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SPECIAL TO
fuil-of-fun Form-master,

“The PILOT?”

starring in another mirth-quaking
picture-strip and story.

UP FOR ANOTHER RIOT OF MIRTH WITH WIiLL—

OoLD Nﬂ' HAY COMES
ALO

= a—aao Wit Hay,

“Qoooh !

donc? Exy

“Urrgh!

(By Courtesy of Gainsborough Pictures.)

RAP' came at the door of Will Hay's
study at Bendover School.

w 111 Hay, master of the Fourth, was

not in that study. Pyke of the Fourth

was ! And now he was very alarmed. Will was
in Mr. Cheot’s study, down the passage. Reggie
had crept past Mr. Choot’s door on tiptoe. He
had been busy in Will Hay’s study for several
minutes. A cord, tied to the leg of the table
and the leg of a heavy armchair, stretched
across the study, inside the door—all ready for
Will wheu he came back to his quarters.
Having prepared that little surprise for his
Form-master, Reggie was prepared to dodge
out as cautiously as he had dodged in—when
that tap came at the door.

The turning of the door-handle followed the
tap, and Reggie Pyke had just time to squat
down behind the high back of the armchair. He
was barely out of qlﬂ'ht when the door opened.

“Mon cher ’Ay!” came a squeaky voice.

Reggie, blotted behind the ~armchair,
scowled. It was Monsieur Le Bon, the French

master, who had locked in to speak to Will
Hay. Reggie could only hope that, finding
that the master of the Fourth was not there,
Mossoo would clear. If he came in

He did come in. He had to speak to Will
about Fourth-Form boys m the 1umr\1 French
set. He decided to step in and wait for Will.
Mossoo Bong, as he was usually called at
Bendover, was a plump gentleman, but he was
full of vim. He \\d“x(‘d with a rapid whisk
and he did not see a cord stretched a few
inches above the carpet. But he soon dis-
covered that it was there. His ankles caught
in it as he whisked, and Mossoo, greatly to llh
surprise did a sudden nose-dive,

Bump !

Mossoo Bong hit the carpet,
features flattened on it.
a hole in it.

hard.  His
1 His nose .almost dug
His wellfilled waistcoat banged

AH, qogo MORNING, ),

)ol]~ ‘from Monsieur Le Bon.
‘Mon Dieu!
Whooooooooooh !”
There was a sound
passage.
his study,

~Iammg nose-pincers, amazed to see the French
master sprawling in the middle of his study.

“What is the name of that game, Mossoo ?”

“Qooh !
bump !

Will Hay rushed to his aid. The next cord.
moment he was nose-diving after the French
master.
* him, and he went forward,
There was another bump in the study.

But Will did not bump on the carpet. He
bumped on Monsieur Le Bon.
fortunate for Will that Mossoo was large and
round and fat, for Will dropped on him as on
a \\ell stuffed cushion.

Gloat Ilddcll and Scott!” gasped Will

" ’\Ion
“Zat you get oft!
Will Hay heaved himself up.

spluttered.
extensive waistcoat, the French master moaned
for breath.
of the catastrophe.

Something had caught his feet, as he rushed cane, and
i A moment more, and he spotted the taut ¢

“Oh!” gasped Will Hay.
accounts for the coke in the milky nut !
—what

Reggie Pyke, parked behind the armchair,
scarcely breathed.
brought Will Hay to the study while Reggie

Monsieur le Bon.
I step in a study, I fall over viz my
one enormcus bang! Vy f01 you d¢
Jc vous dis, e\phquu, donc.”

“No good calling me a donk,” said
of footsteps in the Hay, “The donkey who did this does

Dust rose from the carpet, and wild

Urrrgh! Ooocooh! Ciel!

Will- Hay had heard the bump in
and the wild howls that followed.

seem to be

129

e\cla imed

as he stared in at the doorway over his “Not at

"Elp !” shrieked Mossoo,
I am bang!

“Iam
192

I have no breff!

flowers in
shifted out

Something plucked his feet from
headlong.

chair,

Reggie
revealed.
It was rather

Will Ha
nippers.

“What
Dieu!

Oooooh,” moaned Mossoo.
I am crush!”

He gave this toad’s

Monsieur le Bon a hand, and heaved him up “\Ln'\ o
his  turn. He gasped, and Mossoo “May w

With both hanck pressed to his we may!
turn !
Will stdu‘d round for the cause “0h !

Reggie, as
—yoop !

That
Who

“I see! pmncd dov

a lot of

That fat ass, Mossoo, had
“T think

AWE THE HINGES OFF ™
TFH§EOOOR BErORE TD”

the was still there.
he would remain undiscovered.

—vous etes fou, je crois!

“Which?’

3 “It is one triek!” aplutte;ed Monsieus
He came aloiig quickly to investigate. Bon. “You make me to fall viz myself iz &

“My only hat and sunshade! enormous bang——’
you I’'m not the donk!
here and fixed this up for me.
You're more than welcome !

