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¢ H, sir, will. you please coma
O st once?’  exclaimed
Reggie Pyke, hursting into
Will Hay's study at Bend-

over College.

e new master of the Tourth
Torm  at  Bendover frowned so
sharply and suddenly that his nose-
pippers slid off their perch and
landed on the book he was reading.
He replaced them  hastily, and
irowned more carefully.

Will Hay was reclimng 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
price in Doddlebury—*A History of
Colle from 1465 to 1837, with

1937,
ription of Local Topography
jects of Archwological Intere
appy title had taken Will's fancy.
deep in thie chapter dealing with the

{ Bendover College, in the floor
pdoor, nicely arranged by
ns of Bendover to take the
interested Will Hay, so he
v -d when Pyke, the sneak
of the Fourth, bu in so suddenly.

“What do you mean, Pyke?!” he snapped.
u stump into a buddy- <
zasped Reggie.

i 2 study, in that un-
demanded Will Hay
the matter?”

¢ e out of bounds, sir!” gasped
zg “]—Im afraid  something may
appen to him, sir, up in the old turret.
Sirubl’s put it strictly out of bounds,
It's very dangerous to climb out of
windows there. sir.”

Il Hav lifted his feet from the table, and
rece. He thook out the folds of his gown and
picked up a cane. .

“If vou are concerned about the safety of
vour school-fellow, Pyke, I will excuse you for
sneaking,” Le said. Y Even if Garnett has the
necl: to disregard his headinaster’s instructions,
1 must ot allow him to break it. Come with
me.”

Will Hay Lurried from his study with Pyke
st his hecls. Perliaps he did not observe the
ely gleam. in Re ve<, for the Bendover
Fourth did not think their new Form-master
very observant. A long passage led to the
turret stair and, at the corner, =everal of the
Fourth were gathercd. who all gazed with
great interest at Will Hay as he came hurry-
ing up with Reggic Pyke. The latter winked
at Lis pal Pruity Snell as he passed, and
Froity grinned. ~ Blind, apparently, to tha
wink and the grin, Wiil Hay started up the
turret «tair. Ile locked back as Reggie
lingered bLehind.

“Come with me,” he rapped.
sere, and have nct yet explored this object of
archwoiogical interest. Lead the way!”

“It's straight up the stair, »ir!” zaid Repgio
Pske. “The door’s open in front of you on
the landing.”
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“I said lead the way!” remarked the new
master of the Iourth, stepping back.
“I—I've got a pain-in my leg, sir, the—the

2

stairs are rather too much for me

“Which leg?” demanded Will Ilay.

“The—the right leg, sir!”

“Very good ! I will now give you a pain in
the left to mateh »

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

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

“I—I=Tll try, sir!” gasped Pyke.

“That’s right,” said Will Hay encouragingly.
“Try, you little toad—I mean, my little man !
If. at first you don’t succeed, suck anisced! I
will follow you, Pyke! Any little assistance I
can render 4 .

Whack !

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

and he bolted up the stairs to the turret land-
ing.  Will Hay followed him, leaving the
bunch of Fourth Formers grinning at.the foot
of the stair.
* On the landing, Reggic Pyke halted. Before
him was the low arched doorway of the turret-
room. Jt 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, sir!”
s!nr,x‘nncred Reggic Pyke. “Wallk straight in,
sir.

o

WILL HAY

Is the star who makes you*
Laugh and keeps you
Laughing, In all these yarns
Rilarlty Is the keynoto,
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“I think 1 said lead L
marked Will Hayv. “*(Gqo io:[‘g ”fzi
room, Pyke, m;d” tell Garnett to
come ot at once.

“Oh_erikey !” gasped Reggie.
—1I think Gamnn'spgono. sgixg-!c I—-}
think he must have gone while—
while T was calling vou, sir.”

