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In this special, we present two Mary Tourtel stories
about Rupert’s schooldays, showing that his early

schooling under Mary’s guidance was rather harsher
than that under Alfred Bestall’s gentle influence.  The
stories date from 1922 (T7) and 1933 (T73a) - very early
and very late in Mary Tourtel’s time as Rupert artist.
The school was closer to that of Tom Brown’s
Schooldaysthan to Grange Hill, Rupert was a reluctant
boarder in one of the stories and bullying was rife.  It’s
also interesting to note that Edward Trunk was not an
entirely positive character.  Although he does use his
strength and bulk to benefit his chums, he’s also rather
naughty - starting a fight in one story and playing

slightly devious tricks in the classroom (pinching
Rupert’s work book) in the other!
As in our previous Tourtel specials, the images have
been taken from original newspaper cuttings, tidied up
and then coloured (beautifully, as always) by Gina Hart.
We have reproduced  two of the original images as they
were before Gina got her expert hands on them.  As you
can see, they were quite a mess and Gina had to work
both hard and creatively to render them useable, before
starting to apply colour.  Once again, we are more than
pleased to be giving Mary Tourtel’s artwork the tender
loving care and attention that is so richly deserves and
has seldom enjoyed.
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Mary’s (or perhaps Herbert’s)rhyming couplets deserve
to be preserved for historical interest but do not,
arguably,  match the quality of her art.  For that reason,
as before, I have written new couplets in a more
contemporary style and aimed them at the more adult
audience that the Followers of Rupert represent.  I have
not taken the “adult”nature of the exercise to its
possible conclusion, however.  I have restrained myself
from some of the more  amusing, but entirely
inappropriate sets of couplets that the stories suggested
(with the help of a glass of Laphroig).  For example, my
first attempt at a rhyme for the top-left image on p13
began
“Poor Rex and Reggie Rabbit were assaulted by a
mugger ...”
and then I thought better of the next line, elaborating on
Hubert Hippo’s unsavoury character!
Perhaps one day we will publish an unexpurgated
NutwoodSpecial - for now I have restrained myself to
allowing one of the naughty boys in the school to
acquire the Del Trotteresque “plonker”, to describe his
lack of common sense and decorum!  Once I’d used
“stinker” and “rotter”, I began to run out of acceptably
derogatory terms with two-syllables.  I hope that
Followersare sympathetic to this mild and affectionate

updating of the language of Rupert in the context of a
publication that aims to please and entertain grown-up
Followers, while preserving and enhancing the artwork
from Rupert’s distant past.
As the stories do not fill the booklet, I have included
some snaps from Rupert’s school album over the years,
which indicate that Bestall’s Nutwood school of later
years was a softer and more enjoyable place, with the
benign Mr. Chimp replacing the rather dour doggy
dominies of Mary Tourtel’s classrooms.

I am grateful to John Beck, Phil Toze and Jane Lee for
the use of their eagle eyes in proof-reading this
“Special”.  I am also grateful to my wife, Glynis, for
doing the really boring jobs ... cropping the images and
typing in the original Tourtel couplets.  This allowed me
to concentrate on the more satisfying creative tasks and
meant that the entire special was created by Followers,
for Followers, without having to pay for outside help!
Finally, of course, thanks to Mary, for these early gems
and to Gina, for her peerless colouring, front cover
artwork and story “half-headers”.  Our publications are
enhanced beyond recognition by Gina’s enthusiastic
support of our work and by her genius with pen and
brush.

Alan Murray (Publications Officer)
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Rupert’s looking frightened and it really is no wonder
For Dr. Bark, his new schoolmaster, has a face like thunder!
His Mummy and his Daddy greet the doctor with a smile,
But Rupert’s knees are clattering together all the while!

Soon, Rupert’s parents leave him there, as Nutwood’s far away.
His new school is a boarding schooland Rupert Bear must stay.
The matron, Mrs. Gentle, shows him where to find his case
And hopes that he’ll be happy in this unfamiliar place.

RUPERT AT SCHOOL (T7) 1922

Rupert must go to school this term: his parents bring him to
The famous Dr. Bark to learn, as little boys must do.
To Rupert he seems very fierce, his very looks appal.
He says "Mrs Bear, I trust he'll be a credit to us all."

