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WHAT HAS HAPPENED BEFORE . .

The Fourth Form “barring-oul” has sent stately Carcroft [ESss
School into a tailspin. 1L all began when Turkey Tuck, caught
“monkeving” in a mastec's study, was expelled over the mysterious
disappearance of a banknote. Before the “beaks™ could get Turkey
away from the scheol, however, the Fourth Formers, led by Vane-
Carter and convinced of the fat boy's innocence, whisked him off
to their dorm. in the Carcroft towers. Here they set up a strong
barricade of bedsteads and armed themselves for the coming on-
slaught. They stood in grim defiance of every effort of the “beaks™
to dislodge them. Their troubles, however, had not yef ended, for
now they must find food to help them through the siege. V.C.,
with Compton and Drake, volunteered for the job. Slithering down
a sheet rope in the dead of night, they forced a perilous passage
through the school grounds to a nearby tuckshop, returning later
to be very nearly nabbed by a Jurking Roger Ducas, stern Fourth
Form master. Back in their barricaded dorm once more, much
feasting went on, and with flagging spirits revived the lads decided
that the “barring-out™ was tov go an.

NOW READ ON. . . .
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. TURN
CLANG! Clang!
The rising-bell was ringing over

Carcroft School in the summer

marning,

MY aw-aw-aw-aw!"

Bob Dralte gat up in bed, in the
Fourth Form dormlitory, and yaw-
ned. Bob, generally, was the firat
out of bed in that dormitory, and he
was wont to come out of iL with a
bound. But mow, as he sat up, he
vawned, and rubbed sleepy eyes.

He glanced up and down the long

oUT!

dormitory, and grinned. It presen- .

ted & very unusual aspect.

All the beds were on the floor,
All the Carcroft Fourth, with the
exception of Bob, were fast asleep

in them. The rising-hell clanged
unheeded,
In wother dormitories, <Carcroft

fellows were turning owt as old
Cuttle clanged the bell. The Third,
the Shell, the Fifth, the Sixth, were
all getting active. But the Fourth
Form slumbered on.

They had been up very Iate the
prewnua night. They were all gleep-
ing on the floor because the ‘bed-
steads were stacked in a barricade
on the dormitory staircase. It was
© the first time- that Roger Ducas's
form- had passed by the rising-bell
like the:idle wind which they re-
garded not. But with a barring-out
in progress, the Carcroft Fourth

were, for the.time at least, a. law- h

unto themselves.

Bob put a long leg out: of bed
Sleepy or. not sleepy, barring-ouf or
o barring-out, he was not going to
slack. The sturdy junier from Auna-

tralia was pachked w-ith pep, and
full of heans.

""Wake up, you slackers!" he
shouted.

Harry Compton, captain of the
Fourth, opened sleepy eyes.

“What's up ?" he asked drowsily.

“1 am!" answered Bob,

“More ass you!' yawned Comp-

ton. “Take it easy.”
“That’s the beli—!"
“Ch, blow the bhbell.,” came a

drowsy wvolce from Dick Lee's hed.

“We haven't got to jump at. the,

bell now, Hoger won't be coming
up io ask why”

Bob Drake chuckled.

“Feeling aleepy 7" he asked.

- ""Yes, rather," angwered Compton
ang Lee, together.

“OKay'! I'll give you something
to cure gil that!" sald Bob cheerlly.
He grasped Harry Compton's bed-
clothes and whipped them off.
“That better?"

"Oh, you ass!" gasped Compton,
sitting up.

Baob, grinning, turned to Lee's

‘bed,

“Loolk here, no larks!" exclaimed
Dick Lee. "I'm jolly sleepy, and I'm
not going to—Oh! Oocoogh! Fat-
head!" He, too, sat up as the bed-
clothes were whisked away.

“Up with you!" said Bob., "We're
the leaders in this jolly old barring-
out, and we're not setting an exam-
ple of slacking. Look here, if you' re
still sleepy, I'll get a wet sponge—"'

"Fathead!”

“Ditherer!"

With those remarks, Compton and
Lee turned out, apparently not
desiring the aid of a wet sponge.
Three or four other fellows opened
their eyes, and closed them again,
The deep and resonant spore from
Turkey Tuck's bed was uninterrup-
ted.

“Turn out, you alackers!"” roared
Bob.

“Go and eat coke!” came from
Vane-Carter's bed. “I'm not goin'
to turn out till I jolly wetl choose.”

There . was a squishy sound, as
Bob dipped & sponge Inte a jug.
The sponge sailed dripping through
the air, and there waa an almost
frantic yell from Dudley Vane-
Carter, as it dropped on his face.
He. came out of bed with®*a jump.

“Turn out, Lizard!"” chuckled BEob,

shaking Lord Talboys by the shoul-.
der, "The bell's stopped.” ;
His lordship sat up and blinked

sleepily.:
“Bother the bell, and bother you!"

