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By ccurlesy of Gainsborough pictures.

“O'RF with that coat and all your duds!”

“My—my clothes %

“And that ‘at 1"

“Suffering  smails!”  murmured
Will Hay., “Do 1 sleep, do 1 dream, do I
wonder and doubt’ Are thirgs what they
scem, or are visions about?®

The shades of night were falling fast! Will
ay, master of the Bendover Fourth, was
walking back to the school from Doddlebury,
taking the short cut through Didham Wooil.
He was hurrying ! He had heard o rumour,
at Doddlebury, that an excaped convict from
Dartwood had been seen in the neighbourhood.
Will did not want to meet that convict, especi-
ally at dusk.  From what he had heard,
Convict No. 88 was not a nice man to meet
in lonely spots.

So Will was putting his best foot foremost,
as he came along the shadowy footpath. But
he stopped, in sheer astonishinent, as he hoard
that surprising conversation under the trees,

He knew one of the voices—that of Mr.
Choot, Fifth Form master at Bendover., The
other

was strange to his cars—rough, un-
pleasant, lacking in H’s; altogether, far from

pleasant or cultivated.
nippers a shove, to set them straight, and
blinked into the shadows.

He made out two dim and shadowy forms.
One was the portly figure of Mr. Choot. The
other was small, wiry, and clad in a garb that
leaped 1o the eye, even in the deep dusk of
the wood. It was adorned by Dbroad arrows.
Will felt his heart wobble, as he blinked at it,
He knew that lie was looking at Convict
No. 83 of Dartwood. Ile was, as vet, un-
observed, and he felt a strong inclination to
back inio the wood, and perform the vanish-
ing trick. But he stood where he was—he was
not going to leave old Choot to this!

“My coat—my hat—yes—but my trousers—
never ” gasped Mr. Cloot.

Will gave his nose-
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Mtr. Choot's voice went into a gurgle, as the
convict grasped him.  The I'ifth Form master
of Bendover went over with a bump, crumpling
in those desperate hands. A broad-arrowed
knee was planted on his portly waistcont, a
face like that of a Lbulldog glared down at him,
and a fist like a leg-of-mutton was lifted for
a smile.  Another moment, and AMr. Choot
would have been stunmed, and his personal
belongings wonld have heen at the nierey of
the ruflian who was badly in need of a change
of clothes. But at that moment Will Hay
woke fo action. .

“This way!” shouted Will at the top of his
voice.  “Here he is! Surround him! Come
on, all together | Don’t Jet him get away!
Your handcufls, oflicer, quick | Surround him
before he can dodge! Quick, all of you.”

Will, as he shouted, rushed on, and
brandished  his umbrella.  That umbrella
cracked on a broad-arrowed cap, and Convict
No. 83, with a yell, bounded up.

“Quick I yelled Will.  “Come on! IIe's
running!  After him! Quick!”

Convict No. 88 made one frantic hound into
the thickets and disappeared. .\ rustle floated
back us he tore away through the wood,
running like a deer.

“Oh, what luck I’ gasped Will 1lay. Never
had Will been so glad to hear the sound of
running feet !

Mr. Choot sat up, gurgling for breatly ITe
blinked dizzily at Will, who grasped him by
the arm, to help him to his feet.

“Quick I breathed Will.
secl the open spaces.”

, “(-‘;n'rgh! ]I al\n—um—short

reath—gurrggh! Wurrrrgel, 1
Choot. * Yugrirrrgh!” wE

“I hate to interrupt your saxophone effects,
Choot, but really, we must hop  it1” urged
Will. *“If that convict comes back—-

" But—all those men with you—have they
not scized him?—is he not Captul"cd J—pur-
sued ”* gasped Mr, Choot.

