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YOU'VE MET HiM ON THE SCREEN, STAGE AND RADIO.

¢ H, sir, will. you please coma
at once?” exclaimed
Reggie Pyke, hursting into
Will Hay’s study at Dend-
over College.
he new master of the Tourth
Ferm at DBendover frowned so |
sharply and suddenly that his nose-

pippers :lid off their perch _:aml
landed on the book he was reading.
He replaced them  hastily, and

frowned more carefully.

Will Hay was reclining gracefully
in his armchair, with his feet rest-
ing oa the study table. It was a strong oak
table, and bore the strain nobly. He was
reading the book he had lately secured at a
n price in Doddlebury—*A History of

ver College. from 1460 to 1937, with
Coinplete Description of Local Topography
and all Objects of Archiclogical Interest.”

This snappy title had taken Will’s fancy.

He was deep in ilie chapter dealing with the
urret of Bendover College, in the floor
v was a trapdoor, nicely arranged by

of Bendover ta take the
s interested Will Hay, so he
vas naturally ar -ed when Pyke, the ¢neak
of the Feurth, burst in so suddenly.

“\What do you mean, Pyke?” he snapped.
“How dare vou stump into a buddy 2
“Wha-a-t*7 gasped Reggie. )

“I mean bump into a study, In_that un-
mannerly manner?” demanded Will Hay
sternle.  “What is the matter?”

“Garnelt’s gone out of bounds, sir!” gasped
ie. “I—I'm afraid  something may
Lappen to him, sir, up in the o}d turret.
Dr. Shrubl's put it strietly out of bounds,
\lr. Hav. Its very dangerous to climb out of
ihe windows there, sir.”

Will Iav lifted his feet from the table, and
rose.  He shook out the folds of his gown and
ptcked up a cane. 9

“If vou are concerned about the safety of
vour school-fellow, Pyke, I will excuse you for
sneaking,” hie said. Y Even if Garnett has the
nect: to disregard his headinaster’s instructions,
I ruct not allow him to break it. Come with
me.”

Will IHay hLurried from his study with Pyke
at his hecls. Perhaps he did not observe the
tly gleam in Regric’s eyes, for the Bendover
FFourth did net think their new Form-master
very observant. A long pascage led to the
turret stair and, at the corner, =everal of the
Fourth were gathered, who all gazed with
great interest at Will Hayv as he came hurry-
ing up with Reggie Pyke. The latter winked
at Lis pal Pruity Snell as he pacsed, and
Froity grinned.  DBlind, apparently, to tha
wink and the grin, Wiil Hay started up the
turret stair.  He locked bzck as Reggie
lingered Lehind,

“Come with me,” he rapped.
liere, and have net yet explored this object of
archmoiogical interest.  Lead the way!”

“It's riraight up the stair, »ir!” =a1d Repgio
Pske. “The door’s open in front of you on
the landing.”

01 €l
he old-time Barc¢

nger 1.

“T am new _

b

“I said lead ihe way!” remarked the new
master of the Iourth, stepping back.
“I—I've got a pain-in my leg, sir, the—the

»

stairs are rather too much for me

“Which leg?” demanded Will HHay.

“The—the right leg, sir!”

“Very good ! I will now give you a pain in
the left to match 2

“Wow!” yelled Pyke, as the cane sang on
his irousers. “Ow! I say—wow !”

“Can you manage the stairs now?” asked
Will 1lay.

“I—I-Ill try, sir!” gasped DPyke.
p “That’s right,” said Will Hay encouragingly.

Try, you little toad—I mean, my little man!
If at first you don’t succecd, suck anisced! I
will follow you, Pyke! Any little assistance I
can render——" "

Whack!

“Wow! It's all right, sir!” gasped Reggie,

‘and he bolted up the stairs to the turret land-

mg. Will Hay followed him, leaving the
bunch of Fourth Formers grinning at.the foot
of the stair.
+ On the landing, Reggie Pyke halted. Before
him was the low arched doorway of the turret-
room. It was a room with loophole windows,
giving a wide view of the surroundings of
Bendover College. :
“Lead on, Macduff ! said Will Hay.
“It—it's straight in that doorway, eir!”
stammered Reggie Pyke. “Walk straight in,

sir.”

WILL HAY

Is the star who makes you*
Laugh and keeps you
Laughing, In all these yarns
Hilarliy Is the keynote,

And all “PILOT” roaders
will enjoy these

Yarns of Bendover . . , .
they'ra unique!

NOW MEET.....
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“I think 1 said lead op*
marked Will Hay. “*Go info 1o
room, Pyke, aud tell Garnett to
come ont at once.”

“Oh crikey !” gasped Reggie, ©
—I think Garnr}tt’spgono, fi'fgc 1_§
think he must have gone while—
while T was calling you, sir.”

