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NG COMPLETE

CHOOL STORY.|

BUNNY BOOTLES LOSES HIS COURAGE AT A CRITICAL MOMENT! |



The ivy rustied and swayed as Harry Lovell tested it with his weight.
 But it held well, as he was sure it would.
| breath and trusted himself to it,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Reformer !

T. KIT’S was in a turmoil!
The school had had a sample
of their new headmaster.
That sample had made the whole
school realise what a loss they had
sustained in losing Dr. Cheyne.
The old Head had inspired awe
rather than regard among his
boys, but since the change to Mr.
Carker, the St. Kit's fellows real-
ised that they had lost a friend.
An wunknown rufian who had
*“ knocked out ” the Head the week
before had really 1injured the
slcho?l more than the Htead.thlt wSa.ts
deeply exasperating to e :
Kit’s fellows that the rascal had
escaped, and that the police had
not succeeded in tracing him. But
just at present they were thinking
more about Mr. Carker than any-
thing else. Everybody was curious
to see how Randolph Carker would
turn out. After the sample they
had had their anticip#tions were
not happy ones.

In the Sixth-form room, when
Mr. Carker took charge of that
form, there were gloomy faces. The
Sixth, of course, could not be
caned; they had no chastisgnent to
fear., But Mr. Carker had a
tongue that was as sharp as his
cane. It was not a happy morning

for the Sixth, and Mr. Carker sue- |

ceeded in making himself tho-
roughly unpopular, if he had not
done so already.

But with the seniors Mr. Carker
was under some restraint. There
was a limit to what they would
stand. In the Sixth Form there
were half-a<dozen powerful fel-
lows who could have picked up Mr.
Carker and thrown him over a
desk. Certainly they were not
likely to proceed to any such ex-
treme measures. But the fact that
they were able to do it had a re-
straining influende upon the tyrant
of St. Kat's. Although they found
his tongue a bitter one, and al-
though he treated them as slackers
whom it was his unpleasant duty
to drive, the Sixth found that they
could endure him.

But Mr. Carker was not content
with handling the Sixth. Whether
hie was afflicted with a strong sense
of duty or not, it was apparent
that he had a very strong love of
interference.

In the afterncon he put in an
appearance in the
room, leaving the Sixth to look
after themselves, much to their
satisfaction.

Mr. Tulke was surprised to see
him, and looked it.

The new Head explained curtly
that he intended to take each form
in hand in turn, and satisfy him-
self that matters were progressing
satisfactorily. If changes were
needed he was ready to introduce
them. Above all, he was deter-
mined that there should bs no
slackness,

Mr, Tulke, with feelings too deep

i

ifth-form |
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The junior drew a deep

for words, handed his class over to
the new Head, and retired into a
shell of dignified silence. :
The Fifth did not enjoy bsing
gut through their paces by Ean-
olph Carker. He was well up to
his work, so far as scholastic
attainments went, and he made
some of the Fifth perspire. It was
a drastic change after the easy
rule of Mr. Tulke. _ ;
Gunter of the Fifth was in quite
a sState of nerves when Mr. Carker
had done with him. Gunter was
not a bright youth, and his privafe
opinion of the classics was that
they were “ all rot.”” Gunter had
often told Price, his study-mate,
how he would enjoy having the
gloves on with Horace, Virgil,
Ovid, and Thueydides. Gunter
would have taken on all four to-

-ﬁther and enjoyed it. He would

ve enjoyed i1t very much more
than he enjoyed their works. 8o
Gunter was reduced to nerves and
rspiration by Mr. Carker, and
1S feelin%s were shared more or
less by all the Fifth.
After school Mr. Carker’s
“latest” was reported up and

‘down St. Kit’s and freely com-

mented upon.

“Takin’ all the forms in turn,
is he?”’ said Babtie of the Shell.
“Then he’ll drop on us to-
morrow.”’

““ And on us next!” said Stubbs
of the Fourth, with a wery long
face.

It was not a happy prospect.

The Head had always been a
rather far-off figure to the Lower
School. But Mr. Carker, evidently,
was going to change all that.

There was not a fellow in St.
Kit’s who was not to make his
close acquaintance.

Next morning the Shell went

{ into their form-room with dire an-

ticipations, which were
realised.

Mr. Rattrey, the master of the
Shell, had no choice about handing
over his class. But he retired from
the room while Mr. Carker was in
charge, declining to remain as a
witness.

He did not make any secret of
the fact that he did not like Mr.
Carker’s interference. But his
dislike did not worry Randolph
Carker at all.

Mr. Carker took the Shell for an
hour that mormning. It was an
hour’s nightmare to the Shell, to
judge by their looks when they
came out of the form-room after
les=ons,

The Fourth were very anxious to
know the result; because they
were aware that their own turm
was coming.

Harry Lovell and Co. lecked
for Babtie after morning lessons;
and they found™ Babtie talking to
his comrades in the quad—and kLis
comrades talking to Babtie—all
talking at once, emphatically and
furicusly. Obviously they had not
enjoyed their “ fwrm ® with Aflr.
Carker, -

fully

% shall deal with him hke I

“How did you get on,
boys? * St. Leger inguired.

Babtie breathed fury. %

“ I was caned three times!” he

said. ;
“Oh, gad! What for?™

““ First,”” said Babtie, “ for not
sittin’ up straight! Second, for
lookin’ sulky after bein’ caned!
Third, because the villain caught
me out in Ovid! ”

“T ‘had it twice!” groaned
Lister. Euds

“Twice for me!” said Verney
major.

“The old bounder’s arm must
acha after the way he la.cne‘d it
out,” said Babtie, savagely. “ He
scems to enjoy it. I know his
game. He daren’t cane the seniors,
though he’d like to. He’s goin’ to
take it out of the Lower School.

Not that the Shell are really
Lower School,” added Babtie,
hastily.

The Shell prided themselves on
being Middle School. If they
weren't exactly semiors, at least
they weren’t juniors—in their own
estimation. Apparently  Mr.
Carker had net realised this 1m-
portant distinetion.

“ You're Lower School same as
we are!” grunted Bob Rake.
““ Carker seems to thimk so, amny-
how.”

““Carker’s a ead and a rank out-
sider,”” snapped Babtie. “If he
takes the Shell again I'm goin’ to
complain to Mr. Rattrey. Our
form-master is bound to protect
us from that wild Hun.”

““ He ought! ” said lLaster, doubt-
fully. _

“ He’s got to! ”” declared Babtie.
“1 can jolly well tell you that I'm
not standing any more of Carker
in the Shell form-room.”

