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TOUGH ON TUREKEY!

“ANYBODY hungry?"
Drake.

”Sﬂrt DIE”

"What-ho!"

“Oh, lor'!" groaned Turkey Tuck,
with deep feeling,

There was no doubt that the fat
Turkey was hungry: very hungry
indeed. Turkey was not merely hun-
gry. He was ravenous, Turley had
missed hiz last meal, and looked
like missing the next. Turkey was
feeling like a ship-wreclted mariner
in an open hoat at sea.

Turkey, and the rest of the Fourth
Form at Carcroft, crowded the
Fourth-form dormitory. It was un-
usual for fellows to be up in the
dormitory at tea-time in the after-
noon. But things were not as usual
at. Carcroft Behool. It was the firat
lime in history that a barring-out
had happened at Careroft, But it
was happening now.

asked Bob
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The Carcroft Fourth were in re-
bellion. They were barring-out the
beaks. It had started suddenly-—
very suddenly. Twenty-four hours
ggo, nobody had dreamed of a
barring-out. - Now it was going
strong. But there had been no time
to make preparations. Harry
Compton and Co. had not even
thought about the problem of pro-

vender, when it started, They had -
to think about it now. Two dozen
fellows were very -hungry. They

waere a1l blessed with healthy, boy-
ish appetites — not quite so keen as
Turkey's, perhaps, but keen encugh.

The dormitory stalrcase was
barricaded with bedsteads and
boxes, and the rebels had driven off
an attack. Roger Ducas, the master
of the Fourth, had made no move
since -~ it looked as if Roger was
at a logs, The Carcrofl Co, were
confident that they could hold out
in the stronghold they had selected.
But—! Fellows had to eat! Thal
was a problem to be solved.

"I—I say,"” mumbled Turkey,
dolorously, "I say, I'm famished! T
—I—T ecould eat the hind leg of a
mule! I say, haven't you fellows got
anything—not a chunk of toffee —
not even @ bullseye?”

""We're all hungry, old fat man”
siid Bob.

"We've all missed dinner, wyou
know, and we're not going to have
any tea!” said Dick Lee.

“Nor any supper!"” said Harry
Compton. :

"“We've pot to tighten our belts,
and stand it!" said Dudley Vane-
Carter, "“We're not giving in."
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"No fear!" asald Leord Talboys
“We're sticking it out!"

“Bnt I'm fearfully hungry!"
walled Turkey. The fact thal ‘other
fellows were hungry did not seem
to bother the fat Turkey uvnduly.
He brushed that aside. “I—I say,
I've simply got to eat”

“You're bhetler off than most of
us," remarked  Vane-Carter, “You
could live for weeks on your own
fat, like & polar bear.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Turkey groaned. TUndoubtedly he
had plenty of fat. But the prospect
of living on it for weeks did not
geem Lo atiract him.

"Look here, we can't keep this :

up!" exclaimed Turkey, desperately,
"I—I-—TI'd rather be secled, than
gtarve.™

"Why, you fat villain!" exelaimed
Eob, indignantly, “It's you that's
caused all the trouble. If you hadn't
monkeyed with a banknote in
Roger's study, wvou wouldn't have
heen sacked for pilfering. It would
be all right now if you could re-
member what you did with the
banknote.”

“I've told you I hid it in & book
in Roger's study—"

“Don’t tell uz again, fathead! We
know you didn't pinch it, and we're

"nel going to let you be secked for

sompelhing you never did, Not even
if you fade away under our eyes
Into a mere sheleton!” added Buob,
impressively,

“Oh. haddocks!" groaned Turlkey.
almost overcome by the bare idea of
fading away inte a mere shkeleton.
"I—I say, T—I'm awfully obliged
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{ to you chaps for standing by me
! like thiz—it’s ripplhg of ¥ou, and
all that—but—hut—put I—T can't
carry on without grup. I—I'd rather
e sacked!" L
Harry Compton and Co. gazed at
fat member of the Fourth
of
peans when the barring-out started.

. It was right and proper, in Turkey's

view, for his form to stand by him,
pelieving that he was innocent of
what was laid to his charge. Really
and truly, Turkey hadn't pilfered
that banknote from Roger Pucas's
gtudy, though it certainly looked as
if be had, Very much indeed Turkey
did not want to be sent home, in
the middle of the sumumer term, on
guch a charge. Home, sweet home,
had no attraction in such circum-
gtances. But Turkey was hungry
now famished -— ravenous. That
made o tremendous difference to
Turkey. The sack was awful, no
doubt — bui  missing meals was
awtuller!

“¥ou fal awecp!" exclzimed Harry
Compton, “You've landed us in this,
with your potty pranks in Roger's
study: and now you're the first to

owant to give in"
AT'm hungiy!™ wailed Turkey.