“This is where we

of—Dbib-hib-
gurgled My,

i ARG
5) | WONDER 1% | U
MADE A MISTAKE
AFTER ALL? T
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Will Hay chuckled,

“A ruse, Choot—there’
Pulling his leg, Choot |
little me—and if he tumble
back, he will have those to
s0——"

“Oh! Ah! Let us go!” raspe e
“We—we had better llurry,gljidu',\il;:’[( ,{‘]'5"."-
scoundrel ! He requires a change of ¢Joy 3
escape the police, Hay, and—and ha .11,'5" ks
\\']hich waly di(}lhc g0, May? We hag 1o
take another direction, [ pre e
quite ditferent direction.” prefer o tale y

hnLO(
s to gt

5 of youry, Chyey

[ "'Olmdfy i

“« EARD?” grinned Dicky Birg of 1}
Fourth. T
They had all heard, jn the

x ! j‘Jn'f.‘r
- day-room. There was quite a gy
of excitement at Bendover School, [t Wig

vather thrilling-to hear that an es
was luwrking within a mile of Bendover,
Dozens of fellows had seen the masters of the
Fourth and Fifth cone in, Lreathloss,

4 say, suppose that conviet came after
them ! gasped Tubby Green.

“JJust what he's going to do!” said Dicky.

“Rot!” said Jimwy Carboy. “As if he
would come here!”

“Well, he was after a change of clothes, it
scems !” said Dicky Bird, “0ld 1ay's woull
be a better fit than Choot’s! There's room for
three or four convicts in Choot's waistcoat!
So—" g

“What the dickens do you mean?” ached
Jerry Smart. 3

“I mean that Hay's gone over to_the Head's
house to tell Dr. Shirubb all about it, ard that
he's going to find the conviet in his !th;‘!
when he comes back here!” answered Dicky
Bird. “In fact, he's going to find two—yo
and me, Jimmy—-—"

“Oh, my hat!” ) -

o And with a pistol to his head—

“A pip-pip-pistol I” gasped Tubby.
you got a pip-pip-pistol 7¥

caped conyjg

“ave




«['vo goOt B ruler, which is”]nsc as good in
Jark ! Come on, Jimmy.

e 4B acalated Carboy.

* But- tall you—we've got to pet

«Come Oy
[ked in his st
LI ][n'n.ln" -
“ 8 gl

l‘k:‘(lt\"‘ Pird and ‘Jil.nmy Carboy hurried
Jeaving the junior room in A TOAr.
0y Masters” passage to Will Hay's

ly before he comes back from

It

anay \
ey vt down

Dicky Bird shut the door, and
loetric lamp out of its socket.
it was uscless for anyone who
1 the switch. Ixcept for a
replace, the room was

In that study,
thent hooked the e
\jior which,

J to turn © 0
s glow 'fx'om the fi

i

Al aTK.

“Rag him A% he comes
CRoep behind the door,
of the ruler to his head, and then we bag a
wit of his clothes from the cther room, and
wod by the window! Of course, he'll think
s the convict ! To-morrow morning he'll
< lohber in his desk in the Form-room !”

(Carboy chuckled explosively.
“Quiet!” hissed Dicky. 4“1 believe he's
already—1 can  hear somebody !

in!” breathed Dicky.
cce? I clap the end

Quir

There was a sound of footsteps coming up
the pasage. Qilent, almost breathless, the
tyo Juniors waited and listened.

%o footsteps stopped at the door. The

‘wrhandle turned.  Dicky Bird nudged his
rade. Both were ready. The door opene
i there was a click of a switch! - But no
t came on. The next instant, the dim
re in the doorway was grasped by two
”:‘ of hands, and dragged headlong into the
I‘.,",:ip!
n]:';fo was a spluttering gasp as it sprawled.
e .;rd, round end of a ruler jammed against

1 heq
Bird.
out !

tence, on your life ! hissed Dicky
= ery, and I blow your brains

-Head's house.

Convict No. 88 will i 3 i
St never be taken alivel
There was a shudderi
1 ) s pos ring gasp from the
plnsom-r, and silence ! Jimmy Carboy swiftly
's_mt.lhc door, and got busy with the cord.
The jape was working like a charm!

