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SNORE! E

- Tt was a surprising sound, con-
sidering the time and place.

They were getting bored, in the

Fourth-form room at Carcroft. Last

hour was drawing to its close—but
it drew slowly: and to many eyes
it seemed that the hand on the
form-room c¢lock  had ceased o
move at all. Probably the omly
pair of eyes in the form-room that
did mot wander to the clock were
those of Mr. Roger Ducas, the mas-
ter of the Fourth. Roger was not
hored. Roger was keen, dutiful
and conscientious. Many of the
Carcroft Fourth would have hbeen
well gatisfied with a less conscien-
tious form-master.

Snore.

There was ¢uite a stir in the
orm at the unexpected sound.

ger's voiece, which had gone on
and on in a steady drone that a
B.B.C. announcer might well have
énvied, ceased psuddenly. ‘There
was gpilence—a silence that might
have been {felt! Fellows looked
round, curious to know who had
yielded so completely to the in-
fluence of Roman history pro-
pounded by Roger,

“That ass Turkey——1"
pered Bob Drake.

Mr. Ducas's eyes fixed upon a fat
ace with closed eyes. It was the
ace of James Smyth Tuck—who
wasg called ‘“Turkey’ because he was
fat, and gobbled. Roger gazed at

whisg-
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him a&s i he could hardiy believe

his  eyes—as, indeed, he hardly
could, " ;
Tuek! sald Mr., Ducas, in a
deep voice, .
Snorel
. There was a suppressed chuckle
in the form. Turkey, in the mists

and shadows of sleep, was deaf to
the woice of his form-master. He
answered only with a =snore.

Other fellows had been feeling
a little drowsy. The form-room
was warm, and a trifle stuffy:
Roman  history interested few.
Lord Talboys had yawned, several
times, behind hiz hand, and might
perhaps have nodded off, had not

- Harry Compton revived him with a

dig in the ribs, which made him
sit up and take notice. Only the
fat Turkey bad gone over the limit,
But Turkey had gone right over: he
had not only nodded off: he was
fast asleep: and when Turkey Tuck
slept, he snored.

“Tuck!" Roger's voice was
deeper.

3till no reply.

“TUCK!™

It was almost a roar. It had the

effect on Turkey of the dread fig-
ure that drew Priam's curtains at
dead of night. It startled him sud-
denly out of happy slumber.

“Oooooh!” gasped Turkey.

His eyes opened, and he squin-
ted round him with & startled
aquint.

“T say, X wasn't asleep—1I1 heard
all you fellows were saying!" mum-

bled Turkey. Evidently he did not

guite realize, for the moment, where -

he was. g

“Tack!” thundered Roger. :

“Oh, crumbs!" Turkey realized.
He blinked at his form-master in
alarm—as well he might.
might, or might not, have knowm
that his jnvaluable instruction had
& soporific efrect on hizg form. But

no form-master coyld e pleased to .

see such an effect produced to such
an extent. i

“Were you asleep, Tuck 7"

“0Oh! No! Not at all, sir! T—I
haven't Lbeen asleep—I heard every
word you said, sir—I listen better
with my eyes shut, sir,)" gaszped
Turkey.

“YWhat?" ;

“T do, really, sir! Ever so much
better, 1 heard every word!"

Mr. Ducas gazed at him. . The
fabled basilisk had nothing on
Roger at that moment. His hand
strayed to the cane on his desk.
But, to Turkey's great relief, he
did mot pick up the cane.

“You heard every word I was
saying, Tuck?" inquired Roger, in
a prinding voice.

“Oh, yes, sir! Ewvery syllable”

"“Very well! I was speaking of
the last hours of Nero, Tuck. You
will now tell me what it was that
MNero said, while his attendants
were preparing the last rites In the

Roger -
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garden of the villa in the suburbs
of Rome."”

Turkey, having been asleep,
hadn't heard a word for the last
ten minutes, and he had not the
remotest idea what the bronze-
bearded Lyrani had =aid, in his last
hours, in the garden of the sub-
urban villa, He did not know, and
he did not want to know. BRBut he
had to answer, A form-masler,
like an ohstinate horse, had to be
given his head. DBut Turkey was
not without resources.

