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NIGHT ATTACK!

TURKEY TUCK groaned,

It was midnight.

At that hour, Turkey was gener-
ally fast asleep, hisg snore waking
the echoes in the Fourth-form dor-
mitory at Carcroft. But for once,
Turkey was wide-awake at mid-
night's stilly hour, and he groaned
inatead of snoring,

Turkey was hungry! It was an
empty Turkey: empty as a drum.
But for that painful circumstance,
Turkey would have been sleeping
ag poundly as the regt of the Car-
croft Fourth, Turkey was not good
. at many things: but he was good at
- gleeping. In that 1line, Rip Van
Winkle, and the Seven Sleepers of
Ephesus, had ‘simply nothing oo
Turkey Tuck.
low to sleep, when he was as empty
as a drum? .
© “Oh, haddocks!" groaned Turkey,

. Bright moonlight streamed In at -

the window of the Fourth-form dor-
mitory. It -shone on & row of
tumbledown beds on the floor, Mra.
Tunn, the House-dame, would have
shuddered at the untidy state of
that dormitory. But it couldn't be
helped, when the bedsteads had
been utilized to stand up a barri-
cade on the stalrascase. Things
could nol be in their accustomed

apple-pie order, when the Fourth:

Form were barring cut the beaks!
Turkey sat up in hiz untidy bed.
“I say, Compton!" he squeaked.

But how was a fel- .

@

WNo answer, from the captain of
the Fourth.

“I say, Drake!"

No answer from Eob Drake.

uy say; Leeg!™

Dick Lee slept om repgardless.

“Oh, lor!" mosned Turkey. 1
gay V.C.I"

Vane-Carter did not open his
eyes.

Everyone was fast asleep, except-
ing the fat Turkey. Gladly James
Smyth Tuck would have followed
their example. But the inner Tur-
key called too loudly. IHe crawled
out of bed at last. Harry Comp-
ton came suddenly &ut of the mists
and shadows of sleep, as a fat hand
clutched his shoulder. He cpened
his eves, and stared at 'a woeful
fat face glimmering in the moon-
light. E

"You fat ass! VWhat are you up
to?" he snapped.

- T say, old chap, I'm fesrfully

-hungry—-!"" moaned Turkey.

“Serve you right!™

“I =ay, old fellow, gimme the key
of the grub-box—'' .
- Tl give you my pillow, if you
don't go back to bed and keep
guiet. You fat villaln, you know
we're on ratlons so long as the
barring-out goes on, and you raided
the grub—you've scoffed twice your
whack, and you don't get another
bite till to-morrow. MNow shut up.”

“But I say—wow!" gasped Tur-
key, as Harry Compton suddenly
grasped his pillow and smote, “"Ow!
wow! Oooch!"

Fourth is in rebellion and the

NOW READ ON. ...

WHAT HAS HAPPENED BEFORE . . .

Stately Careroft is in an uproar, for at the moment the junior
bo¥s have barricaded thomselves in
their dormitory. The reason for this barring-out is—Turkey Tuck.
Caught “japing” in a master’s study, he was later expelled over
the mysterious disappearance of a banknote, The boys, however,
assured of his innocence, whisked him.off to their dorm. and set
wp strong barrieades to keep out marauding “beaks.”

With food aplenty, things were going strong until a well-
handled fire hose nearly put paid to their “barring-out.” Howerver,
the timely use of a bag of mixed pepper and mustard saved the
day. Later Turkey, hungry as ever, carried through a hold plan
to enaflle some extra grub—it didn’t work. Now the rebellious
form and the gore, sorrowfunl James Smythe Tuck are waiting for
the “beals™ to make their next move. . . .

. sleep and snore,

»

Surrender !

Turkey backed away from Harry
Compton's bed. One swipe from
the pillow was enough for Tur-
key. The captain of the Fourth
settled down to slumber apgain,
ruthlessly regardless of the woes
of the fattest and hungriest mem-
ber of the rebel form at Carcroft.

Turkey rolled across to the box:

that was used as g larder in the
beleaguered dormitory., That box
contained a great guantity of pro-
vender. But it had to last two
dozen fellows so long os the bar-
ring-out lasted, so rations were Lthe
order of the day. Roger Ducas, the
master of the Fourth, wag not likely
io give the rebels a chance of
amuggling in further supplies. That
was all very well: but Turkey was
fearfully hungry—too hungry to
If Turkey could
have got at the contents of that
box, he would willingly have left
the future to take care of -itself.
He fumbled at the hox. - But it was
locked, and the key. was under
Harry Compton's pillow. Turkey's
fat hands hed been in that box once
—but there was no chance of get-
ting them in again. As a penalty
for his rald on the provender, Tur+
key had had to miss his supper—
and Turkey was ravenous. He was
in & mood for desperate measures.

He sorted out a pocket-knife,
opened the biggest blade, and
squeezed it In under the edge of the
lid. He only needed to snap the
lock, and the whole supply would be
gt his mercy.

Snap!

But it was not the lock—it was
the blade of the pocket-knife that
snapped. The blade remained em-
bedded under the lid; the handie re-
mained in Turkey's fat fingers. It

was a loud sharp snap, in the
silence of the night.

"Blow!" hissed Turkey.