‘he mumbled. “T was just dreaming
that the barring-out was going oo

for the rest of the term, and that
there wouldn't be any more lessons.
MNow you—"

“Look out, Bob!" yelled Dick Lee

Bob stared round., WVane-Carter,
out of bed, had grabbed up the
sponge, and dipped it in a water-
jug. MNow he was laking aim. A
moment meore, and Bob would have
recgived it in the baclk of the nechk.
He dodged just in time, and the
whizzing sponge missed him by an
inch.

But every bullel hag itg billef.
The sponge, missing Bob, shot on
its way, and landed fair and square
in the middle of the aristocralic
features of Rupert Lord Talboys.
Tt landed with a sguash and a
splagh, and there was & wild splutter
from ihe Lizard.

“Opoococh! Wooooch! Goooooch!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh! ah! Ooocogh! Wooogh!”
gasped Lord Talboys. ‘'You siily
ass, V.C. Ocoogh! I'm all wet!
Woonooh,"'

ugtill sleepy 7" asked Bob. "Il

squecze it down the back of your
neclt, if you are, old bean.”

“Heep off, you dangerous maniac,"”
gasped the Lizard, And he turned
out of hed.

Most of the sleepy juniors turned
out, too, They would have preferred
to slumber on, but Bob's energetic
methods did not favour repose. But
Turkey Tuck remained in bed, still
snoring. Like the unending melody
in Wagnerian music, Turkey's snore
went on and on and on

“"Wake up, Turkey!" roared Bob.

Snore!

“Turn out, you fat slacher!"

Spoore!

- Bob grasped a fat shoulder and
shook. Shake! shake! shake! Then

Turkey Tuck's gooscberry eyer
opened, and his snore ceased to
rumhile.

“Oogh! Leggo!" howled Turkey.

“Tain't rising-bell!™

“The hell's stopped, fathead"

“Well, T ain't petting up!” blea-
ted Turkey. "What's the good of a
barring-out if we turn out at rising-
bell just the same? We can do as
we jolly well like now, sa yah! I
ain't getting up for hours yet"

“T'l help you out—I"

“You keep off!"” wyelled Turkey.
"“I—1 say, I—I can't get up—I—I'm
it I —TI've got a pain—a fearful
pam_l'l
SUTll give you another to mateh,
if -you don't- turn. out.”

"L {ell you I've got a fearful
pain,” howled Turkey. ‘I—I ecan't
get out! An awful pain in. my legs!
I—I think it’s hronchitis—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

"¥ou can cackle” hooted Turloey:
indignantly. “I think you might be
a bit sympathetic when a fellow's
got an awful pﬂ.in I tell you I'm
in-—"

“You must Ll.r.-_'. *.1."11:.1:1 bronchitis in
the legs," agreed Bob. "“Sounds bad!
Sure you haven't gol housemaid's
knee in the back of the neck?”

“"Hg, ha, ha!™ _

“But if wou can't gel out, wvou
can't!' said Bobh., “Sure you can't?”
“Veg, rather!" gasped Turkey.

“You couldn't jump out?"”

“Not if the house was on fire!”
gasped Turkey.

“Think you could roll out?"

"Wo!" welled Turkey.

“0kay,” =aid Bob, "I you couldn'{
roll out, you couldn't. But Tl up-
end your mattreas, and that might
help.™

Eob stooped and grasped the end
of Turkey's mattress with both
hands, He gave a mighty heave.
Turkey had stated that he couldn't
roll out. But as one end of his

{Continuad page 28, ool. 1)
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ROADS MET FOUND

SPOT WHERE TREFE

al THAT THE SIGNPOST
T INDICATING HIS DESTINATION |

HAD BEEN TORN DOWN.
 THINKING
EOR A MINUTE, (=
HE THENW PUTIT ———
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{ﬁ\ LITTLE INDIAN 2
AND A BIG INDIAN
STOOD ON A HILL.
WHE LITTLE INDIAN WAS THE
BlG INDIAN'S SON BUT TRE BIG
INDIAN WAS NOT THE LITTLE
INDIAN'S FATRER. Hlow?

. *

/ﬁi 1O FOOT ROPE LADDER.|
HANGS OVER THE SIDE OF A
SHIP. THE RUNGS ARE &
ﬁ FOOT APART AND THE
%o BOTTOM RUNG 1S RESTING

=2

_ON THE SURFACE OF
= THE WATER.IF THE
TIDE RISES
& & INCHES AW
i 2 HOUR., WHEN
“ WILL'THE FIRST
- TWREE RUNGS
BE COVERED
WITR WATERS |
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DIESEL
{ Clonfinued from page 13)

#mpossible to deslgn any form of
ghrect drive that @ will stand up to
khe work.

Apart a.ltachher from this, the
msz of the dlesel-electric system en-
ables two or more locos to be cou-
mled up and controlled from  -one
+nh. With steam or direct diesel
frive sach loco would have to have
iz owWn crew.