Fifth  Iorm, laid down his pen,
grunted, and stared across his study at
Parker, his studymate and pal. Gunter
had been writing lines. Ile had written a hun-
drsd, and he had yet a hundred to write.
Look here, Parky, I've got an idea 1" said
Gunter. “T've been thinking it over ever sinco
those two old goats blew in, spluttering about
that escaped convict, and I've got an idea.”
“You have?” asked Parker, in surprise.
“Yes, 1 have!” snorted Gunfer. “And I'm
jolly well going to malke old Choot sit up for
giving me all these lines—see? e was scared
out of his wils by that convict he saw—or
fancied he saw—in Didham Wood this evening.
Suppose he saw him here—ran into him, taking
his trot in the quad! What? DBroad arrows
and all, you know.”
“low the dooce—" gasped Parker.
«You've heard about that old ass Hay
having been on the stage and on the screen,
and all that,” said Gunter. “Tverybody knows
he'’s got a big hox of stage props in his rooms.
One of them was a convict outfit.”
“Oh!” said Parker.
«well, I know where to find the box, and
I'm going to get hold of that convict outfit
of his, dress up in it, and scare old Choot out
of his seven senscs 1+

3 LBERT EDWARD GUNTER, of the

“Better not

«Qh, my hat!” <aid Parker. 0
let old May catch you rooting after his

rops !”
e over to the

“That’s all right. He's gon
1 saw him go.

d nip out again.”

“You wait here,

1 can nip into
his rooms, an (;untFr rose
from the table. Parky; you

e
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can help me dress-up later. I'll cut off and get
the clobber while old Hay's chin-wagging with
old Shrubb.”

“Good cgg!” grinned Parker.

Gunter of the I'ifth loft his study. He had
been giving a lot of thought to this w heeze, and
the more he thought it over the better he liked
it. Choot, taking his evening walk under the
Bendover beeches, would certainly bo scared
out of his seven senses when a convict suddenly
rushed on him; and it was ecasy for Gunter to
drop from his study window, and get back the
same way—szafc as houses! It was high time
that Mr. Choot was made to sit up for his
sins, giving a fellow two hundred lines!

e arrived at Will Hay's study, glauced up
and down the passage to make sure that he
was unobserved, and opened the door quickly
and stepped in. e switched on—in vain, No
light came. What happened next seemed to
Gunter of the Fifth something in the nature
of a horrid, harrowing nightmare.

IIe had not, of course, expected anyono to be
in the study. Somebody, however, was there.
Gunter's brain fairly whirled, as he was
grasped suddenly and up-ended on Will Hay's
carpet.

That two juniors were parked behind the
door, waiting for Will Hay, Gunter naturally
did not know. Neither, of course, did Dicky
Bird and Jimmy Carboy know that Gunter
was coming to that study, where a Fifth Form
man had no business. .
Dicky and Jimmy had no doubt that it was
Wwill who sprawled and wriggled under them.
with the hard, round end of the ruler pressed
to his head. Gunter, with the hissing, threaten-
ing voice growling in his ear, had no doubt

that he was in the desperate Brip of Convict

No. 88. The dim glow from the Greplace
revealed ‘nothing but a wriggling heap on the
floor. .

d of the ruler jammed

Dicky Bird kept the en T
¢ of a dimly glimpsed head.

against the side

WELL DONE, MY DEAR HAY
NOUVE SAVED THE § M [
ate! T
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Jimmy Carboy whipped a couple of wrists to-
gether, looped a cord round them, and drew

it tight Then he grasped wriggling less, ]‘<:
krot v cond round them also. From !l‘]
1 te came a heave. Dicky Birc

ler harder, .
Jest one "owl and you get it
* he hissed. “TI'll swing for
‘car me I” -
i a deep, hising voice in the
1 much more like a convict than
‘ourtii Former of Bendovér. Gunter shud-
dercd, and kept quict. .
Ji Carboy knotted the cord round his
legs. ster realised that there were iwo of
the villains He had heard of only one
cccaped convict, but wndoubtedly there were
two handling hin—one with a gun, the other
tying him up! It was awful—for Gunter! He
was pgelting the scare he had intended for Mr.
Choot, and getting it badly!
A hand groped over his [ace, and his own

bl

ALLO, WHAT-HO AND CHEERIO!
H —This effusive greeting is from Yours
Truly, L. Henry, who is now in Big
Business, selling soap to savages.
1t’s guaranteed to cleanse black stains and
turn ‘em white. It does this by taking off
their skin. A bit draughty in winter, but
pice and cool in summer. The protfits should
be e-NOR-nous. Let soap so!

