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TAR and
FEATHERS

By
CHARLES HAMILTON

With practically everyone’s hand against
him, the Head of the SCHOOL FOR
SLACKERS draws admiration from his

bitterest enemy |

Taps on the Window !
¢ OU shan’T"!” said Bob Darrell

Y between his teeth.

Aubrey Compton's eyes
glinted.

“Stand back, Bob !” he said.

T won’t! And you shan’t do it,
you fathead !”

Instead of standing Dback, as
bidden, Darrell of the Fifth grasped
Aubrey by the shoulder with a grip
like a steel vice, sadly crumpling the
most elegantly cut jacket at High
Coombe Sehool.

“Now look here, Bob—-" began
Teddy Seymour, in plaintive tones.

“Shut up, Teddy!” rapped Bob.

“Let go my shoulder, Bob!” said
Aubrey, with a dangerous quietness.
“Don’t barge in here, you fool!”

And five or six voices chimed in :

“Let go!”

But Bob stood firm, and held on.

There were nearly a dozen of the
Pifth Form on the spot. They were
gathered at the window of the French
master’s class-room.

Monsieur Mouton, of course, was
not there. He had gone to see the
Head, Mr. James McCann, in his
study, and there was no danger of
him coming up.

The French class-room was dircetly
over the Head’s study. Leaning out
of the window, a fellow could have
talked to anyone looking up from the
Head’s window below.

That was-why Aubrey Compton was
there, and that was why a tin bucket
full to the brim with a mixture of
tar and feathers stood on the
window-sill.

When Aubrey Compton had first
talked of tarring and feathering the
Blighter, James McCann, the Fifth
Form men chuckled; but they had
told Aubrey not to talk out of his
hat. If ever a man deserved to be
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Peering over the
upper window-
sill, Aubrey
spotted a head
coming out of
McCann’s window
below—and tilted
the bucket!

tarred and feathered it was the man
who had introduced the unwelcome
and painful element of work into the
School for Slackers. That, of course,
cveryone admitted. But the thing
was impossible.

But the brainy man of High
Coombe was going. to demonstrate
that it was not merely a delightful
dream. Strategy, of course, was
needed. .

Across the quad, in cover of one
of the ancient High Coombe oaks, was
Fatty Pye, of the Fourth Form, cata-
pult in hand. Fatty had been bribed
with a bag of jam tarts to loose off,
at regular intervals, a series of pellets
at the window of the Head’s study.
A ccaseless tap, tap, tap on his win-
dow was certain, sooner or later, to
cause James McCann to put his head
out to ascertain what the dickens was
going on. :

And as soon as the Beak's hecad
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appeared helow Aubrey was going te
tip over the pail—and the thing was
done ! )

What could be simpler?

With a pailful of tar, mixed with

feathers, mopping his head, the
Blighter would be hors de combat,
giving the raggers plenty of time to
get elear. Nobody would be spotted,
which was rather important. - For
though it was known that the
Blighter McCann hated the idea of
sacking a High Coombe man, it was
equally well known that he had a
hard and heavy hand with a cane.
But it was safe as houses—the
Blighter would: have no victim upon
whom to wreak his wrath.

Quite a joyous mob had gathered
in the French class-room to see old
Aubrey pull it off. Unluckily, Bob
Darrell, spotting that something. was
on, came, too, and now he was grip-

ping his reckless chum by the
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- one man.

Tar and Feathers
for Jimmy McCann!

shoulder, determined that Aubrey
shlofuld not make such an ass of him-
self.

Aubrey did not want a row. Too
much row over the Head’s study
might draw the Blighter’s attention
in that direction. And the Blighter
was quick on the uptake, as keen
as Sheffield steel. But Aubrey had
waited and watched for this oppor-
tunity, and he was not going to
miss it.

“Look here, Bob—chuck it!” urged
Teddy, in his usual role of peace-
maker. “If you don’t want to have
a hand in ragging the Blighter you
can cut! Don’t barge in, old chap.”

Bob gave an angry grunt.

“It’s over the limit,” he said. “I’'m
not going to see Aubrey get himself
sacked !”

“Rot!” said Peverill. “The
Blighter don’t dare sack a man!”

“He jolly well would if he got
that awful muck on his napper!
Aubrey, old man, don’t be a fool!”
pleaded Bob.

“Will you let go?”

“No; mnot till you come away and
chuck up playing the goat.”

Aubrey.breathed hard.

“We've got no time to waste,” he
said.  “Mouton may come up here
after he’s through with McCann. Any
man who’s spotted here will get it
in the neck. Pye’s going it alrcady!”

Floating in at the open window
came the sound of the sharp tap of a
pellet on glass below. Fatty Pye,
prompt to time, was beginning to
loose off his catapult. Obviously,
it would not require much of that
tapping to cause the headmaster to
open his window and look out. There
was no time to waste.

Aubrey withdrew his hand from the
bucket on the sill. Then he laid both
hands on the anxious chum who was
grasping his shoulder.

“Back up, you men!” breathed
Aubrey.