Babtie spoke with all the more
emphasis because he did not sm
pose that Mr. Carker wonld
taking the Shell again, anyhow.
As a matter of fact, Babtie and
Co. had been quite subdued by the

new Head. They breathed fury, |

but they breathed it well out of
his sight and hearing.

Indeed, it was difficult to see
how the Lower School could help
itself. Mr. Carker had been
regularly appointed by the
Governors, and those high and
mlilatf gentlemen were beyond
ap 1 Whether the form-
masters would care to oppose the
Head was a very dubious question.
Undoubtedly the new Head had
the power of dismissing them if he
considered them unsatisfactory.
Even if they felt that life wasn’t
worth living wunder Randolph
Carker’s rule, still they were
hikely to endure patiently until
Dr. Cheyne returned—as he was
bound to return when his health
was restored. It was only a
question of time—or so, at all
events, everyone at St. Kit's sup-

posed.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Brave Bunny Bosties.

CAN’T make out why jyou
chaps allow it,” said Bunny
Bootles. _
It was Cuthbert Archibald
Bootles, the fat junior, who had
rolled across the quad and joined

the lgroup. : : :

“1f this rotter uetrdlmB his tnckf
oo me'.u Eﬂﬂtjn my ic

did with

a scoundrel who attacked my pater
once.

The St. Kit’s juniors grinned.

“It’s no lm:gin'ng matter,” con-
tinned Bunny. “ The time has
come to deal with the Carker bird,
and if I take up the matter I shall
take it uwp properly, I can tell
Jou.™

l

I

’

!
|

3

la real wood,”

A Magnificent Long Complete School Tale, dealing with the
Exciting Adventures of Harry Lovell and Co.
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Babtis, of the Shell, burst into a
roar of laughter.

“ 1 should like to see Bunny deal
with the ruffian,” he cried. “ Did
I hear you say you were in the
habit of setthng scoundrels like
this, Bunny?” _

Bunnf Bootles looked a little
scorniul. :

“] didn’t say I was in the
habit,” he replied. “ But when I

was home on my holidays once—at
Bootles Castl you know-—my
pater and 1 an awful s gle

with a bounder just like Carker.
In faet, for all I know it may have
been Carker himself!”

“Tell us all about it, Bunny,”

said half-a-dozen voices. . “ Tell us|

exactly how it happened.”

“1 don’t mind,” said Bunny,
loftily. “I'd rather not mention
it—it’s such a trifling matter to a
chap like me. Still, I don’t mind.
I happened to be strolling through

one of the woods on our estate
when I heard a scream——"’
“My hat! Did your pater

scream? ”” asked Babtie.

Bunny stammered.

“ Ye-e-es,. of course,” ha ex-
plained. “It was a dreadful
scream, too, for coming through
the wood a fearful rufian suddenly
leaped upon us, levelled a revolver
at our, heads, and shouted  Hands
up!

“Did that b

“n a appen at your
home? ”’ asked Catesby.

“Yes, it did.”

“Sure 1t wasn't
Cinema? *

“Ha, ha, ha!”®

“Why, you rotter——

“Well, such things happen
oftener in Lynne Cinema in
: ] said Catesby, shak-
ing his head solemnly. “ I thought
pe.-rb.‘:{'ps you'd got it mixed.”

“ When you’ve told us this hn
the

>

nt? Lynne

»

before you've never mention

revolver,” said Algernon Aubrey,
looking Ea lexed. “ You said the
ruﬁ‘a}z}n ad a big, knobbly stick

“That’s what I meant,” eaid
Bunny, ““ He sprang on us bran-
dishing a terrific bludgeon—-"’

“You said a revolver a minute
ago!” yelled Traey.

“JI—I meant a big stick—"

enr Great pip! 2

“ Brandishing a frightful blud-
geon,” eaid Bunny. “ Sprioging
at him like a tiger, I felled pim
to the earth .

“You did? ” shrieked the Fourth
and the Shell in chorus.

1 ay

“ How—how—how biz was he?”
stuttered Algernon Aubrey.

“About eix feet—well over six
feet, 1 should eay BG4

*“ And you felled him—— ! said

Algy, dazedly.

“ With one fearful blow!” said
Bunny. “Straight from the
shoulder, you know. One of my

terrific lefts.”

“ Where did it hit him? ”’ asked
Duranece.

“Fairly on the jaw.”

“But if he was six feet high,
you must have jumped up two or
three feet to hit him on the jaw!”
howled Babtie of the Shell.

“Oh! I—I mean—well, so I
did,” said DBunny desperately.
“ Filled with the rage of combat,

ou know, I—I leaped at him—
a—a——"

“Like a jack-in-the-box?” asked
Catesby.

Right

“Like a tiger, you ass!
at him.”

“ And .when did you come down
again? ¥ asked Tracy.

"_DnlB you ever come down
again, Bunny? ”
:%a, ha, ha!”™

you fellows don’t Dbelieve
me——7"

Order Your
Cepy in Advance

_“ Yaas—of course we—we be-
lieve you, dear old bean—but—but

perhaps you exaggerate just a—a

—a trifie.”

“Not a fraction,” said Bunny,
firmly. “ With that one terrible
blow I knocked him eenseless.”

“Then it was jolly soon over,”™ |

remarked Duarance.
“ Oh, yes—my blood was up, veu
know,” eaid Bunny, carelessly.

“Yon fellows hardly know what §

I’'m like when I'm roused.”

“But if he was knocked sense- -

less right at the kick-off, how did

he come to handle your pater at

all? 32 _
Harry Lovell and Co. walked
away, leaving Babtie and company
grinning at Bunny’s romance, but
fuming and raging inwardly at the
thought of the new Head.
“ Nice for lattle uwus,
sighed Algernon Aubrey.

next!? |

o

o M i

“Very!” said Harry, drily. '}

Bob Rake’s eves glinted.
“1If he handles the Fourth like

that——" he began. 3

“ We won't stand it,” said Bunny

Bootles, after a cautious glanee
heard. “ Let us defy the beast.” E’ :
The Co. grinned. Bunny Bootles

round to ascertain that he was not

was not likely to defy the tyrant of
St. Kit’s—not in his hearing, at all
events,
Bunny blinked at them. |
“If the form had elected me

,» 12d ghow ‘em!” he said. |
Llet him

“1'd show that brute!
pick on me, that's all! You fellows
keep vour eyes on me in form this
afternoon if that rotter takes the

Fourth. 111 stand up to the |
rotter.” |
“ Fathead!”
“Oh, I say——"
“Can it, Bunny, can it, old

sport,” said Algy.

Bunny snorted. He was always
being told to get his observations
““ canned.” He raised his voice em-
phatically.