In New South ‘Wale::' the frst
diesels were used for the tramsport
of goods at the end of November
T%31. These were rated at 1,600 h.p.
Siarting the diesel engine against
gich high compressions is quile ‘&
Wig job. This is done by using the
aain generator as & motor (which
Bas a specinl starting winding).
Tatterles supply the current for this
il start.

These proved so satisfactory that

10 shunting engines of 1,000 h.op.
were later placed into commission.

. They are used, not only for shunt-

ing but alsoc for hauling heavy
freight trains. When necessary they
have ©been . used  for- passenger
service,

An interesting feature of these.
locos is the  automatic  eontrol of

wheel-slip. Immediately the driving
wheels commence to slip— before
they begin to “race,”” an automalic
cut-out reduces the power. As ths
wheelg grip, current is sutomatically
increased.

It is a coincidence that at the
moment thizs paragraph is being
typed (7.35 am., %9th May, 18335)
the first of two 4-car units is pull-
ing out of Sydoey statlon for
Canberra. These air-conditioned die-
el express trains will, in future
provide regular services belwesn
Sydney and Canberra and Sydney
and Cooma, returning the same

night. 920 h.p. will be avallable for

traction and a further 110 b.p. will

drive the auxilinry equipment.
THE MYSTERY

- What happened © to  Hudolpk
Diegel? By hard and patient work
. he attained world fame and a for-
tune. In 1913, just before the start
of the first World War he was
called to England for a conference
with top-ranking PBritish manufac-
turers. He hoarded the cross-channel
steamer Dresden on s calm, clear
evening. He was on top of the world
and young encugh to enjoy it. He
was in perfect health and his fame
was growing dafly.

MNext morning he was missing
His bed had not been slept in and
neither passengers nor crew could
help in any way. Neither he, nor
the important papers he carried
with him, were ever sgen again

What happened to Rudelpn

Diesel 7 THE ENID.

BARRING-OUT AT CARCROFT
(Comtinued from ige 5)
wmsttregs wae lifted into the air, it
‘Beeame evident -that he could—for
= did! ¥e rolled out on the foor

guaring,
“Tou can roll out all right,
=aat gaid Bob.
“Ha, ha, ha!"
Bob Drake looked round.
“Anybody else want any help?”
Ze Aasled.
Nobady did!

You

The _Ca reroft Fourth

were all up now: almost as early
asg the other forms that were nol in
a state of rebellion and a law unto
themselves.

CHAPFTER 11

ROGER KNOWE HOW!
"THEY'RE up to something!”

“Looks like it!"

“But what?"

That was the gueslion. A crowd
of the Fourth, gathered on the
dorimilory landing, stared down over
the barricade on the staircasc.

form-
grind.

Dther forms were in the
rooms, at  the acoustomed
There was no grind for the rebels
of the Fourth—nor for their forme-
master, Roger Ducas. All the other
maslers al Carcroft, oxcepting
Groom, master of the Fifth whe
was away, were busy with classes:
bul Roger bad no class to keep him
busy. However, he had plenty of
business on hand, in dealing with his
recaloitrant form.

Dr. Whaddon, ihe head-master.
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had raised his eyebrows, almost to
the top of his majestlc head, at the
news that the Fourth were in rebel-
Tion. But he left the task of dealing
with them to thelr forrm-master. IL
wans up to Roger to reduce the
gurth Form to obedience—if he
could. And now, the rebels had no
deubt, Roger was pgettiug a move
ori.
Looking down the blocked atair-
case, they could see a conslderable
section of the study landing below.
Roger was there—once or twice his
portly form had passed in thelr
view. They had caught gllmpses of
Langley, the captain of Carcroft,
and other prefects of the Sixth
Form. Once they hud spotted the
gnarled visage of old Cutlle, the
Carcroft porter, and then for a
moment IRRuggles, the house-porter,
had looked up the barricaded stalr-
case. Something, it was clear, was
going on, on the study landing,
while most of Carcroft were in
riaas.

*We're rendy for them, whatever
they're up to,” said Dudley Vane-
arter, “They tried to rush us
yesterday—did they get through?™

“No fear!" said Boh.

“Roger fancied he could starve us
aut,” went on V.. “He knows bet-
ter mow. He knows we got in a
cargo of prog last night—enough to
Tagt the lot of us a jolly long time.
‘30 that chicken won't fight."" ~

“HBut he can't let us rip!" said

Harry Compten. “I fancy the Head -

has been combing his hair for him
atready. He must fry something
dn'hl‘ z LY

“f.ot him!* sald V.C. "We'll put
paid to it! We're not giving in, at
any price. Inm faet, we can't.” He
iaughed. “If they beat us, it's the
sack for some of us, and floggings
all round for the rest. We started
thiz to save that fat ass Turkey
from the aack: but we've got Lo
keep it up to save our own necks,
1ill the beaks agree to our terms.”

“f say, you chaps, don't you think
of  giving in!" bleated Turkey.
“You've got to stand by a pal, you
know., Whe's afraid of Roger? I'l
jolly soon tell hitm where he gets
wlf! Sacldng a chap for nolhing!
Tm jolly well sticking it out to the
dast shot in the locker. We're get-
ting out of lessons, and we've got
iots of grub—so who cares?"