“Look here, you chaps,' exclaimed
Levett, “It's all about Turltey—and

_if he's fed up, T jolly well am,. Let's

*chuelk it o

“Kick him!" said Vane-Carter.
“YVoo-hoooop!" roared Lovett

. “Keep your hoofs to yourself, Bob

Drake—" " i ;

‘UMot at all,” said  Bohb, affably,
“They're ready for any funk who
wants to surrender, We're sticking
to you, Turkey, old fat frump.”

“That's all wvery well, but I'm

© hungry—!" wailed Turkey. “I—I'd
rather be sent home, really! They'd
let me have g meal before T staried.'

“Too late!l” sgaid Harry Compton,
"We're for it now, you falt ass.
We've told Roger where he gets off,
and we've pitehed the prefects neck
and crop down the stairs, We've
got io see it through now, or its
floggings all round from the Head,
and the sack for some of us'"

Mo surrender!” 'sald Lord Tal-
boys.

“Hetler chew on thaf, all of you,"
said Vane-Carter, "We've gong too
jolly far to retreat. It's meck or
nothing now.”

“We're sticking it out!" =aid
Drummond,

“Hpar, hear!"” !

"But I Lkeepr on lelling you ['m

famizshed!” yelled Turkey, “You fel-
Iows don't seem do understond.
- Famished! Ravenous! Emply as a
drum. I tell you I'd be sacked a

dozen times over for a good sguare
meal. I suppose a fellow can he
sached if he jolly well likes™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

"Moot the least bit in the world”
grinned Bob Dralke, '"We're sticking
it out, Turkey, and you're sticking
it out along with us. We've got to
win this tussle, or take what's com-
ing to us. We're going to win—."

“Hear, hear!"

“But I'll tell you what we'll do”
added Bob, “We'll jolly well bump
vou for being a fat, frowsy, footling
funk! Bag him!" :

‘Here, I say-——leggo—chuck it—
atoppit!” yelled Turkey, in alarm,
and three or four grinning fellows
collared him, right and left. "I say,
I—]—I—saay—yaroooh!’

Bump!

Turley Tuck sat on the dormilory
floor, with & concussion that almost
shook the old oak planls, He roired
as he aat.

yelled Turkey. “I—I—I'm keen on
i

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“"Keep keen on it!" chuckled Eob,
“Ome more word about giving in,
and you get some more! Lots where:
that came from.”

“Ow! wow! wow!"

Turkey Tuck clambered to his
fect, gurgling for breath. He was
still hungry: and still feeling that
he would rather he sacked & dozen
times over than mias his next menl.
But that was no longer a matler of
choice with the hapless Tuorkey.
Famished or, not famished, he had
ta “stick it out" with the rest of
the rebels of Carcroft.

ROGER'S WARNING!
“Boys!t
It was a desp voice, from the
study landing, at the foot of the
dormitory staircase. Roger Ducas,
master of the Fourth, stood there,

turned up.

window, from the locked burrow.

-that his form had disappeared.

NOW READ ON . ..

WHAT HAS HAPPENED BEFORE . ..

Things at Carcroft are at a hoil-over. Iul'kny'l:uck, discovered
“monkeying™ with a banknote that mysteriously dIISE.'IJ]}EH.I‘Ed, has
been ordered to leave Carcroft. However, Dudley Vane-Carter,
rehellions bad-hat, has decided for the Fourth Form that the old
fat man, Turkey, will not leave the school until the banknote haxs

Locking themselves and the deflaied Turkey in the form
burrow, they stood by to repel invaders. Soon the hatile began,
and the rebel form, with V.C. at their head, won round one when .
they hurled Langley, a prefect, who attempted to enter via ihe

o . _
Later, Roger Duecas, their form master, threatening to use an

axe on the duf:r of the burrow, was shocked and horrified to find

dormitory, high in the school towers, defiantly building a barricade -
of bedsteads to keep the “beaks” out. _
with such implements as ericket siumps and water jugs,
despite desperate attempts by ,Rﬂgf:r,
from their stronghold, the rebellious boys ;
sorrowful fat man. The barring-out is still geing streng. . . .

Later he found them, in their

Now they are well-armed
and
and his pres. io pry the form
are still holding the

“3ve him ancther!" said Bob.

Bump!

“Ow! Waow! Leggo! Yooo-hooop!™
ronred Turkey.

“Now, do youn still want to give
in?" asked Boh.

Ol Wow! Tes! Wow!”

“Give him another!"

Bump! :

“gtill want to give in?" inouired
Eol. “We're going to keep thiz up
titll you screw up your courage to
the jolly old sticking-point, Turkey.
Say when!"

“Ha, hLa, hal"

“I tall you T'm hungry!" shrieked
Turkoy.

Eump!

“0h, haddocks! I—I—1 mean, I-—
[ aip't hungry, and T—T'1 lecp it

up ns long as you fellows dol”

looking up—at the staircase
blocked with bedsteads and boxes
and wash-stands, and everything
else that the rebels could pack into
the barricads. Owver that barrier, a
dozen faces looked down at Roger:
many of them grinning.