“ I tell you I shan’t stand any rot
from Carker,” he said. “I1I'm net
afraid of him. lLet Lhim fix his
blessed green eyves on me—1"11 stand
up to him. If he wanis to cane me
1 shall say—1 shall say - |

“Well, 'what will you sayZ™
grinned Bob. | |

“1 shall say ‘Certainly nof;
gir!’” said Bunny, firmly. “X
shall say ‘ I decline to be caned by

anyone but my own form-master.” ©

1 shall say ¢ Get out of our form-
room and be. blowed to you,
Carker!’ ™ |

1t was sheer 1ill-luck that Mpr.
Randolph Carker should have come
round the corner of the Oak Walk
at the precise moment.

He appeared in sight suddenly.

The juniors stopped dead, and
Cuthbert Archibald Bootles seemed
rooted to the ground. His fut jaw
dropped—and the lock of utier
terror on his face was ludicrous. !

It was evident that Mr. Carker
had overheard the hapless Buany's
vainglorious declaration.

His thin lips tightened, his pals
eyes glizited more like cold steel

an ever. His Roman nose locked,
to the wretched Bunny, like the
great beak of some fearful bird of
prey about to swoop. |

“Bootles!”

“0Oh! Ah! Yes! No! Whatl}
Ob, dear!™ stuttered Bunny.

“You were speaking of me? ™

“Ohb, no, sir! ”

“You mentioned my naome!™
thundered Mr. Carker.

“ Not at all, sir.”

“1 heard you.”

“I—I—-1 didn’t, =ir.
mentioned—I mentioned—lemme
see—— " Under that basilisk glare
Bunny’s fertile imagination did
not come to his rescue so quickly
as usual. “ I—I—I mentioned—I—
I was speaking of—of Parker, siz.”

I-I—I
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11 i’ k r? >
o P::k:r, sit—Parker of the

R Bhell—"

2% _“] distinctly heard you say
: Carker.” :

; ** Parker, sir—Parker, 1 assure
o sglutte.red the terrified
unny.  Besides, I didn’t know

youn were listening, sir.”
“What?”
“T—I mean I knew you werse
listenin hat 1s—I knew—I
. didn’t know—I—I—I—"" Bunny’'s

voice failed him. :
Mr. Carker had a cane under his

' . arm. He let it glide down into his
hand. |
)" ‘“So vyou wonld refuse to be

caned by me, wonld you, Bootles? ”
o asked, in a deadly voice.

It was evident that Mr. Carker
had lingered behind the screen of
the Oak Walk as the juniors came
alongz, and had listened intention-

S ally to their talk, If anythin
could have added to the juniors
(lislike and secorn of him, that
wonld have done it.

“Oh, no, sir! ” groaned Bunny.
“I—1 wouldn’t think of such a
thing, sir. It—it wouldn’t be—Dbe
respectful, would it, sir?”

“1 am going to cans Yyou,
ootles.”

. ““ Ow !t >’

e “Hold out your hand!”

“Oh, jiminy!”

¥s “ At once, sir! ” thundered Mr.

o Carker.

w Swish!

& ““ Now the other hand!”

Swish!

1 Bunny Bootles tucked his hands

V. § under his podgy arms, with an ex-

178 pression of anguish upon his fat

: tace that might have touched the

B~ heart of a Prussian Hun. Ap-

1, parently Mr. Carker had a heart

¥ |  iougher than a Hun's, for it cer-

47 tainly was not touched. |

d “That will be a lesson to you,

iy 1 BDootles, to speak more respectiully

it of yvour masters,” he said.

19 “Ow! Ow! Ow!l”

£ “1 trust you will profit by it,

-' Bootles.”

“Yow-ow!”
“ Answer me, sir! ” snapped Mr.

Carker.
“Ow! Yes, sir! TI—I—1 think
I hope s0. Yow-ow-ow-

80, SIiT.
ow-ow ! ”’ :
“ Very good,” said Mr, Carker.
He tucked his cane under his
arm and walked on. Bunny sank
down on one of the benches of the
Oak Walk, squeezed his fat hands,
~and groaned in anguish. The Co.
did not speak. Bunny’s dire
terror and horrified submission
after his loud vaunts had a comic
side; but the juniors forbore to
rub it in. Bunny had had enough.
The Co. walked on, leaving Bunn
on the bench squeezing his han
- and utterin
e anguishcj

an incessant stream
: ejaculations.

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Wow-wow-
wow! Yow-ow-wooop!”

It was very probable that the
- lesson would not be lost on Bunny.
. 1t was quite certain that Cuthbert
Archibald Bootles would be very,
very careful before he “ talked out

of his hat” on the subject of Mr.
Carker again.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Nice for the Fourth!

IT was not a happy Fourth that
8 went into the form-room that
~.afternoon.

The juniors hoped against hope
that Mr. Carker would put off
““ taking the Yourth ” till a later
date, ut it was a faint hope.
It was plain that the new Head
meant to work his way through
- the school, impressing his methods

. on all the forms. The TYourth
. came next in order after the
| Shell, and their turn was due.
Some of the juniors wondered

Jow Mr. Lathley would take it.
The ¥Yourth-form master was a
quiet and reserved gentleman, but
.'- he had a strong character, as his
3 upils knew. There was a vague
8  hope that Mr. Lathley might

$  ““stand up” to the tyrant.
2 . Harry lLovell was in a thought-
@ 5 ful mood as he went into class.
@ | As captain of the Fourth it was
S ° up to him to take the lead in any
. . 7vesistance that was offered to the
L4 mnew Head. But resistance to a
‘ . thead-master was such a very
@  serious matter that it was only to
s t of as a last extremity.

& meddling ways, the Fourth was
28 mot likely to have much to do
'\ with him, They did not come into
| constant contact with him like the
T
+ was possible,

Sixth. Endurance, if endurance
A was evidently the
" 3 ~ best way out. But was if possible?

- There had been heated talk in
: l}l’

 Eia

Every Monday

: be thonﬁ : |
o' After all, in spite of Mr. Carker’s

the Fourth. Rex Tracy had de
clared that he wounld " write to
his people.” Stubbs had wildly
propo rigging .a booby-trap for
the ant. O’Donoghue b
pelting him out of the form-
room with inkpots! Nearly all
the Fourth had agreed that, if it
was too thick, they “ wouldn't
stand it.” But the degree of
““thickness” that they would
stand was as yet undetermined.

Certainly it was a very subdued
form that met the eye of AMr.
Carker when he sailed in that
afternoon.

