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“SpEciALLY

“Rescur!"” yelled Turkey Tuck.

Three fellows, in the corner study
at Carcroft School, jumped.

Harry Compton, Bob Drake, and
Duck Lee were talking cricket in
"' .their study, when Turkey happened.

~ But they ceased suddenly to talk
cricket, ag the fattest figure at Car-
- croft hurtled in.

. Turkey, evidently, was in hasie.

He came in with a rush, and, un-
gble to stop in time, collided with
the study table. The table rocked,
and papers, books and inkpot shot
off in a shower. The inkpot landed
on Bob Drake's lknee, and shed its
contents as it slid to the floor.

Turkey, splullering for breath,
clutched at the table for support.

“1 gay—rescue!” he gasped.

“You mad ass!" roared DBob
Drake. He stared down at an inky
trouser-leg, and glared at Turkey.
""You potty rhinoceros——"

“T gay, Gunter's after me!” splut-
tered Turkey. *“I—I mever had his
pineapple—it's all & mistake—but
he's after me—"'

“¥ou fat willaln!" paid Harry
Compton. “You've been snooping in
a Sixth-form study!"

“I—T haven't! I tell you it's all a
mistake! Oh, haddocks! Here he
comes."

Turkey Tuck dodged, round the
table as & burly figure appeared in
the doorway. It was that of Gunter
of the Sixth, Gunter's rugged face
was pink with wrath, and there was
& fives bat in his hand.
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“Oh, here you are!” exclaimed
Gunter. “Got yout”

“Keep him off, you chaps!" yelled
Turkey, “I tell you I never——"

Compton and Drake and Lee ex-
changed a glance, and lined up be-
tween Turkey and the Sixth-form
man.

“Hold on, Gunter,” said Harry.

Gunter gave him a glare.

“Fet out of the way!" he bawled.
“The fat tick's been sncoping in my
study, and I'm golng to give him a
lesson."”

“Hold on!" repeated the caplain
of the Fourth, “Let's have thias
clear! If you've been snooping tick
in a genior study, Turkey, it's you
for a whopping.”

“I—I haven't!” gasped. Turkey.
“Ti's all a mistake! T never lnew
Gunter had a pineapple af all. I
never saw him get it at the tuck-
shop and I never knew he left it on

hiz study table. Besides, Leveit
snatched it away from me in the
quad——"'

“What 7"

“He—he did, really!” gasped

Turkey. “Snatched it and bolted, and
I expect he's scoffed it hefore now."”

“Then you did snopp {t!" ex-
claimed Bob Drake.

“0Oh! No! Nothing of the kind!
Never touched it! I—I haven't heen
near Gunter’s study. I—I was in the
tuck-shop when I went there—I
mean when 1 didn't went there—I—
I mean——'""

“Oh, my hat!” gaid Bob.

Harry Compton laughed.

BY THE

vyou'd better look for Levett, and
ask him to cough up your pine-
apple, Gunter,” he said.

Snort from Gunter,

“That fat tick snooped it! T don’t
care whether =ome other fag
spatched: it. He snooped it, and I'm
going to give him the bat! And if
you fags butt in, I'll give you the
bat too! Get out of the way, sharp!”

With that, Gunter rushed.

But the Carcroft Co. did not get
put of the way. Turkey, no doubt,
merited the bat for his sins. But the
three most strenuous members of
the Carcroft Fourth were not to be
hurled aside like troublesome in-
gects. Neither were senior men al-
lowed to throw their welight about in
the corner study in the Fourth.
Three pairs of hands grasped Her-
bert Henry Gunier as he rushed,
and the next few moments were
wild and whirling, .

That was Turkey's chance. As the
big Sixth-form man whirled in the
grasp of the three junmiors, Turkey
shot past them to the door.

Turkey's movements, as a rule,
were leisurely. He had unusual
weight to carry. But an arrow in its
flight had nothing on James Smyth
Tuck as he shot out of the corner
study, and careercd away down the
passage.

