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CHAPTER 1-
IN REBELLION !

“ROGER'S coming!™

“Oh!
~ There was a buzz of execited
voices in the Burrow-—the junior
room gt Carcroft School. The Car-
croft Fourth Form were all gath-
ered there. The dinner bell was
ringing: but no fellow in the Car-
croft Fourth gave heed to it. Even
Turkey Tuck, to whose fat ears the
smmd of a bell summoning to a
meal was as the music of the
spheres, did nol hear the clang. For
once, if for only once in his fat
career, Turkey Tuck was not think-
of A meal at meal-time.

Other mafters were on Turkey's
fat mind, matters that outweighed
even meals!

Even Turkey forgot dinner-time,
and forgot to wonder what there
was for dinner in hall, with the
“gack" impending over his fal head!

Excited volces in the Burrow died
down as a well-known tread was
heard in the passage without. Roger
Ducasg, master of the Fourth, was
coming—to find his form in a state
of rebellion!

‘“He's coming!"”
Drake,

murmured Bob

S

.--.. THIS IS5 THE

THIRD INSTALMENT
: OF OUR

Vane-Carter laughed.

“Let him come!” he answered.
“We've 1lold the prefects where
they get off. Now we'll tell Roger."

"Don't cheek Roger, V.C.,' Bsaid
Harry Compton quietly. @ "We're
standing by that fat ass Turkey,
but a beak is a beak '

“Cheek -won't belp,” s=sald Dick
Lee.

Vane-Carter laughed again. At
the best of times, the scapegrace
of Carcroft did not find it easy to
respect authority. More than once,
V.C. had made close acquaintance
with Mr. Ducas's cane for that
reason. But with a barring-out in
progress, V.C. saw no cause what-
ever for restraint. He was going
to let himself go when the master

of the Fourth arrived at that locked

door.

“Yaas, draw {t mild, V.C.," =aid
Lord Talboys, *We're all haclkin'
up that born idiet Turkey, but
there's such a ithing as manners.”

“"Turkey!" called out Harry
Compton. ;

“Oh, haddocks!" pasped Turkey,
blinking at the ecaptain of the
Fourth. "I say, don't let Roger in!
You fellows stand by me. I say——"

‘"We're standing by wou, fat-
head,"” said Harry. '‘Nobody here

believes that you pilfered that bank
note from Roger's study and that's
what you're sacked for. But what
did you do with it?"

Turkey gave an angry yelp.

“Haven't T told you that I hid it
in a book in his study to give him
a hunt for it? I've told wou lots
of times." v

Knock! HEnuckles rapped on the
outgide of the door. The master of
the Fourth had arrived, Many faces
in the Burrow grew serious. Roger
Duecas was o somewhat awe-inspir-
ing' gentleman. In his form he was
accustomed to say “do this" and
he doeth it! Many hearts beat
faster at the idea of standing up
to Hoger in rebellion. Most of the
juniors were glad that there was a
locked door between! But if other
fellows looked, and felt, serlous,
Vane-Carter, at least, was enjoying
the situation. V.C. was =2 rebel
nature, and concern for the hapless
Turkey probably weighed much less
with him than the enjoyment of a
trermendous “row."

“Boys!" came a deep voice.

"Yes, sir!"” called back Harry
Compton. ¢

“Compton! Langley tells me that
Tuck, who has been sentenced to
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expulsion by his headmaster, is
here in this room———-" 3

“T say, don't tell him I'm here!"

squeaked Turkey Tuck. “Tell him
I'm up in the dormitory, or—or
down in the cellars—or—or——"

*Tack is here, air!"” answered
Harry, unheeding the alarmed
Turkey.

“And we're keeping him here!"
added Vane-Carter.

“U'nlock this door immediately!”
bhoomed FHoger.

“T don't think!" chuckled Vane-
Carter.

“Shut up, V.C.," exclaimed Drum-
mond. “Let Compton do the talk-
ing—he's form-captain.”

“Will wou listen to me, sir?"

asked Harry. He spoke in his most.

respectful tome. The Carecroft Co.
were as resolute as V.0, but they
did not share his delight in a
ghindy. “Turkey's got A& memory
like & sieve, and he can't remem-
ber what he did with the banlmote
he played silly tricks with in your
stud e

“T ted wyou I stuck it in a book!"
yelled Turkey.

“Shut up, Turkey!" rapped Lee.

“But we all know, ‘sir,’ went on
Harry,
lost, and Turkey never . pinched it.

If you'd speak to Dr. Whaddon, sir,

and .ask him to give time for the
banknote to be found —" K

“That iz enough! Open this door
" at once." : 3 y

"Rats!"” from Vane-Carter. -

“What? What?
gasped Roger Ducas outside the
door. “What did you say?"

“Getting deaf, old bean?”
Vane-Carter. “I said rats—R . for
Roger, A for Ass, T for Tartar and
8 for Shut-up-and-don't-talk-rot!"

