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(Photo by Courtesy of Geinsborough Pictures,
whose latest film starring Will Hay a5 a school
master — D MORNING EOYS* — will

shortly be showing at your local cinemas)

LU ODDLEBURY'! Doddlcbur
’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  Doddlebury ™’  shouted  tho
passenger, looking up and down the platform
in_shortsighted perplexity.

ITe clipped o pezir 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 ctacle 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 Eton jackeis, scheol caps, and the wmost
innocent expressions in the 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 fell, too good to be true. e
pecked at his ‘pursed lips with finger and
thumb, then. catching sight of the solitary
porter, he let out another stentorian hail.

“Hi, stationmaster!” he shouted.

An untidy, ckheaded young porter, with
a vacant ex ion in his gooseberry eyes,
came ambling along the platform, and starcd,
mouth ajar, at the passenger.

“Did 1 hear you say that this is Doddle-
bury?” asked tho laticr cheerily:

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

“Wazzat1” snapped the passenger, frown-
ing.  “'Orse in the froat! I’ve heard of
frog in the [froat, but ’orso in the—
Listen to me, Turnip-fuce! Do I alight hera
for Bendover College 7
“Please yersell I” answered the porter,
without any sign of enthusizem. “You can
set yersell alight if yer like, but it's )‘ull as
quick to get out in the ordinary way 1"
Tho passenger lowered his head, screwed
up his nose, and squinted at the porter over
the top of his steel-framed nose-nippers.
“That remark

Change

is not funoy!” ke sad
severely.
“B[m it will be if you don't get cut in half
a tick]”

H said the porter. *“She’s just on the
move -

All rights

shoulders of a solitary pas..
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Swinging open the door of the carriage, the
passenger flung out a bulging suitcase and
took a flying leap on {o the platform; then,
with a start, he caught sight again of that
line of Doys, their inquiring, curious eycs
upon him.

“1i, superintendent!” he shouted, as the
shock-headed porter- went ambling off along
the platform.

The porter turned back
ajar, for the stranger to
ings

and waited, mouth
open the proceed-

ngs.

*Pray

he <o good as to satisfy my curio-
sity 17 8

3 id the latter, waving a hand towards
the row of boys. “Tell me, in sirict confi-
dence, what is the idea of the waxworks?”

No sooner was the question out of his
mouth than something soff, cold, and clammy
smoie 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 staring
down at the mess in wide-cyed bewilderment.
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THE LAUGH OF THE YEAR!

You’ve heard him on the radio.
him on the films. Now Will Hay, the world-

mous schoolmaster ''~comedian.
other * mirthquake ' in this epecial

o

Will’s the sort of schoslmaster you'd be
tickled to death to havs at your school. Meet
him In this super yarn.
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“ Extraordinary ! Inexplicable |
did it happen”

Then, as though struck by
swung round upon his heel
at the row of hoys. Ho was plainly suspicious

—but no sign of guilt showed upon  those
angelic faces.

“Strange!” ho multered
over his eyes. *“Must be one of those forced
tomatoes I Then, turning to the porter :
“Well, go on—answer my question! What's
the idea of the—er—=" 1o looked _round
sharply, and was just in time to sce one of
the boys hastily stufling back a tomato into
his trousers pocket. *T mean.” ho ran on, fix.
ing the tomato merchant with a gimlet glare,
“why the deputation, or reception conmittee,
or whatever it is?” !

L young gents are from the college,
mister,” explained_the porter. “They'ro "ere
to welcomo a w8 aster wol's dus to-day.
'E was suppos do eome by tho morning
=%

Now, how

a bright idea, he
and stared hard

, pushing his hat

RS

» s §

train, but it looks as though 'gs
lost “imself. ~ All schoolmaster

™ agd
Really 1" said the str:

S is nuiey

. 3 anger, it} 3
grin. “You don't say! Now, T g5t
fell ‘you something, my lad1 '1f | 150, @
morg lip from son y

, youll think the Loyie,
Uin the pantst [ g

express has hit you
and 1 heven't gone ang

new master,
myself 1"

Beaming toothily, he turned I
the porter and strode across to the deputatign,

“ Well,-Loys 1" e cried jovially, ~Wepers
lo Bendover College! That is, T am glad by
welcome myself to Bendover College ! Aud [
must say T am deeply touched by the kindis
thought which brings you here this tiomisg,
I repeat, boys, T am fouched I
“You Jook it!” came in an undertene irom
the end of the row.