There wag a chuelde on the land-
ing. Turkey Tuck was waliant that
sunny. morning. The previous day
there had been a food shortege, and
the fat Turkey had felt that even
ihe *“sack” was guite attractive,
compared with missing meals. But
»o% there was plenty of provender,

was he insensible to

and that made all the difference.
Full of feood, Turkey was full of
beans! He was prepared to face
anything but an empty plale!

“WWhat's that?" exclaimed Drum-
mond, as & heavy dragging sound
was heard from the study landing
helow,

“Goodness lknows," =aid Harry,
puzzled. "But they're getling some-
thing ready for ua! Hallo, here's
Roger."

The portly figure of the master

of the Fourth appeared at the foot.

of the stair. His eyes glinted up at
the rebels over the barricade. Roger
was alwoys g bit of a Tartar. Now,
clearly, be was in his most Tartaric
moad. A rebellion in his form was
the mit, in Roger's opinion. Nelther
the sarcastic

comments of other beaks in
Common-Hoom.
“Good-morning, sir!™ called out

Bob Drake, cheerily.

“Top of the morning, sir!" chir-
ruped Lord Talboya.

Roger made no reply to those
cheery greetings. Hiz eyes fixed op
the fat face of Turkey Tuck, grin-
ning down at him.

“Tuck!" he rapped.

“Hallo!" answered Turkey, care-
lessly. With the barricade between
and a barring-out going on, even

the fat Turkey had lost his dread of

Roger. He answered him as casu-
ally a5 he mirght have answered
Bray-'of the Third.

“Come down at once, Tuck!"

'T'I1 watch it!" grinned Turkey.

"¥Fou are expelled from Carcroft,
Tuek—" !

“Forget 1t!" =aid Turkey. "You
jolly well go and find that bank-
note in your study, and then you'll
know that I never pinched it. I
ecan tell you the Old ‘Boy will comb
your hair for you, when it comes
out- that you jumped on & fellow for
nothing, and your silly banknote's

in your study all the time. Go and

ook for it, and be blowed to you.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the rebels,
greatly entertained by Lhe cxpres-
gion on Hoger's face as he listened
to this

YT min't going to be sacked," went
on Turkey. "You ecan think again,
Roger, and the Ol Boy can think
again! Yah!" ’

“Compton!" Roger almost roared.

“Yesg, gir?" s=aid Harry, laughing,

“I order you, and the rest, Lo
come down, immediately. Other-
wise—-"!

"Better make it otherwise, old
Irean,” s8aild Vane-Carter. “"We'rc
not coming down, Try fetching ua
I've got an egg ready for wyour
boko."

“Otherwise!" roared Roger,
“otherwise, the fire-hose will be
turned on you. I give you two
minutes to cease this insubordina-
tion, and descend."

With that, Roger stepped back
out of view. He was only in time,
for Dudley Vane-Catrer was taking
aim with the egp.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob
Drake., "Is that what Roger's been

" thinking up?”

Lord Talboys whistled.

"We're going to get a wash!” he
gaid.

“Oh, baddocka!" gasped Turkey.
The idea of an sdditional wnash
geemed to alarm  James BSmyth
Tuck. He hacked away promptly,
and faded out of the plcture.

“So that's what they're up tol™
said Vane-Carter. fHoger's peting
his ears up, and no mistake."

Harry Compton set his lipa.

“We're poing to get wet, If thatl's
the game.” he said, “but we're stick-
ing it out. Wo surrender!™

“Hear, hear!"

Levett and Leath exchanged s
glance and backed away after the
fat Turkey. But the rest of the
Fourth remsined at the barricade.
watching for the enemy. Roger,
probsbly, was reluctant to adopt-
guch drastic measures. But he had
to put down that rebellion In his
form—if he could. The juniors’
knew now what had been going on
below : the fire-bose had been trailed
up the stairs to the study landing, -
and was ready for operation. “The -7
SBixth-Form . prefects had falled ts
rush the barricade: and they were
zoing to be washed out of their
defences by a torrent of water from
the fire-hose.

“Here they come!"” breathed Dick
Lee.

0ld Cuttle came in alght, with the
nozzle of the hose in a borny hand.
He grinned a erusty grin vp at the
rebels staring down, Behind him
the hose trailed on the Janding.
Further back were balf-a-dozen pre-
fects, with their ashplants in their
hands. The senior men were ready
to rush, when the torrent had driver
the junlors back into the dormitory.

Whiz! The egg flew from Vane-
Carter's hand, just as old Cuotile
started the stream of waler. In
another second it would have been
sweeping up the stairs. But the
ancient Carcroft porter, with an egg
gmashing on his ancient nose, and
the yolk thereof spreuding over his
face and blotting hia eyes, siag-
gered bacle and dropped the hose
He stumbled over it, and sat dows.