‘““What's that row?'" came &

sleepy voice from Vane-Carter's

bed. V.C. had been awakened by.

the snap. .
“Oh! Nothing!™ gpasped Turkey,
“I'm not up, V.C. I—I ain't touch-
ing the box. I-I'm fast asleep in
bed—I—I mean—I—I—"

“You fat fopzling freak-" ex-

S et e




claimed Vane-Carter, sitting up in

bed,- “Are you after the pgrub
ﬂgmqll 3
“Oh! No! I—I say, d—d—don't

get up, V.C," stuttered Turkey, "I
21 ain't after the grub—I haven't
tried to open the box with & pocket-
- knife—=I—I wouldo't, you Mknow!
I—I say, V.C., what are you getting
up forl"

Dudley Vane-Carter did not ex-
plain why he was getting up. But
Turkey could guess, as V.C. turned
out, and grasped up his pillow. He
came townrds Turkey, with the
pillow in his hands, and a gleam
in his eyes. He came with a Tush,
whirling up the pillow to smite.

A moment more, and Turkey
Tuck would have been rolling on the
floor, under the awipe of V.C.'s pil-
low, But at that moment, Vane-
Carter came to a sudden halt. The
pllow remained, like Mahomet's
coffin, suspended in mid-air. V.C.'s
eyes fixed on the dormitory win-
dow, bright in the summer moon.
Acrpss the brighiness a shadow
moved. It was the shadow of &
head!

“0Oh!” preathed Vane-Carter,

He threw down the pillow—much
te Turkey's relief--and stood star-

" ing at the moonlit window, spell-

bound for the moment, That win-

2
AL

dow was thirty feet from the
ground, with a blank wall below.
How a human head could suddenly
appear there, dark in the moonlight,

wasg guite amazing. There had been

more than cne attack on the rebels'
stronghold by way of the barri-
caded staircase, but ecvery attack
had been driven off: and they had
never dreamed of an attack by way
of the window, But that shadow
of a head on the glass told its own
story. V.C. wos dumbfounded for
a moment. Then he grasped it

“By prd! They're coming!" he
breathed,

“T—I—T szay, V.C.” bleated Tur-
key, "I say, vou go back to bed,
old chap! I—I ain't going to get
that box open—"

“You fat ass! Lucky you woke
me up—they'd have had us! They've
got o ladder—in the middle of the
night'! By gum!? The next
moment V.C.'s voice echoed through
the dormitory, “Wake up, you
fellows! Turn out!™

"Halla! What—""

““What the dickens—"

"They're coming!” shouted Vane-
Carter, "It's & night attack—Turn
out! They'll be in at the window if
we don't stop them! Back up!”

Vane-Carter caught up a cricket-
stump and rushed to the window.

.Eﬂ.

All along the dormitory there was
a splutter of excited wvoices, a4
Harry Compton and Co. leaped
from their heds. "

CHAPTER 1II.
HAND TO HAND!

Rocer Ducas, master of the Car-
crofit Fourth, stood in the moonlit
quad, loolting up. Roger's face was
grim. Midnight had tolled from
the old clock-tower: and all Car-
croft was—or should have been—
sleeping. It was seldom that Roger
heard the chimes at midnight. But
now he was very wide awake in-
deed. The rebels of Carcroft had
wondered what Roper's next move
would be—and whether he would
bz able to think up one at all
Roger had thought one up! Every
attempt, so far, to dislodge the
rebels from their stronghold in the
Fourth-form dormitory had failed.
But Roger had no doubt that they
would be all fast asleep at the
witching hour of night. An attack-
ing party striving to scramble over
the barricaded stailreaze certainly
would have awnakenced them, fast
enough. Silence was Roger'as cue.

Dld Cultle, the school porter, and
Rugples, the house-porier, had
brought up 2 long ladder, between

(Cont, page 28, Col. 1)
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THE RETURN OF THE to awaken those rebellious boys, If

ZEPPELIN !
{Continued from page 19)

earth, re-fuelling from sea borne
tankers and using sea water for
ballast. Their uses are many and
varied and they would be efective
for search, observation, photo-
graphy and even rescue operations.
- Their operation is smooth and
silent and if ever again they were
ugsed for commercig]l trave] there
would be absolutely no danger of
gir-sickness. Equipped with radar
and other advanced electronic ays-
tems and detection gear they might
once again become a useful part of
the armed forces,

Is the dirigible useless in this
supersonic age? Will it ever be
used for interpational travel or as
an airborne carrier? What do you
think?

BARRING-OUT AT CARCROFT
(Continued from poge §)
them. That long ladder had been
reared, almost without a sound,
against the window-sill above. Half-
a-dozen Sixth-Form prefects, with
©  Langley, the captain of Carcroft,
" at their head, had been ealled. up, to
carry out the night-attack. Really,
it was simple. The dormitory win-
dow was, as usual, open at the top,
for ventilation. Standing at the top
of the ladder, any fellow could push
up the lower sash, and the way
would be open. And once the hefty
Sixth-Form men were at close
quarters with the juniers, the thing
would.be done. If the rebels were
adleep, a8 Roger had no doubt that
they were, the problem of putting
down the barring-out at Carcroft

waa solved. ;

‘Tt was high time, in Roger's
opinion, that it was sclved, Dr.
Whaddon, the hendmaster, had
made it guite plain that he con-
gidered that a form-master at Car-
croft should be able to keep order
in his form. Others "“beaks" in
Common-Room, were sarcastic. And
Tuck of the Fourth, sentenced to
expulsion from the school for pil-
fering a banknote in Roger's study,
wag still there, in defiance of the
Head's sentence. The fact that all
the Fourth believed Turkey Tuck
to be innocent of what was laid to
his charge, did not improve mat-
tera. It was, in fact, additional im-
pertinence on their part! The prob-
lem had to be solved: and Roger
was golng to solve it now, Or was
he?