Some young rascal T
Will Hay grasped the high back of the
to wheel it back into its usual
There was a terrified gasp as he di
Pyke, S

“Pyke”

“Oh crikey !”” groaned Reggie.

“Pyke, will you oblige me by bendinz »
that armchair !
your collar—exactly !
on the table!

Pui’ your beef into it.”

Oh erumbs!
Reggie squirmed and wriggled and ==

grip on the back of his collar. Mossoo

whacked. and whacked, till he was q
of whacking, though not so tired as B

L L‘ I
g I

n& J
o -
\&

Reggie could only hope

» moaned Monsicur le Bon. 8

Pourquoi o=

bliquez I”’

asked Will Hay.
Exphquez, donc !

“I come viz myself to

here. Not glilty, my lord.”

)

all,” gasped Will Hay. “I
Somebody has
You got
Welcome a=
May. See—that armchair has &
of its place, to ho‘d one end of !

squatting, was
roaved Will Hay.

y’s eyes gleamed through his

I will help you—just a grgl
Mossoo, there is a @
Do you feel equal to dusl
punts with it?7”

ui 7 gasped Monsieur le Brv :
e?” repeated Will Hay. “Cess
You first, and then I'll take

Ow—wow ! Yoo-hoop !’ "
the French master got busy 3
dust rose from his trousers.
Oh crikey !

wnt on the armchair with Will

beef into it. He whac

,” remarked Will Hay, “that §

AHem | WELL, THE
EGGS AREN'T
SMASHED .
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—HAY AND THE

JOLLY JAPERS OF BENDOVER COLLEGE.

THEN, POT THIS
SPRING INSIDE HIS
DESK. THATLL

JOLT Him 0P/

: out my turn. That is, if you think you
Zzve had enough, Pyke? What about it?”
* Yoo-hoo-hooo-hooooop !’
“That sounds like an answer in the
sFrmative! You may go, Pyke !”
zgie Pyke scuttled out of the study. He

sled and squirmed as he went. Round the

ner, at the end of the passage, a dozen of

= Fourth were waiting for him. They heard

m before they saw him! Reggie let out a
| at every wriggle.

Copped 7’ grinned Dicky Bird.

Ow! Oh! Ow! Tl pay them both out
¢ it!” moaned Reggie. *“1'll—oooh! ™ I'll—
h! T'll—ow! ow! ow!”
eggie wriggled away moaning. In class
1= afternoon, Reggie sat very uncomfortably

his form. He had planned to make Will
“av sit up. The result had been to make it
wsinful for Reggie to sit down. But Reggie

ke was going to get his own back—and he
sacied he knew how.

- OW I wonder,” remarked Will Hay,
1 “what that means !”

It was the following morning, in
break. After leaving the Fourth
n Room, Will had chatted for a few
ites with Dr. Shrubb, in the corridor, and
breezed along to Monsieur le Bon’s study,
speak to the French master, and make a
athetic inquiry about his mnose, which
ss00 had hurt in his tumble the previous
Will trickled cheerily into the study; but
=<00 had not yet come away from a KFrench
:nd he was about to step out again, when
ve was caught by a paper stuck on the
ng-glass. It looked like a leaf torn from
«hool book of some sort; it was secured to
zlass with a dab of gum; and it bore, in
letters, the single word *Cochon !”
1 Hay was not well vp in French. He
ondered what it meant, and why Mossoo
put it there. Had he been aware that it
sot “Pig,” he might have guessed that
<00 hadn’t, but that somebody else had!
guessing that, Will regarded it with
He was regarding it when there was
tisking step in the passage, and Monsieur
lon came in,
! Mon cher ’Ay!” said Monsieur le
“Vous He broke off suddenly as he
the paper on the glass. The change that

I
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1'LL BORST N AND
CATCH ‘EM

his face startled Will Hay. He

came over
stared. He glared! He gurgled !

“Comment!” roared Monsieur le
“(Coquin—scelerat—you call me
Vous etes cochon. Ecoutez?
Cochon ! ®Cochon !” 5

He brandished a fat fist under Will Hay’s
startled nose.

“My dear chap!”

Bon.
cochon !
Cochon !

gasped Will. “What's
the matter? Anything wrong? Keepez vous
your temper! What the merry mackerel 2

“Peeg |” shricked Mossoo. “Peeg! Cochon!
Peeg 1”

“Oh, my only check trousers!” gasped Will.
“Is a cochon a pig? I thought it was a cab-
driver! I say, keep off—I never called you a
pig—mnot my handiwork—bottle it up, old bean,
bottle it up!”

Keeping behind the armchair, he waved the
excited Frenchman off. Cochon, he realised,
was an awfully insulting word in French.
Mossoo was fairly dancing with fury. Finding
Will Hay in the study, looking at the paper
on the glass, he had jumped to it that Will
had put it there. But he made an effort to
calm himself. i

“Zen who do zis zing ?” he hooted.

