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THE FIRST OF A GRAND NEW

SERIES . ...

(Photo by Courtesy of Geinsborough Pictures,
whose latest film starring Will Hay as a school-
master —““ GOOD  MORNING BOYS* — will
shortly be showing at your local cinema.)

‘e ODDLEBURY ! Doddlebury ! Change
’ere for Bendover College !”
The window of a first-class com-

partment went down with a bang,
and the head and

senger popped through the aperture,

“Is  this  Doddlebury7” chouted  the
passenger, looking up and down the platform
i short-sighted perplexity.

ITe clipped a peir of glasses on to the
end of his nose as he asked the question, and
then, very gradually, there dawned in his
staring cyes an_ expression of almost painful
bewilderment; for in that moment he caught
sight of a spectacle which caused his forchead
to erinkle like a miniature sheet of corru-
gated iron.

Drawn up on the wooden platform of the
country station was a line of boys—boys wear-
ing Bton jackeis, school caps, and the most
innocent expressions in ihe world.

It was these innocent expressions on their
faces which caused the first-class passenger to
blink through his nose-nippers.  He knew
schoolboys of old, and this parade of virtuous
youth was, Le felt, too good to be true. He
pecked at his -pursed lips with finger and
thumb, then. catching sight of the solitary
porter, he let out another stentorian hail.

“1i, stationmaster!” he shouted. 3

An untidy, shockheaded young porter, with
a vacant expression in his gooseberry eyes,
came ambling along the platform, and starcd,
mouth ajar, at the pascenger.

“Did I hear you say that this is Doddle-
bury ?” asked the laticr cheerily:

“Couldn’t tell you, mister!” answered the
porter. “’Ow should I know if you ’eard?
All T know is I shouted * Doddlebury 1
Doddlebury 1" till I got ’oarse in the froat!”

“Wazzat 1” snapped the passenger, frown-
ing.  “'Orse in the froat! I’ve heard of
frog in the froat, but ’orse in the—
Listen to me, Turnip-face! Do I alight hera
for Bendover College 7

“Please  yerself” answered the porter,
without any sign of cnthusizsm. *“ You can
set yerself alight if ver like, but it's ’juat as
quick to get out in the ordinary way 1"

The passenger lowered his head, screwed
up his nose, and squinted at the parter over
the top of his stecl-framed nose-mippers.

“That remark is not fanoy!” ke said
severely.

“But it will be
a tick1”
move |2

v if you don't got out in half
said the porter. “She’s just on the

All rights

shoulders of a solitary pas..

Swinging open the door of the carriage, the
passenger flung out a bulging suitcase and
took a flying leap on to the platform; then,
with a start, he caught sight again of that
line of Dboys, their inquiring, curious eves
upon him.

“i, superintendent!” he shouted, as the
shock-headed porter went ambling off along
the platform.

The porter turned back
ajar, for the stranger to
ings.

“Pray be o good as to salisfy my curio-
sity I” said the latter, waving o hand towards
the row of boys. “Tell me, in strict confi-
dence, what is the idea of the waxworks?”

No sooner was the question out of his
mouth than something soft, cold, and clammy
smote him in the back of the neck, clinging
there like a poultice with pips in.

" Bless my soul !” he cried, clawing the over-
ripe tomato from -its moorings and stg ing
down at the mess in wide-eyed bewilderment,

and waited, mouth
open the proceed-

M

THE LAUGH OF THE YEAR!

You've heard him on the radio. You've seen
him on the films. Now Will Hay, the world-
1, o achodt " makes
azloth;r“ mirthquake " in this epecial “ PILQT
ato

Will’s the sort of schoolmaster you’d be
tickled to d

e2th to have at your school. Meet
him In this super yarn.

M

“Extraordinary!  Inexplicable! Now, how
did it happen3”?

Then, as though struck by
swung round upon his heel
at the row of boys. He was plainly suspicious
—hut_no sign of guilt showed upon those
angelic faces.