“Here, sir!" called back Harry
Compton. His maomer was quite
regpectful. The Fourth Form were
barring out the bealis: deaf to
orders  from  their form-master,
whaose lightest word Lthey had once
obeyed. Dut the more thoughtful
feliows among them did not want
to add disrespect to resistance.

Bul Dudley Vane-Carter certainly
was nob numhbered among  those
more thoughtful fellowa! V.C. Trncled
regpect to muthorily at the besl of
times. MNow he was fairly leiting

[Cont. p 28, hotlom eol. 1)
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WHITE FEATHER
(Cont. from p. 19)

I soon found the remson — Chief
Broken Hand, Little Dog's ageing
father was anxious, very amnxious,
for an honourable peace with the
white man, Little Dog and his sister
were his father's messengers and
for some reason, of which I am still
unaware, I was to be the envoy to
the Cheyennpe, thoupgh, I suppose,
my new found friendship with Little
Dog — the man who hated my race
20 much.

Colone]l Lindsay's rugged face
beamed with enthusiasm. The one
thing we needed at this time was a
friendly contact with the fearless,
impetuous warriors of old Broken
Hand and so, early next morning,
with my gear stowed, and accom-
panled bty my two silent Indian
[riends, I pushed off from the safety
of the fort into the savape wilder-
neaz that was the home of the
Cheyenne.

Two days out—two wearying
broiling days under & merciless sun,
We were close now, I could tell, for
ag we threaded our way through the
creeks and rock-strewn gorges, I

was constantly aware of the Chey-
enne scouts, stony effigies frozen
against the background of a steel
blue sky. And finally, through =8
deep, tree-lined defile, it Jay hefore
uss— the wvillage, spread out’ hefore
mo on the blue-green carpet of the
earth and shellered in an iron ring
of protecting mountains.

Riding easily, we passed through
the centre ring of Indian wick-i-ups
and past the peering eyes of a hun-
dred painted warriors. I glanced
neither right nor left, bul was
sharply conscious of o deep smoul-
dering resentment in the eyes of my
watchers. All was not well here,
and although I was on a mission of
peace, I rode towards the tepee of
Chief Broken Hand with a wvery
uneagy mind.

He stood before me gaunt and
erect, a fleck of grey-white hair
showing from beneath his massive
warbonnel. With bardly more than
a movement of his dark eyes, my
unsmiling host introduced us and
the venerable old man lay his hands
upon my shoulders to bid me wel-
come. We sat alone in his tepee.
The mighty chief of all the Chey-
enne, and a4 Very young, mervous

prospector, newly arrived, trying to
solve the problems that affected the
growth of a whole mighty state and
probe for the causcs of the recent
bloodshed. To me it seemed almost
funny. But the need for life of these
people was a very real one, so I
found ne time to laugh. Broken
Hand had fought for peace des-
perately, but his strong-willed son
would have none of L. He would
have no treaty, he would fight for
his land to the end. Although our
discussion finished on a very serious
note, T was later to find just how
hospitable these féarless, savape
warriors could be. A feast and a
cercmonial dance had been prepared
in my honour. I spent a night T shall
never forget amongst the myriad of
flickering campfires, that shone like
a beacon in the surrounding wilder-
ness. ]

I was awakened next morning by
the neighing and pawing of an ex-
cited pony. Pusbing aside the leather
flap of my tent, I recciled as the
blazing moring sun struck me
savapely in the face. It was later
than I thought. Blinking around the
inner circle of tepees my gaze fell

{Cont. . 28, bottom col. 1)

BARRING OUTY

. {Cont. from p. &)
himself go. They did not have a
barring-out every day at Carcroft:
and V.C. was bent on making the
most of it while it lasted. ™ .

‘Here we are, old bean!" he
called out, “Waiting, for your next
move, Roger. Thought it up yet?
Come up, old thing, and we'll alter
your features for you. Any altera-
tion would be an improvement."

“You impertinent young rascal!"
gasped Roger.

“You impertinent old rascall” re-
torfed V.C. ?

“Shut up, V.C." whispered Lord
Talboys.

*Fot!"” maid V.C. "We don't often
get a chance to tell a beak what we
think of him. Take your face away,
Reger! It gives a fellow a pain in
the neck. Or do you call it a face?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Roger Ducas's face, at that
moment, was expressive—fearfully
expressive. But he did not dnswer
V.C. He fixed his eyes on the captain
of the Fourth.

“Compton! I am here to give you

. a last warning,” he said. “You have

broken out into rebellion, with the
fantostic idea of protecting a boy
who has been expelled from Car-
eroft for pilfering—"

“Turkey mnever pilfered, sir,” in-
terrupted Harry., “We're s
by him because we know he didn't.”

standing

i

- "Turkey snoops grub, sir—all he
can lgy his paws on' said Bob
Drake, “But he never pinched that
banknote,. sir."

- “Your head-master had  judged

" himp—1" .