“How should I know ?” protested Will. “I
was just looking at it—mever saw it before
Keep your wool on. old bean, or you'll disturb
those frogs you had for brekker.”

“Zen who o

“Look at the paper,”
“Might find out something!
and look at it, what?”

“Mais oni !” gasped Mossoo, whisking to the

lass,

o “You may !” grinned Will, as he shot door-
ward, as soon as the French master was out 6f
the way. “Not .me!” And Will performed
the vanishing trick. He preferred to wait till
Mossoo was calmer before he inquired sym-
pathetically about his nose

Monsieur le Bon, breathing fury, detached
the paper from the glass. He half-believed
Will—but only half! He wanted to know!
Whoever had called him a “cochon” was
going to get it in the neck, and get it hard.
Tt was quite likely that there was a clue in the
paper, evidently a leaf from a school book.
He scanned it eagerly.

A clue leaped to the eyve! That leaf was the
title-page from “Dr. Smith’s Larger Latin
Dictionary.” He had seen such a volume in

suggested  Will.
Take it down

Will Hay’s study. The juniors used “Dr.
Smith’s Smaller Latin Dictionary,” but their
Form-master took it in in bulk! As if that was
not enough, the name of the volume’s owner
was written on that title-page—"“WiL Hay.”
That side had been gummed on the glass,
leaving the blank side for the word “cochon.”
But the gum was dabbed only at the corners,
and the name of Will Hay was quite clear.
That settled it—for Mossoo !

“Zat Ay !” gasped Mossoo. “Ce coguin’—
ce scelerat—ce cochon !” He glared round his
study, grabbed a golf clab from a corner, and
rushed out, the insulting paper in one hand,
the golf club in the other.

The bell had rung for third school, and the
Bendover fellows were in the Iorm-rooms.
Monsieur le Bon rushed for the Fourth Form
Room. In that Form-room the Fourth were
in their places, and Will Hay was standing
at the blackboard, chalk in hand. There was
a startled buzz from the Fourth as,the French
master appeared in the doorway, foaming.
leggie Pyke grinned gleefully, as he saw the
paper crumpled in Mossoo’s left hand and the
golf club brandished in his right. The good
Reggie fancied that he was going to get his
own back now!

“Look out, sir!” yelled Dicky Bird, as
Mossoo rushed in. brandishing the golf club,
straight at Will Hay.

“What?” Will glanced round towards the
class. “What do you mean, Bird? What
Oh—ah—oh—what— Whooop !” Will's
mortar-board went flying under the first swipe
of the golf club. “Why—what—how—why—
which Yaroooop !”

Will bounded away. After him bounded
Monsieur le Bon. with the golf club up for
another swipe. Will, blinking at him over his
shoulder in horroer, rushed round the desks.
Mossoo rushed after him.

“Suis-je cochon!”  he roared. “Peeg!
Rottair | Take zat—and zat—and zat 22
“Oh crikey !” gasped Dicky Bird. All the

Fourth  were on their feet now, in wild excite-
ment and amazement. They gasped as they
stared at the chase round the desks. Reggie
Pyke chortled—till a swipe of the golf club,
missing Will Hay by a yard, caught him
across the shoulders. Then Reggie yelled
instead. Will Hay got back to the black-
board and dodged behind it.

“Keep off, you potty Froggy!” he roared.

" 1'M GOING To OSE THEM
| IS MORNING FOR AN

OBJECT LESSON ON
L SerG !

Ho! Ho!
WATCH THIS .

i
“~

1 WAS ABOUT TO EGGSPLAIN = |-
THAT SPRING IS THE TIME WHEN I
“HAY /IS AT HIS = (1 MEAN 1TS) - BEST,

—
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“The PILOT ”

“Gerraway ! What’s biting you? You
frightful, fearful, frantic, frog-eater, gerraway !
T'll give you a spot of Waterloo if you don't
chuck it! Oh, my only pink pyjamas!”

Right at him rushed Mossoo with brandished
club. Will Hay hurled over blackboard and
casel just in time. They met the charging
Frenchman fair and square, and bowled him
over like a ninepin. Over went Adolphe le
Bon, and the blackboard flattened him on the
Torm-room floor.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Fourth.

“Man down !” chortled Dicky Bird.

Will Hay made a swift jump, and landed
with both feet on the blackbodrd.

“Gottim !” gasped Will.

There was a gasp from Mossoo, like the air
cscaping  from a badly punctured ftyre.
Flattened under the blackboard, with Will Hay
standing on it, he was safely pinned. His
head, his hands, and his feet exuded from
under the ends and sides of the blackboard,
the rest of him was squashed under it. He
goggled up at Will Hay with his eyes almost
bolting from their sockets.