It's much too far for him to go back to his home each day.
So for the present he must board and at the school must stay.
The matron, Mrs. Gentle says, "Now Rupert, don't you fear - 
you'll be quite happy. I will see you're well looked after here."

RUPERT ARRIVESAT ANEWSCHOOL
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Soon Thomas Catt and Edward Trunk and little Henry Hare,
With Sidney Squirrel, John Bobtail and sleepy Rupert Bear,
Were heading for the Land of Nod in rows of comfy beds,
With thoughts of parents, home and friends rotating in their heads.

The master said “ Now write your names, in writing clear and fair”.
But Rupert made a mess and spelt his own name “Rupert Bare”!
As he was fully-clothed, this was a rather silly blunder,
But the poor young lad was nervous, so it really was no wonder.

When the lesson was arithmetic, poor Rupert was no better.
He seemed to find a number just as tricky as a letter.
He thought that “three add two makes five” was very plain to see.
But “three times two makes six”, he found a total mystery.

It wasn’t ‘til geography that Rupert seemed to shine.
He recognised The Wild Goat Pass and Badger Bank just fine.
Stag Forest, Ogre Land and Wolf Cave he could surely spot.
While all his classmates, trying hard, most certainly could not!

Glad were the new boys that first night when safely tucked in bed:
But, oh, how much each boy did wish he were at home instead!
There's young John Bobtail, Thomas Catt, Sidney Squirrel, Henry Hare,
Edward Trunk, the biggest boy of all, and several others there.
Poor Rupert did not feel at ease when his first lesson came.
The master bade him take a pen and said, "Now write your name,"
The pen seemed such a clumsy thing, and though he took great care,
He wrote it badly and he spelt it wrongly - RUPERT BARE.

And Rupert, when it came to sums was troubled in his mind, 
Not twice in ten things he was asked could he the answer find.
He could not understand at all- he thought it must be tricks-
Why three AND two should just make five, while three BYtwo made six.
But when the great map was unrolled for class geography, 
Rupert felt happy, and he scored full marks quite easily.
He knew each place: "There's Ogre Land, there’s Witch Land, Wild Goat Pass,
Stag Forest, Wolf Cave, Badger Bank"- he went top of his class.

THECHUMSSETTLEINTO BOARDING-SCHOOL.
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The class that Rupert liked the best was exercise, or “gym”.
The cross-bars were no problem to a lithe young lad like him.
But Edward Trunk was rather large - in fact a big fat lump.
He broke the bar and landed with a loud and painful “thump”!

For Edward, games like football were no better - they were worse.
His lack of human hands and feet became a proper curse.
While all the other boys were having fun and running round,
Poor Edward’s large and clumsy frame was often on the ground.

One afternoon, when school was over, Rupert took a walk
To see his old friend Bill the Badger for an old friends’talk.
He made the school sound fun, with all the exercise and games
And all the new friends he had made, with interesting names!

The chums spent so long talking, that Rupert Bear was late.
And he found a grumpy porter glaring at him through the gate.
“You're in for a real roasting” said the porter, “fr om the Head”.
“He’s very strict with silly boys who turn up late for bed!”

The kind of thing that Rupert liked was when they went to "gym":
Cross - bars, the vaulting horse, high bar were all the same to him.
But Edward Trunk had dreadful luck, he's such a heavy boy - 
He broke the bar and down he fell, to all the others' joy.
Football was one of Rupert's joys, they played it many a day,
Poor Edward Trunk was rather slow, and always in the way.
Rupert, Fred Fox, young squirrel too and also Thomas Catt,
Were all about the field - alas, Edward was often flat.

One afternoon, ‘twas after school he went to have a talk
With his friend Bill Badger, it was quite a good long walk.
He told him all about the school, the lessons, games and gym, 
Of Edward Trunk and all the boys, till Bill quite envied him.
They talked and talked until at last Rupert said "I'll be late."
He ran the whole way back, to find the Porter at the gate.
"Now Master Bear, you're late," he said, "This is against the rule.
The Head is strict about all boys who wander far from school.”