“Strange!” ho muttered,
over, his eyes. )\

a bright idea, he
and stared hard

pushing his hat
Lust be one of those forced

tpnmlmrs!" Then, turning to the porter :
“Well, go on—answer my question! What's
the idea of the—er—=

lo looked round
sharply, and was Just in time to sco one of

the boys hastily stufling back a tomato into
his trousers pocket. *T mean.” ho ran an. fix
ing the tomato merchant with a gimlet glar
“why the deputation, or reception conmmittee,
or whatever it is?” i

b young gents are from the college,
mister,” explained_the porter. “ They'ro Tere
to welcomo a w8# waster wol's dus to-dav.
'E was supgosed lg‘come by the wmorning
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train, but it looks a
lost ’imsclf.’

“Really 1" said the stranger, with oty
grin. “You don’t say! o Tt 2 frigid

s though 'g's

All schoolma Sorn aud

sters s Dutty 1

s Now, I'm
tell you something, my lad|

more lip from you,
express has hit you
new master,
myself 12
Beaming toothily,

£oing 1y
Badl T T g,
, Yol think the Londoy
Lin the pantst | am the
and I haven't gone and lest

he turned his back tpoy
the porter and strode across to the deputation,

“Well,-boys ! le cried Jjovially. “g“(‘lmlve
to Bendover College! That is, I am glad ty
welcome myself to Bendover College ! " A
must say I am deeply touched by the kindls
thought which brings you here this Liernivg.
I repeat, boys, T am touched I

“You Jook it!” came in an undertone fron
the end of ihe row.

There was an- explosive snigger, but the new
master was not quick enough to catch the cul-
prit. Getting -on with his inspection, he
paused in front of the tomato-thrower and
regarded him fixedly.

“And what might your mame be, yourg

man?” lic asked, peering over his nos-
nippers.

“Sammy Straw, sir!”

“Sammy  Straw, eh?” cchoed the ret

o 06C ity prain
master. “Bammy Straw! I'm \)_nl] .]»,‘"'
Straw—Hay—you sound like a yc]::lm]l; i
Screwing up his n_ns(i,_hn squinted ba
the junior, suspicion in his stare. | 3
“Are you quite sure your namo 13 Samy
Straw ?” he dewanded sc\‘ex‘_eb;. cconcd O
“I dido’t say it was, sin r.n:\\“c'. K
junior.  “You asked ne \\hgl :\‘."
might be, and I said Sammy .._tr«l . (hoash
“Quite so!” agreed Will, smnlme‘n o
he'd swallowed a mouthful of Irc\cl’:‘m P
ving on down the line, he €atie
arrying o e supel
halt in front of another bo;._“ i
innocent expressian nnmcm'} :::v;n. ot
“And  what nughl—;-‘x,—h o] miliegr-
your name, young man?’ b neket any fusst
“And remember that I d‘l“:ltrkly-
stull this time ! he mldc(' Bd T
h - ¥
“lezy Cumming, siv! |"I"'l 1wl el
: b L 3 O A ]
“Is who com'ng? dlxlimlm}:l‘u\\' i be ¥
sively. “And low P]m“f\mihlo qm"“‘“".m
coming? 1 ask you a sens U1 Now, [
I cxpect a sensible answe
what's your name?” »
* [zzy Cumming, =ir’
“ Haven't 1 ju~‘n‘. told 3‘ou :}
if hae's coming!” shoutec

jng W€ Tl
“What's the idea of w_"l:;“z At ‘ll“
darned silly  question 1‘1‘ o tone
coming, eicl* ho mocked g
disguste ho jo

“'That's right, sir™” piped

P ion strictly forbidden.
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gl et rlf‘ll are, my lad!
WP iR par l‘:l“-' his moist brow
, .-"T‘,“ < Jabin
Pt e paused belore
W ne,

¢ by way of a

T sons

LR e .
. ~.'I‘1L;'”_.lz;,,g]_\'. What's
QLY ~
A e ;m,\\‘(‘l'(‘l] the red-
il -

g my Tad?”
vou be goMIE =
rou're s!a.\'ij‘u: right
3 clared Will Hay.
'vo had just ﬂ!)ont
Let's push off up

a pr»nr—shapr‘d face,
- | outsize 1D horn-
gr:.“-cd politcl_\' to the new
o bo

ou want?” demanded Will
1at (0 yo )

vithout, sir,”
“and mysel and my
would deem 1t an honour 1f

us 10 fiaul you up to the
Sing hero 2
5 ol yr.u!
Joy's bulging dome.
whariot
gh;nplnt!’m‘m in lﬂ hbun_(-h,