Will, standing on the centre of the black-
hoard, rubbed his head and wiped his
perspiring brow. He was able to take a rest
and get his breath at last. So long as he stood
on the blackboard he had the Iroggy pinned
—and he continued to stand on it. And the
vells of laughter in the Fourth Form Room
roused all the echoes of Bendover.

6 HAT—" exclaimed Dr. Shrubb.

* The uproar had brought the

Head away from the Sixth. He

stared into Will Hay’s Form-room.
His eyes popped at the sight of the French
master on his back under the blackboard. and
Will Hay standing on the same. Things often
happened in Will Hay’s Form-room that
happencd in no other Form-room at Bendover.
But this was the limit.

“What——" roared the Head He strode
in. rustling. “Mr. Hay is this how you con-
duct your Form? What is Monsieur le Bon
doing here?”

“ At the moment, sir, understudying a pan-
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cake!” answered Will Hay., “Perhaps you
could persuade him to meander away, sir!
Delightful
exciting. Something appears to be the matter
with him—I cannot imagine what, unless the
frogs have disagreed. Very unreliable crea-
tures, frogs.”

“Monsieur le Bon, what does this mean

“Doooooooogh !” 4

“Will you answer me?”
“Mooooooooh !

“A trifle winded, I think, sir,” said Will.
“The impact of a blackboard on a bread-
basket is calculated to have that effect. If you
will lead him gently away, sir, and explain
to him that my napper is not a golf ball, I
feel sure that it will be all for the best.”

Will stepped off the blackboard. He lifted
it. and stood on his guard. But Monsieur le
Bon was too far gone for further war. Dr.
Shrubb helped him to his feet. Leaning
heavily on the Head’'s arm, and gurgling as
he went, the French master staggered out of
the Form-room. He left the golf club and
the paper lying on the floor, souvenirs of his
visit. Will" Hay picked them up. The golf
club he placed against his desk—thinking that
it might come in useful if Adolp{le le Bon
returned. The crumpled paper he uncrumpled
and blinked at over his nosc-pincers. It was
the paper he had seen gummed on the ¥rench
master’s glass—but now he saw the other side.
He understood. '

“Great Skiddell and Lott—I mean, great
Tiddell and Scott !” exclaimed Will Hay. “So
that is it? Which of you benighted little
toads bagged this page from my dick and
made a Valentine of it? Don’t all speak at
once.”

The Bendover Fourth did not all speak at
once. They did not speak at all. They roared
with merriment.

“Tunny, is it ?” snorted Will. “Do you think
it funny for a potty Froggy to play golf with
vour Form-master’s cranium? Silence! We
will now proceed.”

Will Hay did not devote his whole attention
to his form during third school that morn-
ing. He kept one eve on the door. But
there were no more interruptions. The lesson

e

At all Newsagents
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There is interest for everyone
in The KING’S AIR FORCE.
This splendid 64-page photo-
gravure  Coronation  Year
Souvenir of the youngest
service is packed with interest-
ing facts about the R.A.I". It
contains iuformation on the
numerous types of planes,
Britain’s Air Defences, the
scales of pay, defence tactics,
‘and how the R.A.F. works,
what are its duties, and how
it is equipped. Many fine
illustrations enrich the articles,
and there is a striking 2-page
section drawing of one of the
most interesting types of plane
now in use. ’

as his company is, I find it too

was over at last, and the Fourth streames
out, with grinning faces.

Will Hay peered cautiously ’
corridor before he followed them out. But 5
coast was clear, and ‘he whipped away &
his study, happy to reach it without fallizs
in with the French master.

But as he opened his study door, a fat figus
dawned on him in the room. Monsieur &
Bon was there, waiting for him. Mossoo has
recovered his wind, but not his temper. His
eyes flashed at Will Hay, and his beard fair
bristled at the sight of him. He made =
forward jump—and Will Hay, just in time
made a backward one.

“0Oh, my hat and gumboots!”” gasped Wit
Hay as he went down the passage.

“Zat you stop !” shrieked Monsieur le Bos
“Coquin! Suis-je cochon? Peeg! Zat :
stop, or I hit you viz ze foot behind yous
self !”

Will Hay did not stop. He felt the call «&
the open spaces. He flew for the door e
the quadrangle.” He had reached it when ths
enraged Frenchman reached him. There was
a dull, sickening thud on Will Hay’s billowirz
gown, and the master of the Fourth did th=
House steps in one.

“What-ho, he
Smart.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Up jumped Will Hay, like a jack-in-the
box! ~He glimpsed the enraged Irencd
master charging down the steps after him, and
flew. After him flew Mossoo, raging.

“Oh scissors!” panted Will Hay, dodgiss
round one of the Bendover beeches. * Hel;
Fire! Froggies! Holy smoke !”

He jumped at a branch and caught it. As
he swung up, Monsieur le Bon reached hiss
and grasped at a foot. He caught it with ks
hand. The next moment he caught the otles
with his nose and sat down under the beech.