Iostructlion had not been wheolly
wasgted on Turkey. There re-
mained a residue of wvaguely re-
membered things, even in the thick-
est head at Carcroft. Turkey had
this store to draw upon. Hurriedly
he strove to remember what Nero
might have said, as it appeared that
the brute had said something or
other. Possibly, whatever it was,
it might “»e among his hazy collec-
tion.

“If you do not immediately re-
peat the words of Nero, Tuck——!"
rumbled Mr, Ducas.

A dozen fellows would willingly
have whispered to Turkey, 'Qualis
artifex pereo.” But it was not
femsible to whisper under the eye

of Roger. Foger had the eye of a
hawi, L
c-Y¥h, yes, sir! T'm just going
to!” stammered Turkey., “He—he
—he s8id——
“What did he say, Tuck ™
“He—he—he - said, ‘Kisa me,
Hardy!'" gasped  Turkey, making

8 desperale shol at it, and hoping
that he had got it right, Turkey
had a hopeful nature,

“What ?" rpared Roger.

"Ha, ha, ha!"™ came in a trill from
the Fourth. They really could not
help it. Turkey was famed for his
howlers, It was Turkey who had
conglrued, “Hst in conspectu Ten-
edos" inte "He iz expecting a len-
ner.” But thiz was unusually good,
even from Turkey Tuck.

"Silence!™ rumbled Ropger, "Tuck!
What—what did vou say?"

e TJ——1" Turkey stammered.
He realized that his shot had gone
wide, Nero evidently hadn't =aid,
“Kisg me, Hardy!™ What else
could the brute have said? Again
Turkey hurriedly raked over his
store of historical knowledge, '1
—I mean, siv, he—he—he said, “If
I had tut served God as I have
served Pontius Pllafe——"

CWEHAT!"

“Oh, lor'!" groaned Turkey. He
could see that he had got it wrong

. "What I really meant to
, #ir, fa—is—Is that Nero =sald,
k¢ away thq'nt bauble!” That—
that was it, sir!’
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“Take away that bauble!"
peated Mr. Ducas, dazedly.

""Yeg, sir! And—and he never
smiled again!" said Turkey, hope-
fully.

“Ha, ha, hal

“Bilence! Tuock, you are not only
the most careless and inattentive
boy in my form, but you are the
most hopelessly obtuse, and the
most incorrigibly lazy. But even
you, Tuck, would nol perpetrate
such blunders if you would take the
trouble to think. After clasa, Tuck,
vou will write out that Nero sald

re-

‘Qualis arlifex pereo,' a hundred
times."

“Did—did he, =ir?" ejaculated
Turkey, in surprise.

“He dild, Tuck, as you would be

aware, if you had been listening to
me!" thundered Mr. Ducas, “You
will bring your imposition to me in
my study at six o'cleck Tuck. If you
are late with if, yeu will be caned."

“Oh, T won’t be late with that,
gir! sald Torkey, gquite cheerfully.

Turkey seemed guite relieved—
from what cause, was not apparent
to the rest of the Fourth. A hun-
dred lines was a hundred lines—not
a light task: and Turkey was gen-
erally slow and late with the light-
est of tasks. But the fat and fat-
uous Turkey seemed te be guile re-

Tlicved and satizfied. The contented

grin that wreathed his podgy face
puzzled the other fellows and per—
baps Mr, Ducas as well.

But there was one cause of satis-
faction, at least, for the whole form.
Turkey had taken up time: the min-
utes had passed much more rapidly
with Turkey than with Sueloniua.
By the time Mr. Ducas had finished
with Turkey, the hour was nearly
up—and a few minutes later the
Fourth Foerm were dismiszed: much
to their relief, and possibly Lo their
farm-master's also.

*How did Turkey know we had a
cake?" asked Bob Drake, s o fat
figure and & chubby face loomed in
the doorway of the coroer study
in the Fourth, at a guarter to six.

“Oh, I say! T didn't know you
had & cake, old chap!" Turkey
rolled in. “Still, if you've gol one,
I'll have just a spot. Lots of time
for my impot.”