" 1assed through the tiny
Migolboys PAsSe d g i

‘i‘ .(-'r‘nrinf awails v

wrmit U3, ' -
conquer! » peamed Will
“Let’s

¢ Jir way to

sor 872 made their 3 3
o moliice “”fld {liere, standing alone, 1n
2 An hioned open

a5 @ l-fas
“a>~l:{1 1%]{1)(- in the final
Horsehair stuffing was

, holes in the cushions, the
ackew, and in place of shafts were
: Of;frkz"l'"s]].(;ﬁtcd the boys. “Wwe'll
upy pe school in no time . ) )
W will Hay tossed his suit-
et and climbed in after 1t.

i wreek, C r i
g IQI-T:\‘ mind! No monkey tricks !
Ba go LAY
i ye B0 I . o
[p wss Lo @ Jirill cheer
Vs probbed the TOpes

the chariot ski

that the score of
and set off at a
dding in alarming

pal .
pace 5 T RS
caion s it sped down 't]n, greasy 11

i .‘nlu:}’tn (he village high street. Blood-

ding yells and Red Indian war-whoops
Lyrhf villagers running to .thmr doors and
ws, and Will Hay, lolling back like a
x]::. liited his ancient topper, and beamed
r2d at the populace.

(e clear of the village, the boys put on a
: cpurt and rushed the hill beyond, m}_d.
rearing the crest of the steep incline, Will
first glimpse of Bendover

v caught his

.V'gll_

4 nubling greystone building  with four
uili, the school was eoldly impressive in the
“2lt morning light.  The grounds looked
ton and peaceful; the rays of the sun re-
.;4 upon the surface of the ornamental

-ftr’}‘f foot of tlie 1iill; the road ran through
oV gates of the  school, which stood
) Let Tier go, chaps !"

y a}:"fll("’-" came from the leader of the
; f,“r:‘am{‘e‘. the ancient carriage was
aing mhv]"]‘: Gathering spo(‘_d, it went
‘;‘r-nu(.;“‘:-‘ down the steep incline, the
Wil 11y BI_E]“‘ﬂd us fast us they could go.
“ig g Was bumped about like a dried
B ﬂnr}nﬁ?}“ and when at last the vehicle
-.,‘;}‘11'0 gates of the schiool, the
1 ,Pad“ll_ it off the gravel drive
e W0 Next instant, they had

¢ TGpes n ] 4 o

. nd bolted aside from the

hing |,
Mepy » UCrosg : =
teg the lawn, it tore through a

h,; ¢d ap : ]

'x:lllﬂ‘k('. lf‘llnzfmd“d struight for the orna-

'-'ﬂ:::"l,“"'l.‘l t 1t was with closed eyes and
]

-‘,,,‘R‘-":"al X,]“}:I?E-wi” Hay nerved himself

il
it iy

a
Moy :.-!nhoa’l@l‘ like a y

ba Mighty oung clephant, the

shower of water and
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d‘n'(-(] for the bottom, a |
ticked away Lefope e e
parted, and the Jea and
,l(‘l“;.'11-1-~l1!r came | Ii:{ht“

18 sparsely covere !
back of an -‘u{(h‘-\r‘ “h“]‘ l‘l“l'}‘ o il AL e
.«h?,rt-eix:lm-d way, tHiked reumy &

Dear me! 1y

severgl

eenndae
surfacy of vl

the
houlders ‘nl I’::‘l:

Ins
Dloss my
X : S ¥y ® |
18 Ihr-An‘wm!mg of (his -'-l\utlr:u
fion, <ir’" inquired a Voice :
the Take, Tt was 3 f
l‘l:)llﬁ.klIlg[;l](‘gﬂ'l‘hl]l'm.ln \
am Dr. Shrubb, hea
Bt sz ’ master of thig se i
Smiling genially, (he ney nnnstu'rl;:n:fl(l::i'llz"
“his

nippers on to ll\c cend is se r
] P nd of h .
] ¥ s nose, and gave a

“I am Will Hay, sir,” |
Y, sir, t
new master reporting furl?.h::‘;-";md'

And pray what
? rdinary alhibi.
rom the e

. ! ge of
\}llltr--lmnml, shocked-
Yho asked the question,

“I'm the

do?” How do you

& OU understand, Dr. Shrubb "—Colonel
Chatterton’s voice was \-il)rurlt( ?.’chl
meaning — “unless  thingy ‘};r‘,

. cpeaidily alter at this school I')
afraid we shall have to hand over tl e in

a younger man,” . o SRR R

P’i:l ]'n'ﬂ»*]mus Shrubb fidgeted uncomfortably.