[here was an-explosive snigger, but the nex
master was not quick enough to catch the cul
prit.  Getting ‘on with his inspection, b
paused in front of the tomato-thrower end
regarded him fixedly.

“And what might your name be, young
man? fic asked, poering over his Do
nippers.

“Sammy Straw, sir!?

“Sammy Straw, eh?” echoed the rer
master. “Sammy Straw! I'm Will Hart
Straw—Hay—you sound like a _rcl:hm:}d ;

Screwing up his nose, he squinted bard 2
the junior, suspicion in his stare.

“Are you quite sure your name i3
Straw 2 ho demanded severely. o

“I didu’t say it was, sir” answene b
junior.  “You asked me \\h:! mg
might be, and T said Sammy Srav’,

“Quite 501" agrecd Will, suiliog 88 0
he'd swallowed a mouthful of red m‘ S

arrying on down the line, 1‘“,";’(0 aper
lialt in front of another boy, Whost ST
innocent expression atrracted luvﬂ“;“ what it

“And  what :lxxgl.\-l‘:—l "»‘:d-!m“,,@.y.
vour name, young man?” he s It any fussf
And remember that I dont ilav ¥
stutl this time ! he mldv«]_ datl lu

“Lezy Camning. sie?” pived e B

s who comngt™ demandel Ky pe v
sively. *And low should ey
Y 1 sensible que;
coming? 1 ask you a senfit 0 Txg
a  sensible  answer

M
lest

i3 back uneg

Sammy

boy.

thety

3 v . v
*[zzy Cumming, siv I&m;;::,
pew

[ you that

“ Haven't 1 just told you (0
if ho's coming!” shouted the
* What's
darned
coming,

Rme” DA
idea of P‘Ii‘i;"‘fpxt?'
wm

”ﬁo tion
i ques! e
iy, epton, 2

*an1ofe
i pised tho 12
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_oThat's right
an-

my lad!”

are,
moist brow

his

o by way of a
“What's

a seT

eouraginglys

e going, my Tad?”

vou

! yon're staying right
ott Vodared Will Hay.

| :u]'-“ I'vo had just about

mu‘.‘:. Let's push off up

aped face,
in_ horn-

a pear-sh
1 ou e
politely to the new

oy with
and 2!
5 bowed

want?” demanded Will

of e
uld deen
t‘“' :n haul you up to the
ori

ng hero!

" you
s bulging dome.
B pota )

1" beamed Will
“Let's

atform in a bunch,
assed through the tiny
their way to the
standing alone, in

* an old-fashioned open
peared to be in the final

Horschair stuffing was
the cushions, the
of shafts were

*nd made
And there,

holes in
, and in place
tout 1P | the boys. “We'll
Lool in no time 1" .
will Hay tossed his suit-
» wreck, and climbed in after it.
asy, mind! No monkey tricks!
{hat the score of
bed the ropes and set off at a
ce, the chariot <kidding in alarming
it sped down the greasy incline
o the village high street. Blood-
s and Red Indian war-whoops
< running to their doors and
| Hay, lolling back like a
his ancient topper, and beamed
mad populace.
(e clear of the village, the boys put on a
spurt and rushed the hill b ond, and,
siring the crest of the steep incline, Will
first glimpse of Bendover

0! .
T to a shrill cheer

led b

i caught his
g,

4 nubling greysione building with, four
school was coldly impressive in the
rming light.  The grounds looked
i peaceful; the rays of the sun re-
pon the surface of the ornamental

foot of the Lill; the road ran through
ive gates of the school, which stood

' Let er go, chaps !”
b o¢ E}K:'.", came from the leader of the
% furyg °Il'“. ‘lhr* ancient carriage was
Mg Tl Gathering speed, it went
o _\] down the stecp incline, the
T L\ E‘Ir‘anl us fast us they could go.
i I,“,'i“* 'j““'r>ot1 about like a dried
e mug'r,"?“l when ar last the vehicle
v Ve o h"” gates of (he scliool, the
]w"“ﬂdl‘ll' it off the gravel drive
4 B Next instant, they had
es and Dbolted aside from the