The Fifth Formers backed up as
Peverill, Carter, Burke,
Raymond, Seymour grasped at Bob.
In the grip of many hands he was
dragged off Compton.

Bob was the heftiest fellow in the
High Coombe Fifth. But he had no
chance against so many. And he was
handicapped, too, by his reluctance
to make a row that might draw
McCaun there. He was opposed to
guch a ghastly rag on McCann; but
his chief concern was for his chum
—he wanted to keep Aubrey out of
trouble, not to land him in it. And
if McCann came up and saw the
bucket of tar and feathers, he would
hardly need telling what the game
was.

Darrell struggled hard but silently.
They dragged him back from the
window and held him back, panting.
Comnpton smoothed out his crumpled
jacket. Then he turned “to the
window again and took hold of the
tin bucket. Tap came again from
below. as another pellet knocked on
the Head’s window.

There was the sound of an opening
window below. The tapping on the
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Head’s window had caused the occu-
pant of the study to take notice and
open the window to look out.

Peering over the upper window-sill,
Aubrey spotted a head coming out of
McCann’s window below, and tilted
the bucket.

Downward swooped a stream of tar
and feathers. Right on the -back of
the projected head it mopped! TUp
came a wild and startled howl.

Aubrey gave a breathless chuckle.

He spun from the window.

“Hook it!” he breathed.

The next item on the programme
was a scamper across the class-room
to the door, and a hurried retreat.

But that item had to be cut.

For just as the Fifth Form men
started to scamper a stocky figure
appeared in the class-room doorway
and two very keen, blue-grey eyes
looked in.

James McCann, clean and neat as
usual, without a trace of tar or
feathers, gazed at the dumbfounded
men of the Fifth. They gasped,
stared, gaped. In Aubrey’s dismayed
and horrified mind one question
formed itself—on whose head had he
dropped the bucketful of tar? Not
on the Blighter’s—that was only too
fearfully clear! With a faint smile
on his face Jimmy scanned the dis-
mayed and flabbergasted crowd in the
French master’s class-room.

“What is going on here?” he asked.

The heroes of the Fifth did not
answer. Speech failed them. They
gazed at Jimmy McCann—gazed, and
gaped, and almost gibbered!

A Bloodcurdling Howl !

T was rough luck on Monsieur
Mouton. - ’
. Everybody felt that — the
victim himself most of all!

High Coombe was a solid old build-
ing, with stone walls and good oak
floors. Nevertheless, sounds travelled.
The new headmaster of High Coombe
certainly would not have heeded foot-
steps in the class-room over his head
but for the fact that the master to
whom that- class-room appertained
was then and there in his presence.

Monsieur Mouton being in Mr.
McCann’s study in conversation with
Mr. McCann, it was obvious that he
had no class in No. 10 just then.
Jimmy MecCann, as the School for
Slackers had learned to know only too
well, was extremely quick on the
uptake. If a crowd of fellows went
into the French master’s class-room
in the French master’s absence, it
looked as if a “rag ” was on. Only
too often had monsieur found Lis
class-room “shipped.”

So ‘Mr. McCann, politely excusing
himself to the French master for a
few minutes, stepped out of his study
to go up to No. 10 and ascertain what
the fellows were there for.

Monsieur Mouton, waiting for him
to return to the study, was surprised
and perplexed by an incessant tap-
ping. at the window. Had Mr.
McCann been there, no doubt he
would have opened the window and
looked out to ascertain the cause of
that strange and mysterious tapping
on the glass.
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Mr. McCann, negotiating rambling
old staircases, did not hear Fatty
Pye’s imitation of a woodpecker.

onsieur Mouton, in the study, did,
and after a succession of mysz'erious
taps, he opened the window and put
out his head to look round and see
what was up.

What happened next was the
greatest surprise that had befallen
Monsienr Mouton since he had
quitted his own beautiful country to
teach his beautiful language to the
inhabitants of a barbarous island.

He uttered a bloodcurdling howl
that rang all over High Coombe—
that caused fellows in the quad to
{ump, and old Judd to blink out of
his lodge by the gates, and Mr. Chard
to stare from his window in his rooms
under the clock-tower.

Having startled all High Coombe
with that fearful howl, Monsieur
Mouton jerked a tarry and feathery
head back into Mr. McCann’s study,
and, in a spluttering, gasping, and
gurgling state, clawed at his hair.

In the class-room above, mnobody
spoke. The silence there might
almost have been cut with a knife.
Bob stood as overwhelmed with dis-
may as the rest. McCann had not
got the tar and feathers! That,
perhaps, was fortunate! But some-
body had. And here was McCann!

The silence rather puzzled Mr.
McCann. That these fellows were in
No. 10 for a rag he did not doubt.
But there were no signs of a rag in
the class-room. Mossoo’s desk was
not upside down. The forms were
not piled in a pyramid.

But he spotted the bucket, still
dripping tar, with feathers clinging.
He stepped to the window. There
was a smear of tar on the sill. And
from the open study window below
strange, wild sounds floated out and
reached him. The Head’s face set
grimly.