‘The scheol is falling into disrepute,” ox-
claimed the colonel.  “As chairman of ih
governing board, it is my duty to warn \'m(:
that thl.i 1s your lasr’c:l'mn(-e. Take for cxample
the Fourth Form. They are notorious. Ilow
many Fuurlh Form masters have COI;I(‘ and
gone_ this term, Shrubb?"

“Tive, (“'o]_nnul Chatterton " was the tired
answer. The boys are just high-spirited
that’s all. There i< no real vice in them. Up
to now I have not been suceessful in secoring
the services of the right man to handle them.
But a new master has just arrived. 1 think
he will be able to manage them.”

“Umph 7 growled the eolonel. “I've heard
that story before.  Who is this man—this—
ahem !'—boy-tamer? Send for him!”

Dr. Shrubb pressed the bell on his desk and
dispatched the page-boy to summon Will Hay.

The new master arrived, newly swept and
garnished, so to speak. Ile had changed his
clothes, and he had changed his opinion about
the voung japers of Bendover. IHe knew he
was in for a high old time.

“This is the new master, colonel—"" began
the Head. )
The colonel did not appear to be very

impressed. S
“Are his credentials in order?” he asked.
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“Oh, yea! amiled My, Jlay. *“You want
the best” eredentinls, we have them ! Ty that
not o, Dr. Shrubl 2

Er—yea!” agreed the Ifend. “Mr. MHay

has the reputation of knewing how to handla
difficult boys."

“Inl Good 1" boomed the eolonel. * But
that's not enough.  Is he clever? [low about
mathematics, for instance?"

.\"I” Iay beamed.

Mathematics are my strong suit—I mean,
my forte, colonel,” he stated convinengly.
“’)'}'. I ballled the examiners, years ago, b
setting them a little problem they couldn’t
answer. Perhaps yon'd care to have a shot at

it, colonel 2"

_The colonel crimsoned. Mathematica was not
his strong subject. :

“Oh, no, my dear fellow! T don't doubt
your word for a moment,” he put in hastily.

“For instance,” breezed on Will Hay, as
though he hadn't heard, “‘as you may be
aware, mathematies, in its simpler develop-
ments, may be defined as the scicuee which
deals by approved logical methods with the
relation  of nagnitudes, quantities, and
numbers. It is not possible, in bricf, to give a
definition both intelligible and comprebensive,
but some idea of the modern scope of the sub-
pect way be gained by an enumeration of—"

“Lnough, sir! -Enough!” broke in Colonel
Chatterton pleadingly. T do not doubt your
knowledge of the subject is almost as complete
as my own.,”

“0Oh, that's nothing, eolonel I breezed Will
ITay happily. “I haven’t really started yet.
Try a basinful of this: We will begin again
with ordinary arithmetical relationships, ex-
hibiting their gradual growth by extension
into algebraic analysis.”’

“Thank you, sir, thank you!’ said the
colonel. “I assure you I am—ahem —entirely
satisfied on this point. DBut to turn to another
matter 1 had in mind. The Form of which
vou have been placed in charge is thoroughly
out of hand. It is even rumonred that some of
the miszuided young rips go in for gambling,
sir. They need strong handling.”

“Ieave that to me, sir!”

“That’s what we intend to do, Mr. Hay!”
snapped the colonel, recovering somewhat now
he felt sure of his ground. *‘T am told your
methods are somewhat unusual, but we. shall
expeet happy results, nevertheless.” .

“Toave it to me, sir, as Nelson said to
Wellington at the battle of Champagne.”

l‘”."'”\l"'l!!
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T'he colonel fixed him with a military eye.

«Ah, there T have you, wir! Thero 1 have
.on!  I'm an old coldier, rir—1 kunow my
?\i.-'.ur\', Allow mo {o tell you neither Nelson
nor Wellington wero present at the battle of
Champagne.”

Will 1lay smiled happily. .

