! They waited breathlessly.
Soft footste*)s came along the
passage outside. With hardly a

sound the dormitory door opened.

Aubrey Compton stepped in. Teddy
Seymour followed him, both on tip-
toe. There was not a sound; the
open door hid the bunch of juniors
from their sight. Early daylight was
gleaming in the quad now, ﬁut the
dormitory was dusky.

“Fast asleep !” whispered Aubrey.
“Which is the little brute’s be(?"?
Look along the—— Oh,
What %

Slam ! The door banged behind the
Fifth Form men. They spun round—
and reecled over under a rush of a
dozen juniors. Before they knew
what was happening, Aubrey and
Teddy were on the floor, and a swarm
of breathless fags pinned them there.
In amazement and rage, they strug-
gled madly.

“Pin ’em !” gasped Ferguson.

“Got 'em !” panted Bunn.

“Urrggh!” gasped Teddy.
crumbs !  Oh—what—oow !”

“I'll—ooogh—oh !
spluttered Aubrey.
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my hat!

“Oh

I'll — ooogh !”

Frantic were the struggles o
captured Fifth Form men.
struggling availed them not.
junior in the dormitory was aws
now. Every man turned out to
a hand. ompton and Seymour,
sisting wildly, breathless and pa
ing, were dragged to Ferguson’s b
They were pitched across it, and
rope they had brought for
Ferguson came in handy to
them there.  Ankles and wrists
tied to the bedstead. ¢

Whether they would have ventu
to shout and awaken the House, e

raged as they were, was
doubtful. But Ferg gave them
chance., Handkerchiefs were stu

into their mouths and tied there
the string provided by Aubrey.
Grinning faces surrounded them
they sprawled on the bed, hel
glaring with wild wrath.
. “’Let "em loose at rising-bell,” s
Ferg. “They’ll get into a row.
they’'re found here.” .
Ferguson left the dormitory for
second time.  His friends, chuckli

went back to bed. Chuckling

away in balmy slumber. But
was no slumber for = Aubrey
Teddy.

While the Fourth Form slum
the Fifth Form men wriggle
wriggled and wriggled.
wriggled in vain—and the
settle down to wriggle till rising-b

. . . .

ORKRAN of the Sixth hea
< four chime from the el
tower. Perhaps he had
dreaming of fieldin hractice ab
—a horrid dream ! Half-awake,
and listened to the chime, and t
his head luxuriously on his pill
sleep again. No Barly Nets; no
ing practice in the dewy morn--ow
to the intervention of that.
man, Compton of the Fifth!

Corky’s last waking thought,fvas
ratitude to Aubrey as he
Enppily into  peaceful  slun
which, alas! asted  only
minutes, Then it was rudel
tered by the hurling open of his d
“Now then !” &
It was a sharp voice. i
Corkran sat up—and stared, F
guson, captain of cricket,
there, a stump in his hand. Co
gazed at him as if he had be
ghost. Ferguson, at that momi
should have been stretched ol
own bed, tied there hand and |
with a handkerchief stuffed
cheeky mouth to keep him q

Aubrey’s masterly scheme "
worked. It appeared that Aub
masterly scheme hadn’t! °

taken utterly aback, gazed and g
and almost gibbered. A

“Why aren’t you at Nets
was  no longer Ferguson  of
Fourth: he was captain of e
invested—pro  tem-—with )
powers over every man ab
Coombe.  His voice rang
authority,  “You saw the
Four a.m. It’s five minui
four! Why aren’t you out?” =

Corkran stuttered. = He woul
been out, certainly, had he not
on Aubrey—as unreliable, it pz
as Ferg's alarm clock ! y
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ot & man on the ground!” con-
ed Ferg. “Not a man! Get

wipe! The cricket stump came
1 across the bedelothes—and Cork-
§ logs. Corkran was out of bed
h a bound. With another bound
vould have been at Ferg, smiting
ip and thigh—but he stopped {
ump in hand, eyed him with
-eoolness. ~ The position in Big

ain of cricket had whopping
to deal with slackers—and stay-
n bed, regardless of the order on
- board, was slacking " of the
st dye. Behind Ferguson at
moment loomed the Head—prob-
 fast asleep at that moment in
own House, but present in the
it, as it were—the Head, and the
"1 Corky did not bound at

.
)

looked round for his trousers,

b\'givo you five minutes!” said

guson, “ Mind, it’s six on the bags
ou're later than that !”

orky, breathing fury, was glad
Perguson did not decide to give

gix anyhow ! He would have had

ke them. He did not answer.

2 oing to stop this rotten

king in the Sixth !” said Ferguson

of a couple of days ago was now

truculentl;. “Bear that in mind,
Corkran !’

He walked out and went along the

assage. Corkran, as he crammed

imself hurriedly into flannels, heard
him enter the next study. He heard
the voice of Randal :

“What the dickens 72

“Randal, you rotten slacker, turn,
out !”

“I'll see you dashed first! I’ll—
yaroooooop !”  Corkran heard the
swiping of the stump and the’ roar
of Randal.

Ferguson quite enjoyed his progress
along the Sixth Form studies that
dewy morn. It said much for the
self-restraint of the High Coombe
prefects that Ferg reached the end
of the passage without being rent
limb from limb! But what could a
fellow do? Relying on Aubrey and
his scheme, they had stayed in bed
instead of turning up to Barly Nets,
and thus deliveted themselves into
the hand of the enemy !