Will clambered on the branch. Panting for
breath, he sat astride of it. It was not =
thick branch. "It swayed and creaked undes
his weight. But it was out of Mossoo’s reach

into thee

bumps !” shricked Jerss

as he scrambled up and clutched. Under 5
creaking branch, Adolphe le Bon danced

with rage.

“Zat you come down !”” he roared.
you—inon Dieu! Suis-je cochon !
viz yourself and be zrashed !”

“1f it's all the same to you,” gasped Will
Hay, “I’ll stay here! I'm sitting this ome
out !”

“Cochon! Peeg! Peeg!”

“The same to you, with knobs on!”

“1 zrash
Come dowm

gaspel
gaspell

3

Will. “Peeg yourself, and then some! D
I keep on telling you I never sent you thas
valentine ? Don't I keep on saying
Yaroocooop !”

Crack! The branch went.

“ Zat you come down——" shrieked Monsieus
le Bon.

Will Hay came—suddenly! TFor a E

second he sat gracefully on the French ma
head. Then Adolphe le Bon crumpled,
Will reached the ground.

He did not linger there. Xe bounded =g
and flew. Mossoo sat up and blinked afies
him. For a minute he was out of actim
That minute was enough for Will Hay.
did the quad at fifty m.p.h., and vanished ous
of gates.

The master of the Fourth was not see:
dinner in Hall that day. It\ was a &
holiday at Bendover, and Will Hay lunch
at Didham Inn, and spent the afterncon 3
the open spaces. Mossoo, wrathy as ever, La
to bottle up his wrath. And the Bend
fellows wondered, with great hilarity,
was going to happen when Will Hay trickiad
in again.

[ ON Dieu!” breathed Monsicur &
Bon. “Ca va!” ]

He suppressed his breathing.

It was nearly tea#me, but
Hay had not yet returned from explo
rural solitudes round Bendover School. .
and twice again, the vengeful French mass
had looked in his study for him. Then, ==
great cunning, Mossoo took cover in the stads
There was a screen in the corner,




Monsieur le Bon parked himself behind it,

» wait for Will to come in. Hidden from
it, he waited, ready to dart out and get
ween Will and the door, as soon as the
master of the Fourth arrived.

For nearly an hour, Mossoo had been
rarked there, waiting, when there was a foot-
step at the study door. He breathed hard
and his eyes glittered. Will Hay was not
Zoing to escape him this time. Mossoo had
always been friendly with Will—and Will had
repaid him by calling him a “cochon "—or
=3 he believed. This time—
| The door opened Then there was a whis-
f ering voice. Iis resemblance to the filing of

saw told that it was Reggie Pyke’s.

“All serene, Fruity! That old fool Hay
n't come in yet—he’s afraid of Froggy!
ha! Nobody about! Hop in and shut
2e door [

~Reggie Pyke and Fruity Snell tiptoed into
“ie study and shut the door. Monsieur le
Zon frowned. It was not his quarry! It was

o members of Hay’s Form—coming there,

widently, to play scme trick in Will Hay’s
sbsence. At any other time, Mossoo would

zve chipped in fast enough. Now he did not
are a straw They could play any tricks they

<ed on the man who had called him a

hon! He remained quiet behind the
screen, with an eye on them through a rent

m it

“This will doi” said Reggie. He picked
o a big volums on the table. It was a
fty Liddell and Scott. “Fat lot of Greek

2t old ass knows! He keeps this here for

Harvey Keen,

GUR
EDITOR. Sub~Editor.

ERE we are again! Harvey Keen is
filling the page this week, and I've
got some sensational news. Last

Everyone was delighted !

unds too goed to be true. As a matter
. it is. He hasn’t gone yet. In fooling
ith things that didn’t concern him, he
szzed to put a five-pound note on the fire.
W since the fiver belonged to the Ed., the
. was also in the fire.

"I m fed-up with you and your schemes!”
wsled the Ed. “You're fired! Get out!”
Se turned up again next morning. When
saw him, he glared.
gught I gave you
efer to overlook the matter,” replied
whelk, with dignity. “It was a little
rstanding on both sides. Let us say no
ut it.”
of himself, the Ed. had to grin.
© 221l you what I’ll do,” he said. “You're
+ cunning old scoundrel at getting money
Il make you a sporting offer. If you
e g=t another fiver off me by the end of
weelk, T'll take back what I said, and let
=T the fiver. But I don’t think you

the boot?” he

2

“Sond 7 replied the B. “I can do with a

it was agreed.

-, the Ed. told me. with a chuckle,
take good care that the Barnacle
And we were all curious to see
= would go about it.

1t !

Prof. Barnacle, Tilly Tappett, Lightning, the office boy.

Joke Merchant,

Monday Professor Barnacle got the -

159

the other beaks to see! Bet he never opens
Well, I'm jolly well going to !” x

“He, he!” chuckled Fruity.

