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THE FUN-RAISING FORM-MASTER WHO

Cf

i -y

(Photo by Courtesy of Gainsborough Pictures,

whose latest {ilm 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
Jast lesson of the morning. Putting it down
to somebody burning cabbage-stalks in the
school kitehen garden, he had promptly closed
the windows. But the aroma had only got
worse iustead of better.

“II'm! XNone of you boys burning, I sup-
pose 77 he asked, squinting suspiciously at his
cheerful pupils. “1i the school buildings
are afire, we shall have to get——""’

“What are?”

Will Hay froewned. i

“Don’t ask idiotic questions, Smart. I
said “if’ the school buildings are afire, we
shall have to get—"

“What are?”’
school
voung dummy !
‘what are’ "

“I'm not asking, sir; I'm telling vou!’ ex-
claimed Jerry Smart patiently.  “You said
*if the school buildings are afire, we shall
have to get—— And I said ‘water,” not
¢what are.’ Sce?” ‘

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hm! I sce. Well, we've had quite
cnough of that, Smart,”” coughed Will, rub-
bing his nose thoughtfully. *“I've had quite
enough of this essence of dusthin perfume,
too. If it goes on inuch longer, we shall all
start choking.”

“Oh, thet's good, sir!”

“Bh

“1 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 young idiot, surely you don’t
think it will be better than lessons if we all
start suffocating 7’

“Oh, no, sir! But you said that il it went
onmuch longer, we should all start ¢ joking,’
didn’t you, sir?”

“Did T Will's forehead crinkled up like
corrugated-iron. “\Well, if that's what 1T
said, we'd better let it go at that; and you'd
better sit down while you're safe, Smart.
Atfention, boys, now! This morning we're
going to take geography.”

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

“IHurrah!
face, sir?”

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

i

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

“Neither sir. 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!”’

hooted Will furiously. “Don’t you know what

geography is?”

“*No, sir. What is it?”

“Well, it's—er—it’s about longitude and
latitude. And latitude’s what I'm not giving
you this morning I’ snapped Will. “Lel’s get
on with the washing—I mean, the lesson!
Atshooo! OQuch!”

“Oh erikey 1"

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.

“Something’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 promplly scen when a cloud
of smoke hillowed 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. r

*“Nothing to get. upset about, sir. Tt's a
winter-warmer, I'm roasting some chestnuts
in it.” h

“ITa, ha, ha!” -

“Siledce! 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
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sides, was inside the desk, smoking merrily,
Will made a grab with his free hand, ang
yanked it out. The next instant, he leaped
about three feet in the air, yelling fiendishly;

““Whoooo! Ow—whooop! I'm burnedl”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

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

“Ow-ow ! Water—quick, you young idiot!”
hooted Will, hopping about like a cat on hot
bricks. “Empty the fire-bucket over it before
it sets the floorboards alightI”

“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. 7

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

Swooosh ! B

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

“Groooogh! Ouch! You clumsy young fat-
head! What is all this?” s

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

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hm! I see. t
desks—all of you " barked Will. '
nonscnsel this mxm;lirlm, and there’s gono
be trouble, my lads!” i

He bent doy\vn to see if Smythe’s W;ﬁ'{i‘;
warmer had cooled down. By an “"! the
chance, Smythe had the same idea “d”’
same moment, and their heads met "“ﬂ'“,
with sufficient force to send Will's m]?‘om'
board skimming half-way across the
roam. it

rac! . g

“Ow! Look where you're going, f'".[mppﬂ]

“The same to you, t.umm-faccl‘ R e The
Will, grabbing the winter-warmer.
little incub:\to{r dgosr\"t belong ta ¥
It’s confiscated! Sce?” ce the

“All right, then, sir. You can c‘;l‘:“l‘mu“
winter-warmer, and I'll haye (hco\v—-i the
They ought to be just right nOW—,
water hasn’t got through th 3 to put 8P

Will Hay glared. He had ha: the Fourth
with a good deal of cheek frorg ¢ there
since his arrival at Bendover. B4

Well, get back to your
“ Any more
ing to

ou now-

a limit. 5 ave the
*So you think you're gOIPE, hl)y.h wwells
chestnufs, do you?” he said grim

P liten . .