. “Langley!" rapped Roger, "You
will ascend the ladder first, please.
You will open the window as guietly
as possible—it would be better not

‘bang.

it can be aveided."

“Oh, quite, air!” said the Car-
eroft caplain, with a grimace, Tn-
doubtedly it was Jbetter not to”
awaken the Fourth. Langley did
not relish the prospect of facing
brandished cricket stumps, at the
summit of & high ladder.

“Immediately the window is open,
you will enter,” said Roger. “"Gates,
Peche, Crocker, Baker, and Vance
will follow you up, and follow you
in, immediately you are within the
dormitory., The rest will be easy.”

“Very good, sir,” said Langley.

With his ashplant in his hand,
the Carcroft captain proceeded to
mount old Cultle's ladder. Cuttle
and Rupgples held it firm against
the wall. One after another, the
Sixth-form prefects mounted after
Langley. Roger, from below,
watched them mount. There was
relief in Roger Ducas'gs face., Once
inaide, as he had said, the rest
would be easy. However, they were
not inside wyet.

Langley arrived at the high win-
dow. He peered In through the
glaszs, The fact that his head cast
a dark shadow in the moonlight,
eagily wisible from within, mat-
tered mnothing, if those rebellious
boys were fast asleep. And in fact,
but. for the hungry Turkey, all
would have gone according to plan,
and ‘the night-attack would have
taken the rebels of Carcroft coimn-
pletely by surprise,

Very carefully and cautiously,
Langley emsed up the lower sash
of the window. There wasa only the
slightest of sounds as he did so—
certainly not enough to wake the
lightest sleeper.

Up went the amsh. And - then,
suddenly, Langley - made the dis-
covery that the garrison of the
Fourth-form dormitory were not, as
he had belleved, fast asleep in bed.
4 loud shout reached his ears, fol-
lowed by a buzz of exeited voices.
How and why the Fourth had
awakened, Langley didn't know and
couldn't guess: but that they were
awake—wide-awake—was very evi-
dent. ' :

“0h, gad!” breathed Langley.

Further caution was useless, and
ke slammed up the sash with a
His head and shoulders
plunged in at the window. A fig-
ure in pyjamas leaped in the moon-
light, and a cricket stump swished
in the air. Crack!

“Opoooch!”  spluttered the Car-
eroft captain, as Dudley Vane-
Carter landed the stump fairly on
his head., “Oh! QOoooh! Woooooh!™

Crack! crack! ecrack! Thrice, in
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as many seconds, the stump landed
again, Lanpley dodging wildly in
cfforts to elude the swipes. He
could not slide down the ladder:
it was packed with the other pre-

fects mounting behind him. He had

to take {t—and he roared as he
took it.
“0Oh, gad! They're awake and
up!"” gasped Gates, behind him.
“¥oo-hoooooop!" roared Langley.
Only too clearly the rabels were
gwalte and up! Vane-Carter was
the first to rush to the defence of
the window: but Harry Compton,
Dick Lee, Bob Drake, end Lord
Talboye were behind him now, and
Drummond, Carr, and Scott, Bab-
tie and Bent, and a crowd of others,
rushing to the spoi. The dormitory
window was crowded with excited
and warlike faces. The light had
been switched on, and it streamed
from the window. ;
Langley plunged headlong in,
while V.C.'s stump ecracked and
cracked on him. He could not re-
treat, and he could not dodge the
swipes of the stump. He {falrly
hurled himself in at the window,
dropping his ashplant into the

.quad below., A sharp wyelp from
‘Roger Ducas, staring up, told where

it landed!

“Collar him!" roared Bob Drake.
His sturdy grasp was on Langley,
as the Sixth-Form man sprawled in,
and Compton's was added at once,
and then Dick  Lee's. Langley
landed with a crash on the flcor in-
gide,” but the Carcroft Co. pinned
him down as he landed and kept
him pinned. The three of them were
more then a match, even for the
captaln of the school. :

“Hold him!" yelled Vane-Carter.
Gates's head appeared at the win-
dow, and V.C. was handling the
gtump sgain.

“We've got him!" gasped Eob,
“Take it easy, Langley—if you keep
on’ kicking, I shall bang your bead
on the floor—like that!™

Bang! There was a fiendish yell
from Langley.

