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OUR GRIPPING NEW SERIAL STARTS IN THIS ISSUE !

TUHKEY ON THE WARFPATH
“TURKEY, you ass!” ;

“'.[‘urltey, you . chump!”

“Turkew, wou fathead!"

Harry - Compton, Beb Drake, and
Dick Lee, of the Carcroit Fourth
Form, all exclaimed together. They
stared, as they exclaimed, at a back
view of an exiensive pair of irous-
4,

Little was to be zeen of Turkey
Tuck, excepting the trousers. But
they were certainly large encugh
to be seen. Turkey, the fatlest mem-
Ter of the Carcroft Fourth, had
ample garments, which he filled to
capacity. Those trousers leaped to
the eye, as Harry Compton and
Co, came along the path, in the
summer dusk, under the study win-
dows.

Turkey was Clambering in at an
open windew — that of Mr., Duecas,
the master of the Fourth Form. His
fat head and plump shonlders were
already inside the room. The rest
of him followed slowly. The Law
of Gravitalion told rather severely
on the fal Turkey, who had an un-
usual amoeunt of weight to 1ift, Any
other fellow in the Fourth could
have whipped in at that window iz
a twinkling. Turkey bad to do it to
slow motion. So his extensive trous-
ers were still in view, when the
Carcroft Co, came along.
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Nol-J T oums Fon Tunnrr/

“Stop, you ass!"

"Get down, you ditherer.”

“Chuck it, fathead!"

The Co. ran up, What iurlr.r_g,r-q
big idea mighl be, in thus entering
his f{:rm—master’s study surrepti-
tiously by way of.the window, the
Co. did not koow. But they: knew
that it was a perilous exploit. They
euessed that Roger Ducas was not
in his study at the moment. But if
he came back and caught Turkey

there, it would mean toco for Tur-
key,

EBob Drake caught hold of a fat
leg.

“Oh!"" gasped Turkey. He slewed
round in the window, and hlinked
at Lhe three juniors with hiz goose-
perry eves, “Oh! Leggo!”

“@et down, vou benighted
chump!” said Harry Compton, "If
Roger came in and caught you in

‘his study —!"

“He won't!" sald Turkey, "I
know where Roger s, He's in
Groom's  study, Jawing., Groom's

geing away this evening, and they're
jawing about time-tables and trains.
Roger won't be back yet. Leggo”

i"MAFhat are you pFetting into
his study for, you ass?" asked Dick
Lee,

Turkey grinned,

“T've gol a bottle of gum in Wy
pocket, I'm going to pour

he =sits down in it. He, he,

v jnic

he
when

he!"
gasmd

hig . armechair. Perhaps The'll
sorry 'for whopping & chap,

Harry Compton and Co.

at Turkey's grinning fat face, al-

moast 'aghast. They had, perhaps,
no objection, in principle, to pour-
ing gum into a bexk’s armchair,
for the' beak to sit down in. But
Roger Ducas was the last beak ot
Carcroft whom it was zafe to raz
Even Vane-Carter, the most reck-
less fellow inm the Fourth, newwer
ventured to rag Hoger. The fat and
fatucus Turkey was doing what
evernl V.-, would not have wventur-
ed to do, It was a case of fools
rushing in where angels feared 1w
tread.

"Yeu howling ass.”
Dirake, "Chuck it."

“Na good chucking it" sald Tur-
ey, staring, "It wouldn't spill in
his armehair if I chucked it {from
here”

"“T  mean
chump.”

“No good dropring it
con't want it on  his
want it in hiz grmehairt”

“ywop o dithering  dunderhead, 1
mean forget it hooted Bob,
“Tain't safe to rag FRoger! Get off
that window-gill before I lug you
off "

“You mind vour cwn pusiness!”

gasped FHob

dro it. wou siMy
r ]

either. I
carpel —- ]
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exclaimed Turkey warmly, “Didn't
Roger whop me, making out that
I'd had the biscuits from the hox
in Common-Ropm! I told him I
hadn't been in Common-Room, and
he wouldn't believe me, jusl because
he saw me coming out! Suspicious

beast! He's going to have the
gum—."
“Hook him down, Bob™ said

Harry Comption,
“Leggo!" howled Turkey, as Eob
pulled at the fat leg.

He clutched hold of the window-
ledge inside, and held on. One fat
leg thrashed the air: the other
was on Boh's grasp, apd he pulled
hard. It was not the particular
business of the Carcroft Co. to keep
Turkey out of mischief: but they
felt that they had to save him from
himself, as it were, The results of
ragging Roger were likely to be
altogether Loo seripus.

“Will you leggo!"” yelled Turkey,
“Leggo, I tell you! Somebody will
come along and see me here, if you
don't leggo!”

“Will you come off that window-
gill?" demanded Boh.

"No: I jull_!,r well won't!”

“Well, wyour leg's cnmlng, zaid
Bob, "Please’ yourself about com-
ing aJung with It." .