#*Tell the Old Boy to think again!”
interrupted Vane-Carter, “And if
you want to get busy, snoop around
looking for that banknote. ¥You'll -
find it somewhere in your study, if
you look Jong enough. When it
turns up, you'll be glad we didn't
let you hoof Turkey out”

“Silence!"" Roger almost roared.

“Bow-wow!"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Roger made a stride towards the
stnirs, But he paused again. His
look showed how gladly he would
hawve handed out six of the very
best to V.C. But V.C. was out of the
reach of the sixes now.

“Anything more to say, Roger?"
went on Vane-Carter, cheerfully, "If
you're through, do take your face
away. It worries a chap.”

Roger Ducas compreased his lips,
hard. :

“f am here to warn you, Comp-
ton,” he said, "You have barred
yourselves in your dormitory, and
defied authority. Punishment will be
very severe—."

“Firast catch your hare!” inter-
jected Vane-Carter.

“No food will be allowed to reach
you,” went on Roger; ignoring V.C.

“Ewvery precaution will be talen, A
watch will be kept on this landing,
and you will receive no help from
beys in other forms. You must see

for yourselves, Compton, that this -

cannot go on much longer. I have
no doubt that you are all hungry.
already—"

“Oh, haddocks!™ came &a wail
from Turkey. “I—I say, sir—, I'd
rather—"" ]

“Shut wup, Turlkey!"™ exclaimed

helf-a-dozen voices.

JMBut I say—!

“Boot him!™

“Yarooooh!" roared Turkey.

YWe're not going to give in, sirl”
said Harry Compton, “We're all
ready to come down, and toe the
line, sir, on ourr own terms, First of
all, Turkey Isn't to he sacked.
Second, nobody is to be punished. If
that's agreed to-—1"

“If!'" grinned Bob Drake.

“I will listen to no such imper-
tinence, Compton. I have warned
wou whal to expect, and I have only
to say—Ooooooooooogh!™ Roger
wound up suddenly, with a wild
splutter, as a wet sponge whizzed
down the staircase, from the aeccu-
rate hand of Dudley Vane-Carter,
and impinged upon his majestic
features. e tottered back, and sat
down suddenly on the study landing.

“Ha, ha, ha!" come 5 yell from
above,

“Goed shot!" ehuckled Drummond.
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Up went V.C.'s hand again, this
time with a cake of soap
Roger, sitting spluttering on the
landing below, was a good target.
But the captain of the Fourth
caught V.C.'s arm, and dragged it
down,

“Stop that, you ass—!"

“Let go!” wvelled Vane-Carter,

“Chuck it exclaimed Bob,
“There's a limit, V.C—"

“Rats! Will you let go, Compton,
vou roller?" V.C. wrenched at his
arm.

“Iash it all, V.C., there's a limit,
though you don't seem to know it
said T.ord Talboys, “Roger's our
beak—1"

“Pack it wp, Lizard. Let go my
arm, Compton!" hawled Vane-
Carter. He wrenched and wrenched,
but Harry held hia arm &5 in a
vice, .

Roger serambled wp, and backed
out of view. The sponpge seemed to
be enoupgh for Roger: he did not
wait for the soap. As he disappeared,
Harry released V.C.'s arm.

“Keep it for the pre's, if they
comme again,” he said.

“Rot! You're rather a booby,
Compton.” i

“And you're rather a ruffian; V.C."
“Halla, there's Packe!” exclaimed |

Bob. . R
All- glances shot down the stair-
case again. Roger had sald that a

watch would be kept on the study

landing, to see that npo supplies
renched the rebels from sympathis-
ers In other-forms. Packe of the
Sixth, apparently, was stationed
there already. Packe stared up the
staircase at the faces over the barri-
cade. :

Up went Vane-Carter's hand: and
this time Harry Compton did not
stop him. . :

Whiz!

Accurate 23 a bullel from a rifle,
the eake of soap whizzed down the
stairease, Packe of the Sixth did
not Enow that it was coming, till it
came. There was quite a bang, as it
landed on his nose. ;

“Oh!" roared Packe, staggering,
and clasping his damaged nose with
both hands. :

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Give him another!" .

Packe did not wait for another.
He made a jump like a kangaroo,
and disappeared from sight. '

" AFTER DARK !
"WEYWE got to eat!”
Vane-Carter made that remark.
“Passed unanimously!" said Bob
Drake.
“T sghould jolly well think sol!”
moaned Turkey Tuck, dolorously.

in it

“I'd rather he sacked than—"
Turkey broke off, dodging a boot.

“Roger's right, as far as that
goes," weni on Vane-Carter, “We
can't hold out without grub. And
we're going to hold out™

“Yes, rather!™

It was some hours later. The sun
was setting over Carcroff School,
Lthe summer dusk deepening. The
guestion of "grub" was becoming
quile a pressing one. Unless that
guestion could be answered, it
looked like defeal fer the barring-
out, By thisz time, Turkey was not

“More ways than one of killing a
cat," sald Vane-Carter. "After datk,
a fellow could he let down from the
window on a rope—"'

“Got a thirty-foot rope in your
waistcoat pocket?" sneered Lewvett.