RUPERT VISITSBILL ANDGETSBACKLATE!
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So Rupert Bear was punished, by two hours of tricky sums.
‘Til his poor young head was thumping, like a band of noisy drums.
And Freddie Fox was in a quite unsympathetic mood!
He thought that Rupert’s rotten luck was really rather good.

When half-day break arrived, they had a game of hare and hounds.
And Henry Hare was just the chap to lead them out of bounds!
He headed off to lay a trail of paper scraps, hot-foot.
And just five minutes later, came the chums in hot pursuit.

They went off at a gallop and from time to time a jump.
‘Til Rupert lost his footing and he fell down with a bump.
Then Edward came into his own and lent a helping trunk,
To prove he wasn’t just a useless elephantine lunk!

The chums arranged a party, with Rupert as the host.
He served up sausages and cake - the food they liked the most!
It all went swimmingly at first, with lots of happy crunching.
It wasn’t ‘til the food was done that munching turned to punching!

The master sent for him next day, and said, "Now, Rupert, you 
Have broken bounds; this afternoon two hours at sums you'll do."
How Rupert hates those sums! Fred Fox runs by, and just looks in.
"Good luck, young Bear, we're off to play," he called out with a grin.
But now half-holiday has come, they all play hare and hounds.
It's just the one day in the week they may go out of bounds.
Henry was chosen for the hare - to give him a fair chance
Five minutes start he had, and then he leads them such a dance.

O'er hill and dale they follow him, here, there and everywhere;
Though out of breath, they won't give up, They mean to catch that hare.
Now Rupert stumbles in a ditch; Edward sees his plight, and then
Calls: "Take my trunk!" and pulls him out, and off they go again.
One day, too, Rupert gave a spread, it really was a treat;
He bought all sorts of things for tea, and oh, how they did eat!
Sausages, jam, and rich plum cake, boiled eggs, a home-made brew
Of lemonade, ham sandwiches, sardines, and cocoa, too.

RUPERT GETSDETENTION :A PARTYISHELD.



RUPERT AT SCHOOL

9

The cause of the kerfuffle was Edward being a clown.
He threw things at the smaller boys and then he knocked them down.
The others soon joined in the fray, to squabble and to roar.
And Edward Trunk soon found himself quite flattened on the floor!

Perhaps it was the fighting, or maybe too much food.
The next day poor young Rupert Bear did not feel very good!
The doctor gave him medicine, while Rupert lay and moaned.
The nasty-smelling stuff was foul! He slumped back down andgroaned!

While doing tedious homework, Rupert fell asleep one day, 
And Edward, being a joker, took his reading book away.
He didn’t think that Rupert might be feeling bored and tired.
Young Edward’s sense of humour left a lot to be desired.

While Edward sits and looks angelic, Rupert gives a shout.
“I’m sure you pinched it, Edward Trunk.  I’ll punch you on the snout!”.
“OK,” says Edward, full of  nonsense, “step outside the door.
You have the first punch.  Then I’ll knock you flat on to the floor”!

Edward, of course, did not behave; when he could eat no more
He threw things at the other boys, and rolled them on the floor.
Oh, what would Rupert's mother say if she could see him now?
They've all charged into Edward Trunk, who started all this row.
The next day Rupert felt quite ill, he had to stay in bed.
They sent for Dr. Squills in haste, who looked at him and said:- 
"I fear he's eaten something which has given him this pain;
I'll send some medicine, and soon he will be up again."

How Rupert hates the time for prep, and though it must be done
He falls asleep. Then Edward laughs - "Now we will have some fun."
He reaches out, takes Rupert's book, says he "I'll have it now, 
And when he wakes and finds it gone, Oh, won't there be a row!"
Rupert wakes up and soon has missed his lesson book. Said he;-
"I'm sure you took it, Edward Trunk - just give it back to me!
I'll punch you hard unless you tell me where it is" he cries.
"All right," said Edward, "Punch away!" Then open the door flies.

RUPERT’STUMMYACHE! : EDWARDISA TRICKSTER.
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But just then, Dr. Bark appeared, his anger very plain.
He told them off and left again to fetch his trusty cane!
“Ha,” Edward sneered, “He can’t hurt me.  My skin is very tough.
No matter how hard teacher tries, he won’t hit hard enough!”  