"“Ha, ha, hal”

‘pon my word! That is Vane-
Carter speaking! Vane-Carter, you
will be reported to your head-
master for a fogging for this in-
solence.”

“Rot!™
fully.

“Did-—did—did youn say rot, Vane-
Carter?" It was guite a gasp from
Roger. He seemed unable to be-
lieve his ears. This was, in fact,
guite a new slyle of talk from the
Fourth to the Fourth Form master,

“Getting deaf again?” inguired
Vane-Carter, “I said Rot—ER for
Roger, O for Old, T for Tartar!”

“Shut up, V.C., you cheeky ass!"
gasped Bob Drake, laughing in
spite of himself, while there was a
breathless chuckle from the crowd
of juniors,

Roger, outside the door, breathed
very hard.

“Compion!" he almost roared.

“Yes, sir!"” .
‘X.iprder you to open this door.”

i

said Vane-Carter cheer-

“that that banknote's only.

What is that#"

asked '

“'Sdrry, sir L

“Open it at once

. “Is Turkey to be pent home, air?"

“Tuck is to be sent home im-
mediately, Compton."”

“Then we can't open the door,
gir! We're not letting him go,

“Are you In your senses, Comp-
ten?" gasped Roger.

‘I hope ao, sir.”

“Are you, Roger?" asked Vane-
Carter,

*Upon my word! Am I to under-
stand that my form is in a state
of rebellion, refusing to obey my
commands 7" exclaimed Mr, Ducas.
Roger seemed to find that hard to
aasimilate.

“Just that, old boy," said Vane-
Carter, “"Chew on it.”

‘"We're gtanding by Turkey, sir”

“That will do, Compton! Every
boy present will be severely pun-
ished for this.” As you refuse to
open the door, I sball send a pre-

gest “row" that had ever occurred
in the histery of the old school.

CHAPTER i
THE FIRST ROUND !

LANGLEY of the Sixth, captain of
Carcroft, came out of the House
and walked rotind to the window
of the Burrow. He was not looking;
pleased. Clambering in at a window
like a mischievous fag was not in’
accord with the dignity of so great
a man as the Head Prefect of Car-
croft School. Moreover, all Carcroft,
with the exception of the Fourth
Form, was now at dinner in hall;
and Langley would have preferred Lo
be in his place. at the high table
where the prefects sal in state,
eating his dinner. However, he
eould mot refuse a form-master's
request, and undoubtedly it was a
prefect’s duty to keep order among’
the juniors. Alao, it was judicious

pointing at Turkey,
depart from the school.
of the Fourth, there seemed no

NOW READ ON.

WHAT HAS HAPPENED BEFORE . ..

Expelled! Turkey Tuck, the Carcroft
after “monkeying” with a banknotle belonging to his form master,
was taken before the head of Carcroft, Dr. Whaddan. The bank- |
note had mysteriously disappeared, and with the finger of suspicion
he had been instructed to pack his bags and
Despite the words of eomfort from his friends --

The money had vanished, and although he didn’t steal it, he had
bheen hlamed for its ultimate disappearance.

Now events have taken a dramatic turn. Dudley Vane-Carter,
the Carcroft bad hat, has declared coolly that his fat friend will
not leave the school until the banknote turns up. Hiding the old °
fat man in the attics away from the prefects, he insists that the
Fourth resist all attempts of the “beaks”™ to force Turkey to
leave Carcroft; Suddenly their minds are made up for them, as
‘the fat boy, flushed from his hiding place in the attics, comes
scampering for the Fourth Form burrow. Right now the re-
bellious form is waiting breathlessly for the ominous footsteps
of Roger Ducas, behind locked doors.

fat boy, discovered .

hope for the sorrowful fat bay. .

fect to enter by way of the window
and open it!"

With that, Roger was heard to
rustle away. The jumiors did not
need telling that he went in &
ataie of towering " wrath. Vane-
Carter grinned round at the crowd.

“It's jolly old war now,” he said.
“Who cares?"

iWait till Langley or Gates hops
in at the window!"” sneered Levett.

“They won't hop in in a hurry”
said Vane-Carter. "Back up, you
men—all hands on deck to repel
boarders!"

Vane-Carter cut across to the big
window on the gquad. Iarry Comp-
ton and Co. followed him, and a
erowd of the Fourth. It was, a=
V.C. said, war now—and the first
round in the tussle was coming.
Turkey Tuck, the most inconsider-
able member of the Carcroft com-

munity, was the cause of the big-.

to get the affair through while the
school were at dinner; much better
than carrying out such operations
under the eyes of a staring crowd.
He did not anticipate any dif-
ficulty. If there was a spot of
bother, & few swipes of his officiat
ash would soon subdue that. At all
events, so he suppozed. He arrived
at the window of the Burrow with
a frowning brow. Rather to his
surprise, he found the bhig window
wide open. But he found it packed
with faces, some of them pgrinning,
all of them determined. Compton,
Drake, Vane-Carter, Lord Talboys,
Scott, Drummond, OCarr, Babtie,
Liek, Bent and others crowded
behind them, eyed the big Sixth
Form man as he came up. He eyed
them back, frowning. !
“Stand back there!" he snapped. !
"Want anything, Langley?".
asked Bob Drake. EVE
. (Continued page 28, col, 2) S
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MARTIN, 93 Hillside, London,
NW.10, Great Britain.