~Good for you, colonel 1" he breezed. I
thought 1 couldn’t cateh you on history:,
ever, let us be up and doing. 1 it's
pame to you, I would like to mect the young
bloods of my Form. I am cager to get down
to 4

Wo "
«1 will escort you to the Form-room myself,
emiled Dr. Shrubb, “DBe goad enough to

follow me.”
5
voiced opinion of the new master of
the Fourth. And as Jerry was
captain of the Yorm, and the prime mover in
all its mischicf, his opinion carried we ght.
The Fourth grinned. They were a ombled
in their Form-rocom, awaiting the arrival of
their now.master. Zealously they clung to the
ation they had won of never “standing ™
2 new master for more than a fortnight. They
were tough in every scnse of the word, the
it of the average master and of their
s alike.
ot's get ready for him !” sang out Jerry,
his blue eyes aglow with mischief. “Do your
\T, you fellows! You all ought to know it

e

'S a bald-headed old buffer "
That was Jerry Smart's loudly

b, v {

And the Fourth got busy and did their stuff.

“Cave!”  Skittles, who was posted _at the
door of the TForm-room, cuddenly hissed a
warning. In a second the Fourth had dropped
into their places. On every face was an angelic
expression as the door opened to admit their
new raaster.

“Good-morning, boy:

“Good-morning, sir

“«\We secem to be having quite a lot of
weather lately1” went on  Will, his gown
ballooning behind him as he strode across the
Fourth Form class-room to his desk. His
nippers perched rakishly upon the end of his
nose, he slanted o glance at the wicked-looking
drawing-pin upon the seat of his chair, which
he had seen just as he was in the act of
sitting down,

“Let moe see,” he murmured, straightening
himsclf up and stroking his chin with a
reflective finger and thumb.  “I'm! Yes!
Of course!” Lowering his head, he studied
his class over the top of his steel-rimmed
glasses. “«Fr—Smart,” he called,  his
whimsical gaze upon the captain of the Form,
ou,l'd you be so amiable as to step this
way ?
“Certainly,
ith 2 grin at the other fellows,
to oblige I”

In leisurely siyle he strolled across the class-
room and faced Will across the desk.

“No, no!” said the new master. “Come
round here and stand beside me! What I
hiave to say i¢ for your shell-like ecar alone
my boy t” .

Suill” grinning, Jerry Smart stroll
lhﬂ gmk nrﬁ] joinoil Will, o ioug

Now.” began the latter, Jowering his voic
toa confidential whisper, ““I suppns: \!ou 1‘.3:)(\:
,\u‘x.nl'u IllIl. i=7 You know, an clevator !”

ou're not trying to pu ¢ ir 7”
deininded. the Haon eaplain, Il my leg, sir?
}‘\\'.” gave a l\'iuomus chake of hi

L“Not yet,” he returned; “the ;
time ! DBut ubout this lifu! I)mn)m,q,x»],‘rl’t\‘!.; OE
happens when =it ascends—er—g & e
jer € goes up, that

CThat'
T s eacy !” scoffed Smar i
: v 1" s Smart, strele
]”a right hand and raising it co‘ili‘llln'l\)\f’; Ol"t
That's how it goes!” N
“Exactly I” agreed Will, as (]
10
})nﬂurl h:ul btirvn taken off his mind "5)}\151 %\rl‘;::
Opens  whel *8 q
llulu] e, ien it descends—er—comes  down,
“Why, it poes like {his!” gri
) t > ki s |
s\\f(;{mi,: ]lun hand downwards grnncd (Brissl;
“As 1 thought 1 :d Wil i
i b ‘;‘ v % nodded Will. “It goes like
Holding I i
T4 kbt hand on hig!
i;ronaghtvxg :|Iu\';n upon the to ‘:)‘El:ln}:f;‘é(llr(}:"tl
x_:i:ul, }\h'u.l caused the unfortunate J'vr'-r .
sit. down in the chair with a bump. i
But that was not all, &

1

"

sir!” answered Smart sweetly,
“Anything

head.
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Jown he drove the long point of
1§

Jin into the most sensitive part of
and it was with a shrill sereech
into the ar, for all the world an
1 been fmpaled upon 2 red-hiot

Tn sitting
tho drawin
his anatomy,
that lie Jeapt
though he had
braduwl,

Isven Re,
(wo real ends
an attitude of perpe

cpie Pyke and “TFruity ” Snell, the
of the Form, who usunlly qunqu‘:(l

tunl horedom, joined i
the tornado of ¢t and merriment \}'h ',h
esulted from this experiment. Indeed, Jerry
) himself was the only one who did not

BIar he high irited jubilation

toin in the high-spirite | .