Despite the teacher’s anger, Rupert was no wimp.
He drew the teacher on the blackboard, looking like a chimp!
Unfortunately, as he doodled, Dr. Bark was near.
“Go to my office, Rupert Bear.  I’m going to warm your rear!”

Soon Rupert had decided not to draw like that again.
He’d found out what it meant to warm your bottom with a cane!
A tear was trickling down his cheek.  He wore an anxious frown.
He knew he’d have to take some care when he chose to sit down!

Exam-time came around and Edward Trunk was rather stuck.
He tried to ask for Rupert’s help, but soon ran out of luck.
He thought, like Henry Ford before, that history was bunk,
But Dr. Bark had spotted him, a message in his trunk.

'Tis Dr. Bark! And silence reigns at once. He says ;- "Now boys
As an example I'll cane one for making all this noise. 
"Make your own choice," he said and went. Then Edward said:- "Look here 
My skins's to thick he can't hurt me, no thrashing do I fear."
Rupert one day in a wilful mood, to all the boys’delight, 
Drew Dr.Bark upon the board and made him look a sight.
"Old Growl" he named him, and the fun was furious and fast
Till Dr. Bark came on the scene, when they all stood aghast.

Sad was the sequel, Rupert went at Dr. Bark's command
Straight to the Master's private room for - well, you understand.
He came out from that room, indeed a chastened little bear,
And for the next few hours at least sat down with special care.
The end of term brought on "exams" 'tis history to-day.
Edward, whose memory is poor, is very much astray.
He writes to Rupert on a slip:- "What date is ten six six?"
The Master sees him pass it and calls: "Trunk, just stop those tricks."

RUPERT ISCANEDFORHISCARTOON!



RUPERT AT SCHOOL

11

When holidays come round the boys head home to see their Mums.
Despite the lessons, they will miss their rowdy, naughty chums!
But summer holidays give rise to bright, excited eyes.
And Rupert trundles off amidst a chorus of “Goodbyes”!

Amidst some trepidation, Rupert’s school report appears.
As Daddy sits and reads and frowns, poor Rupert sits and  fears!
“Your conduct and your football’s rather good” says Daddy Bear
“But it  seems that you could make some small improvements,

here and there!”

RUPERT’SWORKISGOOD,NONETHELESS!

The time has come to leave for home. Oh, how the boys are glad!
In spite of lessons Rupert thinks that school is not so bad.
He drives away: he shouts:- "Farewell, we've had such lots of fun!"
"Good-bye," calls Edward, "Good-bye," calls Fred, "Good-bye" calls every one.

At breakfast time the postman brings Rupert's first report.
His father reads it:-"Well, it says, you're very good at sport.
Sums, grammar, spelling weak - save these your knowledge seems quite wide:
Your conduct? Generally good- my son I'm satisfied."
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But Rupert, Bill and Edward soon found reasons to be cheerful.
They made some snowballs, ready to give someone else an earful!
Then Edward looked around to find a victim for their plot.
There was no doubt, a snowball fight was waiting to be fought.

RUPERT AT SCHOOL (T73A) 1933

Christmas holidays are over now, and school begins today.
Bill and Edward call for Little Bear as they pass by that way.
Rupert's ready for them, he has packed his satchel overnight,
Looked up his pencils, pens and books, so that everything's all right.

Still yet the snow lay on the fields, though all the roads were clear.
The snow was banked on either side, so, when they to school drew near,
They prepare to have some fun; they made of snowballs quite a lot,
Ready for a battle with the boys, and to get in their first shot.

It’s time to head for school once more, through January snow.
The chums are glum because they know the time has come to go.
They’re wrapped up tight in gloves and scarves, with bags of pens and books,
Which all explains their downcast eyes and rather gloomy looks!

RUPERT, BILL ANDEDWARD START A NEW SCHOOLTERM
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And, as it happened, Hubert Hippo lumbered into view.
He was a teaser and a rather nasty bully, too.
He twisted Reggie Rabbit’s arm and filled the lad with fear.
“I think it’ s time,” said Rupert, “Hubert had a cooler ear!”