About a minute later, Gunter fol-
lowed him out—Ilanding on his neck!
Three rather breathless juniors
grinned at him from the doorway as
he sprawled. It was a breathless
Cunter who resumed the chase of



JANUARY, 1954

the elusive Turkey. But he did not
find him. Turkey Tuck bad wvan-
ished, and, Hke a wise Turkey, he
stayed vanished!

“p ! haddocks! breathed Turkey
Tucl.

He breathed that ejaculation in-
audibly.

He dored not be heard.

It wan after tea. Harry Compton
and Co. omnd most other feillows in
the Corcrofi Fourth were at cricket
nets. But there were at least two
members of that form for whom
cricket had no appeal. One was
Levett, who was probably smoking
a cigarette in some corner: the other
wasd Turkey Tock, who, without any
desire whalever lo "urge the fiying
ball" preferred to lean his extensive
weipght on the frunk of one of the
ald Carcroft oales, with his fat hands
in the pockeis of his plump trousers.
It was a voice on the other side of
the oak that startied Turkey—the
unmistakable loud volce of Herbert
Henry Gunter of the Sixth Form.

“Tve looked everywhere for that
fat litle tick, Wilson, You've not
gegn him anywhere?"

“Not the ghost of him!" came

Wilson's voice in reply.

Turkey trembled,

Gurter and Wilson were coming
along the path, passing under the
branches of the very oak against
which the fat Turkey leaned —
luckily, on Lhe olher side. Had they
looked round the tree, they must
have seen him. Turkey fervently
hoped that they wouldn't. In deep
trepidation, he waited for the two
geniors to pass on.

But they did not pass on. Gunter
came to A =top, and leaned on the
oak, Only the thickness of the mas-
give trunk was between him and
Turkey. The fattest member of the
Carcroft Fourth tried to still his
breathing.

"T'm not wasting any more time
on him!" went on Gunter's voice,
which was glad news to Turkey's
fat ears. If Gunter was tired of
looking for him, there wag no doubt
that Turkey was tired of -being
looked for.

“He wants a lesson about smoop-
ing in the studies," said Wilson,

“He's jolly well going to get it!"”

answered Gunter. "He's going . to-

have o full dozen from s knotted
towel. That will do him good.”
Turkey suppressed a pasp. He
dared not gasp with Gunter so near.
“I chased him up to the studies
this afternoon,” went on Gunter,
“apnd that gang in the corner study
set on me and chucked me out—
what are you grinning at, Wilson 7"
"“Oh! Nothingl I——"'
“Well, I owe him that, as well as
the pineapple,” gaid Gunter. “He's
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got it coming, but I'm not rooting
all over Carcroft for him, I've
thought it out, He can't dodge me
after lighta-out to-night."

“"After lights out!” repeated Wil-
son, "The fags will all be in bed
after lights-out——~-"

Gunter chuckled.

“That’'s the big idea! he ex-
piamed. “They go to rest at nine-
fifteen. Weall, T leave 'em time to
settle down—T don't want a mob of
fags on my neck when I whop that
fat tick. About nineforty I go to
their dorm——"

“Oh!" ejaculated Wilson, “But If
you turn on & light——"

“T go quietly ond take a knotted
towel with me,” went on Gunter, T
lnow which is his bed—that's all
right, T shan't need to turn on a
light, T make straight for that fat
snooper's bed, lay it into him with
the towel, and give him a good

e
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apple, and Turkey was going to get
the knotted towel! The fact thaot he
deserved it was no comfort to him
whatever. It was & dismal and g
prehensive Turltey thet leaned an
the pld oak after Gunter and Wilson
were gome,

AL supper that night, Turkey
Tuck ate hardly more than enough
for three fellows. The worry on hia
fat mind was affecling hiz appetite]

B -

“HE, he, he!™

Thus Turkey Tuck!

Lights were out, The Fourth Form
at Carcroft were in bed in the long
dormitory, The®: was chatting from
bed to bed before the juniors settled
down to slumber, That unmelodigus
cachinnailon from Turkey's bed Ins
terrupted it.