Reggie opened the lexicon. “With a grin,
he peinted to the name of Will Hay written
on the title-page.

“That’s the page we want, Fraity! He’s
got his name on it, same as he had in the
Latin dick. That old idiot Bong never had
a doubt, when he found Hay’s name on the
paper on his giass. He went right off at the
deep end. These Froggics are excitable fat-
heads, ain’t they?”

“He, he!” from Fruity.

Monsieur le Bon very nearly betrayed his
presence as he heard that. The truth began
to dawn upon his excited brain. = He stood
still, his eye glued to the rent in the screen.

“The old frog-muncher went right off the
deep end'that time!” chuckled Reggie. “I
believe he’s still after Hay. What do vou
think he’ll do when he finds that Hay has
played the same trick over again, Fruity?
I say, do you know where he is now ?”

“Not in his study,” answered Fruity. “I've
looked.”

“Gone out to look for Hay, I expect!”
chuckled Reggie. “He will find this stuck up
in his study when he comes back, and think
that Hay has been at it again. Let’s see—
what shall I put on it this time? I put
‘cochon ’ last time—that made him sit up!
What about ‘lache’—that means coward and
rotter—awfully insulting word in French!
What ?” :

“He, he!” cackled Fruity.

Address your letters to: The Editor,
The PILOT, Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

The Typist. and his do3.

First of all, he tried to enlist Tilly and
Lightning to help him; but they both said
they’d be jolly glad to see the back of him,
so there was nothing doing. He took to prowl-
ing round the Ed.’s sanctum every time the
Big Chief went out. We watched him, with
a grin, because we knew the Ed. wouldn’t
leave any money about. Not that the Barnacle
would have stolen it if he had, but the Ed. had
given him permission to keep the fiver if he
could get it.

For two days, he tried every dodge he counld
think of ; but the Ed. always went one better,
and things began to look black for him. Then
we forgot about him the following day, because
we had a new subject for thought. The Ed.
decided that we ought to do our bit towards
decorating the place for the Coronation.

“I've ordered some flags and emblems,” he
told us, “and, meanwhile, I've got some pots
of red, white, and blue tulips to put on the
window-sill. I think they’ll look rather good.”

The flower-pots duly arrived, and were put
on the window-sill, and Lightning was in-
structed to water them once a day. As a
budding author, Lightning was mdignant
about getting any more work to do. He
grabbed a jug of water, and started by knock-

ing a pot overboard! A fearful yell came up.

from the street below.

“Oh, corks! I've hit someone!” gasped
Lightning. : : e
But we didn’t know whom it- was until

after lunch. Then a frowsy-looking sportsman
presented himself, eclutching a bashed-in
bowler, a broken flower-pot, and a half-
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Reggie, grinring, dipped Will Hay’s pen
into. Will Hay’s inkpot, and proceeded to
inscribe the pleasant word “LACHE.” in
capital letters, on the title-page torn out of
Liddell and Scott.

Through the rent in the sereen, Monsieur le
Bon watched him with bulging eyes. He
knew now! He was there to catch the mis-
creant who had called him a ““cochon "—and,
quite unexpectedly, he had caught him! Not
Will Hay—but that young rascal in Wiil
Hay’s Form. Mossoo’s fat face grew redder
and redder, as he watched. Ile seemed on
the point of bursting.

“That’s done it!” grinned Reggie. “Look
here, T'll blot it on old Hay’s blotter—a bit
more evidence, if Mossoo looks for it—what?
I don’t know whether he’s cooled down yet—
but if he has, this will set him going again.
I fancy he’ll slaughter Hay, this time.”

The two bad hats ot the Fourth, chuckling,
turned to the door. At the same moment the
screen went over with a crash. They spun
round, as Mossoo leaped into view.

“Oh crikey !” gasped Reggie Pyke, his eyes
almost popping from his head at the sight of
the French mastcr.

“Oh scissors ” stuttered Fruity.

They made a wild bound for the door.
Mossoo was on them with' the spring of a tiger.
He grasped two collars, one in either hand.
Two heads came together with a terrific
crack. Two fearful yells were blended into
one: L2

“Yoo-hooop !”

(Continued on page 167.)
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grown tulip. His head was covered in sticking-
plaster. y

“Busted my bean!” he howled. “Came
right through me ’at and dented my domwe !
I'!n going to the perlice about it—see 7%

“Oh crikey !” groaned Lightning. *Look
here, it was an accident——>

“Yus, and so’s my ’‘ead!” howled this
sportsman.

The Editor came out and pacified him.

“The boy couldn’t help'it,” said he. “He's
always clumsy! Still, it’s only fair that you
should have some compensation. What will
you take?”

“A tenner,” replied the merchant promptly,
“and not a penny under !

So he . went away with a ten-pound
and the Ed had a heart-to-heart talk
Lightning, which left that youth limp
perspiration. An hour later, another
came in, clutching a broken flower-pot,
his head done up in plaster.