And he lugged. Compton and Lee
chuekled. If Turkey's fat leg came,
that Turkey
would follow: a parting would have
been tog painful! But Turkey held
fast. Turkey, evidently, was deter-
mined to carry out that bright idea
of .gumming his beak's armchair,
in retaliation for ‘“whops." Bob
Drake grasped that fat leg with
poth hands, and lugged.

He did not heed the other leg:
but a moment later, he had to heed
it. Turkey's free leg thrashed wild-
ly, and his font suddenly caught
Bob under the chin, with what a

novelist would ecall a sickening
thud!

“Oh!" roared Bob,

Involuntarily, he let zo the fat

leg he had captured, and c¢lasped
hiz' chin with both hands instead.
His chin felt, for the momenl, as
if it had been pushed up through
the top of his head. T4 was not &0
bad as that. really: but it fell like
it. Bob clasped it in anpuish.
Compton and Lee made a simul-
tanecus grasp at Turkey. But it was
loo late. The instant his fat leg
was free, Turkey rolled in at the
window, Turkey had intended to
clamber in carefully, and land on
his feet. Instead of which, he plun-

- ged in headlong, and landed on the
¢ ‘fattest head at Carcroft. There was

a vell from Mr. Duecas' study, aa
he rolled over on the carpeL

“Yaroooh!"

“0Oh! ow! oh! ow!" gasped Bob
Dirake, “I'll spiflicate that fat vil-
lain! You dithering dummy, come
out, and I'll hurst you all over the
guad.”

“Yah'" came back from the open
windeow. Turkey was inside the
study now, and he had no inten-
tion of coming oul: especially for
the purpose of being burst all over
the guad’

“Ware pre's!” exclaimed Comp-
ton, suddenly. The spot near Ducas
window was rather screened from
the quad kby several of Lhe old Car-
croft cals: and Turkey Tuck's aero-
batic performance at the window
had pot heen generally observed.
But a tall Sixth-former was now
coming along the path: Langley
cf the Sixth, captain and head-
prefect of Carcroft.

Compton and Co. would have
been plad to keep Turkey out of
mischief. But they did not want to
draw a prefect's attention to him.
Langley glanced at them as he
came: and the three faded away
from the acene, round the old oaks:
Bob still rubbing his' chin. James
Smyth Tuck had to be left to. his
own devices: and to take .what
came to him if Roger caught him.

{30 RNERT‘D :

.":'\-

MHE, he he"‘

Turksy Tuck,  safely la.nded in
Roger's study,. chuckled. He rub-
bed: a fal head ..that had banged
rather hard on Mr, Ducas’ carpet.
But he chuckled as he rubbed it
He was free now to carry oo with
his bright idea: and in spite of the
delay ‘caused by the intervention of
the Co., he had plenty of time. It
would not take a fellow wvery long
to pour a bottle of gum into an
armchair, and drop from the win-
gow again. And Reger Ducas was
in Groom's study up the passage—
jawing. as Turkey expressed it. Mr,
Groom, the master of the Fifth,
was leaving CarcroflL that evening,
going away for a week or Llwo,
after & bout of influenza. He was
going to France, and ceonsulting
Roger about the journey. Turkey
had heard them, under Groom's
window: s0 he had no doubt that
the ceonst would be clear in Roger's
study for a time,

"He, he, he!” chuckled Turkey

He zroped in his pocket for the
bottle of gum, and grinned as he
extracted it therefrom. It was guite
a large bottle, and contained plenty
of zum: more than enough to make

Mr. Dueas exceedingly uncomfort-
able when he sat in it. Roger's hig,
roomy armchair stood in the cor-
ner near the window. Turkey un-
corked the bottle, stepped to the
armchair, and proceeded to pour
out the gum on to the seat. It came
out in a stream, and then in A
trickle, till the bottle was empty.
Not till the final drop bhad exuded..
did Turkey restore the bottle to his
pocket. The decd was done! On the
dark leather, the pool of gum hard-.
ly showed: Roger was not likely:
to notice it before he sat down.
Turkey, grinning, turned to the
window. The fell deed done, escaps
from the study was the next item.
on the programme.

But Turkey had no socner put.
his fat head out at the window.
than it popped back again, like that.
of a tortoise into its shell

“Oh, haddocks™ breathed Tur-
key, in alarm.

The coasl had been guite clear
when Turkey clamhbered in at the
window, except for the Carcroft.
Co., who did not matter. But it was.
not clear now. AL a little distance,
two Sixth-form men were standing
under cne of the old oaks, chatting
—Langley and Gates. They were
talking cricket, and, luckily for
Turkey, not looking towards that
window. He backed hurriedly out
of view. To drop from a master's
study window, under the eyes of
two Sixth-form prefects, was ob-
vipusly impracticable. Turkey had-
to wait till the coast cleared again.

He was not grinning now. -

So long as those Sixth-form menh
remained there, Turlkey was a pri-
goner in Mr. Ducas’ study — unless
he left by the door. That meant the
risk of running ioto a “beak.” If
he wasz seen leaving the study.
what was going to happen when
Roger discovered the gum in hix
chair? Only too well Turkey knew
whal would happen: six of the very
best on the plumpest trousers at
Carcroft School.