Joo know, I ance went exploring in the
South Seca Iddands. I'd read bocks by other
explorers, telling of their breathless escapes
and hair-raising hours in the cooking-pot, but
none of them were ever killed, because they
said fo in their books. So as the barber said
‘my hair needed raising, 1 took a cheap excur-
sion (o the S.8.I. to get inside information
about the cannibuls. 1 wanted to see what
they lived on, besides me. One man’s meat
is another inaw’s person, as they say. Ia,
ha! JEh?

Well, I landed on the beach at midnight,
and really it was orful. Not a tram in sight,
not even a faxi. I had to take a camel-cab
to the hotel, and the driver wanted my skull
for the fare. I gave him a piece of my mind,
instead.  Yes.

I couldn’t repress a shudder as I stood in
the lonely grill-room and saw savages dining
on "coteletle d'explorer 7 and “ragout de
missionary " with crocodile sauce. When the
favage waiter came up, dressed in grass and
goose-pimples, T <ajd:

“Don'tchoo  think it’s rotten to be an
uncivilised savage?”
“Yes, indeed, sir,” he replied sadly. “The

refinemenis of civilisation are o little known
in this country that even the super-cineina
uext door is rhowing films a month old.”
I shivered with horror as I saw the cruel
oyster-fork in the nan’s hand. Yes, I did.
I clutched rny «elf-filling machine-gun and
prepared to sell my life dearly. 1 wouldn’t
let it go under one-and-six. The waiter carled
his eyes and rolled his lips. He would have

turned up his nose if Le'd had one.
“What will you take fo drink s ) i
hissed, “ Champagne, ]cmon-sl']u;:l‘r, ](;g

sulphuric-acid 1”
“¥Yes,” 1 replied mechanically. indi
lon;s. p ically, in grinding
Ho bowed, and went away. I wiped my
I})'I"_mv' a:hl roalifﬁdl m{ narrow e.vcnpc'.n XJJ’:IB)
Wle in the cannibal islands is breathle >
is death, in those parts, FiaLiloag, o
Ah, who would live in a savage land—
hut why worry what Ah Hoo \\A:mlrlmg]or
This was na hime to talk about Chinamen.
My life was in Jeopardy, wherever that is,
I must act at once, if not immediately,
Without waiting to pay my bill, I trekked
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as stuffed into his mouth. From
l:e hissing voice

nnd:l'll riddle yer
want a ncw
trouble,

handkcg‘hinf “l
ark came r
lh.‘: fl::; a sound from' }’ci“ix’oy‘ll
ith this—this gun. ]
;’:fr:vmmmcr "ur«"Axf[")ou give any
ister in yl -
M("::r:wll}‘:?l’;glxil behied the gog. Trheg’f \:{;5
lnk.iu;- him for Mr. Ilay—the owne g
cudy ! He understood that n?“;cnt_s .
;ualﬁing, and listened to the m(i\“i\'lc o
clon\'icts. He heard a low chuc e |
coemod amu-cd by their L‘l_lCCCS-(}. e o
them open the communicating door o
Hay’s hed-raon, and pass into that ap c]uths\:'
"No doubt they were after old Hnys{ hn:n‘d'
and any other l)ll'lI:JL{”'lh}‘:its (}:)::)l:g( QIf'onlgy

junter ‘wriggled wildly m
l(:(:l'étvcurlll“gcﬁg]nnsn, and give the alarm before
the villains got clear! . g
2 d 1 only wriggle, an

But he couldn’t. IIe coulc 3

gnrx‘;l]e faintly behind tho gag. He heard the

i 1 s and
two villains rummaging in the next room,

85T

Another bright and
breezy broadcast
from one cf radio’s
most popular fun-
merchants. Come on,
lads, and laugh your
bhlues away with
Leonard Henry.

upstairs to bed. Strange noises echoed
through the shadows; the low, throaty gurgle
of the wild hot-water pipe, the chattering tick
of a savage clock, the shrill seream of a mouse
as_the fierce tabby pounced upon it from its
lair. -

I decided to build fires around my bed to
protect me from prowling beasts, but a fierce
native sprang into my room and put them
out.

“If you are cold, sir,” he said, in snarling
tones, “this button will turn on the electric
radiator.”