“We must make sure,” said Will
Hay, shaking his head. “}e may
be hiding behind the door, Pyke.
Go in 2 ¥

“I—I'm sure he's not there, sir!"
howled Reggie. - For the life of
him, lie dared not step into that turret-room, -

“Let us make assurance doubly sure, my
bonny boy !” said Will Hay. “Five minutes
ago, you were decply anxions for Garnett’s
safety. You appear to have lost your anxiety
on his account. Revive it, Pyke, revive it!
Your deep concern for a boy who recently
punched your nose does you credit, Pyke.

Don’t fall from this high standard! Get on
with 1t.”
He gave Reggie a push onward. “
The arched doorway was narrow. Reggie

Pyke clung to both door-posts with his hands.
The ancient oak floor of that turret-room
looked innocent enough—as firm and solid as
any other floor at Bendover. So it was, when
a certain bolt at the doorway was in _postion.
But when that bolt was not in position, part
of it was wont to tilt up like a seesaw, an
shoot anvone who stood on it into the cell
Lelow.  And Reggie Pike knew what had
happened to that bolt, because he had the pest
of reasons for knowing !

“I—1 sar, sir, I—I can see all over the room, -
and he's not therel” howled Reggie Pyke.
“I—I can’t see anything of him in the room,
Bir :

“Then he must have hidden himself,” sai
Will: “Go in and look for him.”

Reggie had an inspiration,

s L-l]—let mo tie my shoclace,
gasped. Lo

He stooped in the dusky arch of tho doorver
In a groove in the floor was a long tron hoes
recently oiled. Reggice -fumbled with his :
lace with one hand—with the other be ‘;’ e
the long bLolt back into its creviee WiCr g
floor. All was safe now, and Reggie &
with relief as he rose. ) “«Vou

“T am waiting, Pyke,” said Will H“',t;\n;.
are tasting my wine—I mean, wasting my 77,

o i help you
0 the

gir!” be

Perhaps o spot of swiping may
Whack ! .
“Ow!” honled Reggie, us he bolted int

turret-room. was
The floor, now that the bolt was fﬁﬁf;il bub

firm ns a rock. Will Hay did notI udoof'“""
smiled cheerily after Reggie [rom the €90a Lo
*“Look for f):irn, Pyke!”™ he advis You msY
your time! ‘There is no hurry!
remain here and coutinue {he £
rep t-room

Will Hay jerked the door of the HITET0 fhe

shut, turned the key in the lock, & the turret

key in his pocket, He descended G Fogze
stair, and smiled genially as bhe o€

arch h“""
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i not all !

Frem above, came A

T l.pl()W.
\g on un oalk door, and

e .
anlOE ammiet it

!4‘”‘,11-;n.! 3 ";‘;,y 1 say, let me out! I .nin't
» M et M (; nero for two hours! Oh crikey!
wiks IR % . , P
i 10 'rlo this. “.!|| you? . .
frhme O mbs!” ejaculated Jerry Smart.
T on "‘”, ou locked him in the turret-
ave

Y0, g "
"]!:1. sir? aid Will Hay, ‘“is precisely what
(hate 2 smart ! Your oxroll--nl\school-
pave :(l)"‘ s deeply anxious about Garuett,
ow 172 "0 lo have hidden himself in the
po opeee This is very much to ln=_‘r‘rmln.
“”r.-t-n-_».ni‘n docs not jike the ‘boy Garnetl
ns Lound to encourage this?

gmalte . ] am L 3
‘.,--u““” ‘pyke to continue the search till
ow P

anxio

S;0ars

will Hay bestowed a kind nod
and billowed away. A roar of
the Iourth Tormers almost
banging from the turrel-room,
aster of the IFourth ambled back o
! and resumed his m'.nwhaxr and his
pis & 5 a cheery smile on his face.

1ok
»

T old donkey

i HAT old | ’
“Th? .
«That interfering old ass

«\What?” .

h;lt——thut—cacklmg old colonel
will Hay raised his_oyoln'm\'s. He had
Gfed into Dr. Shrubb’s study, and he found
']m] ~adimaster of Bendover mn a state of un-
‘hcr.-:i exeitement. The 1lead was_striding
“bun,..(ld fro, his very whiskers bristling with
' th. his complexion almost purple. e
s . on the point of grinding his teeth:
in fact, only restrained by remember-

e thiat they welo an expensive set.
Saly dear siE, 7

caid Will Iay,
pxcitement ? Whence

”

«hat—t

well
Illl‘l was,
“why the

the worry? Where-

for—=—= 3 .
Dr. Shrubb tried to calm ]_mn:-‘elf.
My dear 1ay.” he said, **1 can trust vou!

You are aware of the zcheming of Dunkley
wat little tick in your

poke, the parent of tl n Yo
Form. lo push me out of my post here? You
aware that he 1s backed up by Colonel

are
Clatterton, the chairman of the
Loard 7 You are standing by me now, }l_ny?”