“0h, haddocks!"
key, in dismay.

He squinted cautiously from the
window again. Langley and Gates
were still there, They zeemed to be
fixtures. And minutes were pass-
ing. Roger would be coming baclk

repeated Tur-

“to his study — even old Groom

couldn't lkeep him talking for ever.

Then Turkey gave a sudden jump.
at the spund of footsteps and voices
in the passage outside the study
dicor. He knew those wvoices—Rog-
er's incisive tones, and Groom's
deep fruity voice. Roger was com-

{ Continued on page 251
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1,000 MILES BY CANOE
( Continued from pago 21)

Sunday, September 12th: AL long
last we bad reached Walgetl, the
first leg of our journcy on the 11th
September, where our faithful old
canoc was slapped with a fine new
coat of paint — badly needed. After
attending the local church this
morning, looking a very funny pair
of individuals, we pushed cut down
past the mouth of the river Namoi.
And, so, the mosquitoes growing
troublesome as we moved south, we
left the Barwon and paddled on
inte the mighty Darling,

Next month Bill Confoy con-
cludes his gripping account of
his epic canoe voyage.

i  THE BARRING-OUT AT
CARCROFT
(Continued from page 5)

ing back! Any instant now the
study door might open—!

Turkey did not stop to think.
Thinking was hot much in his line,
ranyway, if there had been time,
With the instinet of a fat rabbit
making for its burrow, Turkey
dived behind the high ‘back of the
‘armchair in the- corner. His one
idea was to keep out of sight when
‘Roger came in. T e

He wae only' in {ime. Even as he
huddled in the corner, -the .study
door opened. Groom's. fruity wvoice
floated in: =

“Well, I must go and pack now,
gnd look out a book for the train!"

"Pleasant journey, Groom!"

‘Thanks, my dear fellow."

Groom rolled on, and Roger Die-
as came into the study, and shut
the door after him. Turkey, hehind
the armchair, could not see him:
but he could hear. He frembled as
Mr. Ducas’ firm treid came across
the room, directly towards the arm-
chair in the corner by the window,
For a dreadful moment, he dread-
ed thai Roger knew he was there
Then there was a faint creak, as
a portly figure was deposited in
the armchalr. Roger had sal down
—evidently not noticing the gum!
Turkey's terrified fat ears secmed
to eateh a sgquishy sound, as Roger
sal in the gum. If so, Mr. Ducas
did mot notice it. He was sitling in
the gum — exaclly according to
plan. But it was not according to
plan for a terrified Turkey to be
huddied behind that cbair, in mo-
mentary dread of discovery. The fat
junior perspired as he huddled.

He heard a rustle of paper. Mr.

*1 HEARD A
bl |} |- p—
'BINCE I'VE

" SAID THE

IFF‘ apremrr S E
IJ.':"I&I- {I’”“"j ”.‘ &

FUN WITH ANAG

"PLEASE, . , — — UP THESE FIGLRES."
L THE .. CAN BEEN EMPTIED 7"

15 B EARLY TYPE OF PIAND,
: BEEN FPLAYIMG IT, I'VE HAD A PAIM IN MY "
"*ENCEPT FOR THE BI1TE OF &N — - IT WhS THE

Hfﬂ_;'?l.{!,:l o, :_. s 7

AN ANACRAM 18 A WORD MADE P
FROM THE LETTERS OF ANOTHER WORD.
SEE IF YOU CAN FIND THE MISSING KORDS.

IN EACH OF THESE SENTENCES, EACH TRD
WORDST ARE ANASRAMS OF ONE ANCTHER.

TS HIS GUESTS.
AND EVER

HOLIDAY UVE HAD.'

Ducas had taken a letter from his
pocket, and was reading it. Turkey
heard a murmur: Hoger was Com-
muning with himself, little dream-
ing that fat ears could hear:

41 must =end the boy something
for his birthday! Five pounds, per-
haps—!""

There was ancther rustle. Tur-
key, hidden in his corner, could see
nothing of Roger: but bis fal ears
were very intent. He knew that Mr,
Ducas had talken out his wallet,
and was selecting # note {rom its
contents. Apparently TDucas was
going to send a birthday present
to some young relative, and It was
coing to take the form of a “fiver."

For several long minutes there
was silence: Ducas apparently
thinking the matter over. Then he
rose from the armchair, ang step-
ped towards the table, the panli-
note in his hand. There was a dis-
tinct squishy sound as he rose, and

this time Mr. Ducas heard i, as

well-as Turkey. The hidden fat jun- -

ior heard him utter a startled ex- -

clamation.

‘Upor my word! What—whatl—
what— "

Roger dropped the banknole cn
the table, and caught up his gown
in both hards, Turkey's fat heart

misscd & beat. Roger, evidently, had

discovered the gum!

“Cum!” He heard Roger's voice, |

“Gum! Gum is my armchair! Tpon
my word! I—T have been silting in
gum! I—I am soaked with gum'
My gown—even my lrousers—
dripping with gum! Gum!