AMAZING NEW AIR JET
Bicycle Speedometer |

= ALLA BENGINEERING CO.,
Box i¥ PO, Camperdewn, H.S.W.

OAK ISLAND
{ Continued from page 1T)

would not only mean a fabulous
fortune but would lift the mysteri-
pus vwvells that have fts
secret for over 150 years. No man
has yet succeeded.

. How did the hoard get there and
what unknown hand juggled the
Boxes into the pit on the end of &
Block and tackle? What is the secret
Zey to the. stopping of the seaborme
water? Was it the mysterious stone,
now long lost, that might turn the
&key to the door that shelters so many.
gnknown facts. Or, perhaps, its
secret instructions, borne so long’

in the sandy depths? The French-

men or the pirates? ~We leave it
up to you. . o
* *-THE END.

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
[ Continued from page 9)

would be very grateful. We will be
willing buyers if the price and freight
@ within reach of our pockets. Pleasc
write to us if you have anything to
send along. Enclose details and a self-
addressed envelope.

MERVYN LAYT.
¥ Groom 5t., Toowoomba,

Qld.

Bear Editor,

I have heard from my pals, both at
achool and home, that The Silver Jacket
& the best magazine for boys available.
F was recently at a party where one of
she boys tore a piece from The Silver
Jacket of the boy who was having the
party. “Okay,” he said, “watch what
you're doing, It's a2 comic to you, but
#t's a book to me!" That goes to show
that he looks after his magasines very
well. Logking forward to the next issue.

RUSSELL WARNHEN.
44 Duke St., Bunshine,

Yic.

BELIEVE

were telling the truth?

time they
Keep your

THEY DIDNT

ppened to everybodyi Re-

something important to tell—some-
thing that really happened, but you

couldn't convince anyone that you

Why not write and tfell us about the

and have them into our office by the
i5th of June. The prizewinning entries
will appear in our August issue (No. 23).

MEE

u had

just wouldn't believe you?
entries brief but interesting

THE BARRING-OUT AT
CARCROFT .
(Contimuad frem page 5)

“Ducas has asked me to get in
and open the door, &8 you Yyoung
sweeps seem to ‘be playing the
goat,” snapped ZLangley. “Stand
back"™ - : f

“Guess again!™ gaid Vane-Carter.

“You can't ecome im, Langley,”
Baid Compton. *“Botter not
try! We don't want to have to
handle yow™ ;

“Don’t we juet!” chuckled Vane-
Carter. *“Come -on, Langley—I've
got an inkpot all ready for you."

Langley's eyes glkamed. He saw
the inkpot in V.C’s hand, but he
just could mot beliewe that even that
reckless member <«f the Fourth
would venture te “handie" a pre-
fect of the Sixth. He put his hands
on the broad stome sill to swing
himselfl inte the window.

Swoooooosh! W.OUs arm jerked,
and the contents of the inkpot came
in a flood The captain of Carcroft
rave o gurgling gasp as the stream
of ink splashed full in his face, He
staggered back from the window,
gurgling, and clawing at ink.

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Bob Drake.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Rehold, he is bleck bul comely!”
chuckled Vane-Carier.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

There was a roar of laughter in

- the Burrow, A 8Sixth Form pre-

fect, black as the egce of aspades,
clawing ink from his face, was a
novel sight in the old quadrangle
at Carcroft. But it was. only for a
few moments “that Langley stood
there, glaring at the rebels of Car-
croft with an inky

with ink trickling down his neck,

and swamping his collar, he fairly
hurled himself at the open window.

“Back up!" roared Bob Drake.

“Collar him!"

“Shove him out!™

Hands grasped the Sixth-former
on all gides. Big and powerful as
he was, there were too many hands
for him. Vane-Carter ' snatched
away his ash; Bob Drake and Dick
Lee grabbed him by an inky collar;
Compton and Lord Talboys by his
ears, while Drummond grasped his
hair. There was quite a terrific
tussle in the window, which iended
by Langley rolling down inside, with
six or seven juniors sprawling over
him. He rolled on the floor of the
Burrow, struggling, beaving under
the crowd of jumiors like a stormy
ged.

But he heaved in wvain. Hands
grasped his ecollar, his ears, his
hair, his arms and his legs. More
and more fellows grabbed at him
till there was not enough left of him
to go round. Breathless and dizzy,
the captain of Carcroft had fo
realise that he was helpless in the
hands of the enemy.

| e ap—

4
!