% uerg,

:IM a),“[“;\ “'l" lawn, it tore through a

y Iake, nmlcfn ed struight for the orna-

il teeth g 1t was with closed eyes and
1}

!
(2%
Yy

1,““:-na[ z)]\""ztc-“'ill Hay nerved himaself
o Winy
o
™ oy .:IT'L‘: like a young clephant, the
nighty shower of water and

159
e for the bottom, and sever EVERY FRIDAY
anay L . A sever
parted, fore the surfa reeonds  MOR gag i wmite
new '“J-?.,‘“l .Ih. lead and ,I""'" of the Iake  (he |Ml~ul,):n.,|,. smiled My, Jlay ‘I\m. want
” T eame (o light ders of tha ot ae D P "h'n)l-; we have them !t Ts that
g 5 1ot o, Dr. 8hrubh 2"

paalr=yeal” agreed the Head “Mr. Ilay
in g lige th roputation of knowing liow 1o Dandls

poIn | Good & Laomed the eolonel. ™ But
that's not_enough, I he clever? How about

e strenining fike ([

back !
nck of an otter, Je blinked raym

shﬂrl».«ixllml way,
Dear me ! Bliss my soul y

is the meaning
3 JAhad B ol this ;
fion, sirre nce:0f this extraordinary o X
ilio lnke. “‘l”"\_“_ v voite from the p'.‘| l".""i mathemnatics, for instance?"

Tonking vl mth2? & whitehaired,” diocked. o 1Ay beamed.

s geutlo ll:j"n“llm asked thi question, .-\}nﬁlv'mnllu are my strong suit—1 mean,

Smiling memiei 1eadmasic of this school 1t Siyporiy, Soloncl " Tie, atated convincingly.
nippers on to the end ;." W master hooked-his  eottie 1 baflled the examiners, years ago. b
Tinpers on i ul of his nose, and gave n g them & littlo, problem they couldn’t

“T am Will Hay, sjp* answer. Perhaps you'd care to have a shot at

ay, sit,” he beamed. “1° it, colonel 7"

new mas cporti ied. 1" y . 4

e ter reporting for duty | oy d:\(!}: i il:‘r;ﬁ::onv{ crimsoned.  Mathematics was not
3 3,5 subject.

5 700 urid Ob, no, my dear fellow ! T don’t doubt
i U, understand, Dr. Shrubly »—Colonel J%ug, "erd for # moment,” ha put in bestily.

ot 5 b o b a
SeanElon's yeito was vibeant wilh gacor jueianenl bresed on Wil L, o8
e E e ess things  yery though he hadw’t heard, “as you may be
atvaid w Tl alter at this sionl, Ty ANare, mathematies, in Jts simpler develop.
o SN have to hand over the reins to Tenl l"‘“.‘v‘ be defined as the science which
2 P . . deals by approved logical methods with the
P;l:h]rv‘!?rl')'::i ?mm)l,_ fidgeted uncomfortably, rv]u!lmu r]v[ magnitudes, quantities, and
sche s falling into disrepute,” ox. Numbers. Tt is not possible, in bricf, to give a
med the colonel.  ©As chairmun of the  definition both intelligible and comprehensive,
but some idea of the modern scope of the sul-
pect way be gained by an enumeration of—""
_Enough, sir! - Enough!” broke in Colonel
Chatterton pleadingly. “T do not doubt your
knowledge of the subject is almost as complete

as my own.”

“Oh, that's nothing, colonel I breezed Will
Hay happily. “I haven’t really started yet.
v a basinful of this: We will begin again
ith ordinary arithnietical relationships, ~ex-
libiting their gradual growth by extension

And pray what

cla
governing board. it is my duly to warn you
that this is your last chance. Take for example
the Fourth Form. They are notorious,  Tow
many Fourth Form masters have come and
gnn; this term, Shruhh 7"

“Five, Colonel Chatterton I . i
’ , (ol (ha 1" 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 successful in seruring
the services of the right man to handle them,
But a new master has just arrived. T think H
Ire will be able to manage them,” inlp algehraie analysis

“Umph " growled the colonel, “I've heard Thank you, sir, thank you!” said the
(it stors ‘Lefore, WWho. is: file tihethiss colonel. “I assure you I am—ahem t—entirely
ahem !'—boy-tamer? Send for him 1™ satisfied on this. point.: Bub 1o tiie to pnote