Petrified, paralysed, the Fifth
Formers watched him. It was useless
to scamper now. They were fairly
caught.  That unspeakable bargee,
somehow, had spotted them. Know-
ing him as they did, they might
almost have expected it. But they
hadn’t! Even Aubrey, with all his
nerve, was utterly taken aback and
dismayed. He lowered his eyes as
the Head’s keen glance fixed on him.

“This, I presume, was intended for
me?” remarked Mr. McCann, in quite
a casual tone.

No answer.

“You, I think, Compton—"

Bob broke the silence :

“We—we were all here, sir, and—
and—"

“That will do, Darrell !” MecCann’s
first glance into No. 10 had spotted
Bob in the grasp of many hands, and
he had a fairly clear idea of the state
of affairs.

“Follow me, all of you!” said Mr.
McCann. ’

They followed him—a dispirited
crowd. They trailed down the stairs
and after him into his study.

At a less apprehensive moment
they might have smiled at what they
beheld there. Monsieur Mouton was
a striking sight. His unfortunate
head was clouded with tar and sticky
feathers. Tar was trickling down his
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neck and down his face, giving him
an odd resemblance to a zebra. He
clawed and clawed.

“C’est  affreuse! Regardez moi,
done !” he shrieked, as Mr. McCann
came gravely in. “I poke me ze
head from ze window, and zis fall on
ze head! Ze tar and ze fezzer! Ze
fezzer and ze tar! How he happen?
Mais regardez!”

He clawed with tarry fingers.

“I cannot sufficiently express my
regret for this outrage, Monsieur
Mouton !” said Mr. McCann gravely.
“The perpetrator will be severely
punished. Allow me to assist you!”

Carefully—for Mossoo was very
sticky—Jimmy McCann took his arm
to lead him away to a bath-room.
The pressing necessity at the moment
was hot water and soap. He made
the Fifth Formers a sign to await his
return, and led.the tarry gentleman
away. Mossoo’s moans floated back.

Left in the Head’s study, the Fifth
Form men looked at one another in
eloquent silence. Aubrey was ve-
covering his merve. Bob was glum
and dismal., Teddy almost whim-
pered. The other fellows wondered
sorrowfully what was going to happen
now.

“You ass, Aubrey!” said Peverill.

Aubrey shrugged his shoulders.

“How was I to know?”

“Poor old monsieur !” said Bob.
“How long will it take him to get
that muck out of his hair?”

“The Sheep’s wool will need clip-
ping !” said Carter.

Monsieur Mouton was called the
Sheep. It was an obvious nick-
name for him. But nobody smiled at
Carter’s remark. It was no time for
him to be funny. .

“We’re all in this!” said Bob.
“If it’s sacking, he can’t sack the lot
of us! If it’s flogging, it will come
easier for a crowd! We——"

“Don’t be a silly ass!” cut in
Aubrey. “It was my game, and I
can stand for it !”

“Don’t you be a silly ass, Aubrey !”
said Teddy Seymour hotly. “Bob’s
right—whatever’s coming, we whack
it out all round!”

“Fathead !” said Aubrey.
the Blighter doesn’t know ?”

The mumble of dispirited voices
died away as Mr. McCann came back
into the study. He eyed the dismal
group.

“Every boy here——" he began.

Aubrey interrupted him. Aubrey
was cool again now—cool as ice. He
might be a reckless ass—no doubt he
was—but nobody had ever said that
he lacked the nerve to face the
music. He was not the man to land
his friends in trouble.

“It was I who pitched down the
tar, sir!” said Aubrey. “The others
had nothing to do with it. Omne of
them tried to stop me, in fact. I did
the whole thing!”

“Look here ” began Bob.

“You will be silent, Darrell !” said

“Think

Mr. MecCann quietly. “TI hardly
needed to hear your confession,
Compton! You must be well aware

that you deserve to be expelled from
the school for what you have done. I
shall spare you that.

“But you will be flogged in Hall in
the presence of all High Coombe to-
morrow morning. It will be a public
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and most severe flogging !
may go !”
And they went.

Up For a Flogging!

6 ILLY ass!” said Corkran, when

S they heard in Big Study.

The Sixth Form men nodded
assent to that.

Of course, the Sixth loathed
McCann as much as the Fifth did.. In
the Sixth Form Room he had that
Form right under his own eye, and
they really came off worse than the
Fifth. The Sixth—prefects and all—
would have been glad to hear-that
the Blighter McCann had been
tarred and feathered. But Compton

1t seemed> ‘that

Now you

cCann’s limbs were of iron,‘ laced with steel, and how
McCann stood the awful strain Aubrey could only wonder,

had made a muck of it—and the ver«
dict of the Sixth was “Silly ass!”

In the Burrow, where the fags most
did congregate, there was chuckling.

Ferguson of the Fourth told them.
Terg had had the supreme happiness
to see Monsieur Mouton tottering on
the Head’s arm on his way to the
nearest bath-rocom. Ferg blew into
the Burrow bursting with it.