"Sit on him, Turkey!”
Harry Compton. -

“He, he, he!" chuckled Turkey,

Turkey was not, perhaps, eager
to join in the fray. James Smyth
Tuck was not of the stuff of which
heroes are made. But sitling on &
fellow sprawling in the grasp of
three pairs of heands, was easy
work, The fat Turkey plumped
down on Langley's chest, and the
Carcroft captain gave a gasp like
air escaping from a punclured tyre,
as Turkey plumped. Turkey's €X-
tensive weight did it. A Dbreath-
less and winded Sixth-form man

shouted



" leader. Dru
- and Bent' piled on him, pinning him
to the floor, 'and -he wriggled and |
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gurgled helplessly under Turkey.
Langley, the leader of the night-
attack, wag quite hors de combat.

“Heep off, you young vwillains!"
Gates of the Sixth was yelling, It
was a wide window, and the seniors
might have had a chance, if they
could have plunged inm, in & body.
But there was room for only one
at a Lime, at the top of the ladder:
and they had to come in single file.
Gates' head and shoulders were in,
and the rest of him struggled man-
fully to follow., But Vane-Carter
was swiping with the stump, Lord
Talboys with a pillow, Drummond
with a bhair-brush, Babtle with =2
imotted “towel, while sther fellows,
crowding and cramming round,
jerked at his hair, pulled his ears,
and punched his nose. Tt was
guite an awful experience for Gates
of the 8ixth, and he yelled, and
yelled, and yelled mgain, .while the
swarm of juniors within yelled too,
with lanughter.

Somehow Gates pot his chest
acroas, heaving in, His feet left the
ladder, as he gprawled in the win-
dow, ) :

There was a frantic yell from
FPacke, next on the list, Gates' legs

were thrashing wildly behind him, .

and his heel caught Pache under

the chin. Packe's yell, as it caught |

him, wolte-all the echoes of Lhe
quad. But Gates plunged in—only
lo meet with the same fate as his
Drummond,  Seott, Carr,

struggled undeér them, as helplessly
as Langley under Turkey and the

Lo, .

“Come on, Paclee! yelled Vane-
Carter. He leaned from the win-
dow, brandishing the stump.

Packe of the Sheth, holding to
the ladder with one hand, was rub-
bing a painful chin with the other.
Packe scemed guite disinclined to
come On. .

“Push con, Packe!™ urged Vance,

behind him. But Iacke did not
push on. '
Crack! Vane-Carter, reaching

put, landed the atump on Packe,
Packe almost forgot the pain in his
chin, as he captured a more severe
one in the crown of his head. He
ducked and dodged, and strove to
back away down the ladder.

“Look out!" yelled Vance, “Want
to knock me off 7"

“Gerrout of the way!" gasped
Packe. “Oh! Ow!" he yelled again,
as V.C. leaned lower over the sill,
and delivered another swipe. “Will
vou perrout of the way? Think I
want my nut eracked? Yarcooh!™

“Give a feliow room!” exclaimed

Babtie. He arrived at the window
with a jug of weter, "Give a fellow
a chance, V.C." s

Vane-Carter, grinning, gave
room, and Babtie leaned out with
the jug. A flood of water descended
on the prefects on the ladder, as he
upended it. Packe, at the Lop, had
mopst of the benefit, bot Vance,
Croclier, and Baler, behind him,
came in for a share. There was
a wild spluttering oo the ladder:
and four Sixth-Form prefects went
silthering down. Apparently they
had had enough. ¥rom Roger
Ducas, below, came a TOAr: :

“Stop! Why are you coming
down? You are to enter by that
window—do veu hear me? Go up
at once to that window! Do you
hear?"”

Pache, Crocker, Baker, and
vance, certainly heard him. But,
like the gladiator of old, they heard
but they heeded not. They jumped
off the ladder one after another.

heedless of Roger's volce and
Roger's glare.

“We can't get in, sir!” panted
Vance.
" “Nonsensze!” boomed Roger, “Go

up again at once—"
- igtand from under!” came a yell

ANSWERS TO LAST
. MONTH'S
"GUESS AGAIN" .

1. The I;ra'.'elli:i-_ picked the
signpost. up' and pointed
one of the signs. in the

direction from' which he
had just come. The rest
was easy. N
2. Three ducks! See for your-
self, .
3. The big indian was the
little indian's mother.

4. The rungs will net be’
covered for the ship and
the attached ladder will
rise with the tide.

from the high window. Vane-
Carter, leaning out, gragped the top
of the ladder. He exerted all hisz
strength, and hurled it away from
the  window-sill. Cutitle and
Ruggles clung to it in wvain—the
ladder swept over, and Hoger and
the prefects skipped like kangaroos
to dodge it as it came, It landed
on the earth with a crash.

‘Upon my word!" gasped Roger.

“Try again, Roger!” yelled Vane-
Carter from above, *Like to try
your luck, old bean? Come up,
Roger, and get one for your nobl!"

- honse. iz
.that. the barring-out at Carcroft

‘had

“Hg, ha, hal”

Foger Ducas breathed hard, and
he breathed deep. He gave the
crowd of faces at the high window
a basilisk glare. But he knew that
the night-attack had failed: it was
futile to rear the long ladder up
to the window again, As he stood
staring up with a haleful eye, an-
other jug of water was upended—
and Roger and the prefects hacked
hurriedly away, Then the window
wad slammed shut, It was victery
once more for the rebels of Car-
croft: and the enemy had to retreat,
leaving twa prisoners in the hands
of the victorious garrison of the
Fourth-form dormitory,

CHAPTER IIL
SIX OF THE BEST!

