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(Photo by Courtesy of Gainsborough Pictures,

whose latest film starring Will Hay as a school-

master will shortly be showing at your local
cinema.)

ILL HAY sniffed. .
He had noticed the pungent
aroma as he breezed into the Fourth

Form Room at Bendover for the
last lesson of the morning. Putting it down
to somebody burning cabbage-stalks in the
school kitehien garden, he had promptly closed
the windows. But the aroma had only got
worse instead of better.

“II'm! XNone of you boys burning, I sup-
pose I he asked, squinting suspiciously at his

cheerful  pupils. ““If the school buildings
are afire, we shall have to get——""
“What are?”
Will Hay frowned. T
“Don’t ask idiotic questions, Smart. I

said “if’ the school buildings are afire, we
shall have to get—"

“What are?”’

“The  school
voung dummy !
‘what are’ ¥

“I'm not asking, sir; I'm telling you!” ex-
claimed Jerry Smart patiently.  “You said
“if the school bhuildings. are afire, we shall
have to get—" And I said ‘water,” not
‘what are.”  See?” :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hm! T sce. Well, we've had quite
cnough of that, Smart,”’ coughed Will, rub-
bing his nose thoughtfully. “T've had quite
enough of this essence of dusthin perfume,
too. If it goes on much longer, we shall all
start choking.” .

“Oh, thet's good, sir!”

“Eh2?

“I said that’s goed, sir,” grinned Smart.
“Much better than lessons.” .

“Muek better than lessons?”  Will Hay's
voice rose to a yell, while his nose-nippers
performed a sudden dive down to his upper
lip. . *“Why, you ycung idiot, surely you don't
think it will be better than lessons if we all
start suflocating 7

“0h, no, sir!
on much longe
didn’t you, sir?

“Did 1% Will's forehead crinkled up like
corrugated-iron.  “*Well, if that's what 1
said, we'd better let it go at that; and you'd
better sit down while you're safe, Smart.
Attention, boys, now! This morning we're
going to take geography.”

“Skittles,”” at the back of the class, gave
a cheer.

“Hurrah!
face, sir?”

buildings, of course, you
Where's the sense in asking

But you said that il it went
we should all start ¢ joking,’

Can we have a snap at your
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“Snap at my face?”’ Will glared
nantly over the rims of his glasses.
course you can’t! What do you think you
are? An Alsatian wolfhound, or a cannibal.”

“Neither siv. I mean, can we take a
snap of you—with a camera? Didn’t you say
we were going to take photography?”

“Geography, you nitwit—geography I”’
hooted Will furiously. *“Don’t you know what
geography is?”

“No, sir. What is it?”
it's—er—it’s about longitude and
latitude. And latitude’s what I'm not giving
you this morning !”” snapped Will. “Let’s get
on with the washing—I mean, the lesson!
Atshooo! Ouch!”

“Oh crikey !”

The fumes were thickening in the Form-
room. Even the tough Fourth Formers were
beginning {o cough. Will Hay clasped his
nose with a handkerchief, and tottered
towards the class,

“Desks  oped, everbody!” he roared.
“Somecthing’s burdig' in this roob, and I'b
goig do find out what!”

The Fourth threw open their desks with a
deafening clatter, and the source of the. dust-
bin aroma was promptly scen when a cloud
of smoke Dillowed out from a desk at the
back. Will Hay pointed an accusing finger
at the owner of that desk.

“So id’s you, Smythe, is id? What the
dickeds do you thig you’be got there?”

Smythe [rowned. .

“Nothing to get.upset about, sir.
winter-warmer.
in it.”

“IIa, ha, ha!™ .

“Siledee! Brig it do be ad once !”

“I can't, sir!” . )

“Oh, you can't, can’t you?'’ snorted Will.
“Thed - T’ll ged id byself! Stad aside!”

ITe hugged his nose more tightly with his
haudkerchief, and made a dash up to
Smythe’s desk.  The . winter-warmer, which
was an old cocoa tin, with holes bored in the

indig-
“0f

a It's a
I'm roasting some chestnuts

EXCLUSIVE TO *The PILOT !

WILL HAY,
CHAMPION OF MIRTH,
IS HERE TO KEEP YOU
LAUGHING !

sides, was inside the desk, smoking merrily,
Will made a grab with his free hand, ang
yanked it out. The next instant, he lea ed
about three feet in the air, yelling fiendish y:

“Whoooo! Ow—whooop! I'm burned!*

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That’s why I said I couldn’t bring it out
to you, sir,” grinned Smythe. “Where
there’s fire, there is sometimes heat, si

“Ow-ow ! Water—quick, you young idiot!"
hooted Will, hopping about like 2 cat on het
bricks. ‘“Empty the fire-bucket over it before
it sets the floorboards alight 1"

“All serene, sir! Leave it to me!” chortled
Jerry Smart.

He rushed to the fire-bucket that was hang-
ing against the wall near the door, and re-
turned in a flash with the bucket swinging
on his arm. .