]“!‘"Riw)n Smart—or not-¢o-Smart, shall wo
o mo  your sfeat!

say f—you Imay

beamed Will Hay.

to stand.”.
Jerry Smart r:l]{‘J)l liu(k
sonishly seated himscit.

.‘h'l‘("]"]l‘liﬁhb ek ol ' Lo muttered. ““1Tow

i olter 1’

uspicious rotter!

' could he have known that I put
3 Ahoh

¢ drawing-pin on hig chair?”
the drawioe Dl ence I” enlled Will ay, rape
ping his desk with o ruler, “We're o bit short
of paper this morning, s0 T want you to‘\vn(o
down everything you know about the French
Revolution'! Iivery bing, mind you! a, ha!”
he chuckled to, himself. “A shade subtle, 1
trow me! Perhaps you are too g]ull—w:tled to
follow me. We will call the roll instead.

“You there "—pointing at Smythe, who Wwas

now ¥ )
«That is, unless you prefer

(o his place and

i “I‘

=il
‘un,ﬁ\q‘"“\ lH

“'Course not!

irie L Falling off’'s all that worries

scated in the front of t ss—“kin
my I",o{.:ister out of the dctﬁ."daks_ S
I'd sooner not, sir,” replied Smytl
I've no doubt, m Mo o
: y boy, I'v P
smiled Hay brcczhy; “but \\'ln;r';1 \l':;)urd%'\(l)‘:‘szr
gives you an order, he expects it to be

5

master
obeyed,
I’z;sri(:)-n‘-\xn::stc-“‘\r so slowly, Smythe went to the
e .‘.d(.r!s desk. Ile stood on one side as
(»smpr; nc] the lid, but, even so, he did not
gaeans W l\ﬂt de.hcon intended for the new
g ,‘.-", 1 lid of the desk was raised, a
L l‘x‘::;lg), \|\hl|ch llmd been kept in place,
S nly released,
Al)éﬂ?gr\\'n! a bottle u‘[ iuk.At SUABI L e
u(;\\“x:if:losaﬁ;}:]! m'll(‘l‘n\u u]ml_l‘l\ls of the bottle shot
_‘ vards in a darkening, sy
shower, and although Sinythe Imcl\v:gofm:\l‘l:\'\t

trap, ho could not alt i

) c(her avoid i

“'5.‘3‘}“”1 back, his fﬂ(‘:gl‘l\']llll;l‘(rl“i(::dil’S- e
a, ha, Lo’ laughed Will Iay, ‘:"Vcry

smart! Very sinart, indeed

“ Grooooogough 1"
(4rooooooough 1" gurgled Smy I
an inky trail s Lo sln"'g,:‘".:d n‘\:g;}'lt‘, dripping

Will ITay ret:

n bony finger at Kunpiheit ®
“Vou, boy, lindly
Gingerly " Havers

LL
Im.x‘ul.(-xl it to Mr, lhy‘w
No, no!” lnc(-'/vnl.u o
enn call out the mmn.,]'
Open the register and |,
With an uuh:\pp{

® ey
g“.“ M"\:«l“;]"‘ 5
oy rf‘ﬂ B onee LA
the registor, At (he sareion, Hay,,
r;ﬁ-;ipt‘-r flew upwards fro, v
md been cunningl i) '
band, fo that, l’n{ (‘.'ﬂ:cc?l’ d 1:4,“,
(:nnlvn‘v-rl clastic did the (5 ook Opttig
uf\.hshuovm 1” sneezed “,w' ol
Thank you, Havers ,“r‘]r' 4
the side of his nose, 'YQ.\;‘ ed Hay, A
cold. T will call the rol] m;:,‘?lw;:" DYV
i \Will Hay made every Loy M",,rj
].{mgi;‘:{gci’ ]Ihs eyos ,‘|..M':" (“Pv’dlu‘,'
I yke as that youngeeo 2w
CDI l‘dv a . )Ou"g"er‘l o z
“8o you're Pyke, my Jad?
h g ) ad?”
taking off his nnr;c-;u{mh:r;

