“YUNNY, ain't it?” grinned Skip.
“Ha, ha, hal"
Tom King and Dick Warren
laughed.

“They had found Skip Ruggles busy

X p was seated at the
study table, with a sheet of impot pape
before him, and a pen in his hand. Sk
had lines to do for Mr. Charne, his
form-master: but he was not getting
busy on lines. There was a drawing on
that sheet of paper—or, at all events,
‘what Skip, who was no artist, intended
for a drawing.

It represented a figure in cap and
gown, brandishing a cane, and another
figure bending over a desk. King and
‘Warren could guess that the brandisher
“

HAND

Frank Richards

of the cane was intended for Charne,
though Skip had hardly caught a like.
ness. But il painter in the old
story who wrote “This is an ox” under
his picture in order that there should be

no mistake about t, Skip had added an
inscription:OLD DONKEY CHARNE
IN A WACKS...in large capital
letters.

‘Whether that picture was funny or
not, the word “wacks" cerlanly was
Skip was not strong on spelling.
had certainl “in a wax" that
morning in form, and two members of
the Fourth had had the benefitof it
Reece e
Recce, who had manners and customs
not in accordance with the rules at




Felgate, had inadvertently dropy
cigarette while taking something ase

ich Ieft him wigglng most
ncortorany. Du et all.
arne, in s grimmest mo

ad
EELS fllow in the Fourth sand
and turn out h

thers were

same line. But Stanley St. Leger Rug-

gles was for it, all the same. A large

chunk of toffec, at which he had been

nibbling whenever Charne’s
TG

tready in
Wik one swipe, and &

Hundred lines
s quie furious sbout it al
had

g
s promptytaken s mame out of the
list for the Dolcot

noon,and put 1 Bullnger's Skipaie

ey, a7 ehickled Skip, *1
say, would Charne be wild if he saw it?
Ha, ha! OF course, I wouldn't let him

ied asst” sid Dick
Charne wouldn't know
ynnv lpellmg? i B g o

g stared
with he spling?™

s generally spelt -
. laughing.
aid Skip, doubtfuly.
e

‘What's wrong

“Oh, all right” said Skip. He did

He loaded
b o e
and replaced it with “wax”

now, what

“You blithering _bletherer,” said

Warren, “If Charne saw it, he wouldn't
be just in a wax — he would be as ma
3 hater_—

s 2ot ging o s i

o g v ol tho
{el!ows. o ke the g thats
all”

“Better shove it in the fire.”
Dl watch it
in the fire, a

nd come out
" said Tom,
said Skip. *Thaven'tfinished
show them this
in the Pound"
e You fat ass—

e represntalio
0 dry on the study table.
jar
afer dinner, looked into the sty

“Hold on a m..uu. King! T want a
word vith

e held on reluctantly. He
a not want & word with Resee,
word with him. He did

not e B 0 b
s that 10 fellow ke the captain of
the Felgate Fourth could like. And it
was probable that Reece would cut up
85



rusty about his sudden drop from the
junior Soccer team. He did not want a
Tow with Reece, st before a football

h. However, he held on, as re-

“weli?

“I looked into your study after
iffin, to speak to you about the
Soccer,” said Recce. “Yo 't

there——
“You've nothing to say to me about
that,” he

you've taken my name
out of thelist for Dolcot this afernoon,
Bullinger's in.”

“You know why.”

(I you mean about that sl cigar-
e it forn

“Oh, cut it oul" smapped T
“You sonked out n the Form mateh

“Better put me inthe team, King, or 1 shal show
ko caricature 1o Chirne.

86

L St bt s
ke

last Saturday, winded to the wide. T
know why - now! Think

re,
you can't ek 3
inutc like this, making him look @

“Not quitel” said Reece. roud
better hear the rest, King. Wi

there: but something eise was.

Charn tosecyour pictursof him?
g, who was about to walk
awly, v, siopped. He bad forgottea all
kip's. Skip,
pmbauy, L T
cather resemb-

Bt e et s et

is own w
chums were playing football.
it do you mean, Recee?” asked
Tom, very quietly, “If you've seen that
F Skips——"

s an ol ass— ut baks don' ke
Homortruths ks o that, do they
“Char



“He will, unless you put my name
ack i th Dot st befre Dolot

olly
dchbcmel.y “He will iad it ying on
his study table while you're playing
smiled -a cat-ike smile. There had

‘was acting like an unscrupulous young.
rascal did not worry Recce over-much.

s “chucked” out
of the Felgate junior eleven at the last
inut, if he could help it. And in the

peculiar circumstances, he thought that =
he could. That was enough for Recce. “[fllmnpmm Mwm e eam,you

“You rat!” breathed Tom. Jenow viat o expec
“Thanks!” smiled Reece. “Do I play
this afternoon?” answer to his own thoughts. Charne

““You mean that if you don’t, you'll would not know who was the culprit:
shove that slly picure where Charne bt b would fnd out. He would be,as
Warren had said, as mad as a hatter -

“Emclly 2 ‘madder, in fact. His wrath would be
m King clenched his hands, hard. ~absolutely deadly. He would never rest
sy s g e oy S ke had drawn

o impunity.
10 the writer. Anybody might have done would be like a bloodhound on the