“Thick with it!” said Ferg bliss-
fully. “Sticky with it! Tar—
feathers—all over the poor little ass!
Believe me! He was using awful
language, too—kept on saying ‘ gou-

don’—a French - swear word, I
Suppase > g :

“That’s French for tar!” cut in
Loom.

Twice they

were on the point of pitching back together.

21

17/8/35



Tar and Feathers

A

for Jimmy McCann!

Loom was one of those fellows
who knew things.

Ferguson gave him a cold look.

“I don’t want you to teach me
French, Loomey! Keep it for the
Sheep, if you know any, which you
jolly well don’t! I tell you, the poor
old Sheep was fairly smothered—it’ll
take him days to get it out of his hair
—lucky for him he hasn’t got much!
Reeking with it !” :

“But who did it ?” gasped Donkin.

Ferguson chuckled.

“Compton, of course!
got the whole gang in his study!
Compton is a card! Of course, he
must have meant it for McCann ! But
the Sheep’s got it !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It seemed frightfully funny to the
Fourth. And when they learned that
Compton of the Fifth was up for a
flogging the whole Burrow decided
that he was getting off lightly. Most
headmasters would have bunked him.

Many of the juniors sympathised
with Aubrey. It was true that he put
on a good deal of roll; but he was
going to suffer in what they felt to be
a good cause. It would have been a
glorious rag—if it had come off!
Ferg took a different view. Ferg had
been Compton’s fag last term, and
he had no use for the superb Aubrey.
Ferguson expressed the opinion that
the flogging next morning would be a
“corker,” and the charitable hope
that it would do Compton good !

Not that Compton cared what they
thought. or said, in the Fourth or the
Shell. As he sat in Study No. 3 after
tea he was thinking of what was to
come. He was thinking of it with a
set face and glinting eyes. It was
not the severity of the punishment
that troubled him, though that was
bad enough, he knew, for he had
suffered under McCann and knew
that that stocky young man packed a
lot of muscle.

It was the humiliation—going
through it under the staring cyes of
the whole school. He, Aubrey
Compton, the dandy of the Fifth, the
great ehief and leader of the resist-
ance to the new Head—turned up
and flogged like a miserable fag!

He felt that he would never be able
to hold. up his head again. The
humiliation would linger long after
the sting of the cane had faded.

Bob Darrell, looking gloomier than
if he had been going to get the
swiping himself, gave Aubrey uncasy
glances. He did not like the look on
his chum’s face, and he wondered,
with considerable disquietude, what
was passing in Aubrey’s mind, as he
sat silent. Teddy, worried and miser-
able, had a suggestion to make that
was worthy of his intellectual powers.

“What about packing?” asked
Teddy.

Compton did not even look at him.
Darrell made him a sign to shut up.
But Teddy, who fancied that poor old
Aubrey was thinking of the coming
swipes of the birch, went on fatu-
ously :

“XIxercise books are no good! There
was a man in the Fifth packed
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McCann’s’

exercise books, and they slid down his
bags when he went over and bulged
out at his ankles. But a double
thickness of flannels——

“Shut up, old man!” said Bob.

“A double thickness of flannels,”
persisted Teddy, “and a.blazer folded
under them !” ) )

" “Fool!” said Aubrey.

“If that’s all you’ve got to say to a
pal whe’s trying to help you, Aubrey,
I'll cut!” Teddy said, with dignity.

And he left Study No:. 3.

Compton, leaning back in his chair,
his elegant legs stretched out, his
hands driven deep into his pockets,
was silent again. Bob watched him
more anxiously than before.

“It’'s rough . luck, Aubrey, old
man,” he said at last. “But dash it
all, you knew what to expect if
McCann spotted you. It might have
been the sac™:!”

“I'd rather it was!”

“Oh, that’s rot!” said Bob. “It’s
sickening enough, but it’s not so bad
as that! Bite on the bullet.”

“Flogged like a snivellin’ fag!”
said Aubrey Compton, between his
teeth, his eyes gleaming. “I’d take
anythin’ the cur liked to give me,
bendin’ over in his study—and he
knows it! But he wants to rub it in!
He wants to make me look small
before all High Coombe! He wants

to make a fellow ridiculous! He
wants »  Aubrey choked. “The
rotter! The dashed usher! He may

be disappointed, after all.”

“TIt can’t be helped, old chap !” said
Bob miserably.

“Perhaps it can!” said Aubrey.

“Chard can’t do anything—"

“Bother Chard !”

“But what "

“Oh, leave me alone! I'm tryin’ to
think.”

Bob Darrell left him to think. But
he resolved to keep a wary eye on
him. What mad thoughts were pass-
ing through Aubrey’s mind he could
not guess. But he was deeply uneasy.

That evening Aubrey did mnot
appear in Big Study. Tredegar,
captain of High Coombe, gave him. a
look-in in Study No. 3, out of sheer
kindness of heart. But old Tred came
down to Big Study looking flushed
and huffed. :

“How's Compton takin’ it?” in-
quired Corkran.