“We must make sure,” said Wil
Hay, shaking his head. “He may
be hiding behind the door, Pyke,
Go in & ¢

“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 deeply anxious 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 it.”
He gave Reggie a push onward. 2
The arched doorway was narrow. Reggie

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

“I—1 say, sir, I—1I can see all over the room, -
and he’s not there!” howled Reggie Pyke.
“I—I can’t see anything of him in the room,
sir.” . » caid

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

Reggie had an inspiration.

il L-ll-let me tie my shoe-lace,
gasped. ]

He stooped in the dusky arch of the doorway:
In a groove in the floor was a long iron

fir!” be

. A ith his shoe-
recently oiled. Reggie -fumbled with his & v
lace with one hand—with_the other be }‘“-’}"g"

the long Lolt back into its creviez ‘.‘”“;:(P‘.
floor. All was safe now, and Reggie ¥
with relief as he rose. < “YVou

“T am waiting, Pyke,” said Will Hax. li\;p.
arc tasting my wine—I mean, wasting mg/,,
Perhaps a spot of swiping sy help yo

Whack ! i1 the

“Ow!” howled Reggie, us he bolted into
turret-room.

The floor, now that the bolt \rasrﬁl!l‘:‘!é but
firm as a rock. Will Hay did ‘"‘tl ki ,,o;“-,'-
smiled cheerily after Reggie [rom the €00 Tske

“Look for f)’im, Pyke!” he advid Srou meY
your time! There is no hurry! wntl
remain bere and continue ihe
prep!” t-roo™

Will Hay jerked the door of tﬁm It the
shut, turned the key in the loc dl the ter
key in his pocket. He de:cmnl(: . (ixc g2t
stair, and smiled genially a5 he ¢

cearch
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<is not all !

From above, came &

i Lelow.
mmr‘[ ammering on un oak door, and
( 1he of I
conund & ‘
O a0l 1 gy, lot me out! I ain't
}ru for two hours! Oh crikey!
this, will you? '
Jerry  Smart.

1" pjuvu]nlm]

,);;m Jocked him in the turret-

will Hay, s procisely what
school-

S a
" e, Your excellent

ont

orhats wmart !

| }“J\\\‘ :‘l’f{’:"lsl :;:“‘:’l." anxious about Garnett,

fallon "B to have hidden himself in the

jo ot " This is Very much to Inc_.r-rmhr_

,\”(r’l"‘”!_' o does not jike the boy Garnetl

sttt & T am Lound to encourage this?

; ]‘I“”h‘m\. Pyvke to continue the search till

il a -

ll,,-.~|~'-'; ks will Hay bestowed a kind nod

Wit L s, and billowed away. A roar of
4 ™ Tthe Iourth Tormers almost

{romu }
the banging
or of the

from the turrel-room,
Jrourth ambled back to

. mast z
1y, and resumed s armchair and his
st cheery smile on his face.

»

v old donkey
W

wr AT ]f’
“lht
«That i[varfcring old ass—"

«\What? :
at—cackling old co]onlv]

his eycbrows. e had
Dr. Qlyrubb’s study, and he fonnd
r of Bendover in a state of un-
The 1lead was striding
whiskers bristling with
almost  purple. e
the point of grinding liis teeth;
only restrained by remember-
xpensive el
will IHay,
the worry

"'lh:lrrlh:lt——lh
will _“Il_\‘ e
drifted anto
headmaste
xeitement.

his very
complexion

the
wonted €
o and o,
arath.
wemed o1
and was, 11 fact,
ing that the,
Tl dear
excitetnent?

fi

“why the
2 Where-

Whence

or—— : 5
Dr. Shrubb tried to calm himself.

“Ay dear Hay.” he said, 1 can trust you !l
San are aware of the scheming of Dunlkley
Pyke, the parent of that little tick in your
Form. to push me out of my post here? You
are aware that he is backed up by Colonel
Chatterton, the chairman of the zoverning

|17 You are standing by me now, Hay 77
¢ the moment, no,” ud Will. “To be
exact, T am standing in front of you——m,

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

«“To the last lot in the shocker, si 1 said
Will Hay carnestly. ‘I mean to say, the last
ot in the locker. TIs there a new move on
the part of the encmy, 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 co, I—"

“Let us keep to the point,”
masier of Bendover hastily.

said the head-
«1 have heard

from Colonel Chatterton, Mr. Hay. He 13
coming down to the school to-morrow. That

Y I have received a letrer also from
A’:'._ Dunkley Pyke, informing me that he is
calling to see his son to-morrow. They will be
ere at the same time, Ilay! There is some-
tiing behind this—I cannot tell what. But I
a1 sure of it.”

