The Perkinson

udy Four.
“Fathead!” said both hischums,
Tom King and Dick Wa
Skip's opinion was not highly valued
in gt sy
Warren fet as sorry for

T vt Pekinsont” said Sip
Ts i

Perkindon of the Fith as ey follgw at
Felgate. You could not help fecling
sorry for 3 fellow who ad (0 80 up (0
erkinson s popular
it have fel sorry e
for Pook, in- simile” crcumsince:
the Felgate Fourth agreed

Frank Richards

Punch

course, and few, if any, doubted that he
{ioul pll off: thoueh isopponent,

, poisonous as he
night b in the esiradion of omlory,

10 ses that punch
iddle of next week, or stll further
alungthcculcndar nd iy wero oing

10 cnjoy sceing it. But while Perkins:
hadall

Perkinson, how was any felow 1o be-

lieve that he hadn't asked

‘was always asking for it. On the football
1d_or in xing ring, Perciva

Perkinson was the observed of all
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for it? Perk  have

b e e, Purngs, ooud powt
denied that uiside the
ring, an almost
had asort of feud with is orm-
master, Kye. Mr. Kye had the rather



unenviable duty of driving some slight

ledge of th into_the goi
est head at Felgate. Kye, a dut
man, did his bst, without'a lot of

metimes he was ve

le of mixing

infinitives. Perk was capable of that,

re. Kye, as Perk often c
pained, was bimys giticg ot i i
fellows knew, and

once narrowly mis . In
circumstan ‘anyone
lo dnubA thatit was l‘erkmsm\ vho had

ped Kye's notebool
Sy, and that b, alon i uII Felgate,

new where it was to be found? That
explit i fat,was alked of a5 “Percs

Jatest”. It was, of course, Perkinson
it again: playing the giddy ox as usual
1 geting Koe's g ut, Po

and questio
brushed aside: and he was given the

I
fect indicative plurals with his

Kye's of

Peinson's et punch woud fa
oyl beors
s gathered round Peckinson,

playing the goat, and let your beak have

i bosh back, and have done with

urged Langdaie, Felgate’s captan.
“Do, Purrings,

old chap!” urged

““Takeit back, Perkinson, " said Pook,
te carnestly. “Kye'll et you off with

2 Georgiof you do. Wy don'tyour”
27



Ll ll o yout Peinson aimost
sl L tll 31 of you tar 1o
mw anything about Kye's dash

ok - nota thing! I never touched
it and dou kaow o thing abowt i 1
expect the old ass has put it somewhere
and forgotten where. I tell you I don't
know a thing about it”

£

o mdte tothe

everybody did, Even Purrings couldn't
believe him. O course it was Perk,
128

hat idiotic feud with his
st Certaniy if Pesk was
in fut nnocent of that ntést and made
dest prank on Kye, his sec
Was easy to understand. By
it was Perk, who was fathead cnough
for anything: and fellows only won-

red how even Perk could be fathead

nough to refuse to cough up that
wretched notebook, in the awful cir-

armying on
be:

K at him?" said Tom King. The

remonstrating with Per
“Lookslikea winer 1 don' i




winner. He glared at the fellows who
had tried o make him see

Sykesof the Second with the gloves on.
he coud box, 3 bunny

rabt
the. r-b\nl"‘m-dd:d mnuymn
g, 1" said Skip, shaking
Pcrkmwn never Gid it-be

. Ljolly well know!”
w do you know, fathead?”
mqmred Tom King
ook at the way he got me out o d
car, when my bike wen

es as funny. Perkinson
Skip out of the way of a car:
hadn't snooped Kye's notebook! Skip's
fut pran moved in mysterious
“Fathead!” si
At sid Warre
“Well, T jolly well know

ergo, he

“Blllheln 1" said Tom.
“Bletherer!” said Wars
Having thus expressd thei opinion

was about fi to stand up to the

“Odds on beast,

. he never did it Sk

of Skip's suggestion, they left Study

a1 e
shoes, and it would serve him jolly well
ight 10 find his sudy Cshipped” when

to which
o realy and trly was not catided: S0

ip did not fointheswarm in the pym
0 see the fina

1
“One, two, three, four, five, six—"
Kent, the games-master, referee

this great occasion, was Gooning. 1t

was, as Tom King whispered to Dick

, Perk was down on his back, and
ook smiling that oily smile of hi, that
tad often made ellows wan t smack
it off his fac

3z

wanted him, and he did not spare
him. Perkinson, the mighty Perk, who
129



“One - twa - thee  four - fv - sis—"

had been universally expected to walk
of wil the foal, s eing ke ke

* Now ho was down - and his rinds,
dered dis.

round the ring, finally lopping him on
he sopes i ook o e s
made th olly one's head sin

galy  fath i the pa, Vonk came

up for 0
R e e e

was to follow the boxing, had knocked

Perk out in advance, and his second,
Purrings, might as weil have chucked in
the sponge at once.
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 But it C:

“For the love of Mike," Purrings

was totally forgotten just then cven by
is own chums.