Y,

tisky,

ho 21 o,

rather crafty face of ti sad !md;) .
“Any relation to M, D\,‘\?lkrlgjl I?)lkzz':: r"":

R;]gglc Pyke started.
“He's my father!” he admitt
“1e’s also a schoc Laamitied;
will Hay. oolmaster, I belieretn yy
Why chouldn’t he be?”
rc-f:’:{\lf}ully, ;‘Do you know }(:]iexf?n“u"d“d Piiy
have heard of him,” re
gravely. “I have heardl‘;?},:,n’f,‘“““l Hy
his breath he added: “So ‘lbal'-And e
snipe, 've to be carcful of, e’ 1'}'lhe,x"~'¥
J\;st i(c}linli (Sri become Head of (b:‘:!&%‘:{;
ace of old Shrubb. ere’ - dirts
going on here.” Bb. - There's some diry v
'{\'Itm‘ ro\l-c}nll“crf{ninucd.
At its end, Will Hay boame G
“Now, what's the first le.ucrx':l"“{;gniﬁ‘;tit,}x
“Latin, sir!” volunteered Jerry Smart, vl
had now recovered and bore no malice. ¥
“Latin!  Hm!” Wil Iey's excon
arched. “I think you might very well b
that for yourselves. Carry on, my lady ol
I will discover what you know.”’
Having set the class to work
master scated himself at his desk
He opened a morning peper and beraze
immersed in the important events
and he was weighing up the cb
Knight, a horse which was down to
3.20 at Epsom, when he lifted his
a red cetter and began to sniff; genth
tively at ﬁrsr,dthou making a 5ok
rasping of sandpaper. o o1 R
”pS(rEmgc 1 E)mp muttered, crizkliof kS
brow. ‘“Most mysterious!”
Blinking rapidly, he T—'{‘”Qd
nippers and survesed  his
and it was not until his que
the far left-hand corner of the ¢
the mystery explained itselt. o
Trom that quarter a haze of h-f’_‘,
drifting gently upon the 5““4
further investigation, Will Hey
reason.
Lolling
the armho
one of the cads of the
emoking a cigarette.
: i

over bis 1%

[
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5 (u:}stdr"f:

M . il
back in his seat, thusat v

s Reggie

les of his waisteont, 1‘?55
Form, V3

Suel

was also indulgir r i
True, there was trained l‘”i.\“
in their ey they puffed
inexperienced fashion. —
Pyke had little beeds of Al
1 Fruty

short upper lip, and, *%
fixedly into space, ike 8 :

Will Hay coughed -"“.r'-‘:,-'
upon the desk with his i
“Excuse me

bovs,
“hut may 1 draw ?
that this is a cl:.s;~r<)0xl1iour of 1
shed ! The pungent ©
Socks—" i
Wil'hese smokes ar€ bt
Reggie Pyke Ix_w{“f}l' gt o ¢
own  temerity. They
a packet.”
Pery 1 .
leaving his desk
corner, ‘*Are the
down at Pyke nyr g
His manner was fHe
be decply m‘gcr\“lun or
cigareties. T meat

t
not

Jo!”

reaconal "
and }°
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v eaid  Pyke.

. m
. abo¥t, ! and—
17, ok o4 Will, snatch-
: “en the desk and

= armured, dm\\x_n;
T say that for
the ;vr’iui:! e
tly. bringing a
PR OF his hip-pocket.
vou, I'm warning
srong. even for a man
"y oull probably make

voll

ickly erin. “Th-thank
cickly T :

ca . taking the solitary
qured, 13 . .
g cating up Te

1
4 \.r-nu'i.",:!:_\'. "F{no.m up 1
b g aoman enjoy a good
to €€ &

r

Boil ‘hewer at once; he
. his mind.

sell, he was staring
~radually his school-
" e place to a light yellowish

W el . thoughts!" offered Will

gie, his plump
“I—I don't

ve had fr,-mc-i'hin% at break-
agree with you! diagnosed
“w3\[ake a good dinner.
iled pork—" .
f dinner had a startling
ie. Leaping to his feet, he
“to his mouth and charged for
reaching it just the Head was
cnter the class-roont.