'\'\1]“ Hay nodded thoughtfully.
Dr «Jaunnh prevent the meeting here,” eaid
.“,’_-”‘-]umbb. The chairman of the governing
b g d can, of course, butt in whenever he
i As for Mr. Pyke, if he desires to sce

W ‘\““, T cannot stop him.”

Mr‘l’,‘ 'I‘.l“\,':'ragxous slatement on_the part of
. Pyke.” said Will Hay, shaking his head.

0oses,

“ ! :
linl]:i“( 1(vonld anyone possilily desire to see that
tle Dlighter "There is something on, sir!”

am sure of it!” said Dr. Shrubb. “Yet

W = h
pi“i'ff‘ C“]H the scheme be? What is Dunkley
sir lm{‘ f‘)””li: now? The colonel is an ass3,
el 1 S‘unk]o y l’yl\e' is a rascal—a scheming
dorkae omeliow he intends to wind that old
lr}gp:!;{\rl‘m}:;d his finger while they are here
Tt ut how, Hay, how?"”
fid \\'il]"]y want some thinking out, sir!”
Sie—braip, '.Loa\'u it to me. Brains will tell,

The 18 will tell 17

Study a““'i'ﬁr of the Fourth left Dr. Shrubb's
Kl nd strolled out of the House. [}
at a crowd of his Form playing leap-

603

Reggie Pyke, with his
<, was lounging by the wall,
or I'n_llm\n, with his usual
pliosring capk Nothing in the way of
calthy Nercise had much appenl for Reggie
Pyke.  Every now and then Reggie tilted
back his head to glance up at the clock rovwer
of Bendover, Will Hay gave him rather a
stern glance. 1o would never have been sur-
])5‘1s1-:l to learn that that dubious member of
his Form had <ome disreputalile appointment
in“l\:-vp outside the school.

m‘)‘!:\v_ up, Pake!” shouted Tubby Green.

Tuck in your tuppeny [

HRot 17 answered Reggie, with a shrug of
his narrow shoulders.  Ie gave.another glance
up at the clock tower, and walked away to
the school gates. Ile was passing out when
he fvl.t a tap on his shoulder and looked round,
sm‘)\\"hy)g. at the smiling face of Will Hay. -

Going somew here special, my boy?” ‘asked
Will genially. ;

“QOh, no, sir!

frog in the
hands in his poc
watching the o
SNECTING  OXpression.

Only for a stroll I said Pyke,
his IForm-

his Tittle, sharp eyes watching
master’s face furtively.
“Jxcollent ! said” Will.  “Then we will

tale a little walk togzether, Pyke. Come, iy

lm‘_\'. Shall we walk as far as Doddlebury 7"
“J—I-—1 was going the other way, sir!”

stammered Pyle.

“What's the odds so long as you're happy ?”
agreed Will Tlay. *“Let us go the other way,
by all means.”

v I—1-—1 d “I1—-1
mean, I—I—"

“w A constant repetition of the first personal
Pronoun conveys no particular meaning, to my
mind,” said Will Lay regretfully. Perhaps
you will be a little more explicit, Pyke.”

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

“Go in and do your lines, by all means!”
caid Will Hay. *“You may show them to me
before (aking them to the Ilcad, Pyke—I shall
hope fo sec some improvement in your hand-
writing. Do not foroet, my boy.”