Aﬁﬁnﬁ “ithaut permission strictly forbidden.
(T NA

A\




: vou' v de a big

. faced wart, you ve mad big

jittle p‘((, (rhcre's one thing 1 do bar, it's
.‘Q“n e! 1 lossons.  L've always put my
iz during and I'm not going to allow

fished
He

v ou”l,’v
I winter-warmer,
i Gag for the chestnut
chestnuts,
He purnt rag for the cl
mon&* ‘3'°u,,‘i popped it into his mouth.
led 0n¢ 300 Pad 1" he grinned.
Pojlm sstnuts ! moaned Smythe.
edly TNy Tin fact,” mumbled Will My,
“Q“‘(’i F,, .«]f to two more. ** Not, of course,
: ms 2 v
}.c!}m!ﬁ,“t‘(ing burnt for, but—- .
worth BCEL 2 ldn't  have hurt you, sir,
“Thal o vthe.  **Jiven before you touched
Sou were -baked !”
vou \;(”r’., half-b;
flung away the winter-warmer
od his cane. X K
and Fm“‘!‘ “lmw it!” he velled, snorting like
“1!31 war-horse.  *Bend over!”
an_ ol ccowling furiously, obeyed.  And
master of the Fourth proceeded to
TForm to a five-minutes’ v.\lnbmqn
<dusting that drew howls of pain
from his vietim.
said Will, rubbing his
at his desk
did some

zmythe,
the chet
treat hig

rouser
::, 1t wrath
) 1
wand that's that!
(,'l!mug}\!fulll\'_. as he sat down
“Now it about time we
Take grammar, Smart!”
{‘I‘l Where shall I take it?” inquired
- innocently. <
Jr\r\{i\lllquizzcd at him over the iop of his nose-
B more of that, young Smart, and T'll
sive you something that's smarter. Now fe_ll
me what is wrong with t,},us sentence:  ‘ This
morning, I rid by bike.”, N .

+Oh, that's easy, sir! grinned  Jerry.
“You couldn’t have rid your bike this morn-
ing because you took it to Dbe repaired
yosterday.”

" “Ha, ha, ha!”

“0 boy! O boy! O boy!" chortled Tubby
Green,

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
classes. There was a wild rush as the Fourth
headed for freedom, and Will Hay was lefv
1o reflect over it on his own.

TFTER dinner that day, Will Haz
toddled along to Doddlebury village
to collect the bike he had left at the

. rcpairer s.

Having paid the bill, he mounted the »ld
aker and pedalled a  wobbly course
ch the rural lanes back to the school.

nose
again.

vt tle did he dream, as he wheeled the old
:-ihlbk down the path leading to the eycle-shed,
1o

storms that lay ahead on this particular
on.

Beaming
thaker ingg
'\'J totice ]
M‘]iw‘&ﬂst ftanding back in the shadows. Ile
u‘w.‘-nl-lninzi "]\]“(']llm'. trotted out agnin, and
wd pocket ((‘]( \} locked the door behind him,
Possiblo ru(‘ the key, thereby making it im-
the \ing ,"I,a“}hﬂd_\' else to get in or out of
1 *% Then he ambled back to the Sciol

Olise,
i
I:\'Jlllll,’; f

altery,

toothily, he trundled the

bone-
the eyvcle-shied

cheerfully omitting

or him at {he door was Dr.

sy &
Ly éai:(l-&}:t“hb' the headmaster of Bendover,
¥ith yorro ured, echolarly face was clouded

y I've bee -
Ave been waiting for vou,” he began,

terly g terribloe has 5 :
erly ] ¢ hus happened—something
Wil ﬁ’:\‘_?:x." I» And it's uEI your fault!”
.\ f“m[-?[l’ﬂsr‘-mp]mrs pitched sideways.
Your faylg
C oson of
o1 our bookg 7°