The snowball hit its target with a satisfying “Splat!”
And Hubert stopped his bullying to yell, “Hey!  What was that?”
Then Bill and Edward lobbed their snowballs, joining in the fray.
While Rex and Reggie took their chance to scamper clean away.

They reached the school, where Rupert’s chums were forced to share the door
With Hubert, Wally Wolf and Reynard Fox, who glared once more.
They were a nasty trio, in an early-morning sulk.
And the little ones were glad of Edward’s reassuring bulk

The teacher was a new arrival, and the baddies’plan
Was to play a nasty trick and put the wind up the poor man.
Bold Reynard meant to pull a string to make the blackboard fall,
Without a thought for anybody’s peace of mind at all!

No sooner had they stepped inside the Schoolyard than they see
Hupert Hippo, and the Twins with him, looking frightened as can be.
Now Hubert Hippo loved to tease and bully any one 
Smaller than himself, and hurt them too; he thought this rather fun.
He seized Reggie's arm and twisted it, till Reggie yelled with pain.
Taking careful aim, said Rupert, "Look! he's at his tricks again." 
The snowball landed fair and true right on to Hippo's ear;
Being nice and hard, it gave a sting, and Hippo yelped with fear.
Quickly he was bombarded by the rest the others threw;
The Twins, they do not wait to see what happened, off they flew,
Rejoiced indeed to get away from that big bully there,
They did not see 'twas Edward Trunk, and Bill, and Little Bear.

Just then the bell rings; into school the scholars there all troop,
But Edward keeps a watchful eye on a certain little group,
Wally Wolf, and Hippo, and that sly Reynard Fox, they're all great friends,
Who work together, bully, cheat, to gain their unfair ends.
Reggie and Rex are glad indeed to be with Little Bear.
And big Edward Trunk, well they know they're safe from Hippo there.
There's a new master for their form this term. Some think that he  
Looks easy game ; to play a trick on him these boy agree.
So when the master's back was turned, and he was all intent
On showing Rupert what was wrong, Reynard Fox on mischief bent
crept out; no least sound did he make, when a piece of string he tied
To the blackboard's easel; quickly then back to his seat he hied.

HUBERT THEBULLY RECEIVESA SNOWBALL!
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He pulled the string, the blackboard fell and startled all the boys.
“Good heavens”, gasped the teacher, “What made that appaling noise?”.
But silly Bill just giggled, staring straight down at  the string.
“So you”, said teacher, “were the naughty boy who did this thing!”

The teacher was quite furious. “To make a fool of me.
Was not one of your better wheezes, as you soon will see.
The other boys will go outside, to have fun in the snow,
While you, Bill Badger, will sit here alone.  You will not go!”

Poor Bill was quite dejected, Rupert offered sympathy.
“That sneaky Reynard pulled the string.  It’s very clear to me,”
Said Rupert. “He’s a plonker.  He’s a bully and a cheat.
I think I’ll punch his nose.”  Then Rupert Bear rose to his feet.

Outside, he found the hippo, wolf and fox, who simply sneered.
“You are a bunch of stinkers,” Rupert said, but they just jeered.
It all looked rather ugly.  What would happen?  Who could tell?
And fisticuffs were just prevented by the old school bell!

Reynard, from where he sat, could pull the string, soon came a clatter;
Down fell the easel, blackboard too. "Good gracious! What's the matter?"
Exclaimed the master turning round, and then a grin he caught
On Bill's face, "That's the culprit there," of course at once he thought,
Wily Reynard Fox had thrown the string  down by the side of Bill,
Where it caught the master's eye, and thus he was convinced more still.
The master was very angry now; "So you thought this trick to play"
Said he to Bill, "because I'm new and this is my first day.
But you don't know me: You will find you've made a great mistake,
For punishment you shall stay in, when the rest go out for break."
"What happened, Bill?" asked Little Bear, when all had gone to play
At break. "It was that Reynard Fox," said Bill. "You know his way.