“ At the moment, no.” suid Will. *“To be
exact, T am standing in front of you i

“Pooh! I mean, you are helping me in this
struggle—"

«“To the last lot in the shoclcer, sir!” said
Will Hay carnestly. ‘I mean to say. the last
ot in the locker. Is there a new move on
the part_of the enemy, sir? Trust me to put
paid to it!”

1 trust you, ITay ! said Dr. Shrubb. - “1
will trust you with anything.”

“You could trust me, sir, with a five-pound
note,” said Will Hay. “If you feel disposed
to do so, I 2

“Let us keep to the point,”
master of Bendover hastily. “I have hear
from Colonel Chatterton, AMr., Hay. e 13
coming down to the school to-morrow. That
\T I have received a letier also from
M. Dunkley Pyke, informing me that he is
;‘“‘I“‘K to see his son to-morrow. They, will be
(e B the same time, Hay! There is some-
thing behind this—I cannot tell what. But I
am sure of it.”

‘\‘\I]” Hay nodded thoughifully.

D \.{sz”}:”’t prevent the meeting here,” said
ot rru L. *“The chairman of the governing
(“’m\m(:\n, of course, butt 1n whenever he
L As for Mr. Pyke, if he desires fo sce

& "\0"' T cannot stop him.”

A {;V{.m\,':-mgxousr.sl:\tnmont on the part of
““““'f'\cvol;ld said Will Ifay, shaking his head.
ittle Blighte f"f"}'?}lf' possibly desire to sec that

T ari ter? '].hufj(: is something on, sir i
what c;lv Ml]”) of it!” said Dr. Shrubb, “VYet
‘vke ]-lHt_ e scheme })y? What_is Dunkley
sir, lm? ?) mg m)\)v? The colonel is an ass,
Pasoal § b'm'\kl(-y Pyke is a rascal—a scheming
deties : omchow h_c intends to wind that old
bogel g ound his finger while they are here

T But how, Hay, how?”
said \\'ill.‘.”‘l-lf\::‘x.d _:ome {hinking out, sir!”
sn,%ll;l'ﬂins will h\,l‘i ll” to me. DBrains will tell,
= ";ll;‘;lor of the Fourth left Dr. Shrubb’s
ced at strolled out of the House. —Ho

at a crowd of his Form: playing leap-

governing

caid the head-

Btud
glll‘n
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frog in the quad. Reggio Pylke, with his
hands in his pockets, was lounging by the wall
watching the other fellows, with his visual
sneering oxpression.  Nothing in the way of
h‘«-:\lth_\' oxercise had much appenl for Reggie
Pyke.  Lvery now and then Reggie tilted
back his head to glanee up at the clock rower
of Bendover, Will Iay gave him rather a
stern glance.  Tle would never have been sur-
prised to learn that that dubious member of
his Form had <ome disreputable appointment
in“ln;vp outside the school.

m')!:\\" up, Pyke!” shouted Tubby Green.
Luck in your tuppeny P

“Rot 7 answered Reggie, with a shrug of
his narrow shoulders.  Ile gave,another g];mrn
up at the clock tower, and walked away to
the school gates. Ile was passing out when
he felt a tap on his shoulder and looked round,
a(‘9\\'h|_}g, at the smiling face of Will Hay.

[ Going somew hiere special, my boy 7% ‘aske
Will genially. )

“Oh, no, sir! Only for a stroll said Pyke,

his little, sharp eyes watching his Form-
master’s face furtively.
“Rxcollent 1 said Will,  “Then we will

take a little walk togetber, Pyke. Come, my
Loy. Shall we walk as far as Doddlebury 7% )

“J—[—1 was going the other way, sir !
stammered Pyke.

“What's the odds o0 long
agreed Will Tlay. *“Let us
by all means.”

I—1—I
mean, I—I 2

« A" constant repetition of the first personal
pronoun conveys no pacticular meaning, to my
mind.” said Will Iay regretinlly.  “DPerhaps
vou will be a little more explicit, Pyke.”

“1—I mean, I—I"ve got somne lines to do
for the llead, sir, and—and I—I think 1'd
better not go out. 1—I'd forgotten them.”

“Go in and do your lines, by all means!”
said Will Hay. “You may show them to me
before taking them to the Head, Pyke—TI shall
hope to see soine improvemcht in your hand-
writing. Do not forget. my boy.”

With a cheery nod, Will w alked on—leaving
Reggie Pylke with an  almost demoniac ex-
pression on his faco—and wishing that he had
invented some other excuse for dodging that
walk with Will Hay.

Will walked very thoughtfully down Doddle-
bury Lane. Like Dr. Shrubb, he was sure that
Dunkley Pyke meant mischief by timing his
visit fo catch the colonel at Bendover. DBut
what ? Ior the life of him, Will could not see
how Dunkley Pyke was going to further his
<cheme for stepping into Dr. Shrubb's shoes,
simply by spending an hour or iwo at the

»

as vou're happy ?”
go the other way,
“ I__l

stamnmered  Reggie.