“Coming over, sir!” he yelled. And the
next moment about one and a half gallons
of water shot out of the bucket.

Swooosh ! i

Some of it descended on the winter-
warmer, and extinguished the burning rag
thercin. but a much larger quantity descended
on Will Hay. i

“Croooogh! Ouch! You clumsy young fat:
head! What is all this?”’ e

“What are?” grinned Jerry Smart. h?
what you asked for. What are—I mean, ©
course, water !” .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hm! I see. Well, get baf}l to your
desks—all of you!” barked Will. 5 Any, '“°:;
nonsense this morning, and there’s gog
be trouble, my lads!” W——

He bent dg:vn to see if Smythe’s W;!“l:i‘;
warmer had cooled down. By an ““' the
chance, Smythe had the same idea a‘d‘,”
same moment, and their heads vr.l'lt:l m‘orl’ﬂ'
with sufficient force to send W l";l o
board skimming half-way across the
ro(t_\:m. i

rack | s Lo

“Ow! Look where you're going, ,5."'1 1

“The same to you, t'urml‘-hrfr‘;‘lz‘r me
Will, grabbing the winter-wa . gy
little iﬁcubamr doosuq't belong to you ©
It’s confiscated! Sce?” .o the

“All right, then, sir. You can cl;;;‘.«:n\lﬁ
winter-warmer, and I'll have the il the
They ought to be just vight ’;(“.‘“4.-
water hasn’t got through the sk put 9P

Will Hay glared. He had hadﬂ‘;; Fourth
with a_good deal of cheek from ¢ there w3
since his arrival at Bendover. Bu .
a limit. . ve !

“So you think you're goimg, to hl"\\'tl‘i
chestnuts, do you?” he said gm ¥

B

'v aut perﬁrission strictly forbidden.




. faced wart, you've made a big
Jittle V‘f{ﬁcre's one thing 1 do bar, it's
ol el 1 lossons.  I've always put my
L it, and I'm not gomg to allow
,
.

fished
He

| the winter-warmer,
(‘“pi)-nrnt rag for the chestnuts,
4 un'i popped it into his mouth.
Jed 0n¢ & pad I he grinned.
0 ) eetnuts 17 moaned Smythe.
& in fact,” mumbled Will Hay,
aQuite FO%E 15 two more. ™ Not, of course,
cuiﬁz: burnt for, but——"" ] o
shouldn’t _have hurt you, sir,
o gmvthe.  *‘1ven bofo)!;c you touched
lec vou were half-baked !
) "
:flhlmg away the winter-warmer
Y is cane.
Ih(:llmil(}a iil” he yelled, snorting like
\d war-horse. “Bend over!”
an © scowling furiously, obeyed.  And
feory master of the Fourth procceded to
the ChoCT s em to a five-minutes’ exhibition
treat t:icrswiuslincr that drew howls of pain
s ]t:‘:};xlll from his vietim.
M gnd that’s (hat ! said Will, rubbing his
S thoughtfully, as he sat down at his desk
<Now it about time we did some
¢ grammar, Smart !
sir. Where shall I take it?” inquired
- innocently. .
Jr\r\!i\]ll:l]uizzcd f:t him over the iop of his nose-
nippers.
Any more

gmythe,

noase

of that, young Smart, and I'll

sive you something that's_smarter. Now m]l
me what is wrong with this sentence:  “ This
o : 3 ’
morning, 1 rid by l)lkl'." , .
*Oh, that’s easy, sir! ' grinned Jerry.

“You couldn’t have rid your bike this morn-
ing brcause  you took it to be repaired
yesterday.”

" “Ha, ha, ba!”

“0 boy! O boy! O boy!” chortled Tubby
Creen.

Will Hay pecked at pursed lips with finger
aud thumb while he thought over that answer,
and before he had reached a deeision about it,
the bell rang, signifyiug the end of morning
casses. There was a wild rush as the Fourth
hieaded for freedom, and Will Hay was lefy
to reflect over it on his own.

TTER dinner that day, Will Hajy
toddled along to Doddlebury village
to collect the bike he had left at the
| repairerss.
11{:\"1!1;; paid the bill, he mounted the »ld
imw:u:xkor and pedalled a  wobbly course
h"l?ugh the rural lanes back to the school.
w.wll!e did Le dream, as he wheeled the old
:i“; down the path leading to the cycle-shed,
m\h«‘ storms that lay ahead on this particular
fterncon,
’h{‘k'r’“ﬂ_lng toothily, he trundled the bhone-
aker

~ 1o the evele-shed— it ¢ . -
16 notice {1, vele-shed—cheerfully omitting

Who wag gy s 5
s gtand ack S
""""]w(l ﬂll!‘ ing back in the shadows. Ile

oo w2 machine, trotted out again, and
bsont. , agnin, and
h;f\i”;:é{_l:}td“dlf" locked the door behind him,
10ssib o ‘f‘(‘d the key, thereby making it im-
the sling Ufi.}ﬂn)-ho,]_\. else to get in or out of
touee, ien he ambled back to the Sciiool
I'rll'ai““g for
15 Shyaly,

15

him at the door was Dr.
the headmaster of Bendover,

d-natur
| Worry, tured, echolarly face was clouded

ag lay, T .