Turkey Tuck gave himself up foF §

i

lost.
To his surprise, and immense re-;

lief, the next sound he heard wa.‘ljg

that of Mr, Ducas striding acrpss .

to the door. The door opened, and’

banged shut again.
“Oh!" rasped Turkey.
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He could scarcely believe in his
good Juck. But he realised that
Roger had never dreamed of guess-
ing that the bold, bad gummer was
gtill in the study. And wilh gum
apaking through his garments,
what Roger Ducas chiefly needed
al that moment was & change of
attire. He had rushed off to change:
inquiry for the delinguent would
follow. .

Turkey, breathless, emerged from
hehind the armchair. Then Turkey's
eyes fell on a flimsy strip of paper
pn the study table. Roger had laid
down that £5 note and the discov-
ery of the gum had quite driven it
from his mind. Turkey blinked at
it, and a wide grin overspread his
fat face. He had had the fright of
his life: but it was all clear now.
Another bright idea flashed into
Turkey's fat brain. Roger had for-
gotten that fiver, for the moment:
but he would rememhber it when he
pame back. Why not give him a
hunt for it?

“He, he, he!" chuckled Turkey.

He grabbed up the banknote, and
blinked round for 8 hiding-place for
it. That was quite simple. There
was a book-shelf at hand. Turkey
cut across to it, clutched out a book,
and placed the banknote between
the leaves. Grinning, he jammed the
book back among the others.

Then he rolled to the window,
. and blinked out. Langley and Gates
‘. were gone; the bell was ringing for

i . loclk-ups. Turkey clambered out -of

" the window, and dropped. Gleefully,
Turkey rolled away, 'to join the
erowd in hall for roll-call. Roger
had had the pum—and Roger was
- going to have a hunt for that bank-
- note—a just reward, in Turkey's
" igpinion, for whopping the fattest

- member of his form! Turkey rolled

off, happy and satisfied—though
probably he would have felt less so,
had he Leen aware that old Cuttle,
the Carcrofi porter, was staring at
him from a distagce in the sum-
mer dusgk, and wondering what a
boy of Mr, Ducas' form was up to,
clambering out of Mr. Ducas' study
window !

THNEXPECTED !

“HE, he, he!"

Harry Compton and Co, apd a
erowd of other Fourth-form fellows,
were in the Burrow after calling-
over, when Turkey rolled in, his
fat face irradiated by the widest
' Brin ever. The Co. were standing
. in the big bay window, looking out.
A taxi was at the steps of the

i1~ House: and Mr. Groom, the master

of the Fifth, with o suit-case in his

hand, and a book under his arm,
was stepping into it. But they
transferred their attention from
Mr. Groom, to the fat Turkey, as
his unmusical cacchination fell on
their ears., Many other [fellows
glanced round at Turkey. Evident-
1y, he was in high feather. The grin
on hiz fat face was so wide, that
it almoest looked like meeting round
ithe back of his fat head.

My, Ducas had not been present
at calling-uvver. The Co. wondered
whether Turkey and his gum had
anything to do with it: Roger
generally attended roll

“He, he, he!" chortled Turkey,
grinning at the Co. "1 did it all

ANSWERS TO LAST
- MONTH'S
"DON'T LOSE YOUR HEAD
OVER THESE"

How could we tell what he
was dreaming about if he
dropped dead immediately
he woke up?

HEAD

HEAR

HEIR

HAIR

HAIL .

- TAIL -
Am, ram, cram, cream,
scream. .

right, you chaps! Roger sat in it!
He, he, he!"

“How do yvou kndw he did, you
fat ass?" asked Bob Drale.

“Because I was jolly well there,
parked ©Dehind the armchair!”
chuckled Turkey, - "Roger never
knew a thing! And that ain't all!”
Turkey almost exploded with mirth,
"I smay, Roger left a banknole on
his table—and what do you think
I did with {t?—hd, he, he!”

“You unutterable chump!”  ex-
claimed Harry Compton, “You
didn't meddle with a banknote!"

"Didn't T just!" chuekled Turkey,
T say—he, he, he!—I hid it in a
book on hiz boolr-shelf! He, he, he!
How long do you think it will take
Roger to find it? What? He. he,
hel™ e

Turkey was zlmoest weeping with
merriment. Hiding that banknote
was, in Turkey's opiniom, & real
master-stroke, He seemed to expect
a laugh from the other juniors in
the Burrow, all of whom were slar-
ing at him. But he did nol gel that
laugh. They just stared.

= B

"You blithering fat frump!" ex-
claimed Dudley Vane-Carter.

Turkey grinned at him.

“Tou wouldn't hawve thought of
Lthat, V.C." he said,’ complacently,
“I think of things, wyou know! The
minute T saw that fiver on Roger's
table, I thought of shoving it some-
where, and giving him a hunt for
it! He, he, he!"

""Tou would!" said Vane-Carter.

“Sure vou put it into a -book in
Roger's study?" asked Levetf, sar-
castically, ""When Roger misses it
he will fapcy that somebody's put
it into his pocket, not into a book."