“A flower-pot fell from this window this
morning and hit me on the head!” he
announced. “I have brought a doctor’s certifi-
cate of my injuries, and I shall bring a claim
for compensation in the police court I”’

“But—but—but I've already paid one man
ten -pounds’ compensation !’ gasped the Ed.
“Did the flower-pot hit two of you ?”

“It did not. But it hit me; and if you wish
to examine my head, you may do so.”

And then I noticed that there were two
flower-pots ‘missing. One had evidently been
taken away. And I guessed who had taken it
away—to break it. So did the Ed.

“Do you know the man who was here just
now ?” he demanded of the Barnacle fiercely.

“Yes,” replied Whiskers. “I know him
well.”

“And de-

]

note,
with
with
man
with

where’s my ten-pound note?”

" manded-the Ed.

“Here’s half of it,” answered Barnacle, pro-
ducing a fiver. “He’s got the rest!

What a scheme—eh? The man wasn't
injured at all! The Barnacle saw his chance
and grabbed it with both hands. Well, if ever
a man deserved to be booted out, it’s Pro-
fessor B. But he isn't—not yet !

Yours in hope,

___—"——'—'——:’
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ot n}y sp’anner! You hoek it and

ve you alone? Nothing doing!”
s guide; and Bull thought he was
when he heard Blake’s short, grim
“Don’t you worry, Bull. I'm playing
now, and I know the pitch !”

=dly he shifted his grip, passing a firm

1 Bull’s waist.

on keep it up—five more minutes?”
e boy who knew every bush, swamp,

o<t every blade of grass in marshland.

-

o out! There’'s a long dip—here!”
arned him, after another fifty yards,
two boys dropped down into a deep,
vale, dotted by» tufts of reed. The
z torches behind vanished from sight,
pursuers, going all out, were closing

v, however, Blake checked as the
thickened. The next, he astounded
7 swinging him round, then pointing up
=r2 one solitary star {winkled fitfully.
see that star up there? Right!
ant you to get right away from here
“% as you can, and just plug ahead till
¢ == a wych-elm, all on its own. Wait for
Keep that star before you, Bull,
won't get lost. All you've got to
is the tree and a couple of small

« 2and clapped Bull on the shoulder, and
W was gone. Obedient, but with a haggard
ltwe & his face, the big fellow limped off,
“xed on the guiding star.

1 the darkness had swallowed him up,
astened carefully. Satisfied with what
, the boy suddenly started on again,
ngles to the line Bull was taking.

foot slipped suddenly into a pool of
vith a loud splash that was answered
ut from behind. But after that, Blake
lently, in a series of long, agile leaps,
point to point. Again the yell of a
= rang out. Over the brink of the marsh
cred hard-breathing men, whose torches
:nead of them along the ground.
== way! Footprint here—and I heard a
" jerked the leader.
zzing tenaciously over yielding turf, they
‘own to where the boys had parted
. And, as they hesitated there, a shot
=d at them from somewhere on the right.
=sed the men by yards, and it drove them
= frenzy of rage. It also put them on
= track once more.
T2d young fool! We'll get him !” snarled
zder.  “Come on!”
<1 ! He stumbled into the same pool

167

where Blake had trodden, and ploughed
through. Cursing the desolate marsh, their
quarry and his Excellency, the others took
a running leap after him.

But not one knew anything about “Morgan’s
Swamp “—nor the one firm causeway of reed-
hummocks across it!

All in a breath, the leader tripped, gasped,
and crashed forward, down into oozy, gurgling
mire that bogged him to the knees. Then he
spluttered his terror aloud, and sank deeper
in still, as heavy, unwary figures crashed down
on him.

Mud and water splashed high; treacherous
reeds gave promise to a handhold, only to
slither away as frantic hands clawed and
clutched. The gluey grip of the marsh tight-
ened on its captives, cold and stealthy. Too
late they knew that the resourceful youth

garnacle Offerspy;,
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Would you like a 576-page book of
adventure stories? | am giving one
away every week to ‘“The PILOT”
reader who sends me the best joke of
the week. All you have to do is write
your joke on a postcard addressed
to : Professor Barnacle, ‘“ The PILOT,”
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4.

Here is this week’s prizewinner:
THE BEST JOKE OF
THE WEEK:
Irishman (defending himself in

poaching case): ‘‘ Indade, your wor-
ship, the only bird I shot was a rabbit,
and | knocked it over with a stick!”

This weel’s prize—a 576-page book
of adventure stories—goes to: R. H.

Fell, 89, Ladybridge Road. Cheadie
Hu!me, Cheshire. ;
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they hunted had lured them neatly into @
hopeless trap !

“ Himmel [” bawled a terrified Karenberger
while the ooze rose up to his waist, and the
stagnant reek made his head swim.