What made you go and

e,
by he wealthiest parents wo

x'\lo“ U exclaiy
arg UDSCL Yo

ned the Ilead wrathfully.
ot PRl
-‘.\{‘!1)”’ & million )

Smythe—and his parents

aig O S jernteled bis chin,

P i gy, S5 (TR B0
wl wy Class, admit it. The young
Wi 88 chieg , 5 ey =

-:E\w);d“ .“lmukl. \l\'-w\\ hat about it ¢”

hiyy " almost wept Dr, Shrubb.
& about jt, of course! There wi

at he nearly knocked over a junior -
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be a dreadful scandal when the nows loaks out
young Smythe has run away to sea |”

::'l‘n see what 2" blinked Will.

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

“Well, that won't take him long. He ought
to Lo back by tea-time,” beamed Will. 1
shonldn’t worry about it if 1 were you, sir!"

Dr. Shrubb breathed hard.

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

“OL gasped Will.
so at first, siv?
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, Hany,
It is your responsibility to bring him back.”

“Why didn't you say
And what are we going to do

Will Ilay’s bhrow corrugated.

“IT'm! I sco! suppose he didn't mention
what sea’ he was running avay ta? 1 mean
there are such a lot of them. There's the
Atlantie and  the  Mediterrancan  and  the
Serpentine—"" Ile Dbroke off and smiled
toothily.  “Don’t you worry, sir; I'll feteh

the young scamp back. TLeave it to me.

He ambled down to the gates, cogilating
deeply. Smythe had ran away to sea, and he
had to get him back. Well, he could do that
all right once ho found him.  But how the
thunder was he to find him ?"

e 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 mean, has
run _away.” .

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

“Skedaddled or dane a bunk.
rone  to  sea. boys !’ explained
“And I've got to find him.”

“Why not swimn after him, sir?” suggested
Gowing Dbrightly.

‘Talk sense, Gowing!
which way would Smythe
after he left Bendover?”

“I know, " spoke up Skittles.
zo down to the river and hire a boat. You
told us yoursell in geography that every river
finds its way down to the sea.”

A toothy smile flashed across the Fourlh

he's ‘gone—
Will Hay.

The question is—
go to get lo sea

« Ile'd

s1r

 Ow-wow ! !
the winter-warmer as il

it were a hot brick.
momeont about a gallon and a hall of water shot out of the buckot
the noxt descending on Will Hay instead of on the winter-waimer,

EVERY FRIDAY

Torm master’s wrinkled features. e fairly

beamed on Skittles. .
“Good for you, my lad!
up one in_class to-morrow
must he off,”
“Please, sir,  ean
Smart, as Will Hay Surm_tl. llu ﬁrl,‘
need help before you've finished. bor
“Thank you, Smart ! The more the merrier
Iurry up, boys!” . 1% s
'J'lu)' four grinning juniors fell in Leside their
master. A short walk down the lane nod
ncross n field brought them to the river. ”v!n.-
master and boys climbed  inlo one of tho
cchool bonts, and soon the boys wern bending

whilst Will Hay

Remember o go
morning ! Now 1

we come, |r:o?"' asked
“You tay

their backs to  the oars, | ;
steered.  In his preoccupation he steeved tho
boat inte a shallow tributary of tho river

before twenty minntes had passed. .
CWe're going well, boys ! he said breezily.
“It's noease of a Jong pull and a strong pull,
and we'll soon catch up with that youug scamp
Smythe,  Lennne see—the current s getting
fasfer hereabouts, though the river is gelting
narrower.  Strange,”’ he added, tapping lh_\:
side of his pose thonghtfully—"*very strangoe !
“1Cs the right way, sir, anyway—I'in sure

of that,” said Smart, with a sly wink at his

pals.  “Now T come to think of it, it gets
wmrrower farther along.” i
“That's  rvight!”  supplemented  Gowing

fast

)

cagerly. “The tide runs along quite

there.  They've got a notice up—* Danger.’
Will Ilay nodded approvingly.