“We win!"” chuckled Bob Drake.

“We do—we does!” grinned Vane-
Carter.

"Hurray

It was quite a roar in the Fourth-
form dormitory. The rebels of Car-
croft were In great spirits, That
roar oechoed all over the school,
awakening a good many fellows i
other dormitorica. It  reached
Itoger's ears in the guad, and even
the majestic ears of Dr. Whaddon,
the head-master of Carcroft, in kis .
It apprised all and sundry

T

was still going strong, and that the

rebels were still victorious,

Only two persons in the IFourth-
form dormitory were not feeling
merry  and bright, They were

YTangley and Gates, of the Sixth.

The defeat of the night-attack had

left them prisoners in rebel hands.

Had the whole party entered, ash-
plant in hand, according te plan,
no doubt the juniors might have
the worst of it. But two
winded fellows, sprawling in the
prasp of innumerable hands, were
quite powerless. Gates, with five
or six fellows grasping him, gave
in: but Langley was still struggling
unider Turkey’s avoirdupois.

WAL you gerroff, you faf young
villain 7" gosped the captain of Car-
croft. “Let go my armas, Compton!
Let go my neck, Drake! Let go my
ears, Lo¢, you young scoundrel
Will you leggo?”

“Mot a lot,” grinned Boh. "You're
gafer like this, Langley.”

“Sit tight, Turkey!" said Harry
Compton, laughing,

“He, he, he!y chuckled Turkey.

Langley struggled and wriggled
in vain. Vane-Carter glanced from
the window into the moonlit quad,
He chuckled.

“They're not putting the ladder
up again,” he said. “They're
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through.
again

Roger's missed the bus
[

“Hurray!"

“What are we goin' to do with
thege two7?" agked Lord Talboys.
“I'm petting tired of holding on to
Gates's hair!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“MNot so tired as Gates i, T ex-
pect!" chuckled Vane-Carter. "How
do you feel about it, Gates?"

“You young ruffiame!” pgosped
Gates. "Tou'll get asix of the beat,
all round, for this! .And by gum,
won't I lay it on!"™

“Not just wyet wou  won't, old
thing ! grinned | Vane-Carter.
“You're at the receiving end now,
old boy. It's you that's going to
gﬂt H.'iJC."

“Ha, ha, hal" yeclled the crowd
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you're going to learn what it'a like.
Roll him over.™

“"Look here—!" roared Gates,

“Nuff said! Roll him over!" sgid
V.C., flourishing the stump.

"He, ha, ha!"

Gates of the Sixth reslsted wildly.
The bare idea of being rolled over,
and given 3ix on the bags, by a

junior, was too much for so high-

and-mighty 8 personage ag a Sixth-
Form prefect to endure—if he could
help it! PBut Gates of the Sixth
had to realise that he couldn't help
it. Resisting to the last, he was
rolled over on the floor, face down,
with countless handz grasping his
legs, his arms, and his neck. Up
went the stump in V.C.'s hand.
. Bwipe! swipe! swipe!

Gates yelled and wriggled. But
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IIH?’ hh hn!lt

“You young villeins!"
Langley. “You're standing by that
young rtascal Tuck, who's been
,Backed for pilfering—"

“Yah!" hooted Turkey. Think I
had that banknote of Roger's?"

“You jolly well know you did,
yvou young sweep! That's what the
Hend packed you for—'

“T tell you, it's somewhere jn
Roger's study all the time!” yelled
the indignant Turkey. ‘T nDever
touched it! And I jolly well told
Roger that T hid it in & book in
his study, too—"

“"Ha, ha, hal!"

“Tpin't my fault if Roper can't
find it!" yapped Turkey. *“And if
you make out that I pinched it

WHAT ARE THE NAMES OF THE TWO

DON'TLOOK THESE UP-TRY AND REMEMBER.

ON THE BACK OF
ONE POUND NOTE?

WHICK UNION JACK IS FLOWN
IN THE CORRECT POSITIONZE

These ARe THE FLAGS
OF WHICH COUNTRIES?

of juniors. The idean of giving a
Sixth-Form prefect “glx" seemed to
appeal to them,

“Good egg!" chuckled Lord Tal-
boys. “Sauce for the goose Is sauce
for the giddy gander! 8ix on the
bags, what?"

Ha, hg, ha!"

You young villains, if you
dare—!" gasped Langley. He mads
a8 mighty effort: as if the prospect
of “six on the bags" had electri-
fied him. He rocked, and Turkey
rocked, and the Carcroft Co. rocked.
But it was in vain: there were too
many hands on him, and the Car-
croft ceptain was sguashed down
on the floor again, gurgling for
breath. -

“Heep him pinned,” said Vane-
Carter. "Your turn first, Gates.
Tou've given a good meny fellows
gix on the bags, in your time: now

he yelled and wriggled in vain
Amid howls of laughter, V.C.
ceeded to admipister the full “six”.

Swipe! swipel swipe!

"Ha, ha, ha!"

“Now sit on him, and keep him
gulet!" sald Vane-Carter. "Your
turn next, Langley. Roll him over!
Perhaps you'll think twice, next

‘time, sbout ghoving in where you're

not wanted. Fix him!"