He was the big Chief Man-A-Ger, hated

and feared through ten floors and five
?Inndred rooms. I gave myself up for lost.
e

was sure to take off my ckull with =
paper-knife, and I wished I'd been fitted with
zip-fasteners when I was ‘a boy.  But he
cowered before my eye and crept away. I
Jumped into bed ~without taking my hoots
off, but as I was fast asleep when I remem-
bered it, I didn’t trouble to get out.

I awoke to the distant beating of tom-toms,
calling the tribes to breakfast. My blood
ran cold and I went hot all over. Suppose
the breakfast were me? In that case, I
determined I'd jolly well get my plateful with
the rest. I was paying as much as they were.

After eating a curious natiye dish of ham-
an -neggs, I went deep into the jungle to a
native village. There wasn't another house
for miles round, and I don't know what
Miles Round did for a lodging. T trembled
so_much that I nearly upset the charabanc.

I met the native chief.  Goodness, how his
eyes gleamed through his spectacles as he tried
1]0 sell me a picture-postcard of the place.
n a harsh voice, he demanded threepence.
t was too much—in fact, two too much. I
furned and fled to the nearest railway station.

Never again, I resolved i
the cmnhhnl islands, % it 1 aokTnch i

Well, there you are—that’ 1
story of peril ‘and adv. § what a _mod_om
islands is like. The hl‘::emi:" . Comitiibal

alnmost as savage
as some parts of Bermondsey. You said ilZ!

LEONARD HENRY

P.S.—All rights oix!

reserved, and billst ke us thunping lie are

s will be presecuted.

again a sound of low ¢] .
body would come | Su,l:l;kh"g-
nse Hay got back from
'J‘I)(-Lvll. tg }lis &rliof. the dooy fr
opened. A han rope . oin {h,,
Then a voice: BB sy the b
“Sullering sardines|
that dashed light? Il::.v‘_.“ihm"s Wron,
Choot 77 Jou got % Vifh
Gunter heard a startleq g, ey,
roem, and the inner (oo, Eh-r: fro
had heard Will Hay's \oiceu' ® Cony;
He did not know that Dicky He kney I’i‘ﬂ‘.!
Carboy, in dizzy amazement "y i,
who on earth it was thay |,h,.y'h ro "ﬂnd»,'m’
tied up in Will Hay's study | ud ollary, .'::

ILL HAY struck
“f into his study., : rr’ﬁtih and y, o
would not come on, h;tt{}'l”": Y"ZhL
re'admg-]amp ou the tabl.ere Yag )

groped to it, match in hayg to gnit A0 by
He caught his fpet in somot,hin fWitch | on,
and stymbled, with a startled hﬂ%’\'lon the Lop
w(:‘nt out; i -« The Inatey

“T've fallen over somethiy A . }
slugs! It’s a body I” )’e”od'\%i]l%ign gy
over the object over which he hady. ITOpiy
Will, in horror, felt the ontlines of mn‘m".
form. “It’s a hib-bib-balyhody r*F & bunay

“A body " gasped Mr, Choot

Will grabbed = at 1
switThcd it on.
on the sprawling figure on the (], ’

“Who 7" gasped Will. "Wh:?&es'

“Gunter I” gurgled Mr, Choot
of my Form! Bless my soul, he is ¢
with a—a—a cord | Gunter, hoyw da
vourself up in this ridiculous many
Hay’s study 77

“ Qooo0o000000gh 1”
from Gunter.

“ Gunter has, at the moment, an impedimeny

came faintly and fecbly

in his speech, my dear Choot 1" remarked Wil
Hay, and he stooped and jerked the cmmp]tld
l:agdkcrch;cf out of the Fifth Former's mouth,

“Now
“Look out,

**Grooogh ! ” gasped Gunter.
siv ! Get hold of the poker or something "

“The which? > ojaculated Will Hay,

“In the next room, sir—they collared ma
in the dark and tied mo up like this—they
thought I was you in the dark, sir—there's tvo
of them—desperate scoundrels—one of them
held a pistol to my head—" )

“ITumming haddocks! But—" Will Hay
stared round towards the bed-room door.
There was & sound of movement in the ‘"'di
joining room.  Somebody, evidently,
there! Will Hay promptly grabbed the peker
from the grate. ‘*‘Choot, stand at the docrlqﬁ
the passage, and stop them if they bolt] :
tackle them this \\"-;'lyl You're sure they vere
convicts, Gunter? i .