"Ooooooogh!” splutter Mr, Cutfle,
clawing wildly at egg, as he sal.
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"Ha ha, ha!" was left to Roger Ducas to carry plain. If the hose drove the defen-

"I'a.ke care, there!" came a ghout
trom Floger. But old Cuttle, smoth-
ered with burst egg, wes in no state
£o. take care. Ie floundered in the
trailing hose, and the gtreaming
aozgle curled round him. A flood
wf water from his own hose raleed
old Cuttle fore and aft, so to speak,
and he sgplutiered {frantically and
solled over, amid yells of laughter
fromn above,

“Look out!" shouted Langley of
ghe Sixth, Bul it was too late for
the prefects in a  bunch  behind
Cuttle to look out, as & stream of
wafer from the wriggling hose shot
& their direction. They dodged
wildly to egcape it, almost tumbling
sver one another {n the midst of a
forrent.

“0h, my hat!' gasped Bob Drake.
*This is a5 good az a eircug!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

MCuttle! Pick up thal hose!™
reme Roger's roar.

d Cuttle spluttered.

"Blow the 'ose!"” he howled. "Lock
it me! Hegg all over me, and
soaked to the blinking alin! RElow
the blinking 'ose!"

Oid Cuttle, apparently, had had
- enough. He wriggled out of view,
and the hose lay streaming water
en the study landing. -

"Ruggles!” Roger's roar came
spain, “Take: up thbt hose.”

"Yegsir!"

Ruggles, the huuse -porter, clut-
thed up the hose—with care! He
swung the nnzz]e round- L-:- the stair-
LaEe,

“Give him all you've gﬂt"’ £x-
tlaimed Bob.

Migsiles whizzed down the stair-
zase, Several eggs, & numhber of
apples, two or three pillows, and all
sortg of arvlicles, fairly rained on
fuggles. They crashed on him
right and leff, and he tottered, and
dropped the nozzle. Onee more the
rater streamed out over the study
fanding, as Ruggles jumped for
EOVET,

"Ruogelea!' thundered Hoger.

“Ow! Oh, crumbs!” came a howl
trom the house-porter. "Wow! T'm
urt! I've got a happle in my heye,
and a hegyg in my hear, and-—"

“Pah!' coime o snap from Roger.
*Take up that hosel!™

T tell you I'm "urt! P'raps you'd
like a happle in your heye, and &
hegg in your hear—!"

“Silence!"

Boper Ducas rushed forward, and
picleed up the hose himsell. Neither
Cuttle nor Ruggles seemed to enjoy
the [usillade from above. Apples
emd egps, talken externally, were
peither gruteful nor comfarting. It

out his own plan of campaign.,

“Give him jip!" shouted Vane-
Carter,

Misuilles rained again. Fggs burst,
and apples banged, -on Koger.
Heedless of eggs and apples, he
took alm up the stairease, and let
loogse the flood of waler on the
rebels, Up it came in a torrent
sweeping through the barricade of
jammed bedstewtds, through it and
over it, and fairly ¢rashing on the
crowd of juniors behind., And the
missgiles ceased to whiz, as the reb-
els of Carcrofl strove frantically,
but in wvain, lo dodge the Lorrent,

CHATTER III

NOT A WASH-OUT!
"Looi out—1"

“(Oh, my hat!"

"Trrrreggh!™

"Oh, gad!™

Bob Drahe, with the torrent dash-
ing fairly in his face, went over
backwards. Harry Complon caught
it with hiz ear, and Lotiered. Dick
Lee got it in the neck, and reeled,
Lord Talboys was bowled over like
a ninepin. A dozZen other fellows,
drenched and dripping, gasping and
gpluttering, jumped and dodged. It
was A powerful fre-hose, and the
water was full on, and Roger held
the nozzle with a stendy and rath-
leas hand. The barricade, which
had stopped a rush of senior men
the day hefore, was no defence
apgainst that form of attack Tt
looked as if the rebels would be
fairly washed oul of their defences
—a5 lloger was grimly determined
that they should be.

"Stand up to it!" gasped Harry
Compion. "We've gol to—ooo000-
ogh!” He broke off with a splutter
as Lhe torrent landed in his mouth,

"Waurrrgeh !
“Stick it out!™  wyelled Vane-
Carter. "That's for wou, Roger!™

An orange whizzed from his hand
and burst on Roger's nose below.
Roger gave & snorl—but that was
all. He pleyed the hose on Vane-
Carter, and V.C. caught the stream
under his chin. Ide tottered,

Boly Dralie scrambled up.

"Baclk up!" he roared. “They’ll
rush us if we don't baele up”

IBut already a dozen of the defen-
ders were retreating inlo the dor-
mitory, to escape that whizzlng
gtream, dripping from head to foot,
and  apluttering for hbreath. The
Corceroft Co. and Lord Talboys, and
V.. still manned the barricade, with
crickel-stumps rezdy to smite if
the enemy made A rush, The Sixth-
Form men were gathering behind
Roger, and their inteniion was

ders back, & rush was coming.