Turkey, generally the first to
to sleep, was widely wakeful. Gunter
and his knotted towel haunted Tur-

"He's gaing to have a full dozen from a knotted towell"

dozen hefore anyvbody knows who's
who or what's what| Bee!"

“Oh, crumbs!” breathed Turkey,
inaudibly.

“I fancy he will steer clear of my
study afterwarda!" said Gunter. “I'm
going to lay them on! Hard!"

Gunter chuckled again, in antici-
pation. Wilson chuckled, too. The
fat junior on the other side of the
big oak did nol feel like chuckling!

*Oh, lor',”” breathad Turkey.

For several minutes, the two
seniors remained there, under the
oak. They walked on, at last, Turkey
hlinked digmally round the trunk at
their depaerting backs.

“Oh! haddocks!” groaned Turkey.

He had escaped Gunier—so far!
He was going to eontinue to escape
him-——until nine-forty thal night—
after which there would be no
escape | The way of the transgressor
was hard! Turkey wished, from the
bottom of his fat heart, that he had
never gnooped that pineapple from
Gunter's study, especially as Levett
had gnatched it! Really, it was tough
on Turkey. Levett hng had the pine-

key. Had he not overheard Gunter,
behind the oak, his eyes would have
closed as =con as his fat head
touched the pillow, and he would not
have awakened again till the knot=
ted towel happened. But now that he
knew what was coming, he did not
close his gooseberry eyes. Gunter,
like Macbeth, had murdered sleep!

Turkey had been thinking hard
that evening. Thinking was not his
long-suit, but peril spurred on his
fat brain to unusual exertibn, It was
no use asking the other fellows to
git up and handle Gunter when he
came. All Turkey's form were down
on Turkey's snooping, and nobody
would have cared a bean if Gunter
had given him a dozen, or two
dozen, or three, with the knotted
towel, for his sins. But Turkey had
thought it out at last. Turkey knew
how!

His fat chuckle was followed b
tho sound of serambling out of beti :
“Hallo! Who's that getting up?

called out Harry Compton.
“Me!" answered Turkey. Th
was & scratch of a match, as Eg
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lghted a candle-end, Three or four
fellows sat up, and stared at him.

'“What the dickens is that?" ex-
claimed Bob Drake as Turkey
opeped the lid of his box, at the
foot of his bed, and drew a large
bottle therefrom — evidently placed
there in readiness.

“Gum!" grinned Turkey.

“You frabjous ass!" exclaimed
Vane-Carter. “What do you want a
bottle of gum for, in the middle of
the nighty"

“Levett ! answered Turkey,
coolly. “Levett snatched my pine-
EPPIE LT

"Yours?" grinned Bob Drale.

. “Well, he snatched it!" said Tur-
key. “Now he can have this gum as
here—"

Levett made a bound, in his bed,
* a8 Turkey approached, with the big
bottle in his hand. He sat up, star-
ing blankly at the fat junior,

“If wyou bring that gum
me——'" he gasped.

“¥ou think you can snatch my

near

pineapple, and mnothing done?"
jeered Turkey. “You're going to gel
the lot!"

“Oh, my hat!”" ejaculated Bob

Dralte, All the juniors were sitling
up now, staring at Turkey in the
glimmer of the candle. Turkey Tuck
on the war-path was rather a new
phenomenon.
. But evidently he was in earnesi.
The gum bottle was within a fool
of Levett's head when Levett
bounded out of bed, hurling back
the bedclothes. The next moment,
the gum bottle was up-ended over
the bed, sireaming outl itz contents
on the under sheet.

Levett glared at the fat Turkey
Across the bed, almost like a tiger.

“You—you—you fat idiot!” he
stuttered. “You've smothered my
bed with gum/["

“He, ke, hel”

“Think I can sleep in it after
that?" yelled Levett.

““He, he, he!” '

‘wou take Turkey's bed, Levett!”
said Leath.

i jolly well going to!" howled
Levett, “That fat chump ean sleep
in & gummy bed if he likes! I'm not
going to. You try to stop me, you fat
fathead, and I'll burst you all over
the dorm."