D Sheabb pressed tho bl on his.desks amg Tanter I hatl i mind., The Hors of iy
dispatched the page-boy to summon Will Hay. you havs Lean, placed o chargp fo thoraughly

o the page-boy | 101 Y. out of hand. It is even rumonred that some of

i new master arrived, newly swept and fszuidi i i i
EariRie o T asea Eis e chaveay iy e mumaded seung Bpe for mambling.
clothes, and he had changed his opinio; about s”"‘],m:-‘;[‘ d:g‘{‘t:t::{msi:-ﬂ'l"d e
the young japers of Bendover. The kuew e “Thar's what we intend to do, Mr. Hay "
W :3:'11‘;1.‘0  a high old time. . snapped the colonel, recovering somewhat now

\is is the new master, colonel—" began he felt sure of his ground. *'T am told your

the Head. ) methods are somewhat unusual, but we shall

The colonel did not appear to be very expect happy results, nevertheless.”

impressed. e “Yeave 1t to me, sir, as Nelson said to
s credentials in order?” he asked. Wellington at the battle of Champagne.”

“Are hi
gy

i

N
RS
’

Voo o
Bty

=
== = tehing the Fourlh-
- Smythe lifted the lid, catehing
k shot from tho desk &5 had planned for Will Hay
osh! A stream of in & hich the Bendover Japers
Formor fuil In the face. The bg&hin:ﬁgﬂ-n‘d e ol it waa the leader of the japers himselt
worked perfectly—but the I (all benefit of it
THE PILOT No. 72--13/2/37.
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Thao colonel fixed him with a military eye.

«Ah, there 1 have you, sir! Thero 1 have
con!  U'm on old roldier, rir—I kuow my
\istory,  Allow mo to tell you neither Nelson
nor Wellington wero present at the battle of
Champagne.”

Will lay smiled happily. i

“Good_for yon, colonel I he breozed. "I
thought 1 couldn’t catch you on history. ITow-
ever, let us bo up and doing. 16 it's all the
ramo to you, I would Jike to mect the young
Dloods of my Form. I am cager to get down
to work.” =

“I'wiil escort you to the Form-room myself,
emiled Dr. Shrubb, “Be good enough to
follow me.”

o LS a bald-headed old buffer I
I—I That was Jerry  Smart’s loudly
voiced opinion of The new master of
And as Jorry was
captain of the Form, and the prime mover in
all its mischicf, his opinion carried weight.

The Fourth grinned. They were assembled
in their Form-room, awaiting the arrival of
their new.master.  Zealously they clung to the
reputation they had won of never “standing ”
2 new master for more than a fortnight. They
were tough in every sense of the word, the
despair of the average master and of their
parents alike.

“Tet's get ready for him ! sang out Jerry,

his blae eyes aglow with mischief. “Do your
«tuff, you fellows! You all ought to know it
by heart now !
And the Fourth got busy and did their stuff.
“Cave)”  Skittles, who was posted at the
door of the Form-room, suddenly hissed a
warning. In a sceond the Fourth had dropped
into their places. On every face was an angelic
expression as the deor opened to admit their
new saster.

“Good-morning, boy:

“Good-morning, sir!”

“Wo scem to be having quite a lot of
weather lately 1”7 went on Will, his gown
balloouing behind him as he strode across the
Fourth Form classtoom to his desk. His
nippers perched rakishly upon the end of his
nose, he slanted a glance at the wicked-looking
drawing-pin upon the seat of his chair, which
he had scen just as e was in the act of
sitting down.

“Let me see,” he murmured, straightening
himsclf up and stroking his chin with a
reflective finger and_ thumb.  “H'm!
Of course!”  Lowering his head, he studied
his class over the top of his steel-rimmed

las “Er—Smart,” he  called,  his
whrmsical gaze upon the captain of the Form,
“would you be ‘so amiable as to step this
way 1

“Certainly, sir!” answered Smart sweetly,
with a grin at the other fellows. “Anything
to oblige I” 8

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

“No, " said the new master.

the Lourth.