"We've pot to stick il panted
Bolb., "“They've got us if we don't!
Oh, my hat! Qooocooch!” A flood
in his face sent Bob staggering.

Roger had come up several steps
now. Closer at hand, he played the
hose with still greater effect. The
prefects bunched at the bottom of
the stair behind him, many of them
grinning. This time they were nol
going to be driven off, as had hap-
pencd before. The hose was clear-
ing the way. More and more of the
defenders backed from the gearch-
stream. Oply a wvallant half-dozen
still manned the defences. Bul the
torrent was almeost too much for
Lthem.

Vane-Carler suddenly turned and
cut Into the dormitory. "Back up,
V.C.!" roared (Bob. "Oh, erumbs!
Groogn!" he added, as the torrent
crashed on him, and he spun over
and sprawled.

“Oh, gad!" gurgled Lord Talboys.
“If's too thick! Woooooogh!"

Roger came up another step or
two, His face was grim. Langley.
Gates, Packe, and the rest, followed
him up. They were ready for the
rush now. Only five fellowa re-
malned at the barrier, and they were
staggering and tottering under the
torrent. Few hands, if any, were
likely to be raised in defence when
the, Carcroft prefecte rushed.
Roger's latest device was a winner.
The barring-out had become a wash-
oul. It was only a matier of mom-
ents now,

Roger
Btreamn,

“MNow!" he rapped.

He stood aslde and the prefectc
rughed. Ten stalwnart Sixth-Form
men came up with a rapid rush. It
was at that moment that Dudley
Vane-Carfer reappeared. He came
speeding out of the dormitory with
a tin in one hand znd a peper bag
in the other. The ld was off the
tin and the paper bag was open. ln
a moment bhe was &t the barricade,
reaching it on the upper side, as the
enemy reached it on the lower. Up
went both his hands, and the con-
tents of the tin and the paper bag
gshot acroess at the assailants.

ﬁuddenly shuf off the

"Oh!" gdsped Harry Ceompton.
“What—?" He broke of with &
neezo. "(dh! Atchooh! Ooogh!
Aytishoo!™

fMustard!™ gasped Boh,

“Pepper!” gurgled Dick Lee.

Angd they sneezed in chorus,

Pepper from the bap, mustard
from the tin, swept in a cloud over
the bunch of Sixth-Form men. The
Carcroft Co. caught merely a whiff
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as it went. But the enemy got the
whole benefit of it. Mixed pepper
and mustard, descending on them
in a shower, stopped the rush, sud-
denly and drastically. There was a
frantic chorus of sneezing.

#Atchooooooooh !

“Aytishoo! Qoooh"

“Vou young rascall” roared Roger,
as his ferces staggered right and
left, sneezing frantically. "You—
vou—ooogh! Atchoo! Aytishooh!
Wooonoch!" Roger almost doubled
up, sneezing, his eyes and nose
strenming. He dropped the nozzle
of the hose, and clawed at popper
and mustard, "Coocch! Aytishooo!
Oooh !

Vane-Carter
leasly.

“That's stopped 'em!" he gasped.
"It was Lhe last shot In the locler
—but it's stopped 'em!"

The Carcroft Co. knew now why
V.C. had cut back into the dormi-
tory =o suddenly. Pepper and mus-
turd were among the supplies he
had smuggled in over-night. The
seapegrace of Carcroft wag the fel-
low to think of such messures,
There was no doubt that V.C. had
gaved the situation—at the last
moment! oger's lalest manoeuvre
had washed out the defence. But
Vane-Carter’s had washed -out the
atlaeck. .

The staircase was crowded with
Sixth-Form men, tottering, sneez-
ing, coughing, splullering, doubled
up with Gargantuan sneezes, They
were not coming on now. They did
not. want any more of V.C.'s unex-
pected ammunition at closer guar-
ters. Almost sneezing their heads
off, they tottered down the stairs
to the study landing—sneezing and
aneesing and sneezing!

“Stick where wyou are, Roger!"
velled Vance-Carter. "Ilere comes
another lot!”

“pytishoo! Oocogh!"  spluttered
Roger. He did not wa't for another
tot. He did the lower stairs in one
jump, and disappeared round the
COTTEL.

“0Oh, crumbs!” gasped Bob Drake.
He rubbed streaminzg water from
his face, and chuckled breathlessly.
“They've had enough—-grooogh!
Atchooh!™

The staircase was clear. Not an
enemy in sight: though from the
study landing the sound of frantic
sneezing could he heard. The hose
wan left trailing on the stairs, un-
reparded.

“$What are you up to, V.C.7" ex-
claimed Harry Complon, Vane-
Carter did neot answer. Hep was
serambling over the barricade.