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

Will walked very thoughtfully down Doddle-
bury Lane. Like Dr. Shrubb, he was sure that
mischicf by timing his

stammered  Regagie.

sir,

Dunkley Pyke meant
Sisit fo caich the colonel at Bendover.  But

what? Tor the life of him, Will could not see
how Dunkley Pyke was going to further his
stepping into Dr. Shrubb's shoes,

scheme for
hour or the

simply by spending an two at

Never suspecting that he was being lu

room.
call.

rod into na trap, Dunkle

Next moment the flooring tilted u
“ Happy landing! " murmured Wil Hay,

EVERY FRIDAY

school while the chairman of the governors

was there.
neederd some hard

It wns a matter that
thought. Will Hay turned from the lane, by &
1 and rat down mn the thnel

gap in the hedye,
grass, under a shady beach, to think it out. ile
leaned back agmnst the massive trunk of the
beech, and took o v 'mortar-board and
fanned his face with it—it was a warm doy.
For ten minutes or more, Will puat in hard
thinking—and that unaccustomed exerciso
tired him a little. Tle nodded.  He nodded
again.

Tle was nodding into a doza when
suddenly  startled by o grating.
sound. which might have been made by rusty
machinery badly in need of oil. Buat Will
knew that it was not that. }e had heard that
grating noise before, and he knew that it
was tho voice of Dr. Shrubb's rival. Mr.

Dunkley Pyke.

Will Hay sat up. He gL\nccd round, but the
thick trunk of the beech hid the man who was
speaking from his sight. Tt also, naturally,
hid Will Hay from Mr. Dunkley Pyke's sight.
Mr. Pyke, evidently, had stepped through the
gap in the hedge as Will had done a_quarter
of an hour ago, and was leaning on tho othet
side of the beech.

“The slack young rascal!” Mr. Pyke war
saying. “Why is he not here? If I am a few
minutes late, that is no reason why Reggie
ghould be!”

Will Hay winked at a passi
Pyke, who was’ booked to visit Bendover on
the morrow, was here, in the vicinity of the
school, to meet his hopeful son! That was the
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!

ho way
grinding

“Tother the boy!” went on the grating
voice. T 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!"” came Reggie's sulky voice.
“That beast—that silly ass Will Hay made me
late! 1 told the brute I had lines for the
Head, to get rid of him—and he told me he
would Jook at them. so I've had to do them!
1 say, pater, you'll sack that silly fool the
minute you become headmaster of Bendover,
won't you?”

on that!” came the grating voice.

«\will Hay will leave Bendover so quick it
will make his head ewim. Now. Reggie,
listen—I must not linger about here.”

Will Hay winked up at 2 swallow !

T z.
r Pyke stepped into the
down he weant into the secrot

nder him and
from the doorway.
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“Why couldn't you leave it till {o-morrow,
then, when you're” coming to the school a

“1'11 tell you why, Reginald! You've got
to got busy before T arrive tomorrow. You
wld me in_your letter home of the trick you
tried to play on llay—sending him into a
room with a hidden trap in the floor. 1o did
not discover the trap?”

“Oh, no! Hamin't a suspish! 1 shoved the
halt back, pretending to tie my s)mo:lncc, us

the =illy fool made me go in frst—

*Could you get De. Shiubb to walk into that
room after Junch {o-morrow 2"
“Oh, my eye!™ said Reggie. “Fasily! I
could spin i the same yarn I spun that
dutfer Ilay. The bolC’s supposed to be kept
fastened, and he wouldn’t be expecting any-
thing. But, I say, the Iead would be
shirgy——> . -

“That would not ‘afTect you, Reginald, as, if
all gocs well, o would not* continue {0 bo
1lead

s that,. pater ("
“Cannot you sce? Calonel Chattorton will
be at the school to-morrow, to see Dr. Shrnbb,
By sheer chance. of course, T am on the spot,
Dr. Shrubb is not there to receive the colotiel,
o cannot be found! There is no explanation
—no hint of what_he wmeans by such extra-
ordinary conduct. Is Colonel Chatterfon likely
(o guess that Dr. Shwubb is sitting in a cell
under a trapdoor in a floor”
“Ife, he!” chortled Reggie.
month of Sundays.”
“You see the result! Bendover is left with-
out a headmaster.  Colonel Chatterton feels
insulted because the headmaster has chosen
to \]isnmmnr. Nothing can be heard of him,
but, being ou the spot, 1 offer to carry on in
his place. The colonel is already my warmest
supporter—he will jump at it. Once I am in
the position of headmaster, Reginald, with the
~olonel's support on the bLoard, it will not bLe
2asy for Dr. Shrubb to shift me again.”