But—! He shook his head in sooner than later ~he would track out
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the offender, that fathead Skip. And

Head for a flogging. At the very least,
he would administer such @ whopping
as had never been handed out before in
the Felgate Fourth. Poor old Skip!
on. v e e

e hat iy ictorer
Whereyou won't fd it

our ur fu
nocked throuh x)\c e

R ot wi le you want that
picture t0 g0 to Char
“Do I play?”
b lps - and

T iid Res. “Doleotwil be
Bk < an i A v s
to take that long to make up

ad that! Yes or 1o
PN et you know.” ]
Tom,at st “New lgw o alon.”
rugged his shoulders.
xs

X it n s ungng oom,
e

S e hke n Vor't make a

differe 50 into the feld
with Finow what o
expect. Cheeriol™

Resis strlled away, humm
e Tty ot Tisthig

‘hathe s going 13 do. And when he
ught out his chum, Dick Wi
i consultod him,

arren,

Chasging roomn.

m
“Dolotwilbe here soon.”

“WcIL What?” asked Warren.
‘They ‘were in. the changing-room.

n the captain of the Fourth
wnhnvny unpleasant glint in 1
, Tom King had suid nothing

o ot e now.
He had to nukc up SR
Dolcot team arrived: but he had not

Y6, appareatly, mads it up: Recoe was
Eetting impatient.

‘There was a cheery buzz of voices in
the changing-room. Everybods

doubt. As funio footbll capai, his
cece out of the
Changing-room. As Skip's chum — the




protective chum that such an unmiti-

: and minutes were ticking

ce came over to them, at last, as
they stood a ltle apart, by the window.

Warren gave him a look somewhat like

a bulldog.

“You worm!” he murmured.

Reece did not seem to hear that. His
eyes glinted at Tom King,

i 1ge?” e asked.

had to think of Skip, suffering under
Charne’s tremendous wrath. He nod-

“Okay,” smiled Recce.

He lost no time in getting on with it
Reece was keen on Soccer, and a

could, that he was fit now. Anyhow, he
‘was going to play, and Tom King could

like it or lump it
“Ican'tlet old Skip down,” muttered
ren's glance, “I

Afier all, Reece Iooks all right.” He
glanced round, and called to Bullinger.
“Sorry, Bully, old man - you needn't
hange - Reece is playing after all.”

Bullinger gave him a glare.

“T like that!” he hooted. “What sort
of silly ass do you call yoursel, elling
aman he's wanted and then teling him

=~ LA

gt
Tes, St fultered Recce.



Hobad o take that. Rece

-mu g ws, not_un-
e L
Jooking s Rmsmd e, st

ecided to change

e v oty oo thought of

that fauous youlh coming n rom hs
arne’s deadl

arp voice in the doorway.
7, flowfa! e chtogiegsocm

c
come there,

kg thuod

v

1" faltered Recce. What was
maiter with Charne he could not
guess: but clearly he was the object of
Charne’s wrath. And seldor
had Charne been seen
oy, Hi pin olnt evs il i
tered at Reece. Something, whatever it
was, had evidently Sirred s decpest
"Ths whol crowd gd on o va-
“Tiow dare you, Reccs?” It came ke
e,
“What - what have T done, sit?”
‘gasped the bewildered Reece.
%

What bave you done?” repesed
Charne. “You have dared to

“This mo

you for bnvmg

Tomesion, Thi ahemmoony I Gedded

e e e ) and
whether more were

Recee. T dxd oot ok i, o |
flly expecied o do. Bt 1 found -
it Chacos brudltod e crumpied
hect, and Reece gogaled at it. He had
hiddén that work of art with sedulous
ars, s Sipschums Should Jook for
it, wrapped it
Manderiet snm‘ed o the pocket
of an old blaze the
blazer into @ dmwcr ofhis desk,under
Llap of pagrs. lare sarkin o
Ggareis, had evide
horoughin issarch, Chare vas Jthe
o leve no sione unturned, He
o smokes, But e had
found  disrespectful aricat
4, withthe happy inseripion "OLD
Y CHARNE IN A WAX".
e s oo e tat b wis oing off

&

iE

t fhe dep end,
csonr gsped Reos “Toat - thats

ot mine,

" Whatr” Charne firy roared.“How

dare you, Recce? This was in your desk



—it_was wrapped in a handkerchiel
i et of

* Rocce bab-
it wasn' —  never——"

he had not beenin

Recc that
such a hurry to change. Football shorts ~Socces

whop!
Luckily for Reece, Charne stopped
when he had made it a dozen. He

B Reoeol he thundered: And,

looked ik going on. Howeve, he
sto
e t be a warning t
uump\.n,
that work of art in his hand, and put-
ting the cane under his arm, Charne
Strodo out ofthechangi

Rosco i ot ply bnthe Dot mach,
Probably he did not foel much like

,and Roses vas I
wriggling, and squirmi
lng,and asping and i ’mm the

of his heart that he had not
o e 50 clever, and quite o
scrupulous, in gaining, and using, the
upper hand.
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