“ A s .o

Jo you think it's safi
S

sir,” grinned Smart.
s go canocing thero

Sotme of the older chs

sometimes: shooting the rapids, they call it.
Who minds a litile danger, anyway 7"
“Nobody, my boy—nobody !" snapped the

Fourth Form master. “1{ shooting the rapids
gets me nearer to Smythe, then we'll shoot
em, 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 oars at all,

“Take it casy, Will
bLreezily.

“We shall reach, the sea in no time if we
1" said .lurr_\'l Smart. 1

"

boys!” declarved

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

over there

bout

S

s

\Water, quick—Dbefore the floorboards catch fire!' yellad Will Ha

¥, dropping
Smart, and
—most of |t

‘' Coming, sir!' yalled Jerry

THE PILOT No. 76-—-13'3/37.
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was speeding along now, and the warer was
fairly roaring. Will Ilay caw, with a_ violent
start, a watermill looming up out of the dis-
tance, with a seething strip of water racing
11)_3.5101. 1t that aroused memonies of the Niagara
Calls.

“H’'m!  Reminds me of the time 1 went
down tho water chute at Margate, boys,” ho
velled, above the roar of the strearm. *I sup-
pose—er—you're qguite sure it's safe, Smart?
1 don't sce that *Danger’ notice Gowing
mentioned.”

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

“Swim?”  Will Hay's mortar-board took a
header over his nose.. **What d’you mean—
swim? We're not going swimtning this after-
noon, are we "’

“Depends on the boat. sir!” howled Jerry
Smart. Then the din drowned all further
attempts at conversation. 5

Four grinning juniors sat tight and waiied
for the thrill.  Wiil Hay cat in the stern, his
hair slowly rising on his pate as the noise
grew louder and the pace hotter. He had
been prepared to go through a lot to get
Smythe back fram the sea, but going through
a ragiug torrent like this was no joke. Squint-
ing through his steel-rimmed <pees, 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 an
round.

“Tell ’em at home, lads, that I was the last
to leave the ship!” hLe bawled. Then he
closed his eyes, as the hoat was struck by
something that seemed to be a mixture of
cyclone, hurricane, and tidal-wave, all rolled
into one.

But the boat had not, as \Will Hay supposed,
succumbed 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 waislcoat.

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

“Cood! 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, with
boiling oil in it. Now we'll take our bearings.”

He jammed his mortar-board back on his
head again and set the nose-nippers a little
nearer his eyes, and Jooked ahecad.

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

“II'm! Can’t even see the river past the
bend we're coming to. But we’ll get there 2ll
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 erash, as the boat struck an immovable
object that stopped its further progress. The
boys were flung into each other’s arms. Will
Hay, not o lucky, was flung right out.” He
felt himself describe a  graceful semicircle
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 1” 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?
He could sce the pool of water into which they
had turned after they came round the hend—
but there it seemed to end altogether.

TFour grinning faces popped up over the
bank.
ot “Ah! There you are, then'!” said Will Hay.

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

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

The Fourth Form master squinted eternly
through his eteel-rimimed pecs.

THE PILOT No. 76—13/3/37.
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“Don't be idiotic, Smart.
is where it joins the sea.
could we hit that?”

“Give 1t up, =r.

The end of a river
How the thunder

This must be a different
“1'd forgotten

i iver,” Smart.
kind of river,” grinped S } !
but L've just rcr_r.cmbercd it ncn}i
docen’t empty into the sea.

river t e
cmpties into a drain. .
Will Hay =at up \;nhla jerk.
A drain?" he hooted. : .
“Ye:—a drain "’ said Smart. That was Inr.s
' n that we bit }u»]t row. It

! i I yal, anc d
runs 2!l down one side cf the pool al L tne
water zoes through it to the Doduln.)_ur;\
Recervoir. Afraid you took the wrong turning.
We shan't get to the sea this way atter

grating of the drai

allt”

‘ N 7ILL HAY blinked. All sorts of irex-
ble emotions “‘cre_depzcgcd in
- his pursed lips and wobbling chin and
agitated eyebrows. :
“2fean to say. we've been through all f‘hat. ®
he hooted, pointing vaguely up the river, only
to finish up at the entrance to a drain? .
“That's rizht, sir! Jolly good job, too, if
vou ask me!” . )
T eJo good job?" echoed Will ﬁ(;yrcc]y.
“Why, vou cheeky yvoung scamp, I'll .
“Jf we'd got anywhere near the sea, we'd

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. “Lock here, Smart, are you try-
ing to be saney 7”

*Oh, no, sir!”