He tied that string. What could I do?" Of course they knew quite well, 
That e'en against that sneaky Fox, tales they must never tell.
But Rupert’s angry for his friend. Said he: "It is a shame!
He's just a sneak, that Reynard Fox, to let you take the blame.
It isn't fair. I'm going now to give him of my mind."
And off went Rupert in hot haste that Reynard Fox to find.
There in the playground Rupert saw, together were the three,
Hippo, Wally Wolf, and Reynard Fox. Going up to them said he:
"A pretty lot you are, I think. You never play the game, 
But cheat and bully. Reynard Fox, you know it is a shame
To let Bill in for punishment, a nasty trick you played"
But they only laughed and jeered - they're three, so of him they're not afraid.
Just then the bell began to clang, it is the end of break,
And all must go back into school, no further words they spake.

BILL ISFRAMEDBYREYNARDFOX!
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Later that same day, the boys were handing in their books
To be corrected.  Suddenly, they all exchanged black looks!
In unison, they all cried out, “What’s happened to my jotter?
It’s been defaced with blots of ink by some deceitful rotter!”

But teacher didn’t know the Nutwood chums and he assumed
That they had just been sloppy with their pens “Come here!”, he boomed.
“You are a lazy trio.  You will not do that again.
For you will not forget a message carried by my cane!”

It was some days later, and the hour when Rupert's class was due,
To give their exercises in for correction, as they knew.
Bill goes to his desk to get his work when, "Oh," cried he, "my books!
They are just covered all with blots." At once then Rupert looks
Inside his desk.  Alas, he finds the same, to his surprise,
For on opening books he sees big blobs of ink; he cries:
"Mine too, are inked. Someone's done this!" "Oh!" calls Edward in distress,
"My exercises! All are spoilt." Who's done this they can guess.
The master does not know the boys; he's not been long there yet.
So when he found their books all inked, then angry did he get.
He thought them careless; called them up, thrust the book at Little Bear,
"Disgraceful!" said he, "work like this to send me, sir you dare.
And you, Trunk and Badger, both as bad. I'll teach you not to shirk;
You will be caned, the three of you, for this untidy work"

As Rupert, Bill and Edward Trunk, walked home from school that day, 
They made a vow they'd find the one, who on them that trick did play.
So they planned to go next day to school, in good time, then to hide
In their classroom, so they can watch, to see what will betide.
Early next day they get to school. To Edward's dire dismay
There is no hiding place for him, he's too big, so he must stay
Outside; he fears he'll miss some fun; they tell him to wait about,
Ready to dash inside at once he hears them give a shout.
Rupert and Bill then hide beneath the master's desk, and wait,
Soon they hear someone tip-toe in, and to Rupert's desk go straight.
They both peep out; 'tis as they thought; the culprit they see there
Is Wally Wolf, and searching through the books of Little Bear. 

So, walking home with sore behinds, the trio hatched a plot.
“That fox will try a trick again,”said Rupert, “like as not.
He is a nasty piece of work.  Let’s make a secret pact -
An early start tomorrow and we’ll catch him in the act!”

Next morning, Bill and Rupert found a splendid place to hide,
While Edward, too large to conceal, was forced to wait outside.
Wally Wolf, just as anticipated, came to have a look
In Rupert’s desk, to make a mess of Rupert’s writing book.

WALLY WOLFGETSTHECHUMSINTO TROUBLE AGAIN!
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“We’ve caught you at it!” Rupert cried, “You nasty, slimy sneak!
Don’t move! I’m going to punch you to the middle of next week!”
But Wally Wolf  collected up his startled wits once more. 
He dropped the book, turned on his heel and ran towards the door.

But Wally Wolf had failed to notice, being in a funk,
The classroom door was blocked by a substantial Edward Trunk!
Edward didn’t budge and Wally had to stop and stay.
The Nutwood chums clapped hands on him and dragged the wolf away.

The teacher looked at Rupert’s book.  No blots could be detected!
He heard the racket, listened, and immediately suspected
Both that Wally was the reason for the inky-blot pollution
And that Rupert, Bill and Edward were exacting retribution!

Now, Rupert, Bill and Edward were annoyed, but not too silly.
They dropped the wolf into a vat of water, clean but chilly.
It didn’t really hurt him, but it soaked him to the skin.
And it bruised his dignity far more than elbow, head or shin!