“Oh erumbs !”” cackled Reggie. *“But, 1 say,
old Shrubb will explain when he gets out of
the cellar 4

“TPerliaps he will not be believed,
and I chall certainly
fantastic story.

“Not in a

leggie,
cast doubt on such a

Morcover, he will not get out
in a hurry. A few days in a cellar will not
hurt him. ‘If he does, 1 am, of course, sorry;
but, in the circumstances, it cannot be helped.
Meanwhile, there will be a report spread abouz
that he lias been seen at certain race meetings,
which will account for his otlierwiso inex-
plicable absence—"

“This,” said Reggie, “is real genius!
You'll be Prime Minister some day, pater, if
you ain't run in first!” .

“When Dr. Shrubb reappears, with an
absurd and improbable story of having heen
shut in a cellar, 1 hardly think the governora
will believe hini,” said Mr. Pyle. “Now, 1
rely on you, Reginald. This lcoks to me like
a winner, if you do your part.”

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

“I cannot I answered Mr. Pyke tersely.

“Wkhat I mean is, I may not be able to get
old Shrublb to walk into that particular
room Oh, thanks! I thought you could
managa it, pater! Leave it {0 me to snafHe
the Shrubb bird !

Reggic I’yke walked back to Bendover, plus
a ten-shilling rote, with a smile on his face.
Mr. Dunkley Pvke walked to the station,
minus 4 ten-shilling note, with a frown ou
his face. Will Hay, sitting on the farther side
of the heech-tree, with his mortar-board rest-
ing on his knee, winked at the mortar-board.

uD ISMISS " said Will ay, at the end

«

of class the following morning.
" _He smiled brightly at the Fourth
Torm as they obeyed the order
with alacrity. It was a hall-holiday at Tend-
over that afternoon, and the junicrs were
looking forward to it—most of all, Reggic
Pyke.” So was Will 1Jay. The masier of the
Bendover Fourth had happy anticipations for
that afternoon.
“One moment, Pyke !” he added. “Stay 1
The bad hat of the Fourth lingered unwill-
ingly, while the rest went out. 1lle 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 «tains on your fingers, | :
fx(:-lmml(livlcd to ksnmking. Turn out your
on my desk 1” .
lml(\’l\ul\cleq dr;e\\‘:a deep, hard 1)}0:!“1. 1le hr'i-l-
tated to obey, and enst a longing glance vnt the
door. A gentle eriY ll'ixvdpn his extensive car.
“Worw | squealed Reggie. !
”} am \\*nil‘ing 1" remarked Will ITay. .
Sullenly: and savagely, Reggie turned out his
pockets.. Scowling, he laid a_packet ;’gf cigar-
ottes on the Formiinnslcr's desk., Will Ilay
s rs head sadly, .
h'qolkflfnlrnd it ! he said. “I feared xt,, Pyke!
Now, I shall not cane you for this, Pyke. If
prefer you to meditate on the frowsiness o
vour contluct, and to make better resolutions
far the future. Will you spend this afternoon
1 itation, Pyke?” .
ln“l’?)(ild'lt 7 sir 7 oxclaimed Regeie eagerly.
“Certainly, sir!” He vnnld]hurd]y believe that
o was getting off so cheaply. e
lh“ \'«"gvgomf,” said Will ay. “Meditation
is the* o thing—meditation in  =ome quu“f,
secluded ‘spot, far from the madding crowd’s
iznoble strife, as the poct so feelingly puts it!
You tike-this idea, Pyke? You preler it to
a caning ?” - .
“Qh; yes, sir!” gasped Reggie.