““Ia, ha, ha!”

Will Hay staggered to his feet, glaring.

“Strikes me this conversation had better
cease !” he snapped. “If we zo on talkin long
enough, we shall start getting pcrsonnﬁ and
then we might hurt ¢ach other’s feelings, I'm
going offl on my own now—to find Smythe and
bring him back from the sea.”

“You're not [”

“Lh1”

“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 ourselves.
Won't we, you chaps?”

“Oh, rather!”

“You won't!” snorted Will. “Think I'm
going back to Bendover without Smythe? Sce
you later, boys—yow-oco0op | Hi, wharrer you
doing? Leggo my arms!” =

But Jerry Smart and his pals were deaf to

the voice of the maue
¢ Jaster, ’
the conclusion that thejr Fc;l,-k\;t;:' bag

Q
quite cnough for the af!crro.)-“lx_\:lt.'h . t
determined that he ywas ot ang wa o,
more. So they grab} goin e,

and arms an

They marched him acrose 4,
a lane, and they held =
vhile they waited for a bae, ‘Wi
came along, they lifted him ar. ~€0 th,

«at him down in a ccat ;l;lrl:ll],?'(:"d &dﬂ; ‘b"
as eyes on him all the way h"t_"Lhand: O ,?‘1
When the old school hove inh 0 -C'c'r:n
formed arcund him and rag !‘.!g)‘t' they r-"
Then they rushed him throy g Ry
back to the School House, s

TI;‘: I"ol:mh Form master <t

as they drew near the housa 1o

1ore than a match fryrll;i}:;“ g“"’ &
3 nt and into the hall, "'L:;"u ”P the
at a spauking pace, Then ll*f‘.;v“r 19F Crosed
face with Dr. Shrubb and g |ige 0% face 4o
man. 6y and Bentle.

“Mr. and Mrs. Smythe !” o
“Here is your boy’ »Furm-m.:.‘g-ghshrnbh_
I am sure he has been successiul in h v
You have found young Smytle Hn-l,f Fearch,

“Oh, res, sir!” panted the maste

. BT .Mmaster of ),
Fourth, :quinting round anxiously f &
nearest exit. “I found him a] ,;giz, or the
I found him to be missing }”

“What !I”

“Nice weather we're having las
we?" gasped Will. “Sorry
Yoooop !” )

$m_\thc'5 mother, who had been Dirsin
grievance against Will Hay ever since ‘I;eﬁ ;
heard of her son’s disappearance, UDEX:"‘(V-J&I-
stepped out and dealt him a \\hanJ“m l"-’
mortar-board with her umbrella. = -

“You wretch!” she exclaimed. “You have
driven my poor boy away. It's all vour fanlt,
I'd like to——" She waved ler brolly azain.

That did it for Will. He did not st::p to
explain. With a yell, he wheeled round and
ran for it. anywhere to get away from this
trueulent lady with the umbrella.

Back across the hall and down the steps he
went like a champion on the 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 Hayx 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 gene.

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

Then the jingling of 2 key against some loce
change in his trousers pocket  suddenly o
minded him of something. He gave & violent,
convulsive start. b

“The key! I remember now! I pubthe
dashed thing in my pocket as I came s\?{;
I suppoze the lads are all trying to break :
to get their bikes out.” A be

But there was more in it than thab. A his
drew nearer the shed, fishing the key out gm“.
pocket while he ran, he heard a furious

S coice that
g from within, an;l the, sound of a vo
was somehow very familiar. ¥

“Lemme out, you idiots! Can’t you bu;tu:n}l’

T've been here for hours—that ¢

giats =
him iy 5

gh th r,
€% tha phteny

uggled fmiw"'

“I."'. aren'y
cant stopl

door in? . tho
Hay locked me in and walked oft w1
key LR i (‘il.‘
N hat YOI
“Now, where have T ]m“L-llc;mpho\\' :

fore?” Will asked himself. " SO%E5 by
Rprikr(; a familiar chord. I feel that {Euloi:l.r']"
knew his name, I should place him l‘;‘“’l alou
—who's in there, boys?” he finishe :‘(pcidc the
as he drew up, pufling and blowing, 4%
door of the cycle shed. B

A dozen eager voices 3 L
end the nnswir rpage “t"ill lgﬂ." jump.