Never suspecting tha
room. Next momen
cell.

t he was being lured into r
t the flooring tilted under him and down he went inte the secret

“wHappy landing! " murmure

EVERY FRIDAY

school while the chairman of ithes governors

was there.
It wns a mafter that needrd some hard

thought. Will Hay turned from the lane, by a
gap 1 the hedye, and rat Jdown in the thic
grass, under a shady beach, to think it out. ile
loaned back agninst the massive trunk of the
beech, and took off  his mortar-board and
fanned his face with it—it was 2 warm doy.
For ten minutes or more, Will puat in harc
thinking—and  that unaceustomed  exerciso
tired him a little. Tle podded. He nodded
again.

Tle was nodding into a doze when ho was
suddenly startled by a grating. grinding
cound. which might have been mado by rusty
machinery badly in need of oil. But Wil
knew that it was not that. He bad heard that
grating noise bofore, and he knew that it
was the voice of Dr. Shrubb's rival, Mr.
Dunkley Pyke.

Will iay sat up.
thick trunk of the
speakin? from his sight.
hid Will Hay from Mr. Dunkley
Mr. Pyke, evidently, had stepped through the
gap in the hedge as Will had done a_quarter
of nn hour ago, and was leaning on the other
side of the beech.

“The slack young rascall” Mr. Pyke wat
saying., “Why is he not here? If T am a few
minutes late, that is no reason why Reggie
should be!”

Will Hay winked at o passing bee. Mr.
Pyke, who was’ booked to visit ndover on

in the vicinity of the
That was the

the morrow, was here,
school, to meet his hopeful son !
appointment that Reggie had to keep—delayed
by the lines Will Hay had left him to do. No
wonder he had not wanted his Form-master
to walk with him!

“Dother the boy!” went on the grating

[

He glanced round, but the
beech hid the man who was
i It also, naturally,
Pyke's sight.

voice. 1 will Oh, here he comes !
There was a sound of scrambling in the
hedge.

“You're late, you young rascal 1” rapped

Mr. Pyke.

“Not my fault!”
“That beast—that silly
late! 1 told the brmute
Head, to get rid of him—and he told me he
would look at them. so I've had to do them!
1 say, pater, you'll sack that silly fool the
minule you become headmaster of Bendover,

won't you?”

y on that!” came the grating voice.
«\Wwill Hay will leave Bendover, so quick it
will make his head swim. Now. Reggie,

linger about here.”
Will Hay winked up ot 2 swallow !

came Reggie's sulky voice.
asz Will Hay made me
I had lines for the

listen—I must not

tepped into the

a trap, Dunkle Pyke 8

d Will Hay, from the doorway.
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“Why couldn’t you Jeave it till {o-morrow,
then, when you're coming to tho sehool—="

U tell you why, Reginaldl You've got
to got busy before T armve tomorrow.  You
wld me in yvour letter home of the Irick yon
tried to play on May—sending him into a
room with a hidden trap in the floor. 1Mo did
not discover the trap?”

“Oh, no! Hadn't a suspish! 1 shoved the
halt back, pretending to tie my shoelace, us
the =illy fool made me go in fret i

* Could you et Dr. Shinhb to walk into that
reom after Junch to-morvow 2"

“Oh, my eye!™ said Reggie. “Fasily! 1
could spin him the same yarn I spun that
dutfer Iay. The bolt’s suppoted to be kept
fastened, aud he wouldn’t be expecting any-
thing.  But,” I say, the HMead would bho
shirvgy—2 : .

“That would not affect you, Reginald, as, if
;‘l” gocs well, Lo would ‘not*continue to be

caa

“1low's that, pater?” e, .

“Cannot you see? Calonel Chaiterton will
be at the schoaol to-morraw, to see Dr. Shrubb,
By sheer chance. of course, T am on the spot.
Dr. Shrubb is not there to receive the colonel
o cannot be found! There is no explanation
—no hint of what_he means by such extra-
ordinary conduct. Is Colonel Chatterton likely
lo guess that Dr. Shvubb is sitting in a cell
under a trapdoor in a floor”

“Ife, he!” chortled Reggie.
month of Sundays.” -

“You sce the result! Bendover is left with-
out a headmaster.  Colonel Chatterton feels
insulted because the headmaster has chosen
to disappear. Nothing can be heard of him,
but, being on the spot, 1 offer to carry on in
his place. The colonel is already Iy warmest
supporter—he will jump at it. Once I am in
the position of headmaster, Reginald, with the
rolonel's support on the board, it will not Le

-2asy for Dr. Shrubb to shift me again.”

“Oh crumbs ! cackled Reggie. **But, 1 say,
old Shrubb will explain when he gets out of
the cellar %

“Terliaps he will not be believed, Reggie,
and I chall certainly cast doubt on such a
fantastic story. Morcover, he will not zet out
in a hurry. A few days in a ecllar will not
hurt him. If he does, I am, of course, sorry ;
but, in the circum:tances, it cannot be helped.
Meanwhile, there will be a report spread abous
that he lias been seen at certain race meetings,
which will account for his otherwise inex-
plicable absence——"

“This,” szid Reggie,
You’ll be Prime Minister
you ain’t run in first !”