1 fear that yon

Father : ‘' Never let me catch you smoking
My cigarsites again, you young rascal—smoke
your big brother’s )

“So do I,” said Will ITay. “Hoxw pleasant
it is, my boy, to be able to please all parties !
Now, come with me, and I will lead you to
a quict, sceluded spot, where your meditations
will not be interrupied till ten-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—that
of the punishment-room—and inserted a key
into the lock. cggie 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 I” said Will
Hay. He threw open the door. “What quieter
and more secluded spot could he found for the
meditations that are to occupy you this after-
noon?” He pushed the dismayed Pyke in.
“Your dinner will ba sent in {o vou, Pvke.
I shall come and lgt you out for tea. You
may begin your meditaiions immediately 1"

“I-T say, sir,” velled Reggic—*"T eay——"
1le stuitered with dismay. Locked in “ punny”
for the nlternoon, haw was he going to entrsp
Dr. Shrubb in the turret? The whole schemn
was knocked on the head if he was not e*
liberty that afternoon. “I—I eay, eir, I—1'd
rather be caned! I would, really! I eBy—
Oh. you beast " .

Reggic ended with a dismal howl ne the deiz
was shut on him and locked.

After dinner, Will Hay 3, .
Shrubb's study. e !nunfl ,‘}]”f'ﬂ'-l inty 1
after his exertions at Jype, o CM reat iy
worried and gloomy, » o ang logy 8

“Colenel Chatterton wij 1, he 2
o'clock, Mr. Ifny,” he said, l"l"ﬁ Bt
matter little—I can manage him b wouly
But at hall-past threa N o nov\ hiy ovy,
will be together, and—— ,"i}”"‘i: Doy
his head glumly, *“That ymay 5., ‘rubly gy,

Hay! Ho has somo d"‘“"l’dl\'(‘;\:;:km;“" o
sleeve ! I don't get if, buy | N syre ;Ap B
What the dickens are you doj ol it~

broke off the Heed testily. % Mr
"Cragking a Brazil nut, sip
“Ts this a time for catin
hooted the Ilead, . & P& Mr Iy
“But I am not going to eat /
aid Vil Tlny mildly.” o] qo 000 M, sigs
shell, sir, to get at the kernol, biit nn:mz the
it, T assure you. Tt is destined 'O-"l': ey
useful purpose—nathing less (liay, ¢, ”‘_""
from departing from the straight ‘U-rl"y e me
path of veracity this afternoon, cjpn  larTow
“I do not understand you in the least, 3
Iay. %, Mr,
T have heard that remark bef,
Will Hay regretfully., “B
have made that very rema

Ty

\.,

ore, sir” yig
m my

‘ }\h(‘n [I‘(-m

have

been teaching them mathematics, ut

matter ! T trickled in to assure you thay o
may enjoy the improving Con'\'crsnlinnyot
Colonel “Chatterton this™ afternoun yighoy

bothering about Mr. Pyke. Owing to certain
arrangements made by his san, | believe ha
will not be secing the colonel at all” =

“Bless my soul !” said Dr. Shrubb,

Ie sat down again, locking much brighter.
and Will Hay drifted out of the study, o

A footer match was beginning on Little Side.
The House was deserted, Will Hav trick)
along the corridor that lad to the turret stair.
He mounted that stair, and found the door of
the turret-room wide open; but he did not
step into that room. The helt was visible in
the groove under the arch as Will stoopad
and peered through the dusk of the doorw ¥
Reggic Pyke had already made his prepara-
tione there during morning break, and by now
he should have been leading Dr. Shrubb into
the trap. Will Hay smiled. That part of
Reggie’s programme had been cut. Keeping
carefully outside the turret-room, Will spun
the 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 on the
gates. He 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 miaster of the Fourth
lost his interest in the game, and walked down
to the gates. p

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 yon—>" -

“You may ask e nothing., Mr. H"]'Aw
vapped Dunkley Pyke. *“I have a "“I') (:1'
opiion of you, sirl I disapprove of you*