“Pretty bad!” said Tred briefly.
“He said he wouldn’t stand it, and
when I said that was all rot he
buzzed a dictionary at me.” Trede-
gar. rubbed his chin. “He’s in a
rotten bad temper. I’'m leaving him
alone !”

All High Coombe knew, before
lights out, that Compton of the Fifth
was taking it very badly indeed. All
the~school buzzed with the rumour
that Compton said that he wouldn’t
stand it! That, of course, was utter
rot—a hasty word uttered under the
stress of excitement and anger.

On the other hand, Compton was
the sort of fellow to stand by his
word, cven a hasty one. Some

fellows wondered whether there would -
be some sort of a scene in Hall in the

morning. Fatty Pye even mooted the
idea, in the Burrow, that Compton
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might punch McCann—a suggestion
that thrilled all the fags with a -
delicious excitement. ' 3

Missing !

é“ OMPTON {” - 1
James McCann’s voice was

quiet, but it carried to the
farthest corner of Great Hall at High
Coombe.

The silence was deep. .
Every fcllow, every master, of
High Coombe was - present. The
summer sunlight, glinting through
stained-glass windows, glimmered on
rank after rank of breathless faces.
The headmaster stood on the dais at
the upper end of Hall, with a grave

face.

Liggins hovered with the birch
ready for his use. Mr. Chard, master
of the Fifth, looked as distressed as
if he were going to get the swishing.
But even Chard had not thought it
advisable to put in a word for the
culprit on this occasion. What could
he say in favour of a fellow who had
planned to mop tar and feathers over
the headmaster, and actually had
mopped them over a member of the
staff? Even Peter Chard had to
admit that that graceless member of
his Form was getting off cheaply.

Indecd, everyone appeared to think
so, except Compton himself. The look
on Aubrey’s pale, handsome face
alarmed other fellows as well as Bob
Darrell. Everyone was looking at
Aubrey, or trying to; fellows out of
range craned their necks to look.

He made no signs of having heard

the Head’s quiet voice. Chard,
worried and fussy, weighed in.
“Compton! Compton! Go to the

Head! At once, Compton!”
Bob nudged his chum. .
“ Aubrey, old man!” he whispered.

Aubrey Compton stepped out of the
ranks of the Fifth. Mr. McCann, at a
distance, had his eyes curiously on
him. Mr. McCann did not, as Aubrey
bitterly believed, like this business.
He loathed it. But he had his duty
to do; and James McCann was not the
man to side-step duty, however
disagreeable.

“Compton, come here!” said Mr.
McCann in the same quiet tones. He
took the birch from Liggius.

“You are going to flog me?” Comp-
ton spoke almost casually.

“I have told you so, Compton

“I’d rather be sacked !”

There was a buzz in Hall, immedi-
ately suppressed. Everyone wanted
to hear what the Blighter had to say
to that.

“That is not for you to decide,
Compton ! Come here at once.”

“I’'m not goin’ to be flogged !”
said Aubrey.

“Compton !”
“Compton !”

“Oh, I say!” brayed the Donkey, in
the ranks of the Fourth.

“ Aubrey, you ass—"
Darrell.

Murmurs rose like the tide.
McCann’s voice cut in:

“Silence I”

And there was silence.

“Mr. Chdd, kindly conduct that

boy to me!” said James McCann.

1

gasped Mr. Chard.

groaned Bob

Mr.
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Chard _rolled over to Aubrey andj

stretched out a hand.

Aubrey swung ~ round, walked
quickly down the Hall, flung the door
open, and walked out !

So swift and so unexpected was that

action that the whele school was |

taken by surprise. Chard remained,
apparently petrified, with his arm ex-
tended, his hand grasping space.

Again there was a murmur,  which’

rose almost to a roar. Even McCann
was taken aback.

He stood looking at the bar of sun-
light thoo fell in at the door, left
open by Aubrey Compton. But he
quickly woke to action. His swift,
elastic strides carried him down the
gaping Hall, and he disappeared
after Compton.

“ Silence !
Chard.

“ Silence ! hooted Corkran.

But neither master nor prefect was
heeded. Hall was in a roar! Comp-
ton was gone—McCann was gone
after him ! What was happening out
there in the quad? Excitement grew
and intensified. There had been a
good many surprising happenings at
the School for Slackers since Jimmy
McCann had arrived there to wake it
up. But this was the most surprising
of all.

*“Oh, the ass!” groaned Bob.

Would McCann come back drag-
ging Aubrey by the collar? Was the
swiping going to take place after all,
or was it oft? Excited minute fol-
lowed minute—and McCann did not
come back. Fellows craned their ears
to hear sounds from the quad—but
they heard nothing.

It was full five minutes before Mr.
McCann returned—alone.

But his face told mothing. To the
disappointment of some of the fags,
there were mno signs of punching.
Whatever had happened and. what-
ever McCann was thinking, he was
calm and sedate as usual.