Mr. Lathley happened to be
taking his pupils on a personally-
conducted tour through “ English
literature” when the new Head
came in. English literature was
the ledst unpopular subject in the
Fourth; Mr Lathley had a way
of making it interesting to all but

8| hopeless slackers like Tracy and

Lumley and Bunny Bootles. Any-
how, the juniors agreed that 1t
was better than classical litera-
ture, and ever so much better
than “ maths.” Mr. Carker stood
for a few minutes listening. Bat
he could never stand for long
without interfering.

A — sy

®

WAIT AND SEE.

““ Now, You guite undersiand why |

| am going to cane you?”

“ Yes. It's bscause you're a heavy-
weight and I'm only a flysweight.”

—

“You are taking Shakespeare,
Mr. Lathley? ” he remarked.

“Yes, sir,” said Mr, Lathley.
“ Julius Casar.” .

“Kindly give me the book.”

Mr Lathley paused.

““Is it your intention to take
the class? ” he asked. |

“For this lesson, yes.”

““In that case I will retire from
the form-room,” said Mr. Lathley.

““ Better remain, sir,”” said Mr.
Carker. “ It is my inteation to
speed up, to some extent, the work
in all the forms here. I have dis-
covered a very alarming amount
of slackness. By observi me,
sir, vou will be able to study my

methods, and later to apply
them.”
Mr. Lathley looked fixedly at

the new head-master.

“My own methods, sir, have riot
failed to give satisfaction to Dr.
Cheyne,” gaid, quietly.

““ Dr. Cheyre is no longer head-
master of St. Kit’s, Mr. Lathley.
It is I that you have to deal with
in the future.”

“Temporarily,” reminded Mr.
Lathley.

“That remains to be seen,”
answered Mr, Carker. “ It is not
at all certain, I understand, that
Dr, Cheyne will return to §St.
Christopher’s at all. However,
we n not discuss that. While
I am in authority here I shall re-
quire my methods to be followed;
and I may as well say plainly that
I am surprised and shocked the
slack state of the school. It may
have satisfied Dr. Cheyne. It does
not satisfy me.”

The Fourth -form
breathed hard.

“1 fear, sir, that I am too old
to change my methods,” he said,
drily. *““Neither do I see any
necessity for doing so, unless it
becomes certain that Dr. Cheyne
will not return. If you are taki
charge of the class, sir, I will
withdraw.” And Mr. Lathley
sailed out of the form-room, with
rustling gown, without waiting
for the new Head to reply.

Mr. Carker’s eyes glinted. He

had not scored off the Fourth-
form master at all events. TUn-

fortunately for Stubbs of the
Fourth, he ventured to grin—and
Mr. Carker spotted the grin.
“Stubbs! ”
Poor Stubbs’ face instantly be-
came as serious as a judge’s—in-
deed, a great deal more serious

than a modern judge’s. With Mr.
Carker’s basilisk eve on him, the

master

| did justice to the lines:—

| 'or taking bribes here of

junior had no inclination to smils.

“Yes, sir,” he faltered.

“You were laughing, Stubbs.”

“Oh, no, sir,” groaned Stubbs.

' COEHB h&l‘ﬂ._"

Percival Stubbs fairly limped
out before the class. He realised,
vaguely, that he had to pay for
Mr. Lathley’s disrezard of the new

SCHOOL AND SPORT.—PRICE 1}d.

Head’s overbearing authority. Mr.

Carker wanted a victim, and he
had found ons.

Swish! Swish!

Stubbs erawled back to his place.

As he sat squeezing his hands
gnder his desk he remembered his
wild idea of rigging up a booby-
trap for Mr. Carker, and shud-
dered at the thought. He was glad

that Mr. Carker was not a
thought-reader.
The St. Kit's {yrant’s eye

roamed over the class as if seeking
another victim. The juniors sat
with downeast eyes. Mr. Carker’s
eye lingered on Harry Lovell. He
had not forgotten the incident of
the eggs, and he remembered
Lovell’s bold bearing on the oeca-
sion in Hall a couple of days
before. He was making a special
note of Lovell, and the captain of
the Fourth could see it, and he
knew that whatever he did that
afternoon the lesson would not
pass off without trouble with the
new Head. It was, in fact, a case
of the wolf and the lamb over
again,

“ You will proceed, Lovell,” said
Mr. Carker. “Read aloud from
where Mr. Lathliey left ofi.”

“Yes, sir.”

Harry sitood up, book in hand.
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His clear, rather musical voice

“That you have wronged me doth
appear in this,
You have condemned and noted
Lucius Pella
the

Sardians.
Wherein my letters——”

Mr. Carker held up his hand, and
Lovell stopped. i ‘
3

“Who were
Lovell? ”

““The inhabitants of Sardis, sir.”

“Where was Sardis?”

Lovell did not answer. He had
completely forgotten where Sardis
was in ancient times., It was an
unexpected queglion.

“You do not know?” said Mr.
Carker, maliciously.

“ No, sir,” said Harry, frankly.

““Are you a dunce, lovell?”

““1 hope not, sir.”

“ Merely careless and slovenly.
Is that it? »
“ Neither,

Harry.

“ Do not answer me in that im-
pertinent manner, Loveil.”

“1 did not mean to be imper-
tinent, sir,” said Harry, mn&eul-
]ing his feelings with difficulty.

“1I am afraid that I cannot ac-
cept that statement, lowell, I
have observed that this iz an un-
ruly form, and that you have
several times displayed insolence.
You are head boy, I believe.”

& Yﬂ, 811'.”

“ Go to the bottom of the class.”

The Fourth

captain of
obeyed that mmnia.thi: silence,
but with doep feelings.

Sardians,

I hope, sir,”” said

to

humorgus drawing from
any one of his readers. The drawing
The joke must be
good, and the sketch itself must be en
drawing board and done with indian

!

added Mr, Carker.

“1 was not scowling, sir.”

“ Don’t conitradiet me, boy.”

was silent; silence seemed

the safest refuge. Mr. Carker’s
eye lingered on him, but he had no
pretext to proceed further, aud he
had to let ell alone. He glanced
at Mr. Lathleg’s volume in his
hand, but Mr. Carker had no taste
for Shakespeare, He preferred
worrying his pupils, or speeding
them up, as he had described it.

““1 shall ask you a few questicns
about the characters in this play,”
he said, and the Fourth summoned
up ail their energies for the oeca-
sion. They knew, as well as 1f Mr,
Carker hLad told them so, that
he was going to ftry to “ catech
them out.”

Bunny Bootles made himself as
small as possible. He was already
in Mr. Carker’s black books, and
his ignorance of Shakespeare was
like Sam Weller's knowledge of
I.ondon—extensive and peculiar,
But the basilisk eve fixed on Cuth-
bert Archibald.