“You flatter me, sir " said Will Hay.. "l?:r:
I was going to nsk‘ E-Oi,b‘;}mher vou have
anything of Dr. Shrubb?” E .
Mr. gyka came to a stop, his ﬁ-‘g‘t" fﬁ::
glistening. He had had no dou : O
Reginald would carry out his part
scheme. This looked like it. he et in
“Dr. Shrubb” he repeated. “Is he et
tho school? Do you mean that he 18 BbSE%
Mr. Hay 1" .
"y uu)\a?ri, sir, that if you expect w,.,‘,:ehDin
Shrubb thia afternoon, a f]-”appommﬁcolond
store for you” eaid Will Hay. 1 care 10
Chatterton 1s };t,;re, .-;xr. If you wou
ce the ‘kernel '—= X 4 ke
see (l;}:rtﬂinl\' I should }” said 1’“3}‘:{%3‘!}“;
“It is very singular—vyery extraor -: e
Dr. Shrubb should ba sbsent when 115 Please
of the school has called to ,-‘-.:"nm
take me to tho co_l(;lncl at Olr;f"" i
“Pray coma with me, 8iri= rese
Hay po%itely. “The * kernel’ i, B:ri.h;f
moment, in the turrot-room. A very

(Cox;xl!nued on page 623.)




HAY AT BENDOVER.

wiLL
(Continued from page 604.)

¢ the mrroundings of Bendover may be
oxl)laincd from that room, Mr. Pyke.  The
;;(,”,(,] has been there more than half an hour.”

«Qhow me the way at once !"” snapped Mr.

»vko.
1““1';-},;5 way, sirl” i .

Wwith his gown billowing in the breeze, the
master of the Fourth led the way. Ile did not
loak at Dunkley Pyke: but he was aware of
the gloating grin of satisfaction on Mr. Pyke's
crafty face. T hey arrived at the turret stair,
and Will Hay pointed wpward,

«1f vou will ascend that stair, Mr. Pyke, the
mr--t‘l‘ﬁ“m will be before you, and you will
sce the “kernel ” near the window ! he said.

«yery good !” suapped Dunkley Pyke.

He whisked up the stairs, and stepped into
the arched doorway of_tho. turrct-room.  That
jt was the room in which his hopeful son had
attempted to trap Will Hay. Mr. Pyke was not
vet aware. Ie was going (o pguess it very
woon, however. Glancing into the room, he saw
the kernel of a Brazil nut lying on the fleor
near the window, without, however, heeding it.
Naturally, it did not accur to Mr. Pyke that
that was the “kernel ” to which Will Hayv had
alluded.  That was not Will Hay's fault—he
had said “kernel’” plainly enough, and if Mr.
yvke took it for a different word of the
same pronunciation, that was his look-out. He
stepped into the turret-room to look for the
colouel that was not there! What happened
next quite surprised Dunkley Pyke.

Will Hay, following him up the stair, looked
on with genial intercst. 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
another, as Le 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 Mr.
Pyke's weight was off it. It resumed the
horizontal, and looked as innocent as before.
Will Hay pushed the bolt into place, sccuring

a

ALEX JAMES’ SCHOOLDAYS.

(Continued from page 612.)

liow, 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!”
ITuntley. “Your boots have been tampered
with, Get off and change ’em, for goodness’
sake—and don’i 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 slanmming in a shot which
half-broke TFatty Hunter’s fingers as he
gallautly tried to hold the shot.

“Two all! Up the Sixthi”
But the troubles of the Fourth were not over
yet. Before half-time came round, six players
had had to leave the field to get fresh boots.
Who had tampered with the hoots now hecame
the topie of discussion—but, save Dod Jarvie,
no one was in a position to say; and he, {for
very obvious recasons, was keeping very quict
about it, .