. the— Qogoocn . . ) .
" the Head in the waisteoat, Reggie
.o the corridor and went away like
¢ hare.

ne! Bless my soul! What was the
. that extraordinary boy, Jr.
anded the Head in his mild way.
ooked quite horrible—"

s does, sir!” cut in Will, with a
"+ As a matter of fact, sir, we were

as

g

ce |
as

ing this and that over a cigar 22
od  precic Mr. Hay, do my ears
2 »

Did T understand you to say
words, sir,” grinned Will, bring-
s remains of his Turkish cigarette from
his back and popping it between his
“You see, «ir, in the first place, I

ped—h'm, caught!—1 caught DPyke
ting! My duty was clear. To wit: I
e s eigareite away from him!

liere Wil wagged a wise finger
Head's nose—“T was able fo dcal
uation in my own way. Having
ung Pyke apart from his Tuarkish
I gave him one of my own special
zars, so everything was all square!
¥ between ourselves, sir, I've an
*tat Reggie will be a non-smoker for a
v E e 1o eompe 1 )

Wasothe phost of a smile upon the

3 face - s I
‘22 az he logked up into Will's
£ eyes,

“nospecial  cigars  are  rather

he figgested mildly,
“should he, sir 1 nodded Will, squint-
,],,”‘ nose-nippers.  “I make ’em
be one T gave Pyke was a scientific
rubber heel, boot polish, soft soap,

.'”-‘vd brown paper; and what could be
AN tha 7 -

in_thinking that you have no
ginald ]’,\‘1\‘0'{"

s foud of him as you are, sir,
+ lowering his tone, “and if
I””,“ wart to me, I'll have him
Yer within @ month !  There are
o e, -\::1].'1-'(,{ doing m’(_*l';clhing. sir, and
e You don't need a steam-

fack a monkeynut! Get me?

»

how did pyou litie it—Hau?
Yorcasn't 1 ?—and next weel’s
'S cven Letter! Tell your puls

§ Pling
Iy,
,:"l' 1 e

it
roCoop—and tell your nercsagent 10
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TR gojer €Oy of 4 PILOT " for you.
Lilg, "7 1o be a mighty rush to read
@ Bendoper.”

WANRT A WINTE R~
WARMER,
STAINLESS ? )Tm
TR P

EVERY FRIDAY

1.—Out dning a spot of fodder-
chilly morn, 1 bumped into
and when the warm-he

shivery condition, Le otfe
stop)

(Tull

providing t'other
a young pal of mine
arted fellow spotted my
red me his winter-warmer

£—Thanking the lad nicely, I Legan to getar
I lads,
round-and-round " like the old sonz (comma)
and =oon this small edition of central heating was

going.  You know the way,

warming up nicely.

swinging it

3.—DBut we're told there’s many a slip ete.,
and suddenly the can flew threngh the air with
the greate
a tin of beans and the Sunday joint in my errand
“ basket.

h i ad of getting the e F cold beans
5.—TBut instead of getting the ean of cold
hr-’(-\'pr-r-ml Le cot a fapper full of hot cinders,
and <o the would-he grub-biter was bit (full stop)
'IL mﬂdc my heart glow to see the way he dropped
that winter-warmer!

]
SEZ You. D)

4.—XNow, while I'd been doing my strong-arm

stuif, one of these tough
spotted my tuck and thought
smash-and-grab,  ** A Jucky dip!
diving his fin into the basket.

sneak-tldef
he’d do a spot of
" Le chortled,

feliers

but the
couldun’e, take a joke.
he growled, thus

banishing the

from the Stainless dial.

G.—1 laughed, and ©Jaunghed, avd L Leughied,
tough laddie who liked
“ I take the lot now
Stainless smile

taking thi

1HATS GOT HIMON A
BI1T 0 STRING!

=

25 ac i/

2
C\«;\\\\(/QD/

= This Wits Ut 0 hot, 1 thought, so 1 promptly
Loved the famons St phen wits Into top gear.
"‘]“'"i the string of the winter-warmer in my land,
'lu{:i“\\'lxl:ii 1 did a cowboy act with the howe-made

Jass0.

8. —Whoops, dearie,
of string then ?
I:r--sm !
amp on his chin!  And
chin-chin until next week !

that

THE PILOT No.

Did | have him on a bit
1 pulled the knot tizht, and, ey
the naughty lad came ¢ carth with a

was  that—so

72-13/2/37.
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