—_—

MAY, 1955

THE SILVER JACKET

FAG_E 2%

“Got him!” gasped Bob ‘Drake.
“Now chuck him out!™

“¥You young villains!" panted
Langley.
“Sorry, old thing,” 3aid

Compton. *We just hate to handle
you, Langley, but you're not wanted
here."

“Chuck him out!" shouted Vane-
Carter. “Tll give him a few from
his own ash as he goes."

IJHH"‘ h.a’ hﬂ!!]

In the grasp of countless hands,
Langley of the Sixth was heaved
into the window. His head went out
first, his chest reposing on the
window - gill, his legs wriggling
wildly among the mob of juniors.
Vane-Carter swished the ash.

“Stend clear, yvou men!" he ex-
. claimed.

i “Here, hold on, V.C.—" ex-
! claimed Lord _
' But V.C. did pot hold on! It

. was the first chance that had ever
© come his way of applying & pre-
- fecls's ash to a prefect! V.C. was
" not losing it! TUp went the cane,
: and it came down with a ringing
;. swipe across Langley's trousers, as
|£ he sprawled face down on the
window-sill. Up it went again, and

!  Langley roared. His own ash,
¢ applied to his own trousers, was a
- ptartling new experience for Lang-
ley of the Bixth. Never
 happened since he had been 'a
" junior in the Shell. But it was
.7, happening now. -
«  Swipe! swipe! - swipe! - Vane-
i/ Carter, warming to his work, laid it
ii on. Roger himself had never laid
W, it on more vigorously. Langley
! twisted and wriggled and roared.
v “Chuck it, V.C.,” gasped Harry
| Compton.
't * “That's enough, you
¢ claimed Lord Talboys.

ass!" ex-

i “Rot!" retorted V.C. “Let him

' have it! How often do we get a
' chance to whop a pre. on his bags?”
IIH&' hﬂ-, h&lh

i Swipe! swipe! It seemed like an
. awful dream to the eaptain of
. Carcroft. But the swiping was in-
! terrupted by Harry Compton and
Co. pushing him from the window,
. over the sill, to land on the ground
. outside in a sprawling heap. Lang-
ley rolled over in the quad, hardly
.. knowing whether he was on his
i~ head or his heels.

it '"What — what It was
: Roger's voice. A portly figure hil-
lowed on the scene in rustling
. gown. "Langley! What — what
——' Mr, Ducas stood staring
4 down blankly at the sprawling
% Sixth-former.

- bk
H

@f “Oh, my hat! Here’s Roger!”
-i/breathed Bob Drake.

cares?” grinned Vane-

‘down it came again—swipe! swipe!

Lungley sat up dizzily. His face
was crimson under the ink, his
hair tousled, hisz eollar torm out,
his ecoat split up the back. He
looked—and felt-—a wreeck. He
blinked dizzly at the master of the

Fourth.

“Boys!" thupdered =Rr. Ducas.
"How dare you! You—you have
laid hands on a prefect—a prefect
of the Bixthk Form—"

“Sort of!" chuckled Vame-Carter.
“What about it, Roger?™

Langley almest erawled to his

feet. He was winded and breath-
less. Roger's glare returned Lo
him.

"Langley! 1 reguested you to
enter that room and unlock the
door! Why have you mnot done so?
Do so at once.”™ .

ANSWERS TO LAST
MONTH'S
"GETTING MORE OUT OF
LIFEL™

[. Each year of his life Joe
travelled arcund the world
in a westerly direction and
thus gained an extra day
‘each year. Bill also travelled
~around the werld once a
year but he went in an
easterly direction and lost
a day a year.
HATE, LATE, LAME, LIVE,
LOVE

AT TEA, MATE, STEAM,
MASTER. STAMMER.

.SCALD

»O0N0
ZzA00
mZAal
nmer

“And how?" hooted Langley, too
inky and breathless, and too full
of aches and pains, to remember
the respect due to a member of the
Btafl. *“Think T can handle twenty
young ruffiams at ence?®”

“rhat is not the way to answer
me, Langley. I am waiting for you
to enter that roem and unlock the
door!"

"You can wait!” said Langiey.

‘What? What? Langley! Stop!
Where are you going, Langley?”
roared Roger.

There was no answer to that
guestion. Langley tramped away,
evidently having had enough of the
rebels at Carcroft at elose quarters.
Langley knew, if Roger did not,
that he couldo’'t get im at that
window unless the rebels chose.

And he had had more than enougk
of his own ash.

Roger stared after him, rathey
blankly, as he disappeared into the
house. Then he turned to the paclked
window again, quite a deadly
pleam in his eyes.

“You will be expelled for this™
he thundered. ;

“All of us, sir?' grinned Vane-
Cartfer. "Bit wholesale, sacking a
whole form, what? It will get inte
the papers! The Old Boy won'
like that!"

“Ha, ha, hal!"