"

no!
round here and stand beside me!
have to i
1y Loy 1"
Still’ grinning, Jerry Smart strolled round
tl <k and joined Will,
Now.” began the latter, lowering his voice
to & confidential whisper, “I suppose you know
.\u‘m{vu Jx!l i “ou know, an clevator I
‘You're not trying to pull my lej ir?”
demanded the Form captain, o SFF
,\‘\\'.“L"“","' ]\'n;gumus thake of his head.
Lot yer,” Le returned; “there’s plenty o
;nnc! ',:.Llulxmlv. this lify ! I)rmomnl'a(c \'\'lmg
happen: 2 cends—or-
i!'[”[ s when it ascends—er—goces up, that

i I]‘m; s cacy " scoffed Smart, strelching out
ds right hand and raising it cciling\\-zule

wy Ij:\l's low it go
“Exactly 1" agreed Will, as (1
Joad hiud been (e off I mind. % Aorg S0pnt
Dppe whe i g g
U”m .:w;‘ ren it descends—er—comes down,
‘Why, it poes like {hist”
su‘t‘v‘pnll 4 )lun |)nm1 downwards,
Ag I thought 1 ed Wi i
fHin g ‘;, ; o nodded Will, ¢ gocs liko
Holding his right hand on 1
g his rig n high,
{.r‘ou]ghl‘n: :)Imtn upon the to l::‘i 371-}:;3')'5“41]:}:"!];
x'(‘n(. which caused the nnﬁnlmm(u Jor o
sit down in the chair with o bumn b
But that was not all, r

“Come
n What I
say s for your shell-like car alone,

grinned Smiart,

THE PILOT No, 72-13/2/37.
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down he drove the long pnintt of
ingpin i s most sensitive part o
awing-pin inta the mo 3

tho drw BT 0 wns with & shrill soreech

that lie leapt into the air, for all the wor l' ":‘:

though Le had been impaled upon a red-iof
bl

Fiven Regpie Pyke

Tn sitting

and “ Fruily ” Snell, tha
el cds of the Form, who usually Qll::)]:((;;:
an attitude of perpetual Immlm_!\, ‘Jot‘"“) iéI
fho ‘tornado of ‘chevrs and meriment "hicy
resulted from this experiment. Illl‘lL ]'d"”{
Bimart himself,was the only one who did no

i in the highespirited Jl|l)‘i1nlinl|.
Jol b art—or not-<o-Smart, ' shall wo
ol resumo  your reatl

may  Now s )
“That is, unless you prefer

sny f—you
beamed Will Hay.
tostand it crept back to his place and
shoepishly scated himsell, .
e suspicions rotter [” he muttered. 1ow
tho dickens could \ic_ ave known that 1 put
» drawing-pin on his chair?”
g e lonse 17 callad Will Iay, rap-
ping his desk with a ruler, “We're a bit s!ugrt
VF Daper this morning, so I want you to writo
down cverything you know ubout the l'rcnc]’\
Revolution'! Lverything, mind you I Ha, hat”
he chuckled to himself.  “A shade subtle, I
trow me! Perhaps you are-too dull-witted to
follow me. We will call the voll instead.

“You there "—pointing at Smythe, who \as

TR i
oA e el
i H i/ A PR

dot:

= CA
< ;“‘“““.‘{”ﬂ”.”f(’.’.(
““ Don’t you

tightrope 7 7

i
e l?’uursu not! Falling of's all that worries

AN

get scared, walking along that

scated in the front of tl ss—""kin
my, egister out of tho 2 oy ok
. sooner mot, sir,” yreplied Smythe.
s|||ilIct‘ic11’50' (lluuht! my boy, I’\'esno.doubt,”
emiec i‘\“‘w :vrm*uly; “but when your Form-
ohnvcd.‘g s you an order, he expects it to be
Slowly, ever so slowly, S 0
. ¥, ever so » Smythe wi
'I](?)(r’n»xlmsters desk. Ife stuo)d on ‘Zi’ét s}z::nt]\';
oo )[:\tneil the lid, but.' even so, he did not
"]IAA‘J'.r W l\nt had been ‘intended for the new
s Ay the 1id of the desk was raised, a
ceitod n]nng', which had been kept in place
¢ suddenly relensed, At the end of the
”’é”fg was a boltle of jnk, °
"l;“\\"«'ﬁma»hl The contents of the bottle shot
e s and outwards in g darkening, messy
#ho I' u{xd although Smythe knew of that
“u{;,urxnlmuld not altogether avoid jt. e
o) En ed back, .Ilue faco deluged in ink
sty ha, Lt laughed Wil Iay,
E 'y'ﬂélrom\ ory ur]mrt, indeed 1” ’
( 00000ugh 1" purgled Smyth ipping
an inky trail ay Lo staggered u\\'t):y.m. drippirig