“The tuck-shop's closed, at lock-
upa," said Leath, “and if it wasn't,
think Mrs. Game would serve us?”

“I'm not thinking of the school
shop,” said Vane-Carter. '‘Once
down in the guad, a fellow could
cut out, and get down to the village
We could koock old Widgers up at
the village shop—he would serve us

A HUNDRED YEARS

FROM NOW . . . !

We bet you would get a shock if somehow, through some curious
warp in time you fell asleep and awoke to find yourself in the year
2055 A.D. Everything would be so completely different—Atomic cars,

strangely-dresse
amazing new devices.

people, super, overhead highways and hundreds of

Pl
i f‘\'ﬂ"t‘l

Well, after you recover from your surprise and bewilderment, here's
what we want you to do. Send us in a pencil sketch, as large as you
like, of just what you think yourtown or city will be like a hundred years
from now. Use your imagination and there'll be no end to what wonder- .
ful things you can think up. Have your sketch in to us by 15th July,
1955, and the prize-winning illustrations will APPEAR in our September
[No. 24) issue together with the names and addresses of prize-winners.

Each winning entry will receive a cash prize of 10/-,

the only fellow who felt as if he
could eat the hind leg of a mule.
Lverybody was fearfully hungry.
The Co. had bad a vaguc idea of
creeping down stealthily after night-
fall, in search of supplies. Bul the
wary Hoger had put paid to that.
With prefects on the watch, al the
foot of the dormitory staircase, any
fellow who crept down, would fall
into clutching hands, There was no
hope in that direction. But some-
thing, it was evident, had to be
done,

“There's only one way!”
Vane-Carter,

“Give it a name!" sighed Lord
Talboya, “"We're all perishin'.”

“After dark—!"" said V.C.

“"They're keeping watch, as Roger
anid!" Bob Drake shook his head.

gaid

fast encugh. Whip round for cash—
fwo or three of us could go, and
come back with oodles of groh
What about that?"

There was @ murmur of approval
from the crowd of rebels.

“It's the only way, as the johnny
says in the play!” sald Dick Lee,
"“We might work it—after darh"

"I say, it's a splendid idea!" ex-
claimed Turkey Tuclk, eagerly. "But
don't wail till darle——cut out at once,
and—"

“"Fou fat ass! We should be spot-
ted, in the daylight, and copped.™

“Oh! Yes! Perhaps! But I'm hun-
gry—! Yaroooh!" added Turkey, in
a roar. This time he did not dodge
the boot!

There iwas eager discussion of

{Cont. p. 30, col. 1)
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BARRING-OUT
{Cont. from p. 27)

V.C.s plan. All the Carerofl rehels
 mgreed that it was the only way,
rislcy as it waa. The garrison simp-
Iy could not hold out without pro-
visions. An expedition to the village
ghop at Combe, if it could be
worked, was the solution of the
pressing problem,

“Jolly risky!” ssaid Lord Talboya.
vWe're all right, if we malke them
pome to terms. But any fellow
who's caught, will get toco. Who's
poing 7"

“F'm going!” said Vane-Carter, at
tnee. ‘The Sportsman of Carcroft
was the man to carry out his oWD
plan. A spot of risk added to its
attraction for V.C.

wiHead's flogging, if you're nab-
bed! said Levett. “They'll jolly
well meke an example of any chap
they get hold of.”

“T know that! ¥ou come with me,
Levett!” said V.., with a grin.

“']] wateh 11 said Levett, em-

phatically.

WO FATRERS AND TWO SONS WENT
DUCK RUNTING. EACH SKROT A DULK
5, AND NONE OF THEM SHOT THE SAME DUCK. |
HOWEVER , ONLY THREE DULCKS WERE SHOT |

HOoW DID TRIS RAPPENT .

@jupﬂ 15 1T YOU CAN ALWAYS KICK
WITR YOUR LEFT FOOT BUT
CANNOT POSSIBLY KICK WITH
YOUR RIGHTT

F DICK'S FATRER 1S TOMS SON
Tnﬂr RELATION IS TOM 1O DICK?.

HAT 1S SHORTER WHEN ITIS
LONGER? ALSO BIGGER
WREN IT {5 SMALLER.

SNAIL STARTING AT THE
] BOTTOM .OF A WELL 16 FEET
DEEP CRAWLS UP -4 FEET EACH DAY BUT.
FALLS BACK 3 FEET BACH NIGHT.HOW

- LONG WILL IT TO REACH
WELL 2

:

Harry Compton laughed. Levett

* qyas not the man to volunteer for so

forlorfn A hope.

"1 come,” he said. “You, too,
Bob! Three will be enough. We shall
have to plait a rope of sheefs: &80
let's turn to and get it ready.”