“ Dismiss I said Mr. McCann.

The school streamed out.

Never, in the history of High
Coombe, had it been so irksome to go
into the Form-rooms. Nobody knew
what had happened—everybody
wanted to know! One thing they
knew in the Fifth—Aubrey was
absent. His place in Chard’s Form-
room was empty. But in the other
Form-rooms they did not even know
that; and all was excitement and
cager curiosity.

The Sixth had to wait for Mr.
McCann. He seemed busy about
other matters. Chard was called out
of the Fifth Form Room for :peech
with him, and came back looking ex-
tremely perturbed, but he said
nothing to his Form.

It was not till break that High
Coombe learned.

Then the news came out,

Compton had cut!

He was no longer in the school !
Judd, it was learned, had stopped
him at the gate and had seen him
climb over a wall. McCann, after
him, had secen him also, glimpsing
Aubrey’s straw hat as he dropped on
the outer side. Compton had told
MeCann that he would rather bhe
sacked—and he was gone!

{Continwed on next page)
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Silence ! trumpeted

* FULL-OF-THRILLS

™
3

HERE’S a game all the family can
play; a jolly good game, too!
It’s quite new, quite simple,
and 1009, entertaining. ‘“Bobs
Y’r Uncle” will be the cry at
many a jolly party. How those
dull minutes will fly! The game
consists of a highly coloured pack of
54 cards in a novelty container with
full rules of the play. Smiles grow
into laughs; laughs form into roars of
hilarity when ‘“Bobs Y'r Uncle’” bobs
up. Try out the new card game
to-day. It’s going to be the big hit
of the season;
and you can’t
begin too soon
if you want
to be in the

swim,

INIBAN
e, §
“/ = D Made by
JOHN
WADDINGTON

7 Ltd.,
\\\"”/ Makers of the
World's Finest

® Playing Cards.
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Tar and Feathers
- for Jimmy McCann !

From various sources it = was
learned that McCann had been busy
on the tclephone. McCann was not
the man to let a fellow decide for
himself whether he would be sacked
or not! Everyone knew, or guessed,
that McCann would leave no stone
unturned to round up the fugitive
and march him back. Of course, he
had phoned to Okeham—Compton
would not be able to take a train
there. Where was old Aubrey now?

It was the sensation of the term!
High Coombe fellows could talk of
nothing else. Third school was simply
a buzz in all the Form-rooms. Goggs
took the Sixth in maths, McCann
being absent. Was he away hunting
for Aubrey? Most fellows supposed
s0. .

If so, it was clear that the hunt
was futile.  Mr. McCann was seen
again at the school dinner. Compton
was not. Had he gone home? Had
McCann prevented him from getting
home? If he got home would his
people stand by him  or send him
back? If he hadn’t, was he wander-
ing on'the moors, or where was he?

If McCann had blocked the ways of
cscape close at hand, his only chance
was to cut across the moors and pick
up a car or train in some more distant
place. . As the day wore on, High
Coombe thrilled more and more with
wonder and excitement and surmise.

After three that day the one topic
reigned supreme. Fellows meceting
one another asked immediately:
“Heard about Compton?”  Even
Ferguson did not think of cricket
that afternoon; though there was a
notice on the board, with a list of the
names of the men for practice. Not a
man turned up—neither did Fer-
guson! It was Compton first, and
everything and everybody else ro-
where !

Bob Darrell wandered about look-
ing almost like a ghost. Where was
his wayward chum? What had hap-
pened to him? What was going to
happen to him? Bob could have
kicked - himself. @ Why hadn’t he
collared the ass and held him down by
main force?

As the summer sun sank beyond the
green coombes into the Atlantic it
became known that he had mnot got
home. Chard had been on the tele-
phone to Colonel Compton, and
nothing had been scen of Aubrey
there.  Where was he?

—_—,——

The Ghost of a Grin!

AMES McCANN stood with the
J straw hat in his hand, looking
the gleam of the
summer moon. His face was set and
hard. He stood on the rugged
slopes of High Tor, five miles from
the school. Round him the lonely
moor stretched, mile after mile,
silent, solitary. Even the iron-limbed
headmaster of High Coombe was tired
after the exertions of that day.

But he did not think of that as he
stood with the straw hat in his
hands, the name in it clear in the
moon-glimmer, an aching dread in

The Modern Boy

at it, in

his heart. What had happened to

that wilful, wayward boy? By one
faint clue after another, Jimmy
McCann had picked up Aubrey’s

track over the moor. ‘A shepherd had
seen a schoolboy tramping—at a way-
side inn he had bought bread and
cheese. .

It was clear that Compton was
striking across the moor; and it was
many hours later that Jimmy picked
up the trail and followed. People had
been lost on the trackless waste of
Okeham  Moor—and  there  were
dangerous pitfalls for the unwary.
Jimmy was angry—but he was
anxious, too. And when he picked up
the straw hat, with its band in the
High Coombe colours, and the name
of A. Compton written inside, anger
vanished and gave place to anxiety.