‘Smnclhiln\e been waiting for vou,” he began,

Wtery uhu&:ﬂhy-rnl;lu has happened—something
}_\'il| “‘“j.q.: boAnd it's uﬂl your fault!”
WMy fm'lll'7.',°s°"“l’l’(‘l‘s pitched sideways.

"h-.nfa"] Your faylyy
h..)" on 1::[] hnln of t
W Meyn T books '
"\‘,}l::ix You |»
are ¢ ubs

What made you go and
'ho wealthiest parents wo

L(‘_l'(‘luim?d the Ilead wrathfully.
A‘“U“L" Smythe—and his parents
no

¥ hcrntcllul‘fl his chin.

u
dig o Syl s
1 oy Wihe | m; 1 seo!

wneg 10 i 3 II'm, yes! I
wal wag ch .”}'L‘lns\ I admit it. The young
"n‘.\"at abors ¥+, What about it 3
t'-‘”lin‘;; :‘Lb'” .almost wept Dr. Shrubb.
out it, of course! There will

at he nearly knocked over a junior -
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be a dreadful scandal when the news leaks out
Young Smythe has run away to sea I”

:' 0 sce what ?” blinked Will.

To see nothing !” snorted Dr. Shrubl im-
paticntly, .

“Well, that won't take him Jong. He ought
to be back by tea-time,” beamed Will.
shounldn't worry about it if 1

Dr. Shrubb Dreathed hard.

“Understand ‘this, Mr. Ilay. Smythe has
run away from school because of your treat-
ment of him. He has left a note behind to
say that he's going to get a joly on a ship.
Now do you understand 3"

“OL!” gasped Will. *“Why didn't you say
so at first. sir?  And what are we going to do
about it?7”

“What are you going to do about it? is the
question ! barked the Ilead. *You're the
one who drove him to take this course, Hay.
It is your responsibility to bring him back.”

Will ITay’s hrow corrugated.

“H'm! TIsce! Isuppose he didn't mention
what sea’ he was running avway ta? mean
there are such a lot of them. There's the
Atlantic  and  the  Mediterrancan  and  the
Serpentine H 1le broke off and smiled
toothily.  “Don’t vou worry, sir; I'll feteh
the young scamp back. ILeave it to me.”

He ambled dowan to the gates, cogitating
deeply.  Smythie had run away to sea, and he
had to get Iiim back. Well, he could do that
all right once he found him., But how the
thunder was he to find him?”

He put the problem to a group of Fourth
Formers who were  standing  outside  the
porter's lodge. debating on what they should
do with themselves for the afterncon.

“Smart ! Gowing ! Havers ! Skittles !
Attention!  Listen, boys! 1 want your help.
Smythe has skedaddled—ahem !—I mican, has
run_away X

“You mean he's.done a bunk, sir?” grinned
Jerry Smart.

“Skedaddled or dane a bunk. he's ‘gone—

were you, sirl"’

rone  to sea. boys!” explained Will Hay.
“And T've got to find him.”
“Why not swiin after him, sir?” suggested

Gowing brightly.

“Talk sense, Gowing! The question is
which way would Smythe go to get {o sc
after he loft Bendover?” ,

“I know, sir!” spoke up Skittles. “Ile’d
co down to the river and hire a boat. You
told us yourself in geography that every river
finds its way down ta the sea.”

A toothy smile flashed across the Fourth

“ Ow-wow !

%

\Watoer, quick—Dbefore the floorboards catch fire! " yellead Will Ha
the winter-warmer as il it wore a het brick.
the noxt moment about a gallon and a hall of water shot out of the
descending on Will Hay instead of on the winter-waymer,

EVERY FRIDAY
Form master’s wrinkled featurcs. Ile fairly
beamed on Skittles. ,

“Good for you, my lad! ket
up one in_class to-morrow morning
must be off,” .

“Please, sir, can wWe
Smart, as Will Hay turnce
need help before youw've

“']'imn‘; you, S!‘mm 1T
Ilurry up, boys!

B

The four grlxll;ilrg juniors fell in beside their

Remember to go
Now 1

come, loo?" asked
1 to go. *You may
ished.” i

he more the merrier |

master. A short walk down the lane nnd
across a field -brought them to the river. ”vlru.-
master and boys climbed into one of tho

school bonts, and soon the boys were bending

their backs to the oars, whilst Will Ilay
steered.  In his preoccupation he steeved tho
boat into a shallow tributary of the river

before twenty minutes had passed. .
“We're going well, boys ! he said breezily.
“It's n case of a long pull and a strong pull,
and we'll soon cateh up with that young scamp
Smythe,  Lemime see—the current s getting
faster hereabouts, though the river is gelting
narrower.  Strange,”” he added, tapping lh_-:
side of his pose thonghtfully—"*very strange |

“I's the right way, sir, anyway—I'in sure
of that,” said Smart, with a sly wink at his
pals.  “Now T come {o think of 1t, it gets
navrower farther along.” i

“That's  rvight!”  supplemented  Gowing
cagerly. “The tide runs along quite fast
there. " They've got a notice up—* Danger.’