Mrs. Tunn, the Carcroffl House-
Dame, might have shed tlears, if
ghe could have witnessed what hap-
pened next, Lo the sheets of twenty-
four beds. A rope, long and strong,
was esgential: and the sheets were
the only material at hand. Every
sheet was collected, and torn into
strips.  Busy hands plaited the
slrips into a rope. It was a lengthy
task, but the rebels had time on
their hands: for =such a wventure
obvicisly had to be left till a late
hour, when all or most of the school
would be asleep. Even V.C., reckless
as he was, did not want to be
pollared and marched off to his
headmagter, if he could help it

Might fell: and the light was
gwitched on, by the time the rops
of sheets wes completed. It was

" ANSWERS NEXT
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thick and strong and knotty: and
its strength was tested by & tug-oi-
war: the Carcroft Co. at one end,
and V.C., Drummond, and Barrick
major at the other. The rope stood
the tesi: with the result that V.C,
Drum. &snd Barrick major
dragged over in a heap.

“Okay, V.C." chuoclded Bob, az
ithe three sprawled. “Try again!”

‘3o and eat coke!" grunted V.C.
Vane-Carter did not like being
beaten: But at all events, he was
satistied with the rope.

Thal evening seemed a long noe
to the hungry rebels. Other Carcroft
fellows were at prep in the stuldies:
and Lord Talboys pointed out that
they were getling out of prep:
which was a comforl fo the lazy
Lizard, at least. But’ it was no cem-
fort, a little later, to know that the
reat of Carcroft were st supper!
Turkey Tuck groaned aloud as he
thought of it. But there was no help
for it: and the hungry garrison of
the Fourth-form dormitory had te

T —a

were
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grin and bear it—or bear 1T, any-
way, even if they couldn't grin!

‘T gay, ain't it time to start?”
asked Turkey, when the bell for
dorm was heard ringing helow.

“Npt  HIl eleven o'clock, ans-
wered Harry.

i0h, heddocks! That's nearly two
hours!™ howled Tuorkey. "T'm fam-
ished !

“We've heard that one!"” said Boh.

“T tell you I'm perishing wilh
hunger!" yelled Turkey.

"Porigh quietly, then,
perigher!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh, lor'!™ moaned Turkey. "1
wigh T'd let them gack me! I should
be having supper at home now!
Look here, you chaps, what about
chucking up the whole thing, and
I'll go to Roger and say—Yarooch!
Leave off kicking me, you rotter!™

“Ha, ha, hal"

Bedtime was past, but the Car-
eroft rebels were not sleepy. Even
Turkey was not thinking of sleep.
Hunger, like Macheth, had murdered
sleep! Other forms had gone o
their dormitories to bed: but every-
one was widely wakeful in the
Fourth. Silence settled on Carcroft
School as the night grew older. All
waited anxiously for eleven to boom
from the clock - tower. At ten
minutes to the hour, Harry Comp-
ton switched off the light. A glim-
mer of summer Stars came in at
the  window. At length came the
weleome boom. Eleven deep strokes
wole the echoes of the summer
night.

Now—!" squeaked Turkey. He
was listening with both fat ears.

-11 Sﬂ}r—:"

“Shut up, fathead!” said Bob
Drake. His volee was low, "We'd
petier lot them think we're fast
asleep, Resdy, Harry "

“Come on,” said Vane-Carter,

Harry Compton looked down from
the window. The guad lay below,
glimmering in the starlight. No sign
of life was to be seen there. At that
hour, all Careroft slept, unless some
of the masters might be still up in

you fat

‘Common-Room or in their studies.

The coast was clear.

“"All serene!" said Harry.
the bags, Bob?"

“Here they are!"

Three cricket-bags were attached
to the end of the rope. Harry
Compton opened the window quietiy
and cautiously. The hags slipped
out, and were lowered to the ground.
The upper end of the rope was
knotted securely to a bedsfead. All
was ready now for the venture.

“Pull up the rope afler we're
down, Dick!" Compton whispered to

“Got

Lee, “And keep watch for ua com-
ing back, old chap.

He clambered out of the window,
and swung on the rope. Slowly but
surely he descended, hand below
hand, many <¢yes watching him
from above, In a minute he was
standing on the earth, at the foot
of the wall. Vane-Carter swung him-
gelf out next, and slid down rapidly,
joining him in a few moments. Bob
Dirake came last, and all three were

gafely landed; and the bags untied. -

The ropea whisked up o the

window again, and disappeared,
“Okay!"” murmured Boh. “Come

on.
They glanced round, cautiously,

ANSWERS TO LAST
MONTH'S
'RELATIVELY SPEAKING'

I. (a) Joa Gargery's second wife
was Biddy.
{b) Sydney Carton was the
double of Chardes Darnay.
|c) Hiawatha was the husband
of Minnehaha,
2. Solutisn te word sguare:—
CAPRI
ARRAM
FRIDE
RADAR
INERT
"3, The archaeclogist could not
have discovered a genulne cein
dated B.C. becauvse if the coin
were minted B.C,  then it
wauld be impossible for him to
have any knowledge of it
4, Using the numbers | to ¢
once only to make 100:—

938+ 7465443 +21-1==100

in the dimness, and picked up the
bags. All was still and silent in the
shadows. Quietly, but guickly, they
cut across towards the old ocaks by
the school wall

“Safe as houses!" whispered
Vane-Carter, as they came under
the shadow of the branches. “We're
all right! Not a soul abouf—!"

e, who's that?" came a sud.
denn gruff voice.