“ Bootles!

Bunny - gasped.
““ Who was Brutus?”

““ B-b-brutus, sir,”” stammered
Bunny. -

“PDon’t rTepeat my wor}s.
Bootles. Answer my guestions.

“Ho—he—he—he was a—a
man, Ssir.”

“What?” 573
“] mean a—3a Roman, SIT,
gasped Bunny. |

“That is scarcely an adequate
description of Brutus, Bootles.”

“JIsn’t it, sir?” mumbled
Bunny.

“If you cannot tell me more
than that of a well-known histor-
ical character, Bootles—" said
Mr. Carker, picking uﬁ his cane.

Bunny shuddered. He had had
enough of that cane; his fat palms
were still aching. He hurried to

reply.
“Oh, ves, sir. I—I know all

about Brutus, sir; mg_——-my
favourite character in ton,
sir,”

“What?™ '

“T—I mean in Shakespeare,
gir,”” stammered Bunny, who

hardly knew what he was saying,
SO di;e was his terror, “ He—he

e

—

A STIFF STORY.

Explorer: ** Yes, it was awful cold
near the Peole. We had to he very
careful not to pat our degs.”

Friend: “ Why, how was that?"”

Explerer: * Their taies were frozen
matiﬁthatittluywedthﬂntmr
would have broken off.”

—
——

| m——

b

was the man who—who—who——'
i W Eu? ry
“The man who—who—who was
suckled by a she-wolf, sir, in the

eaj;li days of—of Rome——""
Bootles? ”’

re you speaking of Romulus,
“Oh! Ah!

Yes! Exactly, sir!
I—I mean to say Romulus.”
“ 1 was asking you about Brutus,
Bootles.” _
““Of—of course, sir.

»2

was the man who——
“Who what?” _
“ Who let the cakes burn, sir.”
“What?”

“ And—and never smiled again,”

as Bunny.
e ootios:

The Fourth-form certainly would
have smiled but for the presence
of Mr. Carker. Baut er Mr.
Carker’s eye, even Bunny’'s des-
cription of Brutus could not make
them smile.

Bunny, utterly confused now,
only desiring to ward off the evil

He—heo—he

moment, plunged on desperately.
“ And fefho stood onspfhe buﬁ*n—

in‘g %ec.k, gir! ™ o
‘Upon my word!”
‘_"And—-amyl when he

said, ‘ Kiss me, Hardy
“He said what?”

“ He—he said, ‘ Kiss me, Hardy

died,

2 3

ha

Crder Your
Copy in Advancs

“Do_mnot sit there scowling,”  have loved my King, <53

3
_ -t
“So this is the state of ignor-
ance 1in this .ferm,” said Mr.
Carker, wery unfairly assuming

Banny Bootles to be a sample of
the Fourth. “ There is a very

| evident need for change here.

l

Bootles, stand out!”

Bunny Bootles groaned dismally,
and did not move. He simply
could not screw up the merve to
face that terrible cane.

“Do youn hear me, Bootles?

“Oh dear!" Yes, sir!”

“Come here at once!”

“Ow! Ow! Ow!”™

Bunny crawled out before the
class,

“Hold out your hand, Bootles.”

Very gingerly Bunny"s fat paw
came out. The cane swept up, and
it swept down. If that cut had
landed on Bunny’s palm it would
have hurt Bunny, but it didn’t.
Involuntarily, acting simply on
instinet, Bunny jerked his hand
back 1n time. \ _

The cane meetinzg with no resist-
ance, swept on. -

¥.very bullet 13 said to have a
billet., The cane, with ‘so much
vim in the lash, had to land on
something. What it landed on was
Mr. Carker’s own calf, with a
erack that rang through the form-
room like a pistol-shot. The erack
of the cane was followed by =
frantic yell. - Mr. Carker did not
seemn to dislike inflicting pain on
others, but apparently he was not
fond of it himself. And the lash
of the cane certainly hurt him. He
dropped the cane, and the Fourth-
form were treated to the extra-
ordinary spectacle of a tall, thin
gentleman hopping on one leg and
clasping the other and yelling at
the top of his voice.

It was too much for the Fourth
—especially in the state of nerves
to which Mr. Carker had already
reduced them. A yell of laughter
rang through ths Iourth-form-
room.

‘s Ha’ hﬂ. hﬂa! »

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.,

" s

Rebellion !
o A ha, ha!™
H The Fourth-formers
roared.
“Oh, gad!” murmured St

Jezer. “ Jevver see anythin’ quite
so funny as this? Oh, great gad!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Carker ceased to hop. Bunny
Bootles, frightened out of his wits
at what he done, stood frozen
to the form-room floor. He could
not have moved to save his life,

The new Head’s glance swept
over the class, and the laughter
died away quite suddenly.

“ So—so——"" Mr. Carker choked
with passion. “ SBo—so—so this 1s
how you dare to treat your Head-
master! ”

Dead silence.

Mr. Carker rubbed his leg and
winced. Then hLe ]ﬁicked up the
cane and tnrned on Bunny Bootles
with a deadly gleam in es.
Like a very fat bird fascinated by
a serpent, Bunny watched him
with frozen eyes. Mr. Carker
frip‘{:ed the cane with his right
iand and Bunny’s collar with his
left. He twisted the fat junior
over a desk, and then the cane rose

and fell.

Jash! ILash! Lash!

Bunny Bootles struggled and
yelled and kicked.

Lash! lash! ;

The fat junior’s frantic howla
rang through the form-room and
far beyond., Thev reached other
form-rooms, where the fellows

started and looked at one another.

T.ash! Lash! -l.ash!

The tyrant of St. Kit’s seemed
beside himself with passion. He
lashed at Bunny Bootles with ruth—,‘
less lashes.

“Ow! Ow! Yoop! Help!”
velled Bunny. “ Murder! Police!
Oh, you beast! Ow! Ow! Ow!

Ow! ™

The Fourth-form looked on with
stony eyes. Lickings were not un-
common at St. Kit's; floggings
were not unknown, but never had
the St. Kit's fellows beheld punish-
ment like this,

Lash! l.ash! Lash!

Harry Lovell sprang to his feet,
his eves blazing. He conld stand it
no longer. Utterly reckless of the

consequences, the captain of the
Fourth intervened. .

“Stop! ” he shouted. |

Mr. Carker stopped in sheer

eﬁsgomshment. He stared round at
ITYy.

“ Lovell—you—you

T ”
“ You are hurting Bootles, sir.

I think you have forgotten your-
self! ax_clmmed the captain of the

—had I but loved my country gs I IPourth
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- **You think I have forgoften my-
self! ” articulated Mr. Carker, as
11 he could not believe his ears.