“When Dr. Shrubb  reappears, with an
absurd and improhable story of having been
shut in a cellar, 1 hardly think the governors
will believe biny,” said Mr. Pyke. “Now, 1
rely on you, Reginald. This looks to me like
a winner, if you do your part.”

“You can put vour shirt om it, guv'nor!”
taid Reggie. "1 say, though, can you let me
have a ten-bob note ?”

“I cannot ! answered AMr. Pyke terscly.

“What I mean is, I may not be able to get
old Shrubb to_walk into that particular
room Oh, thanks! I thought you could
manage it, pater! Leave it to me to snaflle
the Shrubb bird 1”

Reggie Pyke walked back to Bendover, plus
& ten-shilling note, with a smile on his face.
Mr. Dunkley Pvke walked to the station,
minus a {en-shilling note, with a frown on
his face. Will Hay, sitting on the farther side
of the beech-tree, with his mortar-board rest-
ing on his knce, winked at the mortar-board.

--D ISMISS 1" said Will Hay, at the end

“Not in a

“is real genius!
some day, pater, if

of class the following morning.
" _He smiled brightly at the Fourth
Form as they obeyed the order
with alacrity. It was a half-holiday at Idend-
over that afternoon, and the junjors were
looking forward to it—most of all, Reggic
P'yke.” 8o was Will 1lay. The master of the
Bendover Fourth had happy anticipations for
that afternoon.
“One moment, Pyke I” he added. “Stay !”
The bad Lat of the Fourth lingered unwill-
ingly, while the rest went out. e watched
Will Hay furtively and suspiciously,
“Pyke,” said Will Iay, “I have noticed

THE PILOT No. 78—27/3/37.
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in «taing on your fingers. | ]
ﬁ'i\tnmhltic(ud to l‘snmkim.y. Turn out your
s on my desk 1” . 1
]mlt;]:(l:;lc! dr;ew:a deep, hard breath. e hoi-x-
tated to obey, and cast a longing glance .nt the
door. A gentle griY fixed on his extensive car.
“Wow I” squealed Reggie. -
“T am waiting I remarked Will ITay. .
Sullenly and savagely, Reggie turned out his
pockets.: Scowling, he laid a_packet ;:yf cigar-
ottes on the ]-‘ormﬁnastcr's desk. Will Ilay
s is head eadly. .
.h'qolkfv}:\xinzl“int 1 he said. “I feared it, Pyke!
Now, I shall not cane you for this, Iske. I
prefer you to meditate on the frowsiness of
vour contuct, and to make belter resolutions
far the future. Will vou spend this afternoon
in meditation, Pyke?” . ‘
“Ob, yes, ¢ir ™ oxclaimed Regeie eagerly.
“Cortainly, sir!” e (,-l()nld]]mrd)y believe that
o was getting ofl so cheaply, e
hl" \'vr\g'gom%‘,” said Will Hay. “Meditation
is  thie’ o thing—meditation in _some quict,
secluded ‘spot, far from the madding cro“'{ls;
iznoble strife, as the poct so feelingly puts it!
You tike this idea, Pyke? You prefler it to
a caning ?” . )
“QOh, yes, sir 1" gasped Reggie.

1 fear that you

Father : ‘“ Nover let me catch you smoking
my cigareoites again, you young rascal—smoke
your 'big brother’s )2 it

——

———

“So do I,” said Will ITay. “How pleasant
it is. my boy, to be able to please all parties |
Now, come with me, and I will lead you to
a quiet, secluded spot, where your meditations
will not be interrupied till tea-time.” .

With a hand on Pyke's collar, Will led him
out of the Form-room and down a corridor.
He stopped before an iron-studded door—tihat
of the punishment-room—and inserted a key
into the lock. Reggie gave a squeal of alarm.

“I—I—I say, sir, you're not going to put
me in punny ?” he gasped.

“You get my meaning exactly ” said Will
Hay. He threw open the door. “What quieter
and more secluded spot could be found for the
meditations that are to ocenpy you this after-
" He pushed the dismayed Pyke in.

noon ?
“Your dinner will be sent in {o you, Pvke.
I shall come and lst you out for tea. You
may begin your meditaiions immediately 1

“I—T say, sir,” velled Reggic—“T say—"
1Mo etuttered with ¢ ismay. Locked in “punny”
for thie aftarnoon, how was he going to entrap
Dr. 8hrubb in the turret? The whole schems
was knocked on the head if he was not et
liberty that afternoon. “I—I eay, eir, I—1'd
rather be caned! I would, really! I coy——
Oh, you beast 1™ .

Reggie ended with a diemal how! ne the deos
was shut on hirn and locked.