Drake, Compton, and Lee were
gathered round the study table, on
which reposed a cake and a bread-
knife. They had just started on
thé eake when Turkey blew in, If
any man needed assistance in dis-
posing of a cake, Turkey was the
fellow to glve first aid. The fat
junior cut himself a generous slice,
which left the cake with a ra‘thqr
ﬂﬂefed look, packed his mouth to

capacity, and proceeded: “You fel-
lows remember what it was that
brute Nerp said? I've forgotten,
and I've got to write it out, you
Imow.,"

“Qualis artifex pereo’™ answered
Harry Compton, laughing.

‘Um! 1 suppose it means some-
thing 7" suggested Turkey.

“Sort of!" assented the captain of
the Fourth. “It happens to mean
‘What an artist perishest™

“Does it 7" Turkey blinked at him
dubiously. T never knew Nero
was an artist. I thought he waas
an emperor or something

“Ha, nha, hal™

“Nothing to snigger at, is there?
Anybow, It doesn't matter what it
means—I1 haven't got to construe,
only just write it ocut. You chaps
lend me a pen, and I'll do it hers. .
I gzay, this iz a jolly good cake,
T'll have some more, if you fellown
don't mind."

Turlkey had some more, without
waiting to ascertain whelher the
fellows minded. His woice came
muffled through cake ag he went
on: “Not a bad old bean, Roger,
really. I thought he'd come down
jolly heavy——chap going to gleep in
form, yau know, He looked shirty
—I don't know why he let me off 50
lightly. But he d4id.”

“*“Ypu- haven't left yourself much
time, to do a hundred lines!" re-
marked Dick Lee.

Turkey sguinted at him.

“A hupdred lites!" he repeated,
Uwho's doing a hundred lines?"

“Aren't you?"

“No fear. Didn't vou hear what
Roger sald? TI've got to write out,
"Nero said, 'Qualiz artifex perec’ a
hundred times." MNot that T helleva
he did,’ added Turkey, with o shaks
of the head, “why should he?"

"Wha-a-a-t 7"

“I mean to say, people do repeat
fhemsaelves—old Hoger offen does
in the form-room. But a hundred
times—that's thick! Aag if ha
would, vou lknow!"

“"“What is that blithering ass get-
ting at now 7" asked Bob, hlankly.

“Well, saying that Nero said the
game thing over and over again a
hundred times is rot, in my opin-
ion!" =aid Turkey, “I don't believe
Nero did anything of the sort.”

The Carcroft Co, gazed at him.

“FRoger makes out that I'm
denge,” went on Turkey., “"You'vd
heard him say so, I daresay. Ha
actually said “hopelessly obtusg"
in the form-room to-day. You fels
lowa heard him. Me, you know]
But I'm not densze enough to helleve
that MNero said Qualls artifex pereg
§ hundred times, and chaﬁFe it,
Two or three times, pérhaps!
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“Oh, crumbs!”

“Well, look at it!" argued Turkey.
“Why should he?"

“Fan me, somebody!"
Baob.

“The truth is, that Roger's got
it wreng” said Turkey, blinking
at the astonished juniors, and de-
vouring cake. “Hoger don't know
gso much as he makes out—lols of
beaks don't They're rather a
dense lot, if you ask me, Not that
it mattera, of course—T've simply
got to write out what he told me,
though, mind you, I don't believe a
word of it."

“You howling ass!" roared Drake.
“Roger told you to write out what
Nero said a hundred times."

“I'm going to write it out, fat-
head! What I'm saying is, that I
dom't believe he reslly did say it
a hundred timesa."

*Oh, help!” gasped Eob.

“You've gol a hundred: lines to
write!" ghrieked Compton, “Roger
said——"

“T know what Roger said-—net
that 1 believe he had it right. Nero
must have been a gqueer fish, If he
gaid lhings over a hundred times.
I mean to say, even the Head
doesn't do that, in his sermon on
Bundays, or anything like it. But
that's what Roger said.”

“Ye gods!" gurgled Drake, "Do
you mean that you're thinking of
taking only one line in Lo Roger?"

“0Of course! That's what he told
me, isn't it?"