Alex started the sccond half with a delightful
’dnhh]c which took him within shooting range.
1:}1('1\, when  everyone, including the Sixth
TForm goalie, expected him to shoot, Alex
tapped the ball behind him and slightly to
his left, to where Vie El pounding up at
full pace, took it in his stride and banged it
goalwards. It wus the type of shot which the

he muttered to
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it, as from below the floor came a series of
frantic how Is, mufiled by thick oak, which died
away as Will Iay closed the door aud went
down the stair,

Five minutes later the master of the Fourth
was watching the game again; while, in Dr.
Shrubb's study, the Head was enjoying, un-
interrupted, the ample flow of Colonel Chatter-
ton’s conversation. . The Head was feeling
relieved and cheerful; Will Hay was feeling
plua..k;lnll)‘ bucked.  What Mr. Dunkley Pyke
was feeling like was quite another matter.

R

KGGIE PYKT scowled like a demon in
a pantomime as the door of “punny ”
was unlocked and Will Hay smiled

in.
“T trust,” said Will mildly, “{hat 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 ofl 7

*“Ilas—has the colonel gone, sir?"”
Pyke.

Will Hay raised his_eyebrows.

“Were you interested in his visit, Pyke?
Yes, he has gone—he is, at this moment, step-
ping into his train at Doddlebary 2

gasped

h!”  gasped Reggie. “Where's  my
father 7 5
“Mr. Pyke?” asked Will 11 “I have not

laddie, since he w

soine

seenn him,
turret-room hours ago

“What 7" yelled Reggie.  Ie 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 unot brash so rudely past your
master ! However, I will excuse yon.”

nt up to the

Reggie Pyke flew down the corrido Will
Hay strolled away to the headimaste study,
where ‘he found Dr. Shrubl looking quite

merry and bright. .
H 1iave had quite a pleasant tallk with

EVERY FRIDAY

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

wonder where he is o

“T think, «ir, that Pyke, of my form, has
now gone to lock for him,” answered  Will
l(u)’._ “I hava on impression that be will find
him in a bad temper—a very bad temper !
Dear me, that certainly looks like it !” added
Will Hay, pointing to the quad.

“Bless any soul!” cxclaimed 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 -Pyke
dodging and twisting and velling under the
smites of the parental umbrella. ~ Dr. Shrubb
gazed spellbound.
A“What—what—what  can
he gasped.

“1 gather, sir, that Mr. Pyke is displeased
with Reginald’s arrangements for this afte
noon,” said Will Hay, sheking his head. '
get that Impression, sir.
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 lifo
a weary burden, hardly worth the trouble of
living.

That evening., fellows passing near the
Iead's study, where Dr. Shrubb sat with the
master of the Fourth, heard a sevies of loud
chortles and chuckles proceeding from that
apartment.  They concluded that Will Hay
was telling the Ilcad a very funny story, to
m;‘\k-- ]lill)’ laugh like that! They were right
—he was!

this mean?"” he

re
‘I

‘This certainly looks

There's no limit to thelaughs in these yarns
of Bendover. Lool: out for another ** side-
splilter” next aceel:, featuring the funniest
Form-master in the world—WILL H.1Y!

best goalie in the world eannot stop: it caught
the Sixth Torm 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, aud the playing ficlds cchoed 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, moviug 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 w alches ns
time sped by, Then a groan went up from the
Fourth when, ten minntes before time, Alex
James' boots suffered a similar fate to those
of Martin, Huntley, and the rest. Both soles
were flapping loose, making it dangerous to
run, lot alone kick at the ball.  And, squatting
on the touchline, Alex feverishly wrenched off
his boots, His sweat-hazed cyes saw the Sixth
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
back into the field of play in his stockinged

voung human battering ram, charged into
Montgomery, 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 dribble
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 Mr. 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 young full moon as followed by the rest
of his tired but jubilant 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 slit our Dboots,  What
wouldn't T give if 1 knew his name.”

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

And o mystery it remained. Dod Jarvie saw
to that: but he found no satisfaction in the
dirty trick he had played.  As had been the
case of so many of his precions schemes, the
result was different from what he had expected.

The Fourth had won; and Alex James, lis
hated enemy, was more of a hero than ever!

Hea Ji s antd Dod Jarvvie are in the linte-
light aga Read how Dod Jarvie
makes another atiempt to disgrace his enenmy
and how Fuatty Hunter contes to the rescucs
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