“Oh, yes, sir; a pair of big, hulking, ¢

erate ruffians
8 Will Hay rushed to the hod»room‘doz‘;-ﬂ?g‘g
hurled it open. He flashed on U?e.‘ o
light in the bed-room. Brandishing ll'\o oue
he flashed his cyes round the room. ?
was to be seen! 5 vill.

“There's nobody here!” cxchxmc:‘”\

“They’re there, sir!l” yelled .G“nund'e
the study. “Perhaps they're hiding

ed, sirl”

“Come in, Choot!”
“Stand on one side of the be
other! Now, then—1 the

Will stooped, and tIu‘usth v, if ango2t Ty
the bed | Ho had no doubt that, ¢ revchy
hiding there, that would cau did! The ¢
his presence. He was right  Dicky Birds ©
of the poker jabbed under AT\ st
and the yell that Dicky F“]e
the echoes of Bo,?dover School.,

“*Yarooooop |

"gonlcone pi‘ ﬂlEIT“! " gaspe s b
Sl card that, Hay—=—"" v | 00 -

ER R Wi will, W e dm.;"m::!
him out! Another poke— -
poker under the bed agm::k.
Carboy in the back of Ums?«;;hooﬂ

“Wow! Oh, crikey! wow!
frantic yell from Jimmy-

We'll come out ! ,

“Bless my soul!

. 0 g
cxc}!:}lﬂ'i‘d“'i‘l‘l Ill:h the

Jot
oy pe
ker U

4 M O

That sounJS

),




Jover boY, than & convict!" ex.
e

Bty vot. .
|;L-‘In‘:‘ M. ";k‘l“.. grinned Will Hay, T
¢ ”
el ”\" the voico ! , i
p know Eeled out from under the bed
ors Y pi

I_,:...:;‘“Jmn\ {heir last refuge. Mr. Choot

l,,.-‘ m;](u(l‘lll blankly. Will Hay grinned,
A ) ’ =
“ared ¢ ~eth. . .
»"(j: all hig ‘l“;.fu,\.: e exclaimed. ™ Are you
\“..”,“H] (li ing, desperate ruflians who col-
ulk i .9
the s 1:¢-r in my study T 7 kv Bird,
l!‘"‘l Gl A ‘:mpml Dicky Bivd. Only
w Qe Y0 X . .
o otk ST agread will.  *Lollow mo in-

Jease ! Gunter, Toam much
for dropping in and getling
two dutiful members of my
me. Where 1s my cane?
are!  Bird, will you have the
bend over that chair? ™’ )

rang through the study like six

oss 10
X hacks
ol-shots
1 garboys
pird'® exampl
qiy more W
l you
]mssrd
70,

will you be good cnough to follow
»
hacks!
may gol” chivruped  Will.
the junior day-room a fow
ag heard .smn:ds of revelry by
Some sort of & joke on, I faney | You
vo and join in the merriment, my boys!
]‘-”'\n!{u‘d add vour merry trill to the happy
) ”
wnd of laughter 1 L ] P
Teow!” gasped Dicky Bird, “Wow!
* moaned Jimmy Carboy.

“NOw
wwhen T
pinutes
,,i;ht i

(00000000l ! !
" v dear Choot, if you would care to
/l borrow my cane ]
k My, Choot had released Gunter.
Gunier. on his feet, was cdging
\ovards the door. But Choot’s plump hand
waved him back. )
“Thauk you, Hay ! " said Mr. Choot, taking
© “Now, Gunter, explain at once

fie cane.
’\\Im vou were doing in Mr, Ilay’s study ! ”
“]-T—I—" stammered  Gunter.  “1—I
vas only going to borrow some of M. Iay's
{leatrical  props, sir, for—for—for a—a—a
: »

r—

N
“I-I was really, sir! I—"

“If you do not tell me the truth this instant,
Junter—"" !
“Come, my boy, cough it up!” said Will
lsy, encouragingly. “What was the big
idea? Gum in the inkpot? Ink in the slip-
pers?  Drawing-pins in  the  armchair!
What? "

“Oh! No, sir! Really—I—I1—TI was going
to borrow your convict ouifit, sir, just for a—.
a JOkPl"hgasped Gunter. IHe did not add
that that joke had been