He dropped on the lower side,

chuckied Threath-

stooped, and picked up the nozzle
of the hose. The Carcroft Co.
watched him blankly, Hose in hand
V.C. stepped lightly down the stairs,
and looked out on the study land-
ing., Quite near at hand stood
Roger and the Sixth-Form men, still
sneezing and certainly not dreaming
of attack. But it was atlack Lhat
was coming lo them,

Coolly, WVane-Carter lifted the
nozzle and turned the water on. As
Eoger and Co. stared round at him,
the torrent flew. It crashed on lhe
crowd on lhe study landing, spin-
ning them right and left, drenched
to the skin.

“Yopur own medicing, Roger!”
yelled Vane-Carter. “Like it?"

“0h, my hat!" gasped Bob Drake.
“V.C., you mad ass!"

"Hu, ha, ha!"”

Vane-Carler dropped Lhe hose, as

ANSWERS TO LAST
MONTH'S
"QUICK WIT"

1. {a) The hunters were a
grandfather,
a father and a son.
Your right ankle., .
Tom is Dick's grand-
father. s g
The word "shorter"
is longer than the
word "“longer.,”

The word "smaller™
is higger than the
word "bigger.” :

(b}
{e)

{(d)

2, An eight-day clock
won't run at all
without winding.

3. The snail would

reach fhe top on
the thirteenth day. }

Roger rushed, and Lore up the stair-
case again, He came over the barri-
cade alimost lke a bird, Boger pani-
ing after him. . A pillow, whizzing
from ahove, from the Lizard's hand,
folded round Roger's feee, and he
wenl down the stairs faster than he
had come up. There was a bump al
the foot of the dormitory staircase,

"Man down!' chuckled Vane-
Carter.

"Ha, ha, ha!"

‘“Come on, Roger!" shouted V.C.
"Likte another spot of pepper?”

BEvidently Roger did not want
another spot of pepper. He gave one
glare up the staircase and disap-
peared from view, Once more the
rehels of Carcroft had been viclor-

ions—it was not & wash-out afier
all!
CHAPTER 1V
JAM FOR TURKEY!
"RATIONS!" said Harry Comptoe.

Yell, from Turkey!

“Look here—!"

“Shut up, you fat cormerant!”

“But I gay—!"

“Kick him!"

”WD-“']”

The dinner-bell was ringing sl
Carcraft. All forms but the Fourth
were gathering in hall. Twe
dozen fellows, in the Fourth-Form
dormitory, gathered te =2 picnic
meal, They were in cheery spirils.
They had had to towel themselves
down and change after the brush
with the enemy in the morning.
But the enemy had been beaten off,
though it had heen touch and go.
The hbaering-oul was still going
strong, and the rebels were ready
for Roger's next move—-if Roger
thought up & new move! There had
not been & aipn from him so far.
No doubt he was finding the rcbel-
lion in his form a difficult problem
to solve.

Turkey was merry and bright.
The dinner-bell passed him by us-
heeded. What did dinner in hall
matter when -there was plenty of
provender in the rebels’ strenghold?
Turkey was ready to make a deep
inrgad on that provender, and pack
it away at a rate with which three
or four K other fellows could never =
have kept pace with combined
efforts. o

Put at the fell word “rations”™
the brightness faded out of Turkey.
Tuck's fat countenance. He guzed
at the captain of the Fourth in deep
dismay and indignation. Tt was not
Turkey's way te take thought of
the maorrow! The present tcnse was
good enough for Turkey, especially
at mealtimes.

sRations!" said Vane-Carter, with
a nod, “We've golt o w osupply of
grub once, bui you can bel that
Roger won't give us a chance lo
get in another. What we've got has
got to last us out”

. YBut I say—!" hleated the dis-
mayed Turkey.
§ “you fat villain!” exclaimed Boh
Drale. "“We're all in this on your
account. Like us to have to give
in because the grub's run out, and
hand wou over to the Old Boy to
be bunlied T :
ywell, look here said Turhkey.
sHuppose you fellows go on rations
and---and leave me out! I—T don't
likke rations, but if you fellows do—'"
“"Ha, ha, ha!”
“You can cackle,” said Turkey,
[(Tontinued page 34)
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hotly. “But if you think wyou're
folly well going to keep me short of
grub, you're jolly well mistaken,
see? T'wve told you before that I'd
rather be sacked than kept short of
grub. I'll stick it out as long as you
fellowe do, but T've got to hove
enough grub, and I can jolly well
say—wow! wow! wow! Leggo my
neck, Drake—leggo—wow! If wou
bang my head on that box again,
I'll—wyarooooh!™

“Iig, ha, ha!"

“Oh, baddocks!" moaned Turkey.

After dinner, there was lesp-frog
up and down the dormitory, which
Lhe rebels enjoyed much more than
going inlo form with Roper. But
Turkey did not join the leap-frog-
gers. He sat wilth sorrowful eves
fized on the box of foodstuffs. And
suddenly a cunning gleam came into
lthose pooseberry eyes.