“Very

Will ay returne
a bony finger ot é.f.l,ﬁ’,c‘.’;* A
oo boy, kindly puey 731 ¥
ingerly " Havers oo M the re %
bunded itto Mr, s
“No, no 1" hreesed =
¢ !
:)rm call out the ,m,‘m_,h;u:llw Magy,,
nen the register and bogiy * %ell gy 1 Vi
g ith o ||n|mm,{ exprom 8 one, M1 o
10 register, At the sapne 2 Hay,
b fls upiards h‘u':".”“',’:"unm Vi
en i) r! ¢ Opene. i
aningly conag) fénrn,,,}u

v,

.

band, fo

, as n - ]

tantened clastic’ did tha trj 2% Opa it
** Atishoono 1”7 ane. ok t

“Thank you, l’l‘n‘ v ‘!Iﬂy"‘bn‘ g
the side of his nose, « ',;][“]c‘] i
cold. T will call tha rop 23

Will Hay made eyery bo
}x{n Al'lﬂll?c..p ]llis eyes iy,

eginald Pyke hat yoy
cnl’l('d. yke as that youpg,

“So you're Pyke, my Jagd
taking off his no:canynr:hﬂcdn;
rather crafty

B

e
face of the cn‘;h “iadying
Any relation to Mr, g e Po
lekgie Tk winried, "7 Brlate 8
“He's my father!” he admitted
“Ie’s alio a schoolmas i
Wi 1ooimaster, I beliargyn g
“Why thouldu't he bo7” g
regentfully. % Do you ko g o4 P
have heard of him,” e
gravely. T have heard of hires 1 B
Lis breath ho added: 8o e L

3 that's
snipe I’ve to be carcful of, eh?allisuz('l.l
just itching to become Head of this sehe,

place of old Shrubb. Therc's some e ol
going on here.” here's same din vl
’J\‘]tm' roU-clnll“crl»lr\HIIL!rz(l.

At its end, Will Hay beamad upon bi
“Now, what's the first lc»on'.’l"uf\:.‘i::;‘!;irrl:f

“ Latin, sir!” volunteered Jerry Smar, vl
had now recovered and bore no malice,

“Latin!  Hm!”  Will Hay's el
arched. “I think you might ¥
that for yourselves. Carry on, my
I will discover what you know.”

Having set the class to work, the mev
master scated himself at his de;

He opened a morning paper and beiz
immersed in the important eveais of the din
and he was weighing up the charces of Brigd
Knight, a horse which was down to ran I3t
3.30 at Epsom, when he lifted bis k}cml e
a red cotter and began to snilf; gently te
tively at first, then making a nci ke B
rasping of sandpaper. ceinklig B

“Strange!” he muttered,

brow. “Most mysterious!” o
inki idi e
Blinking rapidly, he peered o€t .s:! y
nippers and surveyed his indutrios

and it was not until his quest
the far left-hand corner of (b
the mystery explained itself.

o 94
From that quarter a haze 9’{11 '”“:l o
drifting gently upon the st cered B8
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the armholes of his waisteoat (0 !
one of the cads of 3
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True, there was o strl
in their eyes as they
inexperienced fashion. .
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that this is a class 008 1
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His manner W
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don't

com¢

«thing at break-
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Make a good dinner.

a startling
r to his feet, he
and charged for
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—— Qogoocn
» Head in the
dor and went

that extraordina
ded the Head in h
.d quite horrible—
' cut in Will, with a
atter of fact, sir, we were
d that over a cigar 2
s, Mr. Hay, do my ears
I understand you to say
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ou see, sir, in the first place, I
i caught ! — ca >vk
dut

lnes, &

was clear.
rette aw from him!
r wagged a wise finger
I's nose—“T was able fo dcal
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ke apart from his Turkish
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of @ smile upon the
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special cigars are  rather
d mild
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Hose-nippy “I make ’em

[ gave Pyke was a scientific
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i brow
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tin thinking that you have no
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iy "(?"‘"” to be a mighty rush to read
Y at Rendoper,'

EVERY FRIDAY
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bf  these  tough  sneak-th feliers
tuck and thought he'd do a spot of
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