“Ooh, my hat!" breathed Bob.

It was the woice of old Cuttle,
the Carcroft porter. Apparently old
Cuttle was making his rounds at
that hour, before turming in. The
next mement his plump figure
loomed before them in the shadows,

Crash!

Vane-Carter was prompt to aet
The bag in his hand swept through
the air, and landed on old Cuttle's
chest, with a terrific smite. There
was a breathless gasp from the
Carcroft porter, and he went back-
wards as if a cannon-ball had smit-
ten him. He spluttered wildly as he

sprawled on his back: while three
figures flitted by like shadows.

"Quick!" breathed Harry Comp-
ton.

Behind them, Cuttle sprawled and
spluttered. In a few seconds, heed-
less of him, they were at the school
wall. The bags were pitched owver,
and they clambered after them, and
dropped breathless into the road.

“Rotten luek!™ mutlered Bob,
“That old ass saw us—"'

“Can't be helped! said V.G
“Carry onl"™

There was nothing for it but to
carry on, Wwhatever might await
them on their return, They picked
up the bags, and raced away down
the road to Combe.

NARROW ESCAPE!
“ROGER!" breathed Bob.

“Quiet !

Bob hardly needed that injunetion.
The sight of Roger Ducas, pacing
in the clear starlight, was warning
enpugh.:

Midnight was tolling from the old
clock-tower., Carcroft School lay
buried in slumber. But one memhber
of Dr. Whaddon's staff was awake
— very wide awalke. From a dis-
tance, under Lthe shadow of Lthe naks,
three juniors stared across at- him —
silent as mice with the cat at hand.

So far, the expedition had been a
success. Old Mr. Widgers, at the
village shop, knocked up at a very
Iate hour, had come down with his
nyjamas tucked into his trousers,

‘blinking in amazement at three un-

expected customers, when he opened

his door. But business was business, -
with Mr. Widgers: and the whip-
round in the Fourth bad produced
quite a substantial sum in cash.
That substantial sum was tranafer-
red to Mr., Widgera' till: and in
exchange, three cricket bags were
packed to capacity with every sorl
angd varlety of provisions. Compton,
Dirake, and Vane-Carler were heavy-
laden, when they set ocut om their
return—the bags were full, and their
pockets were crammed. So {ar, so

‘good: but they tramped back o

Carerpft in a somewhat uneasy
frame of mind. If old Cuttle had
given the alarm, they wonderad how
they were going fo gel Lhrough —
and indeed whether they were going
to get through at all!

Bags and all, they clambered in
aver the school wall. Under the old
onlkes, they stopped to survey the
guad before they emerged into the
bright starlight. If Cuttle had re-
ported to Roger—!

He had! That was indubitable, as
they sighted the portly figure pac-

[ Continued on pege 34)
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ing. Roger was on the watch! He
was clearly visible in the starlight,
pacing to and fro: right under the
window of the Fourth-form dormi-
tory, high above. Every now and
then, they saw him pause, and
glance up at that big window. Then
he resumed his pacing.

"That old ass Cutile—
Eob.

Harry Compton knitted his brows.

“He’s tipped Hoger—and Roger's
guessed!” he whispered back, “He
can see thal window open. Roger
knows"

““And he's on the watch for us!"
said Vane-Carter. He pgritted his
teeth, “He's not golng to stop us,

PENPALS —
WHAT ELSE?

We're going to get back into the
dorm, and we're going to tale the
grub mth us—Hoger or no Roger!"
His eyes gleamed. “Look hers, we'll
rush him, and up-énd him, and—!"'

“And climb a rope, with Roger
hanging on to our legs?” asked
Bob. “Don't be a goat, V.C."
_ V.C. snapped his teeth. He was

the fellow for any desperate meas-
ures. Bul eéven the bot- headed
Sportsman realised that shock fac-
tica would not serve.

Heeping back in the darit shadow
of the oaks, they watched. Roger
Dueas did not glance in their direc-

" breathed

tion: he had seen mothing of.them,

and heard nothing, But ooly too
clearly he guessed, or knew, that
somie of the rebels were out of the
dormitory, and hardly needed tell-
ing why. e way there to watch and
wait for their refturn: and they noted
. Lhat there was a cane under his
arm. Mo doubt he intended to give
that cane some exercizse. Up above,
Diick Lee was on the watch, and
ready to lower the rope. But get-
ting past Roger, and climbing the
rope, with their burdens, looked like
a puzzle without an answer.

T know!" muttered V.C. sudden-
ly. His eyes danced.

"Give it 2 name.”