. Bunny Bootles rolled off the desk
and staggered away. He reeled
agal Hnst the wall and howled dis-
mally.

- Mr. Carker did not heed him
further. His eyes were fixed on
Harry Lovell, and he was tremb-
ling with passion. -

*“ Lovell! Come here!™

‘“ What for, sir?”” asked Harry,
steadily. _ ;

“What for? I am going to give
you such a thrashing, Lovell, as
will never be forgoften in this
school ! ” said Mr. Carker, between
his teeth,

Harry set his lips. He knew
what he had risked in stopping the
tyrant’s brutalitv. It had come to
a crisis now, and Harry did not
falter.

“7 refuse! ™ he said, curtly.

“ You refuse to obey me:”

Bl { . & R

There was a murmur in the
Yourth of suppressed excitement.
The die was cast now—the gauntlet
was thrown down.

Mr. Carker stared
class at Harry. :

Standing erect, with a flash in
bis eyes, Tovell returned kis gaze.

“Po I understand you aright,
Tovell?”” said Mr. Carker. “ You
yelfuse to obey my command? ™

“7T retuse fo be caned!”

“If you do not come to me at
once, Lovell, I shall come to yon,
and your pumishment will be all
the mere cevere.”

“ ¥ shall defend myself, sir!”

“ Wha-a-t?”

farry Lovell jerked open his
desk and picked up a heavy ebony
ruler as Mr. Carker strode round
the class towards him, He stepped
into the open ace bezide the
forms and waited for the master
to advance—the ruler gripped in
his hand. His handsome face was

ale, but there was no sign 1n 1t of

altering.

“ Put that ruler down, Lovell! ¥
said Mr. Carker, thicklsy.

“ I refuse! ”

“T shall take i1t from yonm,
and o

“Keep vyour distance. sir!

across the

out!” said the captain of the
Fourth.

A sudden bound forward was Mr.
Carker’s answer. The cane swep
in the air. There was a crash as
the heavy ruler swept up and came
on to Mr. Carker’s uplifted arm.

1t flew out of Mr. Carker’s hand,
and ihe new Headmasier stagcered
back clasping his right arm with
his leit hand. -

The ruler had caught him on the
elbow, and it had haurt. |

“Oh!” spluttered Mr. Carker.

“Oh! Ooooobh!. What! You
dare—yarcoch! Ow! Ow!
Grrrrrrerrre!

Mr. Carker elasped the damaged
elbow., His “funny bone” was
twitiering, and he was quite out of
action {for =ome minutes. Ilis
s
Yourth-form did nst grin—the
crigis was too terribly serious for
that. Bunny Bootles’s groans were
still rofling out dismaliyr, and they
mingled with Mr. Carker’s
anguished ejaculations, :

Harry Lovell stood where he
was, the ruler.still in his hand.
What was going to follow, he conld
not even surmise, but he was pre-
pared to defend himself if neces-
sary. And Bob Rake and AXlgernon
Aubrey St. Leger were ready to
Belp him if their help was needed.

But Mr. Carker was ‘““ hors de
combat.” The quivering and
twittering of his “ funny-bone”
was too much for him. He cast a
~veaomous look at the captain of
the ourth, and still clasping his
elbow in his hand, he strode away
to the door. 'The Fourth-form
Lreathed hard. It seemed too good
to be {rue that the iryrant was
really going; but he was going,
and 1n a moment more he was

““Oh, gad!” murmured Algy,
bLreathlessly,

“Oh, gcum! ” said Bob Rake.
““Yow-ow-ow!?”  came
Fuuny Bootles, “I'm hurt!
Wow! ™

“ Good for yvou, Lovell ' ™
Stubbs,
going to happen now? ” &

“That was a guestion-to which no
answer -could be given. There was
ospen rebellion in the school on Mr.
ytandolph Carker’s third day at
Bt Kit's; and how Mr. Carker
would deal with it was known only
to himeelf, if Indeed it was even
known to himecelf, It is easier for

Ow!

Wow!

pect was comical enough, but the

Every Monday

'
!

a {yrant to rouse rebellion than to
deal with 1t when roused. -
Harry Lovell sat down in s
ﬁace, and a few minutes later Mr.
athley re-entered the form-room.
The juniors looked at their form-
master, but he did not meet their
eves. 'There was a very grave ex-
pression on Mr. Lathley's face.
He made no reference whatever
to what had bappened., though it
was certain that he knew. He
quletly resumed charge of his
class, and lessons went on quietly.
Nething more was seen of Mr.
Carker by the Fourth-form during
the afternoon. Perhaps he was
ihn Tmcuyied with his “ funny-
one! ™

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Surprise fer Turkey and Co.
“CNT. KIT'S cad!”
Bob Rake started. He

under a tree on the wide heath,
and he had been thinking of
Sydney Harbour and his old home,
and his cheerful young life in
sunny Australia. He was thinking,
too, of the trouble that was brew-
ing at St. Kit's. He smiled to him-
self as the-incident in the Iourth
Form class-room flashed through
his mind, and he was wondering
what was going to happen, when
his thoughts were suddenly inter-
rupted by three grinning {faces
looking down on him, :
" Béb’smind was so far away that
he did not recognise the faces at
first, but he knew the ecaps, whieh
belonged to Lyneroft School. He
sat up in the grass.

The three smiling juniors sur-
rounded him, and then Bobh Rake
suddenly realised that he had
fallen into the hands of the
Philistines. as one of them. a
ruddy-faced youth with very blue
eves, s‘gmped and jerked the cap
from bis head. ~

‘““Bags 1 scalp! ™ s=aid the
merry-faced youth.

“ Good old Turkey! ™ said one of
his eomrades.

Bob Rake jumped up.

‘“ Hallo, yon Lyncroft cadsl® he
cried. ““What are yeu up te? I

&
» o

[

17§ ihOﬂght we ha{l_giTpn You en;}ngh

yon lay a finger on me I shall hit| to go on with in the village the

other day.” .
The rivalry that existed between

St. Kit’s and Lyneroft had gone on

¢« | for many years. The juniors of the

!two schools seldom met without a

:

E

|

1

ragging.

‘Ha! This is the merchant we

The cane did not reach Lovell—|aad & tusse:with in Wicke,” &aid

the merry-looking youth, who evi-
dently - rejoiced in the peeculiar
name of Turkey. “ Let me see
now, yvyour name is Bake or Crake.
Who are i{}u, voung ‘unr”’

Bob Rake grinned at the Lyn-

| eroft junior’s pretended 1ignorance.