"Ha, ha! We've caught you in the act. We thought that it was you,"
Calls Rupert, dashing out at him, Bill follows closely too.
Wally gives a yelp, he drops the book, as though it were red hot.
Then with a frightened glance at them, he dashes from the spot.
But Rupert had him in his grip. He held onto him tight,
And shouted "Edward! come in, quick we've caught the one all right."
In dashed Edward just in time. "Help! Let go!" Wally cried:
But the three seized hold of arms and legs and carried him outside:

Now their master happened to have heard angry voices and the din,
And some one shout: "We've caught the one." He decided to step in.
A glimpse he had of all the three, as they were carrying out
Wally Wolf. Thinks he: "Some trick he's played on them, I have no doubt."
The open desk next caught his eye, and lying on the ground
Was Rupert's book, work neatly done, and no blots there he found.
Then came the thought to his mind, had they caught Wally there
About to tamper with their books, and those of Little Bear.
A pump stands in the stable yard, with a tub beneath it there.
“No, no!” yells Wally, when he sees what they intend to do.
“Let me go. I’ll never ink your books again, I promise you.”
But they only laugh; then with a will they lift him up “Oh stop!”
He yells; then leaving go their hold, they let him fall in plop.

THECHUMSCATCH WALLY ANDGIVEHIM A DUCKING!
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A wet and weeping Wally Wolf was fished out of the vat.
He was a soggy sight, but got no sympathy for that!
He’d got his just deserts for being such a nasty brute.
The Nutwood chums all took the chance to laugh and jeer and hoot!

So Wally squelched away to tell the teacher of his plight.
“They ducked me in the water, Sir,” he wailed. “As well they might!”
The teacher growled, “For you have been a very nasty boy.
The ink-blots in the copybooks were quite a sneaky ploy.”

The matter didn’t end quite there. Wally was surprised
To find that, like the fox and hippo, he’d been ostracised!
While all the other boys played football, they were not included,
To demonstrate the disrespect to which we’ve just alluded.

So Rupert filled his copybook with big words, just like those.
He’d promised Daddy Bear he’d keep the grindstone on his nose!
He knew that if his work was good, his holiday would be
A time of laughter, games and fun, at Winkleton-on-Sea!

Oh, what a soaking Wally had before they let him go,
All dripping wet; a picture he of damp and sniffling woe.
"Perhaps you'll leave our books alone for the future," called out Bill.
"You'll be sorry for this," Wally cried;  I'll tell my dad, I will.
He'll see you punished." Then they laughed. In sobs and tears he went,
He, who others often bullied sore, their treatment did resent.
Wally, thirsting for revenge, by chance just then the master met.
"Why, what has happened, Wolf?”, he said, when he saw him dripping wet.
"Oh, sir," said Wally, cringing there, "Those three, they tried to drown
Me in the tub - Bear, Badger, Trunk." Said the master, with a frown,
"What were you doing at their desks? Perhaps you will explain."
Wally stood there nonplussed. Did he know? Then the master spoke again:
"And you come telling tales to me. Enough I saw and heard
To know that you were in the wrong. You got what you deserved.”

For the time being after that, young Wally and his crew 
Left Rupert and his friends alone, 'twas wiser so to do.
Not one of them was popular with any of the boys,
They never joined them in their games, or sports, or other joys,
Though secretly they're envious, when they see little Bear
Playing in the games with his chums, they go by nose in air.
So passed the weeks; and Rupert worked at lessons with a will,
For he'd made a promise to his Dad, that he wanted to fulfil,
To work hard all the term, and ne'er let his attention stray,
For if he does well, Daddy said, when comes next holiday,
He'll take him, and his Mummy too, with a little friend maybe,
To spend three weeks at that jolly place called Winkleton-on-Sea. 

WALLY RECEIVESNOSYMPATHY!
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RUPERT’S SCHOOL PHOTOGRAPHS!

These delightful images from Alfred Bestall (1-4) and John Harrold (5, bottom right) show Rupert’s post-Tourtel schooldays under a more
benign regime.  This theme is continued on the “Follow Rupert” page for this Nutwood Special - by Alfred Bestall again.
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