“Please, sir, it's Smythe 1.

Will Hay stared dazedly at the, cmitoﬁ’n?‘

“Smythe? Eh? Say It ﬂg“_’“('ﬂ\, “as bif
don’t trouble [ he added hurslfciy “erect
pursuers came into sight throur.'ilt to koe®
“Of coursa it's Smythe! I oug¥

(Continued on page 5
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2 Jet me

serenely.
e to start
aftermarde

roticed still in thorts

place of foulall bocts he

wan

Vi ranled slioses,

His s mate fiopged help.
A vhair, ° great cidl,
St nase 4 L 5, you

s ,

A have sper
“Junl Ind
Jar aned a

Louzht the
replicd ecarelesaly,
. and 1 cadged

Veou had

enenig r from eraky o mzke the doughy
wafl Come en! Pile in while 1t's het '
IS bt w tgun!” gasped Murray, sitting

{ 1o

ewtiful rerambled cges
Lleated Dawson.  “Where

A’y get bt ”
“Why, en the dawns, of course,” replied
Yake, ruldly vurprived. “The gorse 1a snarm-
ing witn Cem, vy I knocked a eouple over with
J Aned the egaw are curlews' egge
qaite a eolony near the ciff's edge,
Hurely wrinf tkemn Lefore for your-
velves, Yelorg tods

The others gulped
lerma nt Claserdan,

Jonve

All had spent several
but never dreamed of
lardera excrpt from  the

repleniniung

i
e b,

“

At atd did sen eook all thie yourself,
Ilake br el Dawnon, as lis hoot Lfted
the soft eruw of 1he pie

'.r\ﬂ'" ,l" Y'l\l"«' (s
knavi—easy arid quick, ‘That 1o, 1f yau'se donn
it all your life” Blake added ta himsoll,
reahiuing then that what vas o commaonplace ta
himn seorned nore of nogniracle to his goeses,
With a grin, he filled the teapot—nnd the feact
Lepnn

Alter that, the guerts forgot ta sk forther

camnp-conking, you

questions, ey st wat amd ate anoa sort of
happy deeam, devounring preccrost that maelted
on their tongues, munching venges, epg and
tonet, bLefara werking  wenbily through 10
enlud, veanes and tea. Vaces grew red and
shiny,  Little Blenkinsap nnbnttaned Vs waist-

contl and wished that he, too, wore only o footer
shirt, “There sonn not n word spoken until
ruddenly the vtinly donr crashed apen. o

Tevera Wihieker, the ]an owners aof
Btudy 4, glared jealonsly nt the feasters,

“Here, Bull Dristow,
We knnw at's the ney
ervh, and yau've 1

i anl

what's your game?
ol wha's canked all that
tin' well pinclied him 1*
Blared Leorruine, Say, Llake, you belong ta
Hindy Noo 41 Awd of you can ook like this,
wo want our ¥hare, ro—"

P
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Blabc's answer rame pat.  Scarcely deigning
to look up. his right arm mcred'twllll_v.

“Thaore's your share!” he observed, and a
fieaddich yell rang out as a hot. I_Jut't--rﬂd scone
spread itself tly over Lorraine’s features.

At the same moment Bull and Murray rose—
and rushed!

Neither Lorraine, nor

=] for any furither share in the
fced. Thew knew the reputation of
1ull and Murray es fighters, and they fled to
their study ss fast as they could.

“That's finished them!” ‘snorted the Bnll,
sitting down sgain.  ‘“Pass tbe jam, young
Blenky!” . : .