"We can't stick here! I'll shnrw
up, and get Roger after me! You
fellows cut in as fast as you can

when I get him away.”
© “If he gets you—!"" muttered Bob.

“T'Il chance that!™

"But—!" sald Harry, doubtfully.
V.C. cut him short.

“Leave it to me! After you're in,
leave the rope for me."
“But—!" said Bob.

Vane-Carter did not

wait for

"buts.” Leaving his companions in
the dark of the gaks, he walked out
coolly into the starlight, direectly
towards the form-master pacing
under the dormitory window.

“Hallo, Roger, old bean!"
called out.,

Mr. Ducas spun round, staring at
him. Then he started towards him,
with long and rapid strides. V.C.
baclked warily away,

“WNice night for a walk, Roger!"
he called out, "But it’'s time all good
little beaks were in bed! You're los-
ing your beauty sleep.”

“Vane-Carter! You young rascal
—OH!" Roger Ducas broke off, with
a startled yell. V.C.'s hand was in
his pocket. It came out with an
orange in {t. V.C. had never bowled
mare accurately at the wicket, than
he did at Roger's frowning face.
Thud! Squash! Yell!

"Ha, ha, ha!" roared Vane-Carter,
as the orange burst on the majestic
nose of the master of the Fourth.
“Have anocther, Roger?"

Roger did not reply in words. He
clawed orange juice from his face,
and rushed. Vane-Carter darted
away at top speed, with his form-
masler fairly racing in pursuit. He
headed round the gymnasium, with
Ropger almost at his heels, and al-
most foaming, From under the ocaks,
Compton and Drake watched. Pur-
sued and pursuer disappeared round
the building, both going strong.

“That goat -~V.C.—!” breathed
Bob. : :
"Cut in—quick!".said Harry.

The coast was .clear — for Lhe
moment! How long it would remain
clear, they could not . know. They
did not lose a second. Compton
carrying one bag, and Bob two, they
raced acroas to the spot where Roger
had been pacing.

Evidently Lee was on the watch
above, for the rope came slithering
down as they arrived, panting. Lee's
face showed at the window, looking
down. Swiftly, the three hags werc
Lied on the rope, and Harry waved
his hand as a signal. Many hands
above dragged on the rope, and the
bags disappeared in at the dormitory
window. A few moments, and the
rope slithered down again. But the
two juniors did not climb. They
stared round anxiously in the star-
light.

“We can't leave V.C. to It—!"
muttered Bob.

Compton shook hi% head.

There was a sudden palter of
running feet. Acrosas the starlit
guad, Vane-Carter came streaking,
as if he were on the cinder-path.
He panted as he jolned the chums
of the Fourth.

he

“You silly asses! Why arenl: you
in?" he panted. “"Quick—

“"We couldn't leave you to il—"

“Rot! Get going!" hissed V.C. “I
dodged Roger round the gym, but
he won't be stopping Lo pick daisies.
Up with you."

“You first!" said Harry.

"Rats! Me last!" snapped Vane-
Carter.

“Look here—!"'

"Shut up, and go up! Da you
wanl HRoger's paw on your nech?"

Compton and Drake clambered
up to the high window., Vane-
Carter was about to grasp the rope.

"Look out, V.C.!" came a yell
from abowve,

V.C. was looking out. A portly
figure came charging towards him
in the starlight. Hoger's face was
sel, his eyes gleaming. Probably he
guessed how he had been tricked
away from his post, and that Vane-
Carter's companions had elimbed to
safety. But the scapegrace of Car-
croft, at least, was almost in his
grasp:’ there was no time for V.C.
to climb the rope; Roger's grasp
would have been on hiz dangling
legs before he could get them out
of reach. Roger came on like a
charging bull.

"Roger's got him!" gasped Eob
Drake, at the window.

Am{inus eyves slared down. But
Foger had not quite “got” the reck-
lesg V.C. As hé rushed, Vane-Carter
rushed to meet Q}ﬂn'—'ﬁnexpcctecﬂy.
Roger had not "loocked for that!
Vane-Carter rushed with lowered
head: and before Roger knew what
was happening, that head butted
into his waistcoat.

"Urrrrrggh!” came in a suffocated
gasp from Roger. His own speed
added io the shock, as Vane-Carter
butted. He sat down suddenly and
hard. V.C. jumped baclk, to escape
clutching hands. But Roger's hands
were not clutehing, All the wind had
becn knocked out of Roger, by that
sudden forceful impact upon his
walistcoat! His hands were clawing
at his waistcoat, and he sat and
gasped, and gurgled, and splutiered,
completely out of action.

Leaving him to pgurgle, Vane-
Carter leaped to the rope. He fairly
whisked up the rope. The most
active monkey in a tropical forest
had simply nothing on Dudley Vane-
Carter at that moment. He was up
the rope almest in a twinkling, and
plunging headlong in at the window.
Later, with fagging gpirits raised
and plenty of grub to be eaten, the
rebels of Carcroft were going to
“gtick it out.”

{To be continued)

MORE NEXT MONTH