-Hay |

After dinner,
Shrubb's study. Ile foun the
aftcr his excrtions at lunc]
worried and gloomy,

“Colenel Chatterton |l 1,4
o'clock, Mr. Ifny,” he saig,
matter little—I can manage |
But at half-past threa A p -k
will be together, and——» fo
his head glumly, “That may 5y
He has somo dactardjy
sleeve ! T don't get if, am surp o P bis
What the dickens are you doins _\;? of )
broke off the Hond testily, sl |

“Cracking a Brazil nuf, sir

“Is this a_time for cating nute Mr, 11,

3 )

Will Hay l\r(vrn-.] H

{

Ay

hooted the Ilead,

“But I am not going to eat ()

a : . § cat {he i
said. Will Hay mildly. “1 4y, rcm:\h;t' b
§}IC”, sir, to get at t e k‘:rnn]_ but 'nntn(g e
it, T assure you. It is destined '0-“;1 eag
useful purpose—noathing less {hay, ¢ e

< : 0 gay
from departing from the straight and 1: o
path of veracity this afterncon, sy Troy
o

I do not understand you ip ¢t
Ilay.

‘T have heard that remark before, sip»
Will Hay regretfully, “Boys in my I
have made that very remark when T},
been teaching them mathematics, Butm"
matter ! T trickled in to assure you that :n
may enjoy the improving con\‘(‘rsnlinnyu}
Colonel Chatterton this® afternonn “‘ﬁhmﬁ
bothering about Mr. Pyke. Owing to certaiy
arrangements made by his son, | believe he
will not be secing the eolonel at all» b

“Bless my soul!” said Dr. Shrubb,

Ile sat down again, looking much brighter
and Will Hay drifted out of the study, ]

A footer match was beginning on Liitle Side
The House was deserted, Wil Hay trickled
along the corridor that led to the turret stair.
He mounted that stair, and found tha door of
the turret-room wide open; but he did not
step into that room. The holt was visible i
the groove under the arch as Will stoopad
and peered through the dusk of the doorway.
Reggic Pyke had already made his prepara.
tione there during morning break, and by now
he should have Deen leading Dr. Shrubb into
tho trap. Will Hay smiled. That part of
Reggie’s programme had been cut. Keeping
carefully outside the turret-room, Will spun
ﬂ']? shelled nut across the floor to the farther
side.

Then he descended the stair and strolled
across to the sports field, and watched the
game with one eye, keeping the other cn the
gates. e was rewarded at last by the sight
of a tall, angular figure striding in. Colonel
Chatterton had arrived,

The colonel strode away to the House and
disappeared. Then the master of the Fourth
lost his interest in the game, and walked down
to the gates. 7

Half-past three was chiming from the clock
tower when Mr. Dunkley Pyke blew in. Will
Hay stepped forward, with a graceful bow.

“Mr. Pyke, may 1 ask you—r->" =

“You may ask e nothing, Mr. H'n'.'
yapped Dunkley Pyke. *“I have a very ‘l‘“‘.
opinion of you, sir! I disapprove of you:

”n L

“You flatter me, sir " said Will Hay. H;:
I was going to ask,you whether you have &
anyvthing of Dr. Shrubb?” "
Mr. Pyke came to a stop, s Y e
glistening. He had had no dou b b
Reginald would ecarry out his part
scheme. This looked like it.
“Dr. Shrubb{” he repeated.
the school? Do you mean th
Mr. Hay 1" .
2 mga]zi, sir, that if you exr"»‘_clt"’ﬂ;:ei‘ni,,
Shrubb this afternoon, a disappoln ml7Colcn'
store [or you,” sid Will Hay. 1 care 0
Chatterton 1s }lwre, .-'ir. If you wot
sce the ‘ kernel '—2 X ;
L"Ccrminly I should}” said D“E!‘lnryﬂhn
“It ie very singular—vyery extraor x:
Dr. Shruhb should bs sbsent Who'n'ml
of tha school has called to see i .
take me to tho colonel at cncel” 4 yyil
“Pray come with me, ur'!; Bﬂ:m present
Hny politely. “The * kernel " is, & 7y fing vie¥
mioment, in the turret-room. A very

he least, 3,

said
orma

«Tg he not if
at he is ebsents

(Coﬁtlnued on pags 623)
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of the mrroundings of Bendover may be
obtained from that room, Mr. Pyke. The
kornel has been there more than half an hour.”

«&how me the way at oncel!” snapped Mr.
yke. -

“wThis way, sirl” . .

With his gown billowing in the breeze, the
master of the Fourth led the way. e did not
look at Dunkley Pyke: but he was aware of
the gloating grin of satisfaction on Mr. Pyke’s
crafty face. They arrived at the turret stair,
and Will Hay pointed upward,

«1f vou will ascend that stair, Mr. Pyke, the
ml.’.{.tfromn will be before you, and ‘\'nu.\\ill
see the “kernel” near the window !” he said.