_“ Who are you, if you come to
that?” reterted Bob.
‘“He doesn’t know us to-day,”

i

T

]

F

gasped | phatically.
“ But—but—hut what’s ! path, my innoeent youth, and out

i

!

said Turkey, cheerfully, keeping
the rag rolling, o to speak. ‘“ Let’s
intreduce ourselves once more to
the sweet, unsuspectin’ youth.
First of all—taking the most im-
portant—I'm Dick Hawke. Fellows

 call me Turkey when I'm at home,

becanse——"

““ Because yeun look more like a
turkey than a hawk, I suppose? ”
suggested Bob,

“Whatr”

“One to the St. Kit's cad!”
chuckled one of the juniors. ““ He’s
hit it! It’s your merry complexion
_i{_l%t did 1§, Hawke, and you krow
it.

Tarkey frowned.

“ Shut up, Topiord! ™

“ But you know-—"

_“This chap,” said Turkey, con-
tinuing the introduction, “1s Top-
ford, who was sent to Lyneroft an
mistake for a home for idiots! *?

“Look here, Turkey!” bawled
Topford.

“ This fat chap is Bunce—ecalled
Buster Bunce because lie's always
on the point of bursting!”

“You silly ass!” -howled the
other junior. He was a plump
vouth with a round, good-tempered
face,

-““ Now youn know us,” eontinued
Turkey. “And now—" - =~

“ Now you'll give me back my

from! eap,” said Beb Rake.

Turkez shook his head.
““No fear!” he answered, em-
“We're on the war-

for scalps. You can have your cap
by ecomin’ up to Lyncroft and
askin’ for it very politely.”

.“I'd rather bhave it now, thgnk
vou,” said Bob. “I’'ve gpt to get
back to St. Kit's for tea. '
“*““He'd - rather have it now,”
aal:d Turkey, winking at his com-
rades,

was lving  in the grass,!

!
1
|
1
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“He’'d rather have it now,”
chanted Tepiord and Bunce. -

And they chortled. = -
. “The kud looks as if he’s been
in a scrap already,” said Turkey,
surveying Bob ecritically, “so we
won't lick him. We'll orly make
him ery peccavi on his bended
knees.”

“You won't!* said Bob, grimly.

“That’s the rule,” said Turkey.
““You ery peccavi and we let you
off. Seez?” ._ |

“ But I don’t specially want you
to let me off,” saird Bob, langhing.
“1 want my cap, and if you don’t
hand it over I shall take it!”™ -
- “This kid don’t Eknow the
ropes,” said Turkey, shaking his
head. “ It’s up to us to teach him.
Put him on his knees.,”

The three grinning Lyncrofters
closed in on the St. Kit’s junior.
“ Bump him for his ignorance,”

said Turkey. *“ Then bump him
for his school, and then for good
lnek. Three bumps.”

““*Yes, Turkey.’

Bob Rake jumped back.

““ Hands off, you silly asses!” he
exclaimed. * lyshall hit out! ”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” ,

Turkey and Co. did not seem
much worried by the prospect of
the Australian junior hitting
They rushed on him cheerfufly.

But the next moment a change
came o’er the spirit of their dream,
so to speak. Bob Rake did hit out,
and his drive landed on Dick
Hawke’s chest, and Turkey, of the
Lyneroft Fourth, went heels over
head 1n the grass,

“ Yarocoh!” spluttered Turkey
3 he landed.

‘“My hat!” ejaculated Buster
Bunece.

“Oh, erikey!” came from Top-
ford. | ;

They halted in surprise, hut Bob
Rake did not stop. He realised
that three to one was too long odds,
and that it was necessary {o use his
advantage while he had it.

As the two juniors paused
irresolute, staring at the sprawl-

P}
L

ing Turkey, Bob sprang forward to

i

|

)
T

. —“l-l—'—-—_'*-—l—l—'-q-_l—-i_ e I

' the attack.

A sudden grasp arnd a spin sent
Topford whirling across Turkey,
and he rawled - across that
hapless youth, who let out a muffied
howl as he landed. &

The next second Bob had closed
with Buster Bunce. That plump
youth was full of pluck, but he had
no chance whatever against the
lithe St. Kit’s junior 1n a close
wrestle. In a twinkling he was
spinning away, to collapse on his
two sprawling comrades.

Bob launghed breathlessly.

For the moment he was free
from attack—the three Lyncrofters
were sprawling in the grass, yell-
ing and gasping. Beb sprang for-
ward and caught up his eap, which
Turkey had (fmpped, and jammed
it on his head. Then he snatched
up Turkey’s cap and fied.

Turkey sat up spluttering.

“Googh! - Gerrofi! You fat
idiot, Buster, roll off my legs!
You thumpin’ chump, Topy,
wharrer vyou mean by jamming

vour silly elbow in my blessed eye? !

Grooooogh! ”

“Ow!  Oh!
Kit's beast? ”
jumping up.

“ Where's my cap’ ™

“Oh, ecrumbs! ”

Turkey. and Co. scrambled teo
their feet., Bob Rake, already
twenty yards away, turned for a
moment, laughing, and waved
Turkey’s cap in the air. Then he
resumed his flight.

“ After him!” yelled Turkey.

The three Lynerofters rushed in
furious pursuit. So far from hav-
ing made the St. Kit’s junior cry
“ peccavi? on his bended knees,
they had been taken by surprise,
and had had far the worst of the
trouble so far. They looked much
less good-tempered as they tore
across the heath in pursuit of the
St. Kit's junior.

Bob Rake ran on lightly. He
did not infend to encounter three
foes at once, and he was quite con-
fident of keeping his lead. He was
like a giant refreshed after his

Where’s that St.
roared Topford,

long rest in the grass. In spite of

the efforts of the Lyncrofters, he
increased his lead by the time the
chase swept out into the Wicke
road. By that time Buster Bunce
was out of breath and tailing off
behind. Turkey and Topford ']}ept
up the pursuit botly.

ob ran up on Wicke lane to-
ward’s St. Kit's, occasionally paus-
ing to wave back the captured cap.
- “Give me my cap, you rotter! ™
bawled Turkey, as they came gasp-

across Wicke bridge.

ob looked back,

for it,” he shouted. “ You'll have
to ask gehte]y; you know.”

o I__ _I’ll___.ll

“Ha, ha, ha! *® |

Bob sat on the stone parapet of
the bridge to rest. He sat there
till the two Lyncrofters were only
a dozen feet away, and then slipped
off and took up the running again.

“1 say, we shall be late for call-
over if we keep on, 'Turkey,”
gas,ped Topford. “* Better chuck
1t

“Blow callover!” gasped
Turkey. '

_ﬂ' But 3 .