“He gave you a hundred lines!”

gasped

roared Bob.  “That's what he
meant, you frumplious chump!”
“He jolly well didn't! ¥You're a

hit dense, ob, old chap, if you don't
mind my mentioning it. A bit slow
on the uptake, you know. I say,

ive a fellow a chance with that
cake"

Turkey gobbled again,

It was quite a race, Three fel-
lows, all doing their best, raced
Turkey in the consumpiion of cake.
But James Bmyth Tuck was an
easy first. In his keen interest in
that spirited contest, Turkey forgot,
for the moment, his impogition. Not
till the last crumb and the last plum
had disappeared, did Turkey come
down to less important matters.

“Five minutes {o six,” he re-
maried, sguinting at the study
clock. "Lend g fellow a pen and a

spot of impot paper, will you?"
“Are you going to do a hundred
lines in five minutes?" grinned Bohb.
“Bh? I'm going to write what
oger told me—ecatch me doing
pinety-nine lines more'n I'm told!”
ﬂaid Turkey, derlgively. "Think I
ke writing linea?"
Turkey wiped a crumby mouth

with  sticky sleeve, and grabbed
a pen and a block of impot paper.
The chums of the corner study
watched him, as if fascinated,

while he proceeded Lo write out
his imposition, It did not take

him long.

Mero said “Huwalis arlifecks
pereg.

“Have I got the spelling right,
you chaps?  asked  Turkey,
anxiously. "Roper's made out

more than once that I can't spell.
I want this to be quite all right, as
he let me off so lightly, you koow.
Might have given a chap hfty lines
for nodding off in class. Some
beaks would.”

“He gave you a hundred!” wyelled
Eoh.

“Oh, don't be an ass” said Tur-
key, peevishly. “I say, Compton,
iz the spelling all right? What do
vou thinl?"

Harry Compton chuckled.

“Qualis might be spelt g-u-a-l-i-s,
as a matter of choice,” he answered.

“Ob, blow!"

“pAnd T shouldn't wonder if Roger
would prefer to see artifex spell

“x" at the end.”

with an “x

“(3h, rotten! Now I shall have
to write my impot out all over
again,” said Turkey, crossly. “Still,

I've got time” .

Turkev scrawled through a sec-

ond edition,’ He bletted it, picked
it up, cast a last glance al the plate
to make sure that there remained
not a single crumb or a lonely plum,
and rolled to the door. The chuma
of the corner study gazed after the
fat figure as it rolled.

“Are you really geing to take
that to Roger?" yelled Bob.

“Wh? Of course. . It's just oo
gix."

And Turkey rolied out of the
study.

Compton and €0, gazed al one
gnother. It was true that Turkey
Tuck was the most priceless ass at
Carcroft. It was true that Tur-
key's brain was of almost, If not
quite, impenetrable solidity. But
thia- was the limit, even for Tur-
key. What Roger would say—and
what bhe would do—when he saw
that remarkable impot, was quite
a thrilling guestion.

“Roger will think that fal duf-
fer's pulling his leg!" gasped Comp-
ton. “But—but he can’t pbe idlot
enough to show that up to Roger.”™

“Isn't he idiot enough for any-
thing ?” grinned Boh. "“Let's go
and see what happens.”

The three followed Turkey from
the study. They found the fat
junior on the study landing: and
Vane-Carter and Levett locking at

his impot. Both of them were
shrieking: and Turkey blinking at
them in surprige.

“T gay, ain't the spelling right,
you chaps?" asgked Tuorkey, an-
xipusly. “Compton told me gualis
was spelt with a "Q" but it don't
seem righl to me™

“Hg, bha, ha!" yelled V. C. and
Levett.

“T wish you wouldn't cackle, when
a fellow hasn't & minute to spare.
Compton said there wag an “X" in
artifex. Do you fellows know 7

“Ha, ha, ha!"