“Oh!" Turkey gave quite g jump.
“Why, vou rotter, Lewvett, think I'd
pinch a fiver from Roger's study?
I tell you I hid it in & book.”

"“You mad porpoize' said Lord
Talboys, “If you've been monkeying
with a banknote, you'd betler go
and tell Roger at once—."

"I'l watch it!" said Turkey, de-
riglvely, "Roger's jolly well poing
Lo have a hunt for it, .and I wish
him joy of it. Whopping a fellow
for seoffing a few bikkers in Com-
mon-Room—not  that 1 did, wyou
know. T mever looked into the bis-
cuit-box there at all, and there
were only three bikkers in it, too
and—."

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Well, you can cackle” said
Turkey, “But Roger won't cackle,
when he goes Hunting all over his. -
study for that banknote." :

“¥ou blithering chump!" roared '’
Bob Drake, "Roger won't bhunt all .
over hiz study for that banknote!
He will think it's been taken away.”

"He, he, he!" chuckled Turkem

"Do wou think that's funny, you
henighted chump?” asked Boh
staring at him blankly. )

“He, he, he! ¥Yes rather!” chor-
tled Turkey, “Fancy Roger kicking
up & shindy about & banknote being
taken, when it's in a book in his
own study all the time! Wouldn™t
he look a jolly old ass? What? He,
he, he!"

Turkey fairly gurgled with mer
riment at the idea. The other fel-
lows gazed at him almost in horror.

“Why did they gend that chap te
Carcroft, instead of to & home for
idiots!™ asked Drummond.

“fFpodness Knows!" said Harry
Compton, shaking his head
“There'll be an awiul row aboul
this, Turley.”

"Who cares?" grinned Turkey,
“I suppose you fellows ain't going
to give a fellow awny? They won'
get me. There ain't a clue.”

"If Roger deesn't find his bank-
note—!"" said Diek Lee.

“He won't, in a hurry!” chuck-
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-d Turkey, "How long will it take
him Lo guess that it's in & book on
his book-shelf, what? e, he, he!"

The jupiors just gazed al him.
What was going to happen, when
the master of the Fourth missed a
banknote from his study, hardly
bore thinking of. Teo Turkey, evi-
dently, it was a tremendnus joke.
Turleey's fat brain meved in mys-
terious ways ils wonders to per-
form!

“I say, what are you chaps look-
ing so jolly solemn about?" asked
Turkey, puzzled, "Ain'L it the jape
of the lerm? 1 can jolly well tell
"r'D'll—

“Ware beaks!" whispered Vane-
Carter, hurriedly, as the door of
the Burrow opened. A portly figure
appeared in the doorway. Two
keen eyes, lilke glittering pin-points,
secanned the crowd of juniors in the
room.

They gazed in silence at Mr.
Duecas. A faint grin lingered on
Turkey's fat face. He was feeling
guite secure and confident, But even
Turkey's high spirits were a little
dashed, by the pgrim expression on
* Roger Ducas' face. Never had the

" master of the Carcroft Tourth look-

ged guite so grim.

*Tuck!” rapped Roger. His volce
was not loud, bul deep.

Turkey. felt a tremor.

“Here, sir!" he gasped. :

“You were seen to leave m:.r
study by the window, Tuck, a few
minutes before calling-over in hall
. I have been making Inguiries, and
learn that wvou were seen, by Cuof-
tle thc porter.” '

"Oh!” gasped Turley. He almost
collapsed.

“T have no doubt," continued BMr. .

Duecas, *“that it waa wou, Tuck,
who introduced an adhesive sub-
stance into a chair in my study.
But we will let that pass, for the
moment—there is a wvery much
more serious matter with which I
must deal, A banknote, which T left
on the table in my study, is miss-
ing. It has been taken away. Did
you remove it, Tuck?"

There was a dead silence, in the
Burrow. Turkey gaspcd for breath.
His gooseberry eyes bulged at his
form-master.

“Answer me, Tuck!™

“On! No, sir! gasped Turkey,
“T—T1 haven't been in your study,
gir! I—T never got in at the win-
dow, sir!
and Drake and Lee, sir—they saw
me—!"

“Did you remove that banknote
from my teble, Tuck?"

“No, sir! I—I never zaw it, sir.

You cen ask Compton

1t=—it wasn't there when 1 was in
your study, or—or I should have
geen  it, sir! Besides, I—left it
there, jusl as it was, sir, never
touching it! T—I—I wouldn't, sir!
And—and I—T haven't been in your
study at all, sir! T—I was in the
tuck-shop when I was there, sir—
I—I mean when I wasn't there—."

*“What have you done with the
banknote, Tuck?"

“Oh! Nothing, sir! I—I don't
know a thing about it, sir!" stut-
tered Turkey.

“¥ou fat chump!" hissed Vane-
Carler in his ear, "Tell him at
once—or he'll think you've pinch-
ed it—."

*0Oh, haddocks! I—I—I—="

“1f you have nothing to tell me,
Tuck—,” boomed HRoger.