Will ITay nodded approvingly.

“Do you think it's safe, then?”

“Safe enough for us, sir,” grinned Smart.
“Some of the older chaps go eanocing thero
somcetimes: shooting the rapids, they call it.
Who minds a little danger, anyway 7

“Nobody, my boy—nobody !” snapped the
Fourth orm master. “1f shooting the rapids
gets me nearer to Smythe, then we'll shoot
Tem, by all means!”

The boat travelled along at a spanking pace,
and the farther it went the casier it becare,
till the stage wos reached when they were
travelling along quite comfortably without the

aid of ours at all.
declared Wil

“Take it casy,
breezily.

“We shall reach, the sea in no time if we
U said Jerry Smart. 1

boys 1™

keep on at this rate !
faney 1 can smell the ozone already.”
“Tathead ! It's only the pigsties over there
on the bank!” grinned Gowing. “My hat!
The water’s gotting a bit choppy "'
“Choppy " hardly deseribed it.  The

bout

Y dropping
Smart, and

‘' Coming, sirl' yaelled Jerry
buckot —most of |t
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was epeeding along now, and the warer was
fairly roaring. Will Ilay saw, with a_violent
start, a watermill looming up ont of the dis-
tance, with a seathing strip of water racing
}J‘:l!;'l. 1t thet aroused memories of the Niagara
falls.

“I'm!  Reminds me of the time T went
down tho water chute at Margate, boys,” he
velled, above the roar of the strearmn. “I sup-
pose—er—you're quite sure it's safe, Smart?
1 don’t scc that *Danger’ notice Gowiog
mentioned.”

“That's all right, sir. We passed it fivo
minutes ago,” yelled back Gowing cheerfully.
“1 hope you can swim, sir?”

“Swim?” Will Hay's mortar-board {ook a
header over his nose.. *“What d’you mean—
swimm?  We're not going swimming this after-
noon, are we 't

“Depends on the boat. sir!” howled Jerry
Smart., ~ Then the din drowned all further
attempts at conversation,

Four grinning juniors sat tight and waiied
for the thrill.  Wiil Hay ¢at in the stern, his
hair slowly rising on his pate as the mnoise
grew louder and the pace hotter. He had
been prepared to go through a lot to get
Smythe back from the sea, but going through
a raging torrent like this was no joke. Squint-
ing through his steel-rimmed <pecs, he saw
a fearful mix-up of sky, fields, and boiling
waters. A huge water-wheel rushed at him,
then leaped away again. The Fourth Form
master was dizzily conscious of hoyish voices
cheering, and everything rushing round and
round.

“Tell 'em at home, lads, that T was the last
to leave the ship!” Le bawled. Then he
closed his eyes, as the boat was struck by
something that seemed to be a mixture of
cyclone, hurricane, aud tidal-wave, all rolled
into one.

But the boat had not, as Will Hay supposed,
succuinbed to the forrent.  The worst was
already past, and when, a few seconds later,
he opened his eyes to squint out on the world
again, it was to find Jerry Smart prodding him
in.the waistcoat.

“We've done it!” yelled Smart. “We've
chot the rapids!”

“Good! I only hope we’ve killed ’em for all
time !” yelled back the Fourth Forin master
viciously. *“Shooting’s too good for rapids like
those. They deserve something lingering, arith
boiling oil in it. Now we'll take our bearings.”

He jammed his mortar-board back on his
head again and zet the nose-nippers a little
nearer his exes, and looked ahead.

“Can’t see the sca yet, sir!” grinned Smart.

“II'm! Can’t even see the river past the
bend we're coming to. But we’ll get there all
right, my boy, we'll get there!” said Will
cheerfully,

They turned the bend—then Smart gave a
sudden vell.

“Look out, sir ! We're coming to something.”

But the warning was too late. There was a
terrific crash, as the boat struck an immovable
object that stopped its further progress. The
boys were flung into each other’s arms. Will
Ilay, not so lucky, was flung right out. He
felt himself describe a graceful sernicircle
through the air. He closed his eyes and took
a deep breatli, expecting to dive into the water.
But his expectations were not realised. Instead
of finishing up in water, he finished up on a
grassy mound, with & bump that shook every
ounce of breath out of his body.

Bump!

“Whooooop 1"

“Gozl!” chortled Jerry Smart from the boat,
and the Fourth Formers yelled.

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

Will Hay sat up and blinked round him
dazedly.  ‘What had happened to the river?1
He could see the pool of water into which they
Liag turned after they eame round the hend—
but there it seemed to end altogether.