*¥ou'll be sacked for this!" srﬂlecl
Langley, as the juniors rolled him
OVer.

“My dear man, we've done more
than enough to be sacked for al-
ready,” sald WVeane-Carter coolly.
“A little more won't add up to
much, We're keeping up this bar-
ring-out, old bean, till the beaks
come to our terms. Nobody's going
to be sacked—unless the Head
sacks Hoger for letting it go on.™

Langley, T'l jolly well pull your
nose."

Gurrrrregh!" gurgled the capiain
of Carcroft, as a fat finger and
thumb suddenly grabbed his nose,

and pulled, "Ocogh! Led do by
dose—wooogh!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Langley struggled frantically.

Even “six on the bags" was not
guite so awiful as having his nose
pulled by the fat Turkey. DBut
the indignant Turkey pulled, and
pulled hard, Apparently finding
entertainment in pulling the nose
of the captain of the school, Tur-
key would have gone on tugging,
but Bob Drake, gasping with merri-
ment, dragged him away.

“Nuff's as good 85 a feast, old
fat man,” gasped Bob. “Turkey
never had that banknote, Langley,
and we're all standing by him till
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it'e found. And you Sixth-Form
men are golng to have a tlp about

“putting in. FPin him down!"
Langley, &till struggling, was
flattened on the floor. His noase,

in which Turkey's fat finger and
thumb had left a pain, ground into
the old cak planks. He struggled,
and heaved, and rocked: but he was
held fast: and Dudley Vane-Carter
proceeded to handle the stump.

SBwipe! swipe! swipe!

It was like a nightmare to Lang-
ley of the Sixth. He, Langley, cap-
tain of Carcroff, bead-prefect of
the scheol: actually was taking
“mix**, just as if he had been o fag
bending over at a prefect's order.
But awiul as il was, indeed un-
thinkakble, it was happening.

Swipe! swipe! gwipe!

“T say, V.C.,, make it double-gix!"
yeled Turkey. “Making out that a
fellowr pinched HRoger's banknote,
when I never even saw it in his
study at all, and only hid it in a
boolk—!"

"HE'L, hﬁ., hﬂ!"

“'Bix is enough, you ferocious por-
poise,” chuckled Boeb. *“Let's ask

. Langley—he ought to know! Think

gix i3 enough, Langley?"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Now chuck them out” sald
Vane-Carter, “They can scramble
down over the barricade on the
staircase—and we'll all -help them
£0,  Bhove them along.”

The two prefects, red with wrath
gaaping for breath, were marched
out of the durmitmy,-un to the
landing. The barricade - of bed-
boxes, and wash-stands,
that blocked the ptoircpose, was not
easy to scramble over: but that
was the way they hed to go. The
whole crowd of the Fourth gath-
erad on the landing: to see them go,
and to help them in thelr way.

“Jump for it, you!" commanded
Vane-Carter. ;

"Travel!” chuckled Bob Drake.

Langley and Gates, as they were
released from prasping handes,
tutned, They were more than half-
disposed to charge at the mob of
juniors, hitting out right and left.
But two dozen excited juniors,
brandishing Btumps and hagir-
brushes, and knotted towels, were
too big & proposition for a charge.
And as the two infuriated prefects
hesitated, theose varied weapons be-
gan to smite. Gates, as he caught
V.C.'s stump with bis shoulder, and
Babtie's knotted towel with his ear,
made a jump for the barricade, and
scrambled over, Langley, with
Bobk Drake's pillow smiting, fol-
lowed his example. Two dishevelled
and breathless BSixth-Form men

scrambled away, cafching their
legm in the stacked bedsteads, drag-
ging them out again, tumbling'and
stumbling, with V.C.s stump lungt
ing till they were out of reach,

They rolled breathlessly on the
lower atairs. There, Langley
paused s moment, to shake an in-
furiated fist at the faces grinning
after him. Then, as missiles hepan
to rain on him, he fairly bolted
down the stairs after Gates, and
both the prefecta disappeared rapid-
ly round a corner—followed by o
yell from the rebels,

“Come back when you want some
more!” roared Bob Drake.

There was no angwer to that in-
vitetion. The Sixth-Form men,
avidently, did not want any more.
They had had enough, for the pre-
gent atl least, and a little over: and
for that mnighl, at =zll cvents, the
rebels of Carcroft had nething more
to expect from the cnemy.

CHAFTER IV.
FOOD SHORTAGE!
“BREKKER!"™ said Bob Drake.
“Yes, but—
“Well, trot uut that key.".

"Tes, but— .

*But what, fathead?"

"I ecan't find jt!" Sﬂ.ld Harry
Compton,

It 'was bright murning- on Car-
croft School. But even Bob Drake
had not turned out at the clang of
the rising-bell that morning. The
night-attack hed cost the rebels &
good deal of sleep, in the middle af
the night, and most of .them were
disposed to make up for it in the
morning, Other forma were in the
form-rooms, when Bob-——firat out as
usual, though late, turned out of
bed.. Compton and Les and Vane-
Carter followed hiz example, and
then other fellows, cne by one, Lord
Talboys bringing up the rear yawn-
Ing. Turkey Tucle's melodious snore
still rumbled on: but the fat Tur-
key was left to snore,

Breakfast was the next item on
the programme; and PEob wnas
standing by the larder-box, ready
to mort out the rations. Harry
Compton waas loocking for the key,
which had been placed in security
under his pillow, safe from the
voraclous Turkey., To his surprise,
he failed to find it where it had
been placed,

“Oh, buck up!" called out Vane-
Carter. "We're all hungry.”