{DID &#OoU KNOW....

THRT F
EVERY LETTER 3
4 RECIEVED AT THE-
“SILVER JACKET"
QFFICE WAS PLT
ONE ON TOP OF, —
JTHE OTHER... ..

a—a—a thing,

HOh! No! Not
EiI"—+H 1

“Then I shull take you to your
head-master, and Dr. Whaddon will
deal with wou," =aid Mr. Ducas,
quietly, “Follow me, Tuck.”

“Own up, vou howling ass!" hiss-
ed Bob Drake, into Turkey's other
ear. "Do you want Lo go 1o the
Head and be bunked?"

H—J—I—I—." Ewven Turkey
Tuck's fat brain realised that the
matier had become serious, now.
“T—T—I-—T1 think that hanknote's
in a—a-—a book in your study, sir!
I—I—I'm almost sure it is, sir.”

“In a heok in my study!” repeat-
ed Mr. Ducas, blankly.

“"Yes, sir!” groaned Turkey. “T—
I—I haven't pinched it, sir—I—I
wouldn't—. T
in a bhook in your study, sir—for a
jog-jig-jug—jolke.”

Mr, Ducas gazed at him. Evident-
Iy, he was wrathy., But his grim
brow cleared a little. Ducas, cer-
talnly, did not want to discover a
pilferer in his form. If Turkey's
belated confession was true, it was
a great relief to him.

"YTou utterly stupid boy!” he ex-
claimed, "Tf what vou state iz true,
Tuch, vou will be punished severe-
Iy for so utterly jmsensate a trick.
But I can hardly belisve that even
vou, the stupidest boy at Carcroft,
caotild be guilly of such olituse folly.
Follow me to my study immediat-
ly, and point cut the book in which
you hid the banknote—if, indeed
vou did so.”

“"Oh, lor'!" moaned Turkey.

Mr. Ducas hillowed round in the
doorway. and rustled away, Tur-
key Tuck rolled after him, in the
lowest of spirits. He had rolled in-
to the Burrow, looking on top of
the world. He rolled out with the
look of a fellow going to exccution,
The crowid in the Burrow were left
in a buzz as the dismal, doleful,
deflated Turkey disappeared in the
walke of his form-master.

WHERE?

YWELL?" said Mr. Ducas in a
grinding voice.

Turkey stood blinking st the
book-shelf in Roger's study. Mr

TDnicas stood with a grim brow—
waiting for him to pick out the

. book inside whicth he had hidden

the banknote. Turkey blinked rath- -/
er helplessly at ‘the leng row of -
books. There were at least two
dozen volumes- there, and Turkey, -
when he had<bidden the banknate, -
had grabbed’ out the nearest at
hand, at random, without mnoticieg -
which volume it was. That had not
mattered—at the time. It mattered ::
now! 4

T am waiting, Tuck!" Roger's
voice was like a file Well as he
knew the unlimited obtuseness of
that remarkable member of his
form. Hoger Ducas could scarcely
believe that even Turkey Tuck had
been so utterly fatuous as to play |
tricks with money. But he was giv- !
ing Turkey & chance. If ihe fat
junior had told the truth, the bank-
note was there,

"I T—T1 den't know which book
it was, sir!" babbled Turkey. "I—
I never noticed—I—I jusl shoved it
into = book—."

Ducas compressed his lips hard.

“Shake oul each hook in turn!”
he rapped,

“Oh! Yes, sirl”

Turkey set dismally te work. He .
had planped for Roger te hunt for
that vanknote, Mow he had to hunt |
for it himself—and was very aoxi=*
ous indeed to find it! His fat hands ™
clawed bookt after book from the g
shelf: one after another was opra-.,
ed wide, and well shaken, But 2oy
banknote dropped out. b
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Roper watched him, his Brow
growing  grimmer and grimmer.
Turkey's fat face grew Imore and
more dismayed. So far as his fat
wrain recollected, he had grabbed
s hook from abeut the mididle of
+he shelf, But all the volumes in
the mididle had now Dbeen opencd
and shaken, and nothing had come
to  light. Turkey was growilc
alarmed. It was there—it must he
there—it had to be there! But
where was b7

~(3h, haddocks!" breathed Tur-
kov, when he came to the last book
in the long row, and shook it out
in vain.

«Well?" TRoger shot out
monosyllable like & bullet. .

#Tt—it—it ain't there, sip!" falter-
ed Turkey.

dMal have you

panknote, Tuck?”
#]—1—71 put it in one of

that

done with the

thinse

“You did ncthing of the king,
Tuclk. Do not repeat that state-
ment!" rapped Ar. Ducas, "Every
wook has been carcinlly examined,
and the bhanknote is not there

" Where ig it

o . T—T don't know, sir!'' moHan-
ed Turley.