TFour grinning faces popped up over the
bank.
= "WAh! There you are, then)” said Will Iay.

What I want to know ix, what was it we hit 1"

“The end of the river, sir,” chuckled Jerry
Smart, 3

‘The Fourth Form master squinted eternly
through his steel-rimined £pees,

THE PILOT No. 76—13/3/a7.
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“Don't be idiotic, Smart.
is where it'jcilnst 35:-3 zea.
d we h at? .
(r"t"lGii:eLiiI:.';t.lsir. This must .‘f"~3fd‘ﬁ,“t$?r§
kind of river,” grinned Smart. I'd o_rbo..w
abcut it, but ['ve just rcr}'.cmberod it no i
Thiz river docsn’t empty 1nto the sea.
cmpties into a drain.” ..

Will Hay =at u;'! \j:;fh]& jerk,

. ain ! he hooted.

“ \\'cgr—;llrirai}xl " caid Smart. *“That was ”}t:
grating of the drain that \~_-c'h|t just l‘.o“l. t::
runs 2!l down one side of the pool, and the
water goes through it to the Dodul'n.).ur'}
Reservair. Afraid vou took the wrong turning,
sir. We shan't get to the sea this way alter

all!”
ILL HAY blinked. All sorts of inex-
‘:g/ pressible emotions were depicted in
* his pursed lips and wobbling chin and
agitated evebrows, -
“1fean to sav. we've been through all Lhati
he hooted. pointing vaguely up th]e T}\'(’;l:], only
to finish up at the entrance to a dram? i
“That's rizht, sir! Jolly good job, too, if
vou ask me!” . ]
" “Jolly good job?" echoed Wlxll ﬁ(;’rcc]y.
“Why, vou cheeky young scamp, I'll N
“If we'd got anywhere near the sea, we'd

The end of a river
How the thunder

Chief Warder : ‘* Now, Rastus, come clean ! !

—~———
—

~—~

have properly been in the soup!” said Smart
frankly. “Catch me taking a boat-trip to the
sea with you steering !”

“What ! What " Will Hay's eyes rolled
ferociously. “Laok here, Smart, are you try-
ing to be sauey 7”

*Oh, no, sir!”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

’\(Vl“.I{ﬂ_\‘ staggered to his feet, glaring.

Sh:l'kr‘i me this conversation had better
cease !” he snapped. “If we go on talking long
enough, we shall start getting personal, and
then we might hurt ¢éach other’s feelings, I'm
going off on my own now—to find Smythe and
bring him back from the sea.”

“You're not [”

“Lhi”

“You're not.  We shan't let you!” said
Smart. “You've done enough for an old ’un.
We're going to see you safely back to Bendover
and then we'll look for Smythe ourselvea.
Won't we, you chaps1”

“Oh, rather!”

“You won't!” snorted Will. “Think I'm
going back to Bendover without Smythe? Seca
you later, boys—yow-coocop ! Hi, wharrer you
doing? Leggo my arms1” =

But Jerry Smart and his pals were deaf to

the vaice of the masiey,

e ; T .
the Lmjchf-:tq.nfd.a.x their me_,;,‘f}\u Cvny |
quite cnough for the afternogy Ner kg o

determined that ha v, not ;‘ ang lLQ’ 3"1!
more. So they grabhe Lo, b‘;’“? ta g, e

and atms and marched.

They marched him across tha £.1
a lane. and they held hig g, ooids ang ;
while they waited for 4 1,;;‘ “,::
came aleng, they lifted him gia Lea
sat him down in a ccat ang k.;g\rd bed
as eyes o him all the % b
When the old schagl have ip siek Ty
formed eround him ang ran yLEh, they o,
Then thex rushed him throAu-gmlv 20,
back 1o the School Hoyso, sl Sten

The Fourth Form master strupgl Z
as they drew near the hoyeo, bi’.‘ t}d furioyy,
vere more than a match for him, 1o &G
they went and into the hal), \YLI(J‘
at a spauking pace. Ther l‘““.F‘p %,
face with Dr. Shrubb and g jage 22 fa
man. h

“Mr. and Mrs. Smythe ! said Dr. g
“Here 1s your box's Form-mmh--:'m Shrany
I am sure he has been successfy] fn },‘.r"n‘-':
You have found young Smvtle Hay ._‘,j Fearch,

“Oh, yes, sir!” panted the mase.
Fourth, squinting round ]
nearest exit, “I found him
I found him to be missing !”