Every prefeet had had*@*swipe at
Ferg when he took that prefects’
beating in Big Study. Now every
prefect had a swipe iyrnm Ferg when
the captain of cricket had to rouse
them out of bed. Ten infuriated
Sixth Form men went trailing down
to Early Nets, shepherded by the
authoritative Ferguson.

Possibly the sight of Mr. McCann
at his window, looking out into the
fresh morning sunshine, helped to
save Ferg from being massacred on
the cricket ground.

There was a slight twinkle in
Jimmy MoCann’s eyes—but every man
there knew how that twinkle would
change into a gleam of cold steel if
a finger was laid on his captain of
cricket !

Fielding practice lasted till rising-
bell. Then the infuriated tem got
back to the House—in time to meet
two dishevelled, enraged Fifth Form
men coming down from the Fourth
Form dormitory. Aubrey barely
escaped with his life!

Early Nets at six-thirty, twice a
week, continued. But there were no
more Early Nets at four a.m. That
was a card Ferguson kept up his
sleeve. He never needed-to play it,
for he was mever called up in Big
Study again,

Roll or no roll, Ferg was safe from
being called up for a prefects’
beating !

R T P PR RPN

:Tav and Feathers for Jimmy':
. McCann! That’s been in the mind :
: of Aubrey Compton for a long time.
! v.. Next week he plans to carry :
L it into effect. If yow miss THAT :
story you WILL miss a treat !

........................ B

BRE’S a brand-new detective
| story, ved-hot from my pen.

UDWITT, THE DETECTIVE.

tt, the Detective, sat in his
g.-room to interview callers, who
waiting in the callers-room outside.
first man came in.  Dudwitt smiled
ywaved him to a chair.
jood-morning,” he said. “ I deduce
your name is Snobbit, you live at
or's Gireen, you had fried hake for
this morning, you came here
 taxicab, and you are going to
It mo about a burglary.”
i0od-morning,” said the visitor,
me is Hooker, T live at Battersea,
| boiled cod for breakfast, I came
by tram, and 1’'m going to consult
else. Good-bye!”

THE END,

ther detective story writers please

L the Ed. a minute or two ago.
) gaid ¢

wo got a riddle to ask you: Can
ve me an example of something
~on nothing ? ”’

y hat | ” T gasped.

orrect,” said the Editor, and passed

fhat the dickens did he meén ?

DRE astonishing news! A learned
dmaster, holding forth to a
per man, has declared :
the plastic nature of the juvenile
soon converts work and punishment,
ence to which humanity is born,
an imposition into a natural order.
gnation to toleration is but a
d from toleration the way to
ion is straight and easy.”
ch if it means anything at all, it
§ that all boys learn to love work
unishment.
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Just My Foolin’

By THE OLD BOY

OW this carries me back to dear

old St. Parsnip’s, where I received

my immense education! 1 remember

one morning coming across Mugge minor

weeping silently in a corner of the play-
ground.

“ Boo-hoo ! ” he sgobbed. ‘“It’s not
fair ! Young Stiggles has had the cane
three times this week, and I've only
had it once.”

* Come, come,” I said kindly (I was
a prefect at the time). ‘‘ I'm sure your
master will cane you if you ask him
nicely.”

“No, he wo-won’t! He gays too
much cane isn’t good for us, yet he lams
Stiggles nearly every day. That’s
because Stiggles is his favourite.”

* Cheer up ! ” I said. ‘‘ I'll give you

a hiding, if you like.”
IT wag pathetic to see the poor little

chap’s face brighten up. He fol-
lowed me to my study with dancing eyes,
and when I had laid into him until I was
tired, he thanked me in a voice broken
with emotion.

.

I ADMIT, though, it was a-shame when

old Beaver, master of the Fourth,
started his Form reading Buffalo Bill,
and ordered all Virgils found in the studies
to be confiscated. It was a heartrending
duty to have to tear some wretched
fag’s Virgil away from him, just when
the poor kid was deep in the adventures
of Aeneas.

NCE a week, by way of a treat,
old Beaver used to keep the Form

in for two hours’ hard work—and how
they used to look forward to it! It
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wag the only bright spot in their wretched
lives.

RATIIER a stupid mistake occurred

this morning, when I was
showing a well-known zoologist some
hotos my brother had taken in Africa,
Y had just called at the chemist’s to get
the developed prints of his films. He
had returned from Africa only a day
or so previously, and had used up his
spare films with photos taken at home.
Well, I showed the zoologist a print, and
he got all worked up.

‘ Marvellous ! ” he exclaimed. * This
is a photograph of the rare Fungus Ape,
a cross between a baboon, a gorilla, and
a marmoset, and reputed to be the
ugliest creature in the world. It was
supposed to be extinet, but now—
this is wonderful ! Just look at the
expression of the creature’s face!”

O I looked at it—and then I did

snort,

“Sorry ! 1 said crossly, I didn't
mean to give you that one. It’s a photo
of me sitting on a branch of our old
apple-tree. My brother took it in the
garden yesterday.”

And they call him a famous zoologist !
Grarrrrh !
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