“And what will you do for a jou
with your form sacked?" went on
V.C. “Youll be like jolly old
Othello with your occupation gone

r.
“Bhut up, V.C.,” gasped Bob.
“Rats!" retorted Vane - Carter

“Rats to you and rata to Roger!"
Mr. Ducas made a stride towards

the window with flaming face. V.CU
brandizhed Langley's ash. Evidently
he was prepared to handle it on
Roger if Roger pushed in at the
window. But the Carcroft Ca
were not guite prepared to go te
that length. Harry Compton
slammed ithe window shut almost
on Roger's nose.

Through the glass, the Fourth
Form master glared in, and the
rebels grinned out. There was &
breathless pause, and then Roger
DPuecas turned and strode away. A
yell from the Burrow followed him.

“Go home, Roger!” .

Mr. Ducas glanced back for &
moment and then strode on. His
form, only too clearly, were out of
hand; and even Roger did not know,
for the moment, how to deal with

them.

“First round to us!" said Vane-
Carter.

‘“Hurray!"

Fellows at dinner in hall hearf
that roar from the Burrow and

gtarted, and looked at one another
Roger's hope of getting that trouble-
some affair through and over be-
fore the gschool came out of hall
had to be forgotten. All Carcrofi
knew that Roger's form was in
rebellion, and that the rebels were
going strong.

CHAPTER 1lI

BARRED-OUT
ROGER Ducas stood at his study
window, looking out into the sunny
guadrangle. Dinner in hall was
over and most of Carcroft were out
of the House. Crowds of fellows in
the gquad were discussing some-
thing—Roger could guess what—ix
excited groups, and & good many ol
them were laughing. Roger's frown
deepened as he observed it, Rebel
lion at Carcroft was no laughing
matter!
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_Roger had had a gomewhat un-
comifortable interview
Head. Dr, Whaddon
pews that Roger's form was in
rebellion, and that Tuck

at Carcroft. It
to deal with his rebellicus

giill
Roger
form,
that far from easy problem.

He had
megsures. He was wailing now till

the bell rang for class. He did not
want his drastic measures to be
excited
of all forms, grinning over

witnessed by a buzzing,
crowd,
the flouting of his anthority. But

as goonmn as Carcroft School was
gathered in Lhe form-TOOIS, Roger
It would be all

wes going to act (
over—he hoped at least—hefore
the school came opt again.

Clang! It was the bell at last.

The groups in the quad broke up.
All Carcroft, with the exception of
Foger's form, headed for the form-
rooms, It was a relicf to Roger to

see them disappear. The quad was

deserted at last; only old Cuttle,
the porter, wps on view, sunning
himself at the door of his lodge.

The House was guiet save for &

faint buzz from the [orm-rooms.
Roger stirred at last.

He left his study and rustled
away to the Burrow. Somewhat
to his surprige, he heard no sound
from that apartment
proached.
to hear a buaz of voices from the
yebels. But all was silent as he
arrived at the door. He broke the
silence with a sharp rap omx the
oalk. ‘ : :

"Boys!"
voice,

There was no reply from within.
The Purrow might have been de-

znid Roger in a .deep

sorted for all thal Roger could hear

from the rebels. He rapped again
“Clompton!” he almost shouted,
No answer came from Compton.
Roger breathed hard and deep. He
was not accustomed to fellowa In
his form passing bim by like the
idle wind which they regarded not.

Decper and deeper grew his frown
till it was as frightful and fearful

as the frown of the Lord High
Executioner! Once more he rapped:
“Will you answer me, Compton?"

Apparently Compton wouldn't! At

all events, he didn't! HEven Vane-
Carter's mocking voice was silent
Dead silence reigned.

Tuchk.

“Tisten to me!"

the rebels did not choose to answer,

he proceeded. I give you ome last
that
room, quletly and in order, and

opportunity of emerging from

with ‘the
had raised his
eyebrows, Very expressively, at the

of the
Fourth, sentenced to expulsion, was
was left to
and Roger was thinking out

resolved upon drastic

as he ap-
He would have expecied

Mot even a
fat grumt was heard from Turkey

Roger's volce
was like the grinding of a file, AS

WHE}

WAS THE FRIEND AND DOUBLE

OF CHARLES DARNAY ? (TALE OF TWO CITIES.)
e WHO WAS JOE GARGERYS SECOND WIFEZ

AT (GREAT EXPECTATIONS.) !
'WH-::: WAS THE HUSBAND OF

a,
v

MINNE
e

il

FOUND A COIN
DATED 5Z B.C.
PEOPLE BELIEVED
S e HIM AT FIRST BUT
FOUND LATER HE WAS NOT
' TELLING THE TRUTH,
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returning to your duly. Tuck will
be sent mway from the school im-
mediately, and every boy will be
¢aned for this rebellion. 1 command
¥ou now Lo Open this doopr. Unless
it be opened without delay, I shall
gall the porter to break it in by
force. Maw answer mel”

Like DBrutus of old, Mr. Ducas
paused for a reply. But he had no
hetter luck than Brutus. There was
no reply.