" There was & chime from the Car-
croft eclock-tower, Turkey gave a
jumip,

“Oh, haddocks! There goes six!
I ghall have to chance it now with
the spelling. If Roger slangs me, 1
ghall jolly well tell him that I did
gpell it with a “K" and Compton
made me change it. I zin't zoing
to have him think I ecan't spell”
And Turkey rolled off hurriedly fo
the stairs,

“Stop, you ass!” called out Harry
Comptot,

Turkey blinked round,

“Is it a 'K'7" he asked. “Wharrer
you mean by pulling a fellow's leg,
tlien? If you've got a fountain-
pen, I'll alter it—if It's reglly a
LI{t L]

“MNo, ags! No, fathead! Bt
Roger gave you a hundred lines

anl!lr

Turkey Tuck rolled on his way.
Quite a little crowd of juniors fol-
lowwed him. They were inferested—
indeed anxious-——to  know  what
would be the effect of that impot
on Roger. They gathered breath-
less at the corner of the passage,
as Turkey marched on, and tapped
gt the door of Roger's study.

“CCIHE m!l?

Turkey marched in coofidently.
Mr., Dicas was seated at his study
tahle, dealing with a pile of Form
papers. IHe, suspended that occupa-
tion, as James Smyth Tuck rolied
in, with a single sheet of paper in
hig fat hand. He glanced at Tur-
key, glanced at the single sheet, and
glanced at Turkey again.

“What——7" bhegan Roger.

"My line, gir!" gaid Turkey.

“Your what?"

"My line, sir.”

Do you mean your lines, Tuck?"

Turkey gave him an uneagy blinl.
Thiz sounded as if Roger expected
meore than one Jline. For an an-
xious moment, Turkey wondered
whether his well-meaning advisers
had been ripght! On the other hand,
he jolly well knew what Roger had
gaid,
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He handed over the paper.

Mr, Ducas gazed at it. He gaze .
at it fixedly He seemed to be mes-
merized, He read on Turkey's
paper “Nero said Qualis artifex
perec a hundred times.” Merely
that, and nothing more. The ex-
pression that grew on Roger's face
made Turkey wonder still more
whether Compton‘and Co. might,
after all, have been right in the
interpretation they had placed on
Roger's words in the form-room.
Roger, at last, transferred his gaze
from the imposition to Turkey's fat
face.

“What does this mean, Tuck?"”
His wvoice was very deep, "“Why
have you written this nonsense?”

“Y¥ou told me to, air."

T told you to?"

"yen gir—in the form-room, you
know."

Roger hreathed hard.

“Is it possible that even you,
Tuck, obtuse as you are, could have
supposed anything of the kind?
Or,” went on Roger, his voice grow-
ing deeper and deeper, “or is this an
attempt to make me believe that
you are more obtuse than you really
are, Tuck 7"

“Ig there anything wropg with
it, sir?" asked Turkey, anxiously,
“T-—I knew it ought to be a 'K/
really .

“What ?"

“Only Compton said it was a
‘' and I thought he knew—-—"

Roger Ducas rose to his feet.

“I gave you a hundred lines,
Tuck. It appears that you misun-
derstood what I said, If you had
taken the trouble to think for a
few moments, Tuck, I have no
doubt that you would have caunght
my meaning. It is my duty, Tuck,
to encourage you to*think. I shall

do my duty.” Roger picked up a
cane from the table, “Bend over
that chair, Tuck."
“Oh, gum!" gasped Turkey, in
dismay, *I—I say, sir——""
“Bend over that chair? said
Roger, in a wvoice like that of the

Great Huge Bear.

In the lowest of spirits, Turkey
bent over the chair. The breathless
juniors at the cormer of-the passage
heard a sound from thelr form-
master's study—a sharp loud sound.

It was the sound of cane meeling
trousers. ;

Whack!

It was followed by a yell,

R 1

Whack!

"Oh! Ow!”

Roger laid down the cane.

“Another time, Tuck, I recom-
mend you to think a little. That
may encourage you to do so. In
the meantime, you may write out
one hundred times “Nero said
‘Qualis artifex pereo,' and hbring
me the lines before preparation,
You may go, Tuck.”

Turkey went.

He wriggled down the passage to
the chuckling group at the corner,
Turkey seemed to be hurt, Bul he
was more indignant than hurt.

“I say, you chaps, wharrer you
think of that?” gasped Turkey.
“Two on the bags, and a hundred
lines—and I did just what he told
me! TYou fellows know—you heard
him! Ow! What do you fellows
think of that?”

But the fellows could not tell
Turkey what they thought of that
They could only gurgle.