He was close on the runaway—yet
it was certain that many hours had
passed since Compton had stood on
that spot. What had happened?
Before the headmaster of High
Coombe stretched a deep rift in the
moor, wide and deep, with crumbling
edges. Compton had come on it, as
he cut across the moor—jumped it,
and the wind had taken oftf his hat as
he jumped. So far, it was fairly
clear. But it must have happened in
the sun-blaze of early day. Had
Compton gone on hatless, or:

Jimmy McCann laid down the hat
and stepped to the edge of the rift.
On the edge he dropped on hands and
knees, and peered into deep shadows.
From the dusky depths below came a
sound, faint but clear. It was a
groan. Then Jimmy knew.

“Compton ! he called.

There was a faint, startled ery.

“Who’s that? Is that you, Bob?”

“It is I, your headmaster, Comp-
ton! Are you hurt?”

“My leg—twisted !”

“1 am coming down !”

“Don’t! It’s fifteen feet, at least—
you'll get landed same as me."

Jimmy did not heed that. To go
for help meant a tramp for miles,
leaving the boy where he was—in-
jured in the darkness. Jimmy McCann
selected his spot carefully, swung
over the edge, and slid down a steep
slope—in the midst of a shower of
dislodged earth and stones.

With all his care, he landed bump-
ing and sprawling at the bottom of
the rift, and lay for a few moments
panting before he picked himself up
and -moved along, looking for
Compton. He had a flashlamp in his
pocket, and lLe turned on the light.
The light gleamed on Aubrey’s face
—a face so white that it seemed as if
every vestige of colour had drained
from it.

Aubrey Compton did not stir. He
blinked in the light, staring up at
his  headmaster. In the grim
solitude and silence of the moor—in

the lonmely shadows of night—in
danger and in pain —even the
Blighter’s face was welcome. He

had been there half a day—helpless.
He would have remained there the
night—but for the Blighter! He
could not imagine how McCann had
found him. .
“I fell in,” he stammered. “I
jumped it, and the edge gave way
where I landed, and—and——"
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“Let me see the damage!” said
McCann’s quiet, matter-of-fact tones.
He did not scem like a headmaster
who had caught a reckless young
rascal running away from school.
He might have been an elder
brother., His touch was gentle; but
Aubrey winced as he touched the
injured limb. “No bones broken,”
said Mr. McCann, after a minute.
“You have been fortunate, Compton.
Now about getting out of this.”

“I  can’t  stir, sir!” mumbled
Aubrey. “I really can’t! I've tried
a hundred times, and——>

“I am going to carry you!”

Aubrey, though slimmer, was
nearly as tall as tlie stocky young
man who was headmaster of High
Coombe. He did not believe that
McCann could carry him out of the
rift.  Leaving him staring, Mr.
McCann moved along the rugged
bottom of the rift, flashing the light
to and fro, seeking the most favour-
able spot for a climb. It was going
to be hard—but Jimmy McCann’s
view was that difficulties were only
made to be overcome. He was the
man to overcome them!

Having selected the most promis-
ing spot, he returned to Aubrey.
The dandy of the Fifth looked at
him with the ghost of a grin on his
colourless face.

“You can’t do it, sir!” he said.

Mr. McCann did not answer; he
saw no object in wasting breath.
He stooped over Aubrey and lifted
him with an ease that surprised him.
The dandy of the Fifth was swung
on his back. He gave a yelp of pain
as a twinge went through his
twisted leg.

“Hold round my neck,” said Mr.
McCann.

He tramped along the rift to the
spot he had selected for the climb.
Aubrey held on like a limpet to
a rock. The steep slope might have
bafled any climber, even unburdened.
But there was hand-hold and foot-
hold for a stromng, active, determined
man. McCann climbed.

Once, twice, it seemed to Aubrey
that they would go pitching back
together. But they did not. How
McCann stood the strain, Aubrey
could only wonder. It secmed that
his limbs were of iron, laced with
muscles of stecl. He was breathing
hard through shut teeth.

Was it minutes or hours before
the headmaster of High Coombe
crawled out on the open moor and
Aubrey slipped from his back into
the grass? Minutes that seemed
like hours !

In the moonlight he glimpsed the
headmaster’s face—white and drawn,
beaded with perspiration, but calm.
Mr. McCann stretched in the grass
—to rest.. Even he was exhausted.
Aubrey, a few yards from him, was
conscious for the first time since
the Blighter had blown in at High
Coombe of respect for him—even
admiration, even—was it possible ?—
liking! Bob Darrell had said many
a time that the Blighter was a man.
And, by Jove, what a man he was—
what a man!

Mr. McCann rose at last.

(Continued on page 31)
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"Tar and Feathers

for Jimmy McCann!
(Continued from page 24)

brief rest seemed to have restored
him. He smiled faintly at Compton.
“Now——"" he said.