“Is it in your pockeb

“"Ow! No!" Turlkey almost yelled,
“Mao! I—I ain't got it, sir. I—I--I
put it in one of those books—"

“That will do!” =aid MMr. Thcas
s fmost incredible 2z vour stale-
rment was, Tuck, I have investigat-
ed i1, and it is proved lo be un-
fonnded. Mow, Tuck, listen to me,
This metter must go hefore your

i

hawve talien, at once, Tuck, you may
be judged guilty only of & foolish
and fatuwous pranl, If you do not re-
store it at once, you will be ex-
pelled from the school for thefr™

“0Oh, haddocks!"" gasped Turkey.

“MNow lesve my study!" said Mr.
TDucas, “Go and fetch the banknote
immediately, Tuck, wherever you
may have placed ji—"

fleT—T put it in one of Lhoze
hooks, sir," wailed Turkey, “I—I
hope you can take my word, sir.
I_H

"Go!" thundered Mr., Duecas,
will glve you five minttes!"

Turkey, guaking, rolled to the
door, But at the door he turnhed.

HI

“IF 1 ONLY HAD
Well, what kind of tricks

A MILLION ... I"

would you get up to if come

benevolent old gentleman suddenly dumped a million in

pooks, sir, just as 1T told sou,"” -
ROk TTurkey, “II—1T did really, | your lap. A fleet of cars or aeroplanes, a terrific house
sgr—" or maybe a yacht, or perhaps you'd like to just store it

“If you placed the banknote in
one of those bools, Tuck, it would
he there now.”

T T-1 know, 5ir

“1{ iz not there!” said Mr. T_‘Juc_us.

Turkey could only blink at Thim,
his fat brain in a state of utter
hewildermenl. Unless he had been
dreaming, he had put that banknotc
inside one of the books on the shelf.
Mobody, obviously, could have taken
4t out again; ncbody but Turkey
wnew that it was there! It was
thereit just had to be there—but
it wasw't! Turkey felt his fat

" he_ﬂd spimﬁng.

fat hknpes

e stond wilh This .
¥mocking Llogether, Even Turkey's
“ obfuse brain realised now what

Pucas would think—what he must
think—-if the bankoole was nat
found on the hook-shelf. An awiful
vision fioated before him of stand-
ing in the Head's study. under D,
Whaddon's stern eyes. He blinked
at hig form-master like a [(rightcn-
ed, fat rabbit.

“[_J—T did put it there, sir!”
he babbled. _

Without answering, Mr. Ducas
proceeded  to cxamine the books
himze¢lf, One by one he lifted them
from the shelf, opened each in turn,
shook it, and ran the leaves be-
tween his fingers. One by one he
replaced the wolumes: until the
whole row had Theen examined.
Thery he fixed pin-point eyes on
Turkey.

“The there,

onoknote s mnot

- Tuck'” he said, very auielly, "Tell

: me at cnce what you have done

i with it

. “T—I-T put it in a book—."

would do with your cash.

away in goldbricks like an old miser?

Well anyway, here's a chance to increase the for-
tune of your dreams by sending in a few fips on what you

Keep your letters brief but interesting and have them
into our office by April 15th, 1955. The prizewinning
entries will appear in our June issue (No. 21).

=

hesd-master. A pilferer cannot be
permitted to remain at Carcroft—"

“1—1—T1 ain't a pilferer!” wailed
Turkev. ‘I--T never—I—I—T wasn'L

L]

"On more than one cocasion,”
went on Mr, Ducas, “you have peen
punished for taking comestibles that
did not belong to you—"

“I—I mnever had those bikhers,
gir! I never even looked into the
biscuit-hox, sir, and there were only
three left—."

“Tf you restore the banknote you

Where that wretched banknote was,
Turkey could not begin Lo imagine,
Certainiy he ecould not fofch it, as
Mr, Duecas hade him to. It seemead
Lo have disappeared by magic. He
turned, and Blinked at the stern
face of his form-master:

“T—I—T1 say, sir—T—I—I never
touched the banknote ab all, sir!"
babbled Turkey. "Now 1—I[ come
to—to think of it, sir, I—I never
touched it at all. I—T never even
saw it on your table, sir—it—it

i Coentinued on prage 34)



PAGE 34 THE SILVER JACKEY MARCH, 1955
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CARCROFT der, and shook him. that banknnte?” asked Bob Drake.

{ Continued from page 31)

wasn't there when I was in your
study, sir, and—and I—I wasn't in
yvour study at all, sir—J—I—"
Mr. Duecas reached for a cane on
the table,
That was enough for Turkey! He
bolted from the study.

SACHK FOR TURKEY?

WPTHOFPED?" asked Bob Drake.

Turkey groaned.

Tt was a sad and sorrowful Tur-
key that rolled back into the Bur-
row. Every eye there fixed on him
s he rolled in. Turkey's chubby
fat face was generally cheerful.
Mow he looked as if all the troubles
of a Lroublesome universe, and a
few over, had landed in a bunch on
his fat shouldersa.

“Did Roper lay it on?” asked
Vane-Carter.

Another groan from Turkey!

vwyou fat, frumptious fathead”
he cxclaimed, “What have you done
with it? Can't you get it into your
fat head that yow'll be sacked if it
doesn't turn up?”