Thirty yards away, young Blake had
halted, and chuckled breathlessly as he rested
safe on firm land.

“Too bad!” he grinned, watching the fa
struggling figures of his pursuers. “Still, tl
visitors are bound to lose when a marsh-man
is playing at home, and I reckon the other
name for a blundering Karenbeger is
¢ sucker.” ”

Then, with another laugh, the boy shrugged.
jammed the gun back into his pocket, and se
left his. hunters flat, still struggling in a
marshland snare !

But, as he ran on, Blake’s grin quickly faded
and his eyes grew grave.

“Those mudlarks are licked now—for a ii
anyhow ; but their mob has hit me good
hard to-night,” he mused grimly. “For
me out of the tower—spoilt whatever cha:
I had of finding out anything there! Da
‘'em! Now it’s going to be my turn to do so:
invading !”

For five minutes Blake jogged on, conning
his next move from all angles. As the u
at his back dulled to an-incoherent yelling,
grinned- and nodded.

“Yes. Dr. Lanchester used to say t
when your enemy’s got you on the 1
flank "him, then strike deep at I

territory I Blake muttered. * And
next move—straight® back to inv
Julian Swartby, at Hawskbay Ma
Claverdon—the very last place he'd expect me
to turn up!
Blake travelled swiftly after that.
feet carrying him past all 1
Somehow, the knowledge that
square with Bull again had li
weight off his shoulders. =
escape seemed all clear at
decision to launch a bold strol
own quarters spur ]
only ten more mi
to, reach the old wyc
tower and the seashore. -
And Bull Bristow was waifing
right, lying doubled up with exhaust
Above him stood a dark, stocky figure,
shotgun was~thrust right into the Bull's s
face ! .

Blake carvies the war into th-
enepy camp and sensaiion followes sensation.
Do not miss next week's thiili-pached chan-
ters of this grand mystery yarn.

Sexton

WILL HAY AT BENDOVER !

! (Continued from page 159.)

«hons!”  roared Monsieur le Bon.
s ! Peegs! So it vas you zat play ze
and make me in a mistake to bang ze
f ze good ’Ay! I tink zat I take you

W %= Head! Yes! Oh, yes, I zink!”
I say—"
! Ow——=

~ved by their collars, Reggie and Fruity
out of the study. Mossoo did the
at a rush. Reggie and Fruity spun
along with him. Reaching the Head’s
which was ajar, Mossoo, having koth
< full, knocked on it with Reggie’s head.

was a wild howl from Reggie of the

The door flew open.

Shrubb was seated in his study, con-

siing the bust of Shakespeare over his
= He jumped up in amazement, as
whirled in, with Reggie and Fruity
z in his grip.

inute later Bendover fellows, in the

srared at the window of the Head’s

study, almost wondering whether the Beak
was killing pigs there! It sounded like it!

et

“Oh, my holy silk socks!” gasped Will Hay.

Just before lock-up, Will Hay put a
cautious head in at the gates. Secing no sign
of Monsieur le Bon, he cut in. He walked
quickly towards the House—and then, at the
sound of “a squeaky voice, looked round in
alarm. A fat Frenchman, with gesticulating
hands, was bearing down on him. Will Hay
gave him one look and bolted into the House.
After him shot Mossoo.

“7Ay I” shouted Monsieur le Bon. “Zat you
stop 1”
“T'll watch it!” gasped Will—and he

scuttled down the corridor and dodged into his
study, like a rabbit into a burrow.

He was fumbling with the key, when four-
teen stone bumped on the door and hurled
it open, and hurled Will across the study.
Promptly he placed the table between him
and the French master.

“?Ay!” gasped Mossoo.

Will Hay clutched up the inkpot.

“Back-pedal * he roared. “Reverse !
Travel! Buzz! Hook it! Beat it! Avaunt!
You'll get the ink—and the inkpot! And——-">

“’Ay! My good friend "Ay—mon ami, 'Ay!
Mossoo waved his hands. “Feefty zousand
pardons 2

3 E}l ?J!

“T find out zat i* is not my good friend "Ay
zat shall call me one cochon! N'est-ce-pas? It
is zat Pyke! Comprenez?  Vunce niore we
are friends, isn't it?”

“Oh!” gasped Will HHay.

“I punch you nos ze nose!”” heamed Massoo.
“I embrace you—I kees you!” He came
round the table, beaming. Will Hay dodged,
too late. He was clasped in an enthusiastic
embrace. “Mon cher 'Ay! My dear 'Ay!
I embrace you—I kees you on ze check Y

“Urrrggh! W-w-would yeu mind punching
my nose instead?” gasped Will Hay. “I—I
think I'd prefer it! Urrrrggggh!”

Lool owut for wnether Ioal of laughs
from Wil Hay wnext ** PILOT” day. The
world’s funniest Form-master is in tip-top
form and his latest exploits arve onc lony
lowd lewgh!
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