“What [”

“Nice weather we're having |
we?" gasped Will. “Sorry
Yoooop ! ’

Smythe’s mother, who had been nurip
grievance against Will Hay ever sInce ‘Ec ﬁ a
heard of her son's disappearance, Uneg:w,ﬁ.
stepped out and dealt him a “hm,'én {1,’
mortar-board with her umbrella. = p

“You wretch!” she exclaimed.
driven my poor boy away.
I'd like to——" She waved

That did it for Will,
explain. .With a yell, he wheeled round and
ran for it, anywhere to get away from this
truculent lady with the umbrella,

Back across the hall and down the steps ha
went like a champion on ihe cinder track
The Head followed close on his heals, and after
him came Jerry Smart and the boys, with
Smythe’s doting parents tailing off in the rear.
Will Hay kept on running. He headed for the
cycle shed, his intention being to ride ouf of
Bendover and keep out until the warlike Mrs
Smythe had gone.

The excle shed loomed up through the trees.
The Fourth Form master groaned as he saw it
TUsually at this hour in the afternoon it was
deserted ; but, for some reason, on this occasion
there was quiie an army of boys swarminZ
outside it, o ’

Then the jingling of 2 kev against some loose
change in 'his trousers pocket suddenly I
minded him of something. He gave a violest
convulsive start.

“The kev! I remember now! I put th‘;
dashed thing in my pocket as I came 3‘?.‘;};
I suppoze the lads arce all trying to break:
to get their bikes out.” As be

But there was more in it than that. : b

8 i & RIS he key out of his
drew nearer the shed, fishing the key, ol
pocket while he ran. he heard a fun(‘JlliSce that
ing from within. and tl“i" sound of a vo
was somehow very familiar. ; - 1ho

“Lemme out, )‘611 idiots! Can't .""h“ gblc]):tt.::l)
door in? I've been here for honrs——& f:‘ th tho
Hay locked me in and walked o
key !” e

‘::va, where have I lxean‘llqtha:ho‘\"f‘ P
before?” Will asked himself. —**Someho¥
strikes a familiar chord. I feel th'ntu‘odiﬂf"'l"
knew his name, I should place him ‘dmu'r' alond:
—who's in there, boys?” he finishe outside the
as he drew up, pufling and blowmng,
door of the cycle shed. he question™

A dozen eager voices answered he
end the answer mage “t"ill 1{{-’1." Jumps

““Please, sir, it’s Smythe = 1

Will Hay stared dazedly at the €Ol - _qa

“Smythe? Eh? Say it ergule T, bif
don’t trouble [¥ ho added hurrlyip -grect
pursuers came into sight ”"’””"’ilt o knew
“Of course it's Smythe! I oug

(Continued on page 560-)

the gyr, by
o’“l\h\’l

el

¢ to

T and Benle.

: e of g,
anxiously fo. .‘i
all right, I~

-‘lf(‘])-" “NJ'G
can'g Slnp:

I “You hare
It's all your fanlt,
her brolly again,
He did not stop to
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the dukens have you been

) the ].’ﬂr" f"-.‘i. P.". Tn" ma

“ Blake repled percrely.
tnouadt vea'd )
¢ ciher's for a

fiopped help-
Freat B¢ , kid,

thial Why, you

faYe trer.t
16da’s eemt n

[(TRIT o2

uch—I rnly Lought the
Dlake replied carelessly.
he sardinen already, and | cadged
cnomgh Bour [rom eraky to 1make the doughy
wt o ff Come en' 12 10 while 11's het
“Bhut the cpgct” gasped Murray, sitting
rwn | = tiful scrambled epps 1
“The ta “Where
A som get b
“Why, ¢ rt, of course,” replied
YViake, mslidly » srprised . "l he gorse {2 swarm-
s witn Temy vy | kieeked & cauple aver with
my calag And the egaw are curlews' eggs
=1 found qaite a ealony near the ciffs edge,
Hurely stnflicd thein before for your-
--!v-", | [orey to :Iﬂ_‘ gar

]

Lleated Dawson.

the e

Y ovee

The others gulped.  All Tiad spent several
termy ot Claverdan, bhat never dreamed of
replend i their larders exceept from  the

vl bap,

Y And—and

di] e eoak all
breasthed Dawson, me

the wnft crus of 1he pie,

this youoreclf,
Lin heosv Lifted

Yake

Bure! It's reslly only eamp-eonking,
lc:.n‘.-.—--nt_»' ord quick, ‘That g, 1f sou'se
bl yeoar Life Blake added ta himsell,

reshiving then that what wns a (-mrn'.l.p]nf'r' 10
hitn wearned more of A ognicacle ta liie goesta,
With a grin, he illed the teaprot—andd the feast
Licgan

Aler thnt, the guests forget ta ak furtlier
questionn.  Tliey jost sat and ate inoa sort of
happy deeam, devonring pie-erust that mnelted
on their tongues, monching savsiges, egg and

tonet, befara warkir g ey through 1o
enlud, weanes and tea, Vaces prew ped and
vhiny, Little Tilenb e nndnttaned his weist-

eont ond vished that he, ton, wore only o footer
shirt, There wor not n word spohen until
P’“' ©1 IV !';l' 'I‘“I'! '!‘l L3 ol § ruli“‘l] LOTLE (P ]
Lewwrnine anedl Wlieler, thn ]||'H|\ ownere of
Btudy N, 4, plared jealonsdy ot the feasters,
“Here, Bl Bristow,
We linnw st's the pew
grub, nodd you've Ll

whot's vour gpame?
loid wha's eonked all that
nin' well j'th'Al'l: hiin 1"
blared Lorrnine, “Say, Llnke, you lwlong tn
Biudy No, 41 And of you con ook ke this,

wo want our shore, ro—

e e e
LS o

WILL HAY AT BENDOVER.