Turkey grinned. He rose and
rolled oul of the doorway on the
landing. Mo one heeded his depar-
ture. But a few minytes later, a
fat excited face was put in at the
doorway again, and Turkey yelled:
. "Look out, you fellows! They're
coming!™

Leap-frop ceased as if by magic,

"Come on!" sghouted Bob.

He led a rosh out of the dormi-

tory, with the wholé crowd of
juniors after him. There was a pell-
mell rush across the landing to the
lop. of the staircase. Turkey was
. left standing in the doorway.
Eut he slood there for only one
- second, after the rush had passed
bim, Then he whipped into the
dormitory, grabbed the door, and
slammed it. There was a sharp
click as the key turned on the in-
side of the lock,

“He, he, he!” chuckled Turkey.

He cut across to the larder-box.
He whisked up the lid. The next
moment fat hands were groping for
Lthe foodstufls, and there was 2
sound of munching,

On the landing, Harry Complan
and Co. stared down over the bar-
ricaded stairs,
of the enemy. It was g false alarm!

“Whatl the dickens—!" exclaimed
Bob., "Nobody's coming—"'

“That fat ass was pulling onr
leg!  growled Vane-Carter, If
that's Turkey's iden of a joke—"

“He's locked the door! shouted
Dirummaond.

“What 1" .

There wos o rush baclk across the
landing, Harry Compton turned ihe
door-handle. But  the dormitory
door did not open. It was locked
on the inside,

Compton bammered on the door,

“Turkey, vou fat ass!™ he roared.
"“What's this game, you fathead?"

*Yah!" came o fal sgqueak from

within, rather muffled by food-
stuffa.

“Open  this door, you bloated
hlitherer."

“Fah!” came back, muifled a=
hefore,

Vane-Cuarler gave a yvell
“"He's acoffing the grub!™
“Qh, my hat! Turkey, you podgy

pirate—!" i
“Turkey, you bioated brigang—!"
Munch! munch! munch! munch!

Only that sound replied from with-
in the dormitory. Safe with the
door locked, the fat Turley was
going strong. .

Eang! bang! bang! came af the
door. Turkey did not heed, Turkey
was busy.

"Leave that grub alone, you pie-
faced porker!” welled Eob, through
the keyhole. "

“I'll wateh it!" came hack from
Turkey. “You jolly well ain't going
to keep me short of grub! There's
lots. Yah!"

“We'll serap you bald-headed for
this!" voared Complon,

"He, he, he! How are you going to
get in?" chuckled Turkey. “T'1l let
you in aftar I've had my dinner, if
you make il pax! Nol if you don't!”

“We'll boil you in oil! shrieked
Lol

There was no sign

“He, he, he!”

“We're gelting in!" said Vane-
Carter, “Stand clear, you fellows.'”
V.O. swung a cricket-bat in  his
hands and the other fellows jumped
clear.

Bang! bang! BANG! Mighty
smites landed on the lock, with all
the wvigour of Vane-Carter's musc-
les, Bang! Dang! Bang! BANG! It
was a good lock: but it was oot
built Lo sustain suck an  attacl
There was 2 sudden loud crack, and
the loelk fMew in fragments. The
door flew apen wide,

The crowd of juniors rushed in.

“(h, haddocks!" gasped Turkey.
He wos sitting by the box with a
pot of jam on his fat knees, scoop-
ing oul the contents with a table-
spoon. His fat fingers were jammy
—his fat face sticky, and be was
enjoying life. But he ceased to en-
joy it as the execited mob of juniors
rushed in.

“MNow, you fat cormorant—!"
roared Bob.

Innumerable hands collared Tur-
ey Tucl.

“Scrag him!

“Give him the jam!" roared Baob.

*Oh, ow! wow! Gurrrrrrggh!”

gurgled Turkey,

Turltey had been enjoyving the
jam. He no longer enjoyed it, as it
was squeezed down the back of his
fat neck, and dabbed on his fat
face, and into ‘his hair, and inio
hiz fat ears. Turkey was tond of
jam, bul he was not fond of it out-
side, He reeked. with jam—he was
of the jam, jummy. He lived and
breathed and gurgled jarm.

“Tou don't like rations! Well,
¥ou won't have any more to-day!
Mol a bite till to-morrow!' soid
Harry Complon.

Leap-frog was reaumed in the
ourth-Form dormitory, It was
quite & chegry afterncon for the
rébels of Carcroli, Bui there was
one who was nol cheery., It was a
gaut  and  sorrowiul  lurkey who

washed off jam.
(To bo condinued )

Every month this magazine gives its readers a puzzle corner with small math. problems, conundrums and
the like. Now it's your turn. As we have been doing with the Gag Bag and the lelter-writing compelition,
we will pay 5/- each for every interesting problem ¥ou send in and that is used in “THE SILVER JACKET.”
This competition will continue every month and we will pick three or four of whal we consider the best
puzzles sent in and use them in our magazine. We can’t expect you to find original problems, but send in
the best you can find and try to make sure that we have not used them before. The competition will begin in
the September (No. 24) issue of “The Silver Jacket” and prizewinners' names will be published.
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