“I'm sorry, sir!” Aubrey blurted
out the words, hardly knowing that
he was saying them. “I'm soxry‘
%——I wish I'd taken that sw1pmo'

‘Il take it like a shot—now

“I am afraid,” said Mr. McCann,
“that it will be some time, Comp-
ton, before you are in a fit state
for swiping. And if, in the mean-
time, I can persuade Monsieur
Mouton to forgive your offence, the
swiping will Tot be administered.
I think you have had a sufficient
lesson, Compton~—and I shall be a‘s
glad as you to cut out the swiping.’

Aubrey could only wonder whether
Lie was dreaming.

James \[cCann said no more; he
needed all his breath for what was
hefore him. He lifted Compton from
the grass, placed him as comfortably

as he could on broad, strong b
shoulders, and tramped. Miles of
rugged moor lay between him and
the school by the shortest possible
cuts—mile on mile—till it seemed to
Aubrey Compton that Jimmy Mec-
Cann must sink to the earth from
sheer utter weariness. But Jimmy
McCann did not. :

€ H, I say!” brayed Donkin.
O And everybody else at
High Coombe expressed in
various ways his amazement when
he heard.
It was after lights out when James
McCann came back with Compton.
Bob Darrell and Teddy Seymour,
wide awake and worried, were 'in
Doumtory No. 3, with the light
still on in spite of rules. = Only
they knew what had happened
that night, but in the morning all
High Coombe knew. And all High
Coombe wondered. .
Ferguson of the Fourth was
eloquent in the Burrow. Almost the
only fellow in the Lower School to

back the Blighter, Ferg felt him-
celf justified and dexcated Hadn’t
he told them that McCann was a
man? He had—and now he told
them again. And not a man in the
Fourth said “Shut up, Ferg !I”
Aubrey had to “stop out” of
school for two or three days. It
transpired that the “swiping ” was
off.  Stopping out of school, with
time on his hands, Aubwy had
ample leisure for laying fresh plans
for beating the Blighter and putting
paid to the balgee'

But no such plans were running in
Aubrey’s mind. Aubrey was douw
some  thinking — unusually hard
thinking. But he was not think-
ing of beating the Blighter now!

Next Saturdey—‘ JIMMY '
McCANN’S MIRACLE!” And :
what’s the great Miracle ? You’ll :
see in next week’s splendid
Charles Hamilton story—ene of -
the best by that gifted writer
that you have EVER read ! .

There was a young man—with ambition
To become an expert Electrician ;

To ensure his success—

He uses FLUXITE—no mess |—

For he uses the “ GUN "—in addition!

.. See that FLUXITE 1is always by you—in
* the house—garage—works hop-—-wherever
simple speedy soldering is needed. Used
for 30 years in Government Works and by leading
Engineers and Manufacturers. - OF IRONMONGERS—
IN TINS, 4d., 8d., 1/4 and 2/8.
Ask to see the FLUXITE SMALL SPACE
SOLDERING SET—compact but substantial—
complete with full instructions—7/6.
Write for FREE book on the Art of “ SOFT " Soldering and ask
for Leaflet on CASE HARDENING STEEL and TEMPERING
TOOLS with FLUXITE.

! TOCYCLISTS! YourwheelsmalINOTkeeproundand

. true unless the spakes are tied with fine wire at the crossings :

. AND SOLDERE is makes a much stronger wheel. -

It s simple— with FLUXITE — but IMPORTANT.

...................... Stressessotsncsensranse ceee

THEFLUXITE GUN

ready to put
* Fluxite” on the solder-
ing job instantly. A little§
pressure places the righ
quantity on the right spot i
and one charging lasts 3
for ages. Price 1/6.

is always

IT SIMPLIFIES AZL SOLDERING

FLUXITE LTD.(Dept. M.B.), DragonWorks, Bermondsey St., S.E.1

| “TRACK TOPICS"

(Companion Volume to * The Cheltenham Flyer .)

HE. latest volume in the Great
Western Ranway popular ¢ Boys
of all Ages " series has been prepared
to meet a demand by railway enthu-
siasts for more information about the
railway itself.
“ Track Topics "’ deals with the rail-
way track and its structures—tunnels,
cuttings, embankments, viaducts, and

bridges.
. 260 PROFUSELY
PAGES ILLUSTRATED
PRICE 1/-

Obtairable from Great Western Railway
Stations or Offices, Railway Bookstalls,
Agencies, Booksellers, or direct from the
- Superintendent of the Line, G.W.R.,
Paddington Station, Lendon, W.2.

BAILEY S ¢ SUPER ”? PUMP

CANNOT WARP NOR BEND.

The Solid Drawn Steel or Aluminium Lining cannot leak and gives the Pump great strength.
The celluloid covering is of extra thickness.

“PBA l LEY'S
SUPER PUMP

HADE iN ENGLAND

Guaranteed by—

2 , 3 EACH.

(1) Aluminfum Lined; or
(2) Steel Lined, 2/-,

APEX INFLATOR CO. LTD., ALDRIDGE ROAD, PERRY BARR, BIRMINGHAM.

Malkers of all types of Cycle Pumps and Celluloid Mudguards.
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