«yvery good !” snapped Dunkley Pyke.

e whisked up the stairs, and stepped into
the arched doorway of the turrct-room. That
it was the room in which his hopeful son had
attempted to trap Will Hay. Mr. Pyke was not
vet aware: le was going to pguess it very
soon, however. (jlnnci.ng into the roomn, he saw
the kernel of a Brazil nut lying on the fleor
near the window, without, however, heeding it.
Naturally, it did not occur to Mr. Pyke that
that was the “kernel ” to which Will Hay had
alluded. That was not Will Hay's fault—he
had said “kernel” plainly enough, and if Mr,
Pvke mistook it for a different word of the
same pronunciation, that was his look-out. He
stepped into the turret-room to lookk for the
colonel that was not there! What happened
next quite surprised Dunkley Pyke.

Will Hay, following him up the stair, looked
on with genial interest. A wild and startled
vell floated from Dunkley Pyke, as the floor
tilted under him, and he shot downwards. Ilis
hat flew in one direction, his umbrella in
anotiher, as he landed, sprawling, on a pile of
straw; which Will Hay had thoughtfully placed
there overnight to receive him, in the cell
under the floor.

“Happy landing !” murmured Will Tay.
The floor shot up into its place when M.
Pyke's weight was off it. It resumed the
horizontal, and looked as innocent as before.

Will lay pushed the bolt into place, sccuring
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it; as from below the floor came a serjes of
frantic how ls, mufiled by thick oak, which died
away as Will Ilay closed the door and went
down the stair.

Five minutes later the master of the Fourth
was watching the game again; while, in Dr.
Shrubl’s study, the Head was enjoying, un-
iterrupted, the ample flow of Colonel Chatter-
ton’s conversation. . The Head was feeling
relieved and cheerful ; Will Hay was feeling
pleasantly bucked. What Mr. Dunkley Pyka
was feeling like was quite another matter.

EGGIE PYKE scowled like a demon in
a pantomime as the door of “punny
‘ was unlocked aud Will Hay smiled
in.
“I trust,” said Will mildly, “that you have
benefited by meditations in this quict and
secluded spot, Pyke. But we must not over-do
it, my boy—we must not over-do it! I regret
that 1 am a few minutes late in releasing you,
but I felt bound to show Colonel Chatterton
respect, as chairman of the .governors, by
seeing him off 22
*“Ilas—has the colonel gone, sir?’ gasped
Pyke.
Will Hay raised his_eyebrows.
“Were you interested in his visit, Pyke?
Yes, he has gone—he is, at this moment, step-
s

ping into his train at Doddlebory 2
“Oh!” gasped Reggie. “Where's  my
father ?”

“Mr. Pyke?” asked Will Hay. “I have not
scent him, laddie, tince he went up to the
turret-room some hours ago i

“What 77 yelled Reggie. Ile jumped clear
of the floor, staring at Will Hay in horror.
“He—he—he went up to the tut-tut-turret-
room *”’

“Ile did, Pyke! A magnificent view of the
surrounding country is to be obtained from

the windows of the turret-room My boy,
vou should not brush so rudely past your
master! However, I will excuse you.”

Reggie Pyke flew down the corridor. Will

Hay strolled away to the headmaster’s study,

where 'he found Dr. Shrubb looking quite
merry and bright. g
“I have had quite a pleasant talle with

ALEX JAMES’ SCHOOLDAYS.

(Continued from page 612.)

how, had been tampered .with. Ile made a
hasty examination of ITuntley’s boot, and saw
plainly cnough that the stitches holding the
sole on to the upper of the boot had been
slashed with a keen instrument.

“There's foul play here!” he muttered to
ITuntley. “Your boots have been tampered
with. Get off and change ’em, for goodness’
sake—and don’t be all day!”

With Huntley and Vie Ellis off the ficld the
game once again turned in favour of the Sixth,
Jamie Montgomery himself bursting through
the defence and slamming in a shot which
half-broke  Fatty Hunter’s fingers as he
gallantly tried to hold the shot.

“Two alll Up the Sixth+”

But the troubles of the Fourth were not over
vet. Before half-time came round, six players
)1:3:1 had to leave the field to get fresh boots.
Who ]xa_d tampered with the boots now hecame
the topic of discussion—but, save Dod Jarvie,
ho one was in a position to say; and he, for
very obvious rcasons, was keeping very quict
about it, .

Alex started the second half with a delightful
'dnhb]o which took him within shooting range.
Then, when everyone, including the Sixth
Torm goalie, expected him to shoot, Alex
tapped the ball belhind him and slightly to
his ‘left, to where Vie Ellis, pounding up at
full pace, took it in his stride and banged it

EVERY FRIDAY

Colonel Chattertor,” ha said. “Old donkey
as ho undoubtedly is, he is not so bad when
that raceal Pyke is not with him.  Oddl
enough, Hay, Pyke has not called, after nli

wonder where he is 5

“T think, «ir, that Pyke, of my form, has
now gone to lock for him,” answered  Will
Hay. “I have on impression that be will find
him in a bad temper—a very bad temper!
Dsr_:tr me, that certainly looks like it !” added
Will Hay, pointing to the quad.