Blenkiniop cbeyed hastily, then blinked at his
host.

“T—vou'd better be careful of those two from
Study No. 4, Blake—they're awful rofters and
greedy beasts, toa,” warned the hll]u_]umnr.
“\What's more, they're very pally with two
more Leasts in the Sixth—Corbett and Batston-
Drowne. an exe out for all of them,
won't yon?
you supply them with ferds, and—"

Blake

“Thanka for the tip, kid. They'Il be sorry
if tl make me feed them,” he chuckled.
“He try this pic st. It's what French
blokes eall the piece de resistance ! -

Actually, the perfectly cooked pie which
Blake then produced was an Fecles cake—an
irresistible componnd of currants, apples, and
lemon peel, haked and heavily sweetened, A
preat cheer grected its arrival, and only
Plenky hesitated,

“Ol dear! I—that looks grand, Blake, hut
—but I've had toothache on and off for n
weck,” he stammered.  Dut then, catehing the
Tiull's baleful eve, the little junior added reck-
leesty « “8till, dash it, I'd gooner have tnoth-
acho for auother week than rmiss this!”

“Blakey, don't you ever get the sack from
this school while Tt in it 1” chortled Murray—
too busy with spoon and fork to natice the
sudden sharp look Blake gave him in return.

a licarty vote of thanks to the feed-

IT was a distinetly well-fed party that passed
provider bLefore tottering down to prep

at last.  Afterwards, his praises trum-
peted  abroad in the Common-room, Dlake
found  hLimsclf o popular and  sought-after
fignre.

Ile was, however, aware that he could look
for nathing but (rouble in fulure from Lorraine
and Whicker.  But their scowls left him cold.
Other and more scrious troubles were crowding
on his mind, and in his cubicle that night he
gave them free rein,

Having rigged up some “window defences,”
Sextan Blake peered cautionsly out whilst un-

o

“

lacing Lis shur, Tlis exer,

with & clogp o2
across the quad to the ruineg abLe iy
donns, narrowed intg speculative o .y On thy

.l\'I.u‘l: and sharp, the ruge.d 0"'1;1{'-. &
ancient pile stood out agairs: 3 starry ) Uia
was upon one corner, ligh Up amidst L I
turrets, that Dlake's gazy rested, * gaun

“And a very nice obwrvation . =
cliosen, too, my scarred friond ﬂ?:]:l' YOu've
bov mused grimly, “But you'rs tot xery
as I thoug or you wouldn't i o
of a Freuch fag lying up the;
this ;lflnlrr.nun.l fA'l:'l you should hay
out the dents left by vour knee« o o

Blako smiled, a st cold mpile " Sbowa2

*“Ancther thing, Dr. Lanchestor weuld |
tkinued you for using binoculars with lhnmm
flashing dead on the lensec” jq muuvrﬂ);l
reaching for his pyjames. “T'll admj lhil“':
didn't mean nnything when 1 fips spotted lh"
Hlush yesterday aflternoen, but, PUting two a 'i
two together, it's what gave me ()¢ duo!:.
your hide y this afternoon ! Ko, 4f ‘(,;x-rn
up there now, mister, stay there! li}‘c....o
to-night, when the moon gets up, I'm 'k\iro
anotier look round those ruins, and we')) huz
a little scouting maich all on our gyp =

Smiling apgain as he thouzht of the windaw.
catch in Study No. 13, which ha )iad (ampp,..i
with suce ully whilst the great feed ‘a‘,
cooking, Dlake made vp hie bed again under
the bLed, In less than a minute he was asleep,

But duve to his early training, Bluke acquired
the knack of waking up just when ho wanted
to,  The scheol clock had Larcly struek the
first. Loom of midnight when he was awgke
again, alert in o mement—just the time ho
wanted.

Outside, a new moon sailed serenely in o
Dlue-black sky—and no fresh attempt had beey
made on his window. Blake slippad on {ooter
togs and rubiber choes agamm Again he armed
himself with the powerful catapult and leaden
slugs.,

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

The Shell slumbered. Blake's eyes, liowever,
were hard, bis ecars coched like those of a
prowling fox. Another stef—aud then the
silence was shattered.