“Dashed if I know where it can
have got to," said Harry, puzzled.
“T put it under my pillow when we
turned in last nlght—"

“Lucky you did, or rations would
be short this morning' =aid Vane-
Cart&r. “That fat wvillain Turkey

wag after the grub last nipght EBut
if you put it under your pillovw, it"s
there."

“Only it iso't there!” said Earry.
“Come and help me look for it."

Three or four fellows wenl to
help. Compton's | bed was dixin-
tegrated by many hands, blankets
shaken out, even the moattress
turned over. But there wag no sign
of the missing key,

“Must have put it in your pacicet,
ol' bean,” sugpested Lord Talboyes.

“I put it under my pillow.”

“Perhaps it walked away!” smg-
gested Vane-Carter, sarcastically.
“Anyhody notice a key walling
about 7"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“L. tell you—!" hooted ths <rp-
tain of the Fourth,

"“Oh, rata! said V.C. "You've loat
that key, and I want my breklen
We shall have to bu'st the box™

Evidently, there was rothlog
else to be dope. All the Fourth
were up now, excepting Turley,
and all were hungry, and xTesdy
for that very lnte breakfast. The -
lid of the larder-box had to Be
opened somehow. That was not a
difficult matter: g few smites fwym
a cricket-bat, in Bob's posrexiul
handsg, cracked the lock, and he
rajsed the lid.

“Oh!" he ejaculated, suddexnly, B8
he looked into the box.

“Hand out the rations, for goed-
ness sale, said Drummond. “What
are you blinking at?"

"Oh!" repeated Eob, in s gasg.
He stared into the I:lox, a3 i1 e
could not guite helleve hiz eyes
“What—what—who—who -— whi™s
been at this box?"

“Nohody,” snapped Vane-Carbem
“It was lopcked—"

“Somebody has!™ roared Bcb,

“Rot! That fat wvillain Turkey
was after it Jast mnight but he
couldn't get it open withont ke
kﬂ}'\_‘_"

"Logk!” wyelled Bob.

“Oh, gad!" pasped V.C, 88 hw
looked.

“Oh, suffering cats!" exclalomed
Dick Lee, blankly.

The juniors crowded round the
box, staring into 1t There had be¢n
quite a large gquantity of wated
provisions in that box, ‘There w&3
still a considerable guantity: buk
not nearly se large as when Lhe
box had been locked over-might.
The supplies had, in fact, dimin-
ished by mearly half! They gaied
into the denuded store in amaze-
ment. There were exclammatline
from every fellow in the Fourtl—

(Cont. page 34, Col. 1))
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BARRY JESHEY, Hosemont HRoad,
Waitki, MNorth lalond, New Zeslapd,. is
14 venrs old and waould like penfriends
in Tasmsnia, New Guinea and the Faci-
fic lslands. His interests aore swim-
ming, fshing and stampa.

CLIVE LUDLOW (131, ML Ses Road,
Parawai, Thamee, MNew Zealand, wants
s penfriend In the follewing countrics:
Sarawnk, Angola, Tonga, Tibet, Ecua-

dor and Cyprus. His hobby is stomp
collecting.

JoHMN  TURWER {15), 3 Bishop
Street, . Victoria, ls interested in
stumps and solt-ball and would like to
hear from somesne in  Jemaica and
Great Britnin-

JOHM DOYLE {10}, “Burajs,” Lowea-
dole, N.5.W., would very much like to
hear from & Capadian boy, about len
yeers old, whose hobhy iz stamps.

WASTE NO TIME, DON'T DELAY. GET A PENFRIEND RIGHT AWAY.

IAN UYS (12}, 36 lnnes Street, Ulten-
hage, Coape rovince, Soulh fricn,
wende in & plaa for » penpal snywhere
in the world, except South Africa, He

jn 8 keen scoubl and would very much
fke Lo swap stamps. All letters an-
awercd,

RODMEY WEISS (12}, 121 Gregory
Street, Geraldlon, West Australin, weuld
like & pendriend outaide Australia whose
hobbies are stamps ond coine.
letters answersd

GEORGE BOLDEMAN, 242 Alice
Strest, Maryborough, ngld" would like
lo wrile to o penfriend, 14 years aold,
from overseus., He collects slemps In
n blg way and would llke someons nleo
intereeted in this hobby.

WINSTOM McCULLOCH (14), cfo
sr. L. B MeCulloch, Gawier, Taamania,
would like a penfriend who livea on a
cattle station in Queesnsland or from a
sheep alntion in New South Wales.

K. CHARGE, 30 Cloeate Strect, Young,
N.SW., wants 8 penfrdend in MNew Zaa-
land, Fiji and New Guinea interested in
stampas and eny sporl. Aged  13-14.
Will anawer all letters.

STEPHEN CROSS, 12 Masymth Street.
Young, NESW. would lke & penfriend
in Mew Zealand interested in stampe
and sport. Will answer all Iellers.