Levett plunged into Turkey's bed,
But Turkey did nol try to stop him.
[e couldn't have anyway. But he
did not seem to want to.

“You fat, foozling fathead!" ex-
claimed Bob Drake. “You'll get
pretty sticky in Levell's bed. Are
you aff your rocker?”

“He, he, he!™ chuckied Turkey.

The juniors could only stare at
him. Levett's bed waz swamped with

gum, but Turkey did not seem to
mind. Levett glared al him, guite
prepared to defend his new guar-
ters with his knuckles if Turkey
raized objections. But Turkey raised
no objections, He submitted guife
tamely to the change of beds.

He rolled himself in bedclothes, on
the edge of the sticky bed, and, and
blew out the candle. He curled up
hig little fat lege out of Lthe way of
the pool of sticky gum, as well as
he could. It was rather cramped
gquarters, and it was not very com-
fortable. Turkey was not likely to
enjoy his night's repose in Levett's
bed. But he was likely to enjoy it
much more than if he had been in
his own bed when Gunter of the
Sixth came with the knotted towel!
Y AROOOOIT!

That sudden wild roar woke all
the echoes in the Fourth-form dor-
mitory at Carcroft.

Every fellow in that dormitory
was fast asleep at nine-forty. Kven
Turkey Tuck, precariously perched
on the edge of & bed the middle of
which was swamped with gum, was
fast asleep, and snoring. But every
fellow came out of slumber with a

bound as that sudden framtic roar
waolte the echoes.

“Oh! Ow! Yarooch! Whoooop!"

It was Levett's voice, yelling at
its top note. It was accompanied
by a sound of whooping,

Whop! whop! whop! whop!

“Ow! Stoppit! Yarooch! Oh,
crikey! Ow!"

Whop! whop! whop!

Every fellowin the dormitory

starled up in hed. They stared
through the gloom, in wonder and
alarm. Something was happening, in
the dark, that was clear, but what
it was, nobody knew for the moment.

“What the dickens——" exclaimed
Harry Compton.

“Whe's that yelling?" gasped Bob
Drale.

I say—there's somebody
exclaimed Dick Lee, calching sight
of a burly dim figure in the shadows.

“Yarooh! Wow! Ow!"

Whop! whop! whop!

Then came another voice,

“Take that; and that! and that!”
It was the well-known bawl of
Gunter of the Sixth, “Perhaps you
like it as much as wyou liked my
pineapple! What? Take that—and
that-—and that—and that——"

Whop! whop! whop!

“Gunter!” yelled Bob Drake.

“Ow! Keep off! Stoppit!” yelled
Levett. "I say—wow! ow! Ok,
crumhbs! Oh, erikey! Yarocoooh!”

“—and that—and thal--and that!™
continued Gunter, each word accom-
panied by a terrific whop from the
knotted towel. 'T'Il teach you to
scoff my pineapple! Take that—and
that—and that—"

Levett wyelled and howled and
squirmed under the knotted towel
Finally he squirmed out of bed omn
the further side, and Gunter's last
whop landed only on the bedeclothes.
Levett rolled on the floor and roared,
and Gunter, satisfied that he had
given Turkey Tuck the thrashing of
his life, left it at that, and stalked
out of the dormitory. Not till the
door had closed on him was & fat
cachinnation heard from a fat junior
rolled in a blanket on the edge of
a sticky bed.

“He, he, hel”

TURKEY TUCK was much easier in
his fat mind the following day.
Gunter of the Bixth, passing him in
the gquad, merely gave him a dis-
dainful stare, which Turkey did not
mind in the very least. Gunter was
gatisfied that Turkey had had what
was coming to him: he had whopped
the fellow in Turkey's bed, and that
was that! He had done with Turkey,
and Turkey was very gatisfied to
be done with, The fellow who was
not satisfied at all was Levett, but
in an imperfect universe it iz im-
possible to satisfy everybody!