I

o was making rather a row in

Pooks study I the Sixth Butthat did
er, with everybody in the gym

vatching the ], Nobody was ety

to eat ot hesd

fellow

Eoth maty v ww e
E dvantags of o genera deseton, of
‘House, was actively doingit: feeling




ihat, i the cirumsance, it was safe

COTs sy looke yery dimnusila]

already. Papers lay all over the pla
Ink streamed in all directions. The
carpet was over the tablc, and

. Skip ave
that he had done enough, at that, But
he was still busy.

Pooks ek remained to be dealt

things! Then, with quite an extraord
nary expresion on his fut fucs, he
pounced an the bully notsbok “that
iy on the floor a his

e pic
geled at it
e ha bilkynotbook vy
fellow at Felgate had scen it more than

once: What was, Kye's missing noie
ook deng ina lockd dsk in Pook's
study? Perkinson, obviously, couldn't
have) veput it here Sk Ruggles was ot
gquick on e uplak. Bt it dawned o
im what it meant.
“The awful rotter” breathed Skip.

was going tobeat
well knew that Perk, in a fearful 1

with Kye, booked to go up to the
Fead, woild not and cotd nm o hait
it was wh
1o0d gogsinga¢ that motebook
in'his hand for sevsa minut: Then
e let Pook's study. And he headed for
5e's.

1%
“Time!"
Only the al of timo saved Periv
Perkinson. Pook had him
aining jabs and.jots, and the Fifth:
form man seemed nowhere. er,
Kent called time, and he tottered to his
corner, where Purtings eyed him
gloomily. It was as good -

" muteed Tom Ki

“Bar shouting!” agreed W

Sl S a cha ap -1
et

i iyl wobe e s o

%
Skl pouncedonthe buly ntebook

131



the Felgate gym.

“Quiet, you fathead ™
ut wpl”

“Boot that fag out!"
Skxp- yougory
kip, you raging fun
“Order, there!” T e
angrily. “Order!”

ip did not heed. Ablare with

d
Now ot a hand siopped Skip as he

anted, and every
words. “Kye's

as to tell you he's sorry he thought

you did it—

im. But
ot M e Frwend S 1 6 ik T T A 425
o colard . SU v hesded ur in the crowded gym. Percival
Perkinson siared t Skip Rasgie, and
possl T've got 10 spea tohis acebrghtencd, ik the suhcoming
Pekinsout ]l youtie ot etk | ot ot oo s
to Perkinson! I'sa message from Kye.” looked almost green: it was Pook's

ge ot
Skip yelled. He shrieked. "I tell you
Tregotto fell Perkinson! Kye's found
s ol

Perkinson, imp i bs corner, ooked

come to light, Pook didn't know and
o e o e

not need to was booked
o B troutle with Ky

The Parkinson punch came ino play at st



Wid xciementeigne. I hemids_vent down, again ~and s time he

of it came Kent's voice: stayed down.
ime!” iThe refere counted up (0 en: and
“Oh, look at Perk now!” Tom King - might have counted up to twenty or
whispered to Warren. e T e T

Perk was worth looking at. It was a.smile now. The gym rang with acclaim.
chnged Pek 2 enovted Prk "3 Tom King and Dk Warren imost
it all the i T, That by danced wih s, They thumped Skip
weight hat had b was vy ke sl with gty
Eone -t sword of Dlmocl:! sus- Perkinson, who had st
pendd ovr i woried e had i lookin e i g ke oftwith
i 'was all clea now, and_Purrings looking on iop of he
FEbk was bis old s again, 1t was the 8 any fllow b & ight 10 ook when
sixth round: and it was also the lat. ho had won the school championship.
Tox vy Petinen wn(kad into Pook Fellows crowded round Perkinson to
ced the hearts of his friends. The ~tel him how sorry they were, and how
Perkinson punch came ino pay a lst,£lad they were: whie ook, in a dis-
It was a tremendous punch, and Pook - mantled study, was wondering dismally
had the full benefi of it. Pook went what on earth he was going (o say to
down under i, but truggled up: where-  Kye, ‘and to Felgate: generally: an
upon Perkinson administered the mix-  ordeal before him that was barder to
e a before, s0 (o speakc and Pook face than evea the Perkinson punch!

MY MELBOURNE STORY (continued from page 15)

1t wold b too complated ors o the big bt s, Tt wasa el il o
escribe the races in detal, but I must

bumping up and down in a small

launch on those wide open waters in

brillant sunshine following one class metre class as these yachis set_their
fer another, Bl coloured spianakers. T thei o,
Congratulations to Commander blué, yellow and green stripes. they

G. H. Mann and his crew in LRH. _billowed out over the Bay gi

The Duke of Edinburgh's Blueborile, i

and to J. R. Blackhall and T. Smith in

metals, and aiso to Colonsl Stanley Truly . uaforpsiable note on which
Perry and his crew for their “Silver” in 1o end this artile.
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