"That's what Roger said!™ groan-
ed Turkey, “He—he won't take my
word about it. Suspicious heast, you
know. After it dida't furn up, I—
I told him I—I hadn't touched it at
all, But did he believe me? I--I
say, think the Head will believe a
chap? The Old Boy ain't suspicious
like Hoger. Turkey blinked round
hopefully, “I—I say, think the Head
will belicve that I never was in
Roger's study at all—?"

“Where's that banknote?" hooted
Vane-Carler.

“T—1—T don’t know!"

“Look in your pockets!" sugges-
ted Levett.

“That will do, Levett!" sald Harry
Compton, quietly, “We all know
that Turkey is a prize idiot—"

TIPS ON BINDING

““THE SILVER

VOLUME TWO OF
JACKET"

To moke o goed fob of binding Yalume
2 of “THE SILYER JACKET" (sec.inside’
front coverl, you should have on hand
issua Mo. 9=—Jlune, 1954—which gives
ou full instructions. -

owever, Just in case our first drawing
an stitching the mogazines together was
not clear enough for you in that issue,
here is o cleorer reproduction showling
just how the stitehimg is to be carried
ouid.

I you have the first cover but have not
finished the binding, you will find [t
worth . while to make the effort ond
finish the job, but BE SURE .TO TAKE
THE STITCHED MAGAZIMES TO A
PRIMTER FOR TRIMMING, you con't de
it yourself. This iz pointed out vory
clearly in the full instructions given in
issue Mo. 7.

“Tt will wear off, old fat man”
said Bob, encouragingly.

“Tain't that!" groaned Turkey,
“I—1 say, T—I told you fellows I
pit that banknote in a book, didn't
17 Well, it aint there! Roger
thinks I've pinched it. Oh, lor'!"”

"Not there!” repeated Harry
Compton, “It must be there if you
put it there.”

“T Kpnow! But—but it ain'tl”
moaned Turkey. "I—I say, Roger's
told me to fetch it and take it back
to him.'

“Better get on with it, then!™
said Levett.

“But I don't know where it isl”
wailed Turkey, "I put it in & book
—I tell you, I hid it in one of
Roger's books, But—but it ain't
there now."

Levett laughed. Leath grinned.
Harry Compton and Co. stared
blankly at the fat Turkey. Vane-

“Look here, Compton—!
Turkey.

“And we know that no fellow's
tuck is safe from him—:"

“Yah!” hooted Turkey.

“But we all know that he would-
n't do o thing lilke that,”" went on
the caplain of the Fourth, “Turkey
hasn't pilfered that banknote, and
no decent fellow here believes that
he has.”

“Hear, hear!” said Bob Drake.

“What's become of it, then?”
jeered Levett, *“Think it walked
away? Or took unto itself wings
and flew away? Turkey pinches all
the tuck he can lay his paws on,
and now he's pinched Roger's bank-
note, and—Leggo!” added Levett,
in & wild yell, as Compton, Drake,
and Lee, mll collared him fogether,
as if moved by the same spring,
and tapped his head on the long
table. "Wow! Leggo!"

yapped

Yes, I do! I—"

Tap! It was a harder tap lhan
before. Levett wyelled frantically.

“Still think =so0?" grinned Bob.

“Yes—yaroooch!” yelled Levett,
as hiz head tapped again, "I—I
mean, no! Leggo!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bp glud wyou've changed your
mind," said Boh, as Devett backed
away, rubbing his head, *™Now, you
men, nobody here helieves that Tur-
key pinched thal banknole — nol
even Levett—"™

“Fla, ha, ha!"

“But Roger will jolly well be-
lieve so, if it doesn't turn up,'" went
on Boh, "Turkey, you fat frump,
try to remember what vou did with
i-—"

“T put it in a book—"

“You howling ass, you couldn't
have (£ it isp't there—."

‘"Here's Hoger!" murmured Lord
Talboya.

There was sudden silence in the
Burrow. The countenance of Rhada-
manihus was not sterner than
Roger Ducas', as he looked in,

“Tuck!"

“Oh, haddocks! T—I mean, yes,
sir!" mumbled Turkey.

“You have not returned the bank-
note you took from the fable-in my
study. You will be taken before

your head-master in the morning,

and expelled: from Carcroft! That -

iz all." .

The dead silence conlinued, -aiter.!f.
Roger was gone. It was Bob win:

broke it, at Iast ;
‘“Wwe're standing by Turkey!" he.
said.
‘"We are!" said Harry Compton
"Hear, hear!"

“"Brace up, old fat man’” said
Vane-Carter, “We're sticking o
o™ : R

“Oh, lor'!” mumbled Turkey.

No doubt it was a comfort that
his form-fellows were sticking 1o
him. But how that was geoing Lo
help, was not very clear—not yet,
at all events. It was the 'sack”
that impended over Turkey's fal
head: and how could the Carcroft
Fourth save him from that?

To be continued.

Next Month:
"THINK AGAIN, ROGER"
the second episode of our

excifing serial