“ I'm not going back without my
mp! 23

i But 2

“Rats!”

Turkey put on a spurt and left
Topford behind. Bob Rake lcoked
over his shoulder to see a perspir-
ing red face only a few feet from
him.

“TI’ve got you! ” panted Turkey.

“ Not quite.” :

The Australian junior put on
speed, and fairly walked away from
his panting pursuer. The gates of
St. Kit's were in sight now. Old
Coote had come out to close the
gates; the dusk was falling thickly

#hase

now. The old porter stoed in the decent.”
out. | gateway and stared at the

bearing down on him.

Turkey made_ a desperate efiort,
and reached Bob Rake as he turned
in at the gates. Bob stopped, with
a breathless clutch on his shoulder.
The next moment the breathless
Turkey was sifting in the road.

“Ow!” he gasped.

Bob held up the cap:

“ Ask politely,” he said.

“ You—you beast——"

“Ha, ha,“ha !’ came 1n a roar
from a dozen St. Kit’s fellows,
who had rushed down to the gates
at the sight of the Lyneroft enemy.

“Lyncroft cad!’’ shouted Jones
minor. < Collar him! ™

“Bump him!”™

Turkey jumped up and backed
hastily away. |

“ (Give me my cap!

“ Ask politely,” said Bob, laugh-
ing. ““ Your own terms, you know.
You’'ve got to ery peccavi.”

“I won’t!” howled Turkey.

2

“Collar him!”’ vyelled two or|

three voices.

Turkey retreated and dodged.
Bob held up the ecap, laughing.
The tables had been completely
turned on Turkey and Co. since

they had fallen in with the St.

Kit’s junior on the heath. :
“ P-p-please .give me my cap,”
gasped Turkey, at last. “ Peccavi!

There, you rotter! Now hand e

my cap.”’

Bob tossed the cap over, and
Turkey caught it and fled, barely
dodging Jones minor and Stubbs
and Catesby:

“ Now, young gentlemen,’
old Coote, grinning,

“Yah! St. Kit's cads!” howled
Turkey, from the dusky distance
as he went.

The St. Kit's juniors crowded in,
and Coote clanged the gate.

Jones minor fapped Bob on the
arm as the Australian junior
crossed the quadrargle towards the
School House, W

“Good for you!"” he said, in
great admiration. “ You've done
old Turkey—done him brown!
Lovell couldn’t have made old
Turkey cry  peceavi.” Been scrap-
pinz with the Lyneroft gang? ”

“Yes, a little.” _

“You look it!” said Jones.
“ But you bagged Turkey’s scalp
and made him ecry ‘peccavi.” TI’1l
tell Lovell after tea—it will make
him awfully wild.” Jones gave a
chuckle. *“ Even ILovell will be
waxy. It's no end of a score.”

1t was time for tea, and Bob
Rake hurried in, followed by Jones
in great spirits.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

in the “Rat-Trap !
LIPHANT of the Sixth came
along the Fourth-form pas-
sage with Carsdale. The
Fourth were mostly at tea in their
studies—but as soon as the captain
of the school was sighted in the
passage every study doorway was
filled with excited juniors. It was
easy to guess that Oliphant was

there on Lovell’s account.
“ After Lovell? ” asked Durance,

looking out of No. 5.

Oliphant nodded without speak-

>

sad

ing.
“It's a rotten shame,” said
Durance. ' |

The St. Kit's capt}ztin passed on

without answering, but Carsdale,|

the bully- of the Sixth, paused;
“You'd better mind how vou
talk, Durance,” he said. “ Lovell

“You can eome up to St. Kit’slis going {v be made an example of.
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on from the

rest of you. Take care!” .

- Durance’s lip curled. The
juniors had already observed that
Carsdale, alone of the St. Kit's pre-

4 /éfzz

Mr. Carker has his eye on the

fects, was in Mr. Carker’s good

graces. There was much in
common between the tyrant and
the bully. Carsdale was evidently
backing up the new Head heartily;
while it was clear that, Oliphant
was acting very unwilli in the
matter, constrained to do his duty
as head prefect. The Sixth Form®
bully gave Durance a threatening
look, and passed'en up the passage
after ‘Oliphant. ° - L

Rex Traey burst into a low laugh-

as his studv-mate turned back

2 into
No. 5 with a dark brow. R e

“Let them rip!” he said, wilh'

a sneer. ““Lovell will be sacked
if he goes on as he’s started—and
all the better for us.”

“Don’t be a rotter, Tracy!”™
growled Durance. ““1t{’s up to the
whole form to back Lovell up in
this.”

“What rot!” b

“Well, I’'m backing him up,
whatever line he takes,”  said
Duarance. *“ So will you if you’re

At which Tracy shrugged his
shoulders, but made no rejoinder.
A dozen juniors followed the two
prefects up the passage to the top
study, eager to know what was to
happen to the rebel of the Fourth.

Oliphant tapped at the door of
the top stody and threw it open.
Harry lovell and Co. were at tea
there—Bunny Bootles wriggling
very painfully on his chair, an
oceasionaliy wuttering a painful
¢jaculation.

The chums of the Fourth rose as
the prefects entered. They had
heen  wonderin what would
happen—and waiting. Now it was
going to happen.

“You’re wanted, Lovell!™
snapped Carsdale.

“ Mr. Carker? ” asked Harry.

“ Yes, vou cheeky voung rasecal.”

-

“I shall not go.”

Carsdale grinned.

“Won't you? ” he said.
get carried, then.” |

“Shut up, Carsdale,”” growled
Oliphant. *“ What's the good of
rubbing it in, when the kid's in
trouble? Lovell, we've orders to
{ake you to the punishment room
and lock you in. You’re not to be
taken to the Head—not now, t
any rate.”

“Oh!” said Harry. : 2

“T'm sorry,” went on Oliphant.
“You seem to have kicked over

2 Youll

the traces in the form-rcom this

afternoon pretty freely. A few
days in the “ Rat-trap’ may do you
good. Come on!”™ g
The captain of the Fourth hesi-
tated. |
Bob and St. Leger were both on
their feet, only too evidenily ready

to back him up if he resisted. But

a struggle of three juniors against
the two stalwart Sixth Formers
would not have been of muech use.
And the breathless erowd looking
assage were certainly
not prepared for a rag on “old
Oliphant.” _ |
might have handled, prefect as he
was; but Oliphant was too popular.
And he would have been rather a
difficult proposition, even for "a
crowd of juniors, 3

Lovell thought it out.

He was quite determined that ke
would not be taken to Mr. Carker’s
study, there to be dealt with at
the tyrant’s mercy. But that,
apparen<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>