“Bless 1y soul!” exclaimed Dr. Shrubb,
staring from the window. ’

Reggic Pyke came bolting suddenly out of
a doorway. After him flew an infuriated

figure, brandishing an umbrella, which
descended on Pyke of the Fourth with a
terrific whack.

Whack, whack, whack, whack! rang the

umbrella, and Reggie’s yells of pain rang
across the quad. The Loys of Bendover stared
blankly at the startling sight of Reggie -Prke
dodging and twisting and yelling under the
smites of the parental umbrella. ~ Dr. Shrubb
gazed spellbound.

S“What—what—what can
he gaszped.

“I1 gather, sir, that Mr. Pyke is displeased
with Reginald’s arrangements for this after-
noon,” said Will Hay, shaking his head. *I
get that lmpression, sir.  This certainly looks
like it.”

Reggie Pyke, yeliing frantically, fled out of
gates, and after him flew Mr. Dunkley Pyke,
still smiting. It was an hour later that Reggie
crawled in, alone, looking as if he found life
il.' weary burden, hardly worth the trouble of
iving.

That evening, fellows passing near the
Head's study, where Dr. Shrubb sat with the
master of the Tourth, heard a series of loud
chortles and chuckles proceeding from that
apartment.  They concluded that Will Hay
was telling the Ilcad a very funny story, to
make him laugh like that! They were right
—he was!

this mean?” he

There's no limit to thelaughs in these yarns
of Bendover. Lool: out for anotiier ** side-
splilter’’ next acecl:, featuring the funniest
I'orm-master in the weorld—IWILL 11.1Y!

best goalie in the world cannot stop: it caught
the Sixth Formn custodian off his balance and
out of position. Ruefully he gathered up the
spinning  leather and punted it up-field
disgustedly for the restart.

“Three—two ! The hopes of the Fourth
rose again, and the playing ficlds echoed to a
storm of voices calling upon Alex James to
“do it again.” But the Sixth had something
to say about that. In a surprise, tearaway
attack, Jamie Montgomery, moving up with
the forwards, beat man after man, and swung
out a whizzer of a pass to his outside-right.
Back came the ball, hard and low and fast.
beating Falty to the wide.

“Three—all I”

Great excitement held the, spectators. The
match was proving to be a *thriller 7 indeed,
and eyes began anxiously to look at waiches as
time sped by, Then a groan went up from the
Fourth when, ten minutes hefore time, Alex
James' boots suffercd a similar fate to those
of Martin, Huntley, and the rest. Both soles
were flapping loose, making it dangerous to
run, let alone kick at the ball.  And. squatting
on the touchline, Alex feverishly wrenchied. olt
his boots. His sweat-hazed cyes saw the Bixth
swarming into the Fourth goalmouth, This
was not the time for any Fourth Former to go
off ihe field; every man was nceded il the
Sixth were to be kept out.

With a wrathful yell, Alex shied the burst
hoots to a youngster on the touchline, and ran
hack into tho field of play in his stockinged
fect.  Ile “reported ™ to the jeferce, and at
his signal to go ahecad,  Alex, like a

voung huwman Dbattering ram, charged into
Montgzomery, who had the ball at his feet ana
was about to shoot for goal. Over went the
skipper of the Sixth, his opportunity gone for
ever. With a rueful smile, he saw Alex driblle
another Sixth Former, slip the ball to Martin,
who, racing away like the wind, banged it into
the net,

It was the winning goal—the last kick of
the match, for an instant later Mv, Glory was
whistling *“full-time.”  The Fourth had won—
the midgets of the Lower School had beaten
the mighty stalwarts of the Sixth. No
wonder pride and joy made Alex’s face glow
like 2 voung full moon as followed by the rest
of his tired but jubilaut team, he went up to
Bailie Jarvie to receive the coveted trophy.

““All we want now to make a real day of it
Tatty,” he told his pal in the changing-room,
“is to find out the rotter who tried to ditch
us—ihe cad who <«lit our Dboots.  What
wouldn't T give if 1 knew his name.”

eh grunted Fatty: “but that’s_only
half of what I'd like to give him. It's a
mystery.” .

And a vstery it renained. Dod Jarvie saw
10 llml:\»'ut he found no satisfaction in t!\o
dirty trick he had played.  As had been the
caco of so many of his precions schemes, the
result was different from what he had expected.

The Fourth had won; and Alex James, his
Lated enciy, was more of a hero than ever!

Uex James and Dod Javvie are in the linre-
tight again next week.  Read how Dod Juarvie
malkes another attempt to disgrace his enemy
and how Futty Hunter comes fo the rescues

Yos,”
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