Harder and decper breathed
Roger. A shoul of defiance wonld
not have annoyed him so much as
+his contemptuous silence, He gave
another sharp rap on the door

“Dg wyou hear me?" he thun-
dered.

His voice echoed down the pas-
sage. But no other gound came
to his ears. He stared at the door
before him blankly. Not only Do

reply, but not the faintest sound,
came from the Burrow. It seemed
almos: impossible two dozen Ie-

pellious juniors could he keeping
as still as mice. Yet there was 1o
gound. Roger's words must have
reached every ear —the YOUulg
scamps muest know that the game
was up, For if old Cuttle handled
his axc on the lock, that door
would wvery spon be opel. They
would be face to face with their
form-master, backed up, if needed,
by the whole body of Sixth Form
prefects. They simply eould not
hold out in the Burrow OnNce
dreastic measures were decided
u Yet they did not seem 10
care! There was not so much as &
whisper from the Burrow.

Foger gave a sudden start!

The place seemed deserted. Was

it deserted? Had those young
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| rasgals realised, already, that they
|c-nuldnntho.ldﬂmfnrtintha

Burrow, and stolen out gquietly
| while the school was at dinner in
| hall? Compressing his lips, Roger
| the door-handle and turned

it. Up to that moment, it had not
. occurred to him that the door might
be umlocked! Now he discovered
that it was!

He hurled it wide open and stared

in.
| Then he knew why there had been
~ no reply. The Burrow was vacant.
-~ Of all the crowd of juniors who
had handled lLangley at the win-
dow, not one remained. An abso-
lutely empty room met Roger's
startled gaze.

“Upon my word!" breathed Roger.
His face crimeoned. He had stood
at that door thundering to an
empty room—with not an ear to
hear! It was rather absurd. Roger
Ducas did not like looking, or feel-

-ing, absurd. He would have given-

" mmuch at that moment to have had
some of his rebellious form within
" Teach.
For a long minute he stood there
' gtaring, his face burning. Then he
. turned away. The rebels were gone
- —where? MNot for 2 moment had
1 Roger foreseen such a move—but it
¢ waa clear now that, taKing advan-
"~ tage of the faﬁt that the whole
. school were -in ball, they had
' 'changed their quarters while Car-
- croft was at ﬂ.lnner They were
i gone—where? .
" . With a -grim brnw. Roger Dhucas
" ascended the staircase to the study
o 'landing on the mnext floor. Many
. passages and staircases opened from
. that wast landing, and Roger half-
" expected to hear sounds from the
* Fourth Form studies. But a glance
"up the Fourth Form passage re-
+ vealed no sign of life there. The
¢ rebels had mnot retreated to  their
. atudies.

Grimmer than ever, Roger rustled
across to a staircagse that led up

- tn the Fourth Form dormitory. He
. stared up that staircase. He guessed
. now where the rebels were—and he
;. guessed right. At the top of the
4 dormitory stairease, guite an un-

- usual object met his view. It was.

;- 2 bedstead, evidently dragged out
+ of the dormitory and jammed across
7" the landing. And a face was looking
. over that barricade—the grinning
. face of Dudley Vane-Carter. Roger
.. looked up and V.C. looked down—
= and laughed! The next moment,
¢ Vane-Carter was shouling:

z  "Here's the old bean!” .

. There was a scampering of feet
;-on the dormitory landing. Other
i faces lined up with Vane-Carter's
-— Compton’s, Drake's, Lee's and
five or six others. Vane-Carter had

-lessons hollow."

been an the watich for the enemy.
MNow the enemy had arrived!

Roger's voice floated up the stair-
cafe in deep tones.

“So you are here!”

“Adsum!’ called back Vane-
Carter, as if he were answering to
his name at roll, and there was a

langh. )

“We're here, sir!" answered Harry
Compton. -

“Where s Tuck?" demanded
Roger.

“Turkey? Turkey's in the dorm!"
grinned Vane-Carter. “That latest
news of Turkey I.n that he wants
his dinner.”" -

Ilm‘ ha'r halll'l‘

Slowly, but steadily, Roger Ducas
ascended the dormitory stair. He
arrived at the jammed bedatead
and had to stop. Looking over it,
he could see other bedsteads and
boxes on the landing above, which
the rebels had not yaot had ti.n:le o
add to the barricade. Roger raised
a commanding hand.

“Remove that bedstead at once!"
he rapped. Even yet, it was hard
for Roger to realise that his com-
mands to his form wonld fall upon
deaf ears. The Fourth were accus-
tomed to jump to Roger's worders.
But they showed no sign of jump-

ing now.
“Sorry, sir!” said Hﬂrry Comp-
‘ton politely, “But——

“Not gorry in the least, old bean!"
interjected Vane-Carter. ‘In fact,
we're rather enjn}.rlng t]:us_

'"Yags, there's that!™ rﬂmarkec‘l
Lord Tﬂ.lbnya' The Lizard never
liked lessons!