LINDSAY MEILSON (13), 12 Sidey

Sireet, Dunedin, Mew Zenland. wanie to
heat frem & boy in Canado or US.A.

Lindeay's hobbies nre photography,
frlnknt. cyeling, swimming and tramp-
ng.

KEITH PARRISH, 5 Water Lane,
New Plymouth, Mew Zealand, wanpte B
ﬁzn[ri:nd in any country other thao
cw Jesland and Australis.  Keith's
hobhies are .ﬁuhlng, I:al‘aﬂB:. readin[; and
acroplanes, i

(Continued from poge 31)

excepting Turkey! From Turkey
$here came only a snore,

“My only hat and umbrella!”
gasped Eob Droke. “The box was
locked—I had to break it open—
but the grub's gome.” |

“Turleey!™ welled Vane-Carter.

“But the box was locked—!"
exclaimed Teee. :

“That's where the key's gone!”
hooted V.C. “That fat villain must
have got if, while we 'were pitching
Langley and Gates out—and he
-turned out again when we were all
agleep—" .

#0h!" gasped Harry Compton.
T.I mever thought of looking,
when I went bhack to bed—mnever
thought of it—" -

vTurkey did!™  howled Vane-
Carter. “By gum, we'll scrag him
—apiflicate him—there's two dozen
of us to feed, and we sghall have to
give in if the grub rums out—and
that fat octopus has scoffed half
of it! By gum, I—I'l—" Words
failed Dudley Vane-Carter. He
rushed to Turkey's hed, grabbed
the bedclothes, and dragped them
off in & bundle,

There was & startled howl from
Turlkey Tuck, thus suddenly awak-
ened. He sat up in bed, blinking.

“Here, wharrer you up to?" he
stottered. ““Tain't rising-bell—"

“Tou fat, foozling, footling, frab-
jous frump!" roared Bob Drake.
“Have you heen at the grub box?"

“Ohi" gasped Turkey. "IMNol Cer-
tainly not! I—I—I wouldn't! I—
I hope you fellows can trust &
fellow!'

“You got the key from under
my pillew, while we were handling
the pre's last night!" roared Harry
Compton,

*T—I—I didn't! T—I—I never!

T -I—I wasn't!” stuttered Turkey.
*[--T never knew the Key was un-
der your pillow—never dreamed of
it—"ﬁl’ 3

“you fat fibbing frealk, you asked
me for it last night when you woke
me up—"' '

“Oh! Did 1?7 I—I—T1 mean, I—I
—I never touched it gasped Tur-
key. “I—I never thought of it,
when wyou marched Langley and
Gates out of the dorm.—and never
went to look for it, .and—and It
wasn't there when I locked-—and
—and-—and I left it there just
where it was, too—"

“Roll him out!” wyelled WVane-
Carter. C

“Here, you leave a fellow alone
howled Turkey, "I tell you, I never
found the key while wyou chaps
were out of the dorm. and I—I
never put it in my pyjama pocket,
and—and it wasn't there when I
went back to bed, and—and T didn't
stay awake till all you fellows had
gone to aleep, and I never got out
of bed apaln, and—and—and I
never unlocked that hox and helped
myself to the grub—mnever thought
of such & thing, I was fast asleep
in bed when I did t—I—I mean
whep I didn't did it—"

"Sﬁmg ]11.1]1!“

‘Tf—if there's any of the grub
gone, I don't know what's become
of it," gasped Turkey. ‘I—I haven't
tasted & morsel—I never ate the
ham, or the sausages, or the
dough-nuts, or the biscuits, or the
jam-rell, and I haven't got the cake
under my pillow now e

“Hook him out!"

llBag him!I!

"Serag him!"

“If wou fellows can't take my
word, I can jolly well say—yarooh!

Leggo! Oh, haddochs! Help!
Fire! Yoo-hooooop!" yvelled Turkey.

Turkey rolled out of bed, in the
grasp of many hands, What hap-
pened next seemed, to Turkey Tuck,
likke several wild nightmares mixed
up with several carthquakes and
voleanic eruplions.

He was rolled, and bumped, and
smacked, and rolled and bumped
and smacked again, and how many
kicks he collected, he could not have
computed, without going into very
high figures. Every fellow in the
Fourth =eemed to want te have =z
cut at Turkey, They came down
on Turkey like wolves on the fold,
Many a time had Turkey's grub-
raiding landed him in trouble: but
this was the climax. By the time
the juniors were tired of scragging
Turkey, Turkey was more than
tired. They left gasping, gurgling,
euggling Turkey spread out on the
floor, when they left him at laat.

There were short rations for the
Carcroft rebels that morning, The
supply bad to be made to last out
somehow, if the barring-out was to
go on. And it was to go on! That
was a8 fixed and immitable as the
lawa of the Medes ond Persians.
"o surrender" was the motto of
the Carcroft rebels: But there was
no doubt that it was going to be
tough. It was short rations, and
a sacanty breakfast for twenby-
three fellows: and no rations for
Turkey: Turkey had to be content
with the supply he had laid in over-
night. But even Turkey was nol,
for once, thinking of food. Turkey
had an enormous collection of aches
and pains to think of, and for once,
probably the first time in his fat
career, he forgot food!

MORE NEXT MONTH.

"GAME TO THE LASTY