“UHelp! Keep it off ! Help !”

Through the night came the eries, in scream
after throbbing sercam! TFaint, yet horribly
clear—ithe shricks of a Loy delirious with mertal

There have bren sensational Tappenings
since Nexton Blake arvrived at school—and
there are even grealer ihvills in store. Do
not miss next 1ecceli’s porcerful chaplers of
this super-story.

WILL HAY AT BEMDOVER.

(Continued from page 556.)

asuphtn't 171
didn'y 17

“Yew o wivl That's what Le's been saving "
“Ma, Lol The Fourth Ferm-naster was
bearing toothily now; he surveyed the op-
proaching  peck with o aoild  and eheerful
interest. “Hu, hat What have we here? The
Hewd af Lmistake not! And —blesw my soul 1—
Mr und Mre Smythe, o I live ! Mind that
vinbrella, madum !

“Wroteh Legan Mrs, Sivthe.

“Madaw U Calm yoursell!” Wil Ilay
adjuwsted Liv nose mippers nnd wagged bLis fore-
finger roothingly at the outraged parent, “You
wint your son. 1 have him ("

“Whn aoatt”

“1 kept him back ns a pleasant surprise,”
beamed the Faurth Formemaster,

locked Yim in by mistake,

Mia, Siytho lowered her brally,

“OLT she gasped, "Then he Jidu't go to
nen "

“To sea whatt Oh, but, vyes, ho did1”

chuckled Will Hay. "“lle went in to see about
a Like! Now wateh your humble servant—and
you will notice, madam, that 1 have nothing
cotcenled up my sleeye 1

With a flourish, he inserted the key in the
doce of tha cycla shed,
o Ihere was nclick as he torned the lock.
Then thera was a crash as the door flew open
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and struck the nose of Mr, Sinythe, who was
leaning forward to sce what happened. A
moment later, Smythe of the Fourth rushed
out,

“Abont titne, ton ! he yelled, “I went in to
ret n bike 1o eyele down to the coast, and—
oh erikey ! Pater! Mater!"”

“Sonny boy ! Atrilled Mrs, Sinythe, as sho
clasped her young hopeful to her bosom,

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

“IHay! My dear fellow!" Dr. Shrubb
tmiled  affectionately at the Iourth Form-
master. " How ever did you managa it ?”

‘'S casy, sir, 's easy 1" benmed Wil “Yes,
Mr. Smythe?”

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

"Of course, of course!” Lreezed the Fourth
Form waster.  *“There's nothing like friend-
ship. W'l be as thick as thieves, won't we,
Smythe?”

“All right, sie,” grinned Smythe, “I accept
your apology 1”

It wos o great time for Will ITay of Bond-
aver. In a few minutes all the school seemed
to have lJoarned that he had performed the
feat of stopping Smythe from running away to
sea. Admiring crowds followed hiun every-

where. and evervbody wanted to talk to him.
But Will himsel{ was more anxious to talk to
four Fourth I'ormers. ]

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

“Il'm! 1laving tea, boys?” be coughed.

“Oh, no, sir!” grinned Smart. “y\:o'm
having a noughts-and-crosses tournament?’ .

“Then what are the cups and sancers for?

“To shy at the chap who wins (he tourna-
ment "

“1a, ha, ha!” .

“1 say, boys—er—just as well to keen quiet
about our little (ri{; this afternoon, eht” ask
Will Hay nnxiously.

*“No fear!” 2. :

“Th?2”  Will IHay glared indigoantly.
“Nean to say you're not going to keep it 10
yourselves?”

*No fear!” . A

“Look here, if you start shouling this o
over the school—”

“No fear!”

“Eh? What the dickens do you meon—'N?
fear'?" I

*“No fear of our giving the game away, *

rinned Smart. e
' And Will Hay nodded and l:-‘n}"}“\} toothils
again and went on his way rejoicing

g @OF*

Another riot of laughs (u. next ";:kb.';‘.l“
high story of WILL MAY and t
boys of Rendover.