“You see, sir, this is a ‘ba:rring—
out!" explalned Bob Drake, “No
disrespect to you personally, sir,
but we're standing by old Turkey—
we're not going
Form man sacked for nothing.”

“Never!" said Dick Lee,

“A — g — a — a barring-out!”
breathed Roger. He seemed to find
it hard to assimilate,

“Just that!" grinned Vane-Carter.
"4 jolly old barring-out! B for
Beaks, A for Asses, R for Rot-
terg-—"

“Silepce!" roared Roger.

“Get on with the good work, you
men,” gaid Bob. "Trundle those
beds this way. We ghall have the
pre's up here soon, now Roger's
trailed us."

“You will cease this at once!"
Roger's voice. was both loud and
deep. “Have you boys taken leave
of your senses?"

“Not at all,” said Vane-Carter.
“Have you taken leave of yours?"”

“You will be expelled for this,
Vane-Carter."

“"Bow-wow!"

gir," said

stump in his hand.
there was

?ea:ts_ we can't let you come up!.

barring-out the beaks, sir

VGFI

to see a Fourth :

—
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‘“Nobody’s going to be expelled,
Harry Compton. “We're
all standing by Turkey, and, we're
all standing by one ancther. We're
ready to chuck it up, sir, the minute
it's agreed that Turkey is to stay

till that banknote's found.™

Will wyou c¢lear this staircase

Roger said no more. Amazing as

it was, unprecedented as it was, he
had tp realise that this was a
barring-out, and that the rebels

meant business. So far, they had
not had time to build much of &

barricade, and Roger intended to
give them no time. He grasped the
bedstead

to drag it away. He
with both hands and
dragged. Once the way was cleared,
once he was within reach of his

mutinous form, he had no doubt
about restoring order.

"It go, eir!” exclaimed Harry
e, eading, dragged. V.

Ro unh rag ane-
Ca;tag;eﬁeaned over, with a8 cricket-
He lunged, and
a sudden gasp from
Roger as the business-end of the
stump jammed on his waistegat.

“Oooopooa!™ Roger, He
let go the bedstead and tottered,
both hands clasped to his waist-

coat.

“Have anuther"” grinned: Vane- -
Carter,

“Sorry, sir!" gasped Harry. “But
Were

“Doooogh!" Roger Duecas gurgled.
‘Ta.ne-cartar, you young rascal—
mﬂg‘hl i

"Roger, you old rascall” returte,d
“Bring that jug of water
this way, Drum. Roger's golng to
have a wash!"

‘Here you are!” chuckled Drum-

mond.

Vane-Carter lifted the jug with

both hands. Bob Drake caught him

by the arm. There was a limit,
even with the form in a state of .
active rehellicn.
"Chuck it, V.C.!" exclaimed Bob.
*I'm going to—at Roger! Let go
my arm, you booby!" ‘

Roger settled that matter by

stepping back down the stairs. He
had the point of the cricket-stump,
and he did not want the jug of
water to follow. He descended quite
hastily to the study landing. The
expression on his speaking counten-
ance
Gorgon as he hurried away. The
Fourth Form at Carcroft were deaf
to the wvoice of authority, and it
only remained to use force—if force
would awail!
to gather his forces

was rather like that of a

Roger hurried away
(Continued on page 34)
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CHAPTER IV s, hes bal” el Bk Erots e B ne

ATTACK IN FORCE

“GET GOING!" said Harry Comp-
ton.
“all hands!" said Eob Drake.
“They won't be long!"

And all hands piled in busily.
Bedstead after bedstead was
trundled out of the dormitory. One
after another, they were B
at the top of the stair, jammed
tight against the walls ome either
gide. In the Rurrow, the rebels
could hardly have hoped to hold the
fort: but it was very different in
the stronghold they had selected.
The staircase was the only access
to the Pourth Form dormitory, and
it was both narrow and steep. Bar-
ricaded with bedsteads and boxes,
Harry Compton and Co. had no
doubt about being able to hold it
against attack, even if the Carcroft
prefects came in full force. But
there was no time to lose— the
attack might come at any moment.

Many hands made lght work.
The barricade grew rapldly. Behind
it, on the dormitery landing, the
rebels piled ammunition — pillows
and jugs of water, anything that
came to hand. Even Turkey Tuck
rolled out of the dormitory to lend
a fat hand in strengtheping the
defences, Even Lord Talboys, whosae
longsuit was laziness, worked like a
Trojan. Carcroft fellows in the
form - rooms certalnly were not
working so hard as the rebel form
who were barring out the beaks.

“Here they come!" shouted Vane-
Carter suddenly.

There was a tramp of feet on
the study landing below. Imine-
diately the barricade was lined
with faces looking down. At the
foot of the staircase, no fewer than
ten stalwart Sizxth Form men ap-
peared in sight. Langley, captain
of Careroft, was at their head, and
with him were Gates, Crewe, Packe
and the rest of the Sixth who held
the rank of prefect. Looking down.
Harry Compton and Co. were glad
that they had the barricade ready
in time.