(Continued from pngye 556.)
suphtn't 17 I Jocked
thidn'y 117

“You, sirl That's what Le's been raving "
“Ia, hal” Tha Fourth Form-master was
bewring toothily now; Dl surveyed the op-

Wi in by mistake,

proaching  peck with a wnld aud  eheerful
interest, I!u, ha! What have we here? The
Hoewe af Tmistake not! Andbless iy roul 1—

Mr. und Mre Smythe, oy I livel
uinbrella, madum ™

“Wretch Legan Mrs, Simvtle,

“Madam !t Calm yourself 17 Wil Ilay
adjusted s nose nippers and wagged bis fore-
finger roathingly nt the outraged parent. “ You
want your son, 1 Lave him "

“Whn a-att”

1 kept him bLock as o pleasant surprise,”
beamed the Fourth Form master,

Muea. Smytho lowered her brolly,

YOLL she garped, “Then ho Jidu't go to

Oh, but, yes, ho did 1"
chuckled Will Hay., "lle went in to see about
a Like!  Now wateh your humble servant—anid
you will notice, madam, that 1 have nothing
concerled up my sleeve "

With a flourish, he inserted the key in the
doce of tha cyvela shed,
L There wes w click as Nin (urned the lock.
Then thera was a crnsh as the daor flew open
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labe's answer rame pal Sc.\rc_rIv deigning
to lock up. his right armn rnqvedlﬂmfll)'-

“Thare's yoor share!”™ he ol=erved, and a
fegulich scll rang out 23 a bot. buttered scone
epread tself veatly over Lorrsine’s features.
At the sams moment DBull and Murray rose—
and Tushed ! .
e rrlnf . Slam! Neither  Lorraine  mor
kor paisad [or any further sbarc in the
new boy's feed. Thew knew the reputation of
Ball and Mureay es f , and they fled to
heir etudy as fast as A -
" l""}ha"qyﬂn]-hcv-! them !” ssnorted the Bull,
sitting down again.  “Pass Lbe jam, young
Blenky '™ . . 3

}S!cr;kin:op cleyed haetily, then blinked at his
host.

“ J—vou'd better be careful of those two from
Study No, 4, Blake—they're awful rotters and
grecdy beasts, toa,” warned the little junior.
“\What's more, they'ra very pally with two
more beasts in the Sixth—Corbett and Batston-

lrow e, L ave out for all of “Nflll,
won't you? 3 nk nothing of making
you supply them with feeds, and—"

Iilake grinned down at him amiably,

“Thanks for the tip. kid. They'll he sorry
it they make me feed them,” he ehuckled.
“Here, try this pie next. [It's what French
Llokes eall the piece de resistance ! )

Actually, the periectly cooked pie which
Ilake then produced was an Fecles cake—an
irresistible componnd of currants, apples, and
lemon peel, hakedk and heavily sweetened, A
preat cheer grected its arrival, and only
Blenky hesitated.

“Oh dear: T—that looks grand, Blake, hut
—but I've had teothachs on and off for o
week,” he stammered,  Dut then, eatehing tha
Tiail's baleful exe, the little junior added reck-
lessly : * 8till, dash it, I'"d sooner have tnoth-
acho for auother week than miss this!”

“ Dlakey, don’t sou ever get the sack [rom
this school while T in it 1" chortled Murray—
too busy with spoon and fork to natice the
sudden sharp look Bluke gave him in return.

T was a distinctly well-fed party that passed
a hearty vote of thonks to the [feed-
provider before tottering down to prep

at lnst,  Afterwards, s praises trum-
peted  albroad in o the Cominon-reom, Dlake
found  bims=cll a popular and sought-alter

lignre.

Ile was, however, aware that he could look
for nethiing but trouble in future from Lorrainn
und Whicker. DBut their scawls left himn cold.
Other and more scrious troubles were crowding
on his mind, nnd in his cubicle that night he
gave them free rein,

Hoving rigged up gome “window delences.”
Sexton Blake peered cautionsly out whilst un-

and etrack the nose of Mr, Smythe, who was
leaning forward to see what happened. A
moment later, Smythe of the Fourth rushed
out,

“About timne, ton!" he yelled. T went in to
ret w bike 1o eyele down to tho coast, and—
oh erikey ! Pater! Mater!”

" Sonmy boy ! Arilled Mrs, Sinythe, as she
clasped her yaung hopeful to her bosom,

“And that's that!" remarked Will Iay,
beaming on the Head. “ Always glad to be of
ferviee, sir!”

“Hay!l My dear fellow!” Dr, Shrubb
smiled  affectionately at the Isurth Form-
master. “How ever did you manago it?7”

“'S casy, sir, s casy I beamed Will, “Yes,
Mr. Smythe ™

“Mr. Ilay, T want to thank yeu from the
Lottom of my heart,” said Mr, Smythe. I can
reo you're a man of my own kidney, and I hopao
you'll be a long liver at Dendover., I am sure
that you and my son will now be great friends.”

“OF course, of course!” Lreezed the Fourth
Form master,  “There's nothing like friend-
thip.  We'll be as thick as thieves, won't we,
Smythe "

“ Al right, sie,” grinned Smythe, “1 accept
your apalogy 1”

It wos o great time for Will ITay of Bond-
over. In o few minates all the schiool seemed
to have learned that he had performed the
feat of stopping Smythe from running away to
sen. Admiring erowds followed hun every-

lacing Lis shue, TIia exes. with 5 ) ;
across the quad to the Tuined |I,L..'r" Tiew
downs, narrowed inta speculativg it oa g

Black and sharp, the rupe] outlipe
ancient pile stoed out agairs 5 ”n"‘ ol U
was upon one corner, bLigh Up nruiJ ky, in

turrets, thut Dlake's g275 rested, dst -gl\u,g

“And a very nice obwrvargg

cliosen, too, mv scarred friond i :;:‘ You've
bov mused grimly. “Eul you're nop g trery
as I ihought, or you wouldn't Lave lefy o ™
of a Freuch fag lying up theia for ma t't‘ l;ul.
this afternoon.  And you shiould haye g el
out the dents left by vour knees * dustag

Blake smiled, a e61l), cold smilo. 04 elboy g0
“Ancther thing, Dr. L

anchestop waonls
tkinued you for using Lh

ave

binoculars with

i | ’ th
flashing dead on the lenwe jgq m'm“r-:ui‘
reaching for his pyjamss. “ 'l adj :halni.'

didn't mean anything when 1 fips spotted 1),
Hush yvesterday afternonn, but, Putring h\a: 'i
two together, ir's what gave me the clya ne
your hide-away this alternoon ! 8o, 5f }n}l'm
up there now, mister, stay there | ]5&..,5“
to-night, when the moon gefs up, I'm 1'“. o
anotier look round those ruins, and o

. we'll hay
u little scouting match all on our ow M o

Smiling apain as he thousht of the wi
catch in Study No. 13, which he hiad Iar:;i‘:rl
with successiully whilst the great foed “l‘s
cooking, Dlake made up his bed again under
the Led. In Jees than a minute he was aslerp,

But due to his early training, Bloke acquired
the knack of waking up just when he wanted
to,  Tle scheol clock had Lardly struek the
first Loom of midnight when he was awaka
again. alert in o moment—just the time he
wanted.

Outside, a new roon sailed serenely in g
blue black <ky—and no fresh attempt had beey
made on his window. DBlake slipped on looter
togs arud rubber choes ngam  Again he armed
himself with the powerful eatapult and leaden
slugs.

Then, soundless as a shadow, le took twe
strides towards the cubiele door,

The Shell slumbered, Blake's cyes, h"“’t“'l‘l’,
weve hard, bis ecars eoched like those of a
prowling fox.  Another step—aud then the
silence was shattered.

“Help! Keep it ol ! Help !

Through the night came the eries, in scream
after throbbing sercam!  Taint, yet horribly
clear—ihe shiricks of a Loy delirious with mortsl

terror !

There have bren sensational Tappenings
since Nexton Dlake arvrived at school—and
there are even grealer ihvills in store, Do
not niss next rccek's powcerful chaplers of
this super-story.

e S S S S S S S S S S ST SSY s
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where, and cvervbody wanted to talk to him.
But Will himself was more anxious to talk to
four Fourth Formers., :

He found them at last, Laving tea in Jerry
Smart's study.

“Il'm! llaving tea, boys?” be coughed.

“Oh, no, sir!” grinned Smart. "\'\:u'rﬂ
having a noughts-and-crosses tournsment!”

“Then what aro tho cups and sancers for?

“To chy at the chap who wins the tourna-
ment "

“1la, ha, ha!” g

“I say, boys—er—just as well to keep quict
abiout our little trip this afternoon, elit” ask
Will Hay nnxious{).

“*No [car!” o ot :

“Th?” Will Hay glared indigoantly.
“Mean to say yow're not going to keep it 12
yoursejves 77

*No fear!” g i

“Look lere, if you start shouling this 8
over the school—”

“No fear!”

“Eh? What the dickens Jdo you mean=
fear' 7" T

**No fear of our giving the game awal, =2

rinned Smart, v
" And Will Hay nodded and l:v{\l{lf“] toothal
again and went on his way rejoiciig.

1.\'0

1y @aif*
Anather viot of laughs in neat lrff";r':y
high story of WILL 1L1Y and the
boys of Rendover.
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