Langley was looking rather grim.
He had not forgotten his experience
at the window of the Burrow. But
most of the others were grinning.
They did not expect much trouble
with a mob of juniors, and were
not sorry to have been called away
from oMfss in the Sixth Form room
to deal with the rebelgs—it was
rather a pleasant change from
Greek with the Head!

Vane-Carter waved his hand to
them,

“Come on, my pippins!” he called
out. "“This way for a whopping!

Langley and Co. stared up at
them. The Carcroft captain raised
his hand.

“Come out of that, all of you!"
he rapped.

“woome and fetch wus!" invited
Bob Drake.

“Yaas, come and fetch us, old
top!” chuckled the Lizard.

“Are you coming out of it or
not?" demanded Langley,

"No!" came a roar in answer.

The Carcroft captain wasted no
more time in words.

“Come on!" he said, and he led
the rush up the staircase. After
him rushed the rest of the BSixth
Form prefects.

“Back up!" roared Bob.

“Give them jip!" yelled Vane-
Carter.

Missiles whizzed over the barri-
cade. A pillow folded round Lang-
ley's face and he stumbled over and
fell. An apple landed fairly in
Packe's eye, and Packe gave &
frantic yell and sat down on the
atairs. Two or three of .the pre-
fects stumbled over him. Langley
hurled the pillow aside and rushed
on and up. Vane-Carter swept a
jug through the air and the con-
tents landed in a flood in the face
of the Carcroft captain. He splut-
tered wildly and went over sprawl-
ing over Packe. Four or five Sixth
Form men were mixed up on the
stairs, with the rest stumbling over
them. It was mnot, ‘after all a
pleasant interlude to Greek with the
Head! It was getting quite un-
pleasant, ST f

But the Bixth Form -men were
game. They simply could not re-
treat and own up to Carcroft that
a mob of juniors had- driven them
off. They were not grinning now—
any of them, Facezs were flushed
and angry, eyes gleaming, and they
came on, heedless of whizzing mis-

gsiles and of streams of water that -

shot from jugs. They clustered at
the barricade and strove to clamber
over it. Langley sprawled across

the stack of hedsteads, leading
thermn on.
Crack! Vane-Carter handled the

cricket-stump and it cracked on
Langley's head with a sound like
a pistol-shot. The yell that Langley
gave could have been heard in
every form-room at Carcroft.
" 4Ow! Ow! You young villain——
Yoo-hoop!" roared Langley as V.C.
lunged with the gstump, and he
caught it with his ribs. He rolled
headlong off the barricade, knock-
ing his followers right and left.
Gates of the Sixth hurled him-
gelf forward, to meet the end of a
cricket-bat, in Bob Drake's vigorous

if it had suddenly become red-hot

“Come on!" roared Bob.

“This way!" yelled Lord Talboys,
brandishing a jug by the handle—
rather to the perll of his comrades.

“Down with the pre's!" shouted
Vane-Carter. He reached over the
barricade, lashing with the stump,
Heads dodged hurrledly out eof the
way.

Packe was already dedging down
the gtairs. An apple in the eye
eeemed enough for Packe. Two or
three others followed him. But
Langley charged on again.

“"Come on!" he shouled, and he
clambered on the barricade. Had
it been solid, the Carcroft captain
might have got over. But a stack
of Ppedsieads was far from solid
—there were many interstices—and
Langley's leg slipped into onme of
them. He struggled frantieally to
drag it out again, while V.C. lunged
gt him with the stump, and Baob
Dirake smote again and agaln with
a pillow, and Harry Compton with
a bolster. Pinned by his imprisoned
leg, the Carcroft captain struggled
and wriggled and yelled, amid
howls of laughter from the jumiors. .

“Oh! Ow! You young ruffians—
ow! Stoppit!”, shrieked Langley.
“0Oh, gad! Oh, my hat! Took here,
Tl go! Btoppit!" i : _

HHE‘ hﬂr, ha!™ 0 d ! 4

Even the groft captain had -
had enough.

""Tou can cut, Langley,” said Harry
Compton, laughing. The stump
ceased to lunge, and pillow and
bolster to smite, and Langley.
dragged his leg out at last and
tumbled back off the barricade. The
reat were aglready were in retreat,
and Langley followed them down,
in the worst temper ever, but glad
to get out of reach.

“Coming up again?” yelled V.C.,

brandishing his stump.
There was no answer to that. But
the prefects were not coming up
again. Panting for breath and
rubbing innumerable 8y and
pains, they disappeared anross the
study landing, followed by a trium-
phant wyell from the 7rebels of
Carcroft.

“Second round to us!" chuckled
Vane-Carter. “What will jolly old
Roger do next, T-wonder?"

And the other rebels wondered,
too. But whatever might be Roger’'s
next move, one thing was certain:
the barring-out at Carcroft Wwas

going on.
Next month:
"STICKING IT OUT"
{Part 4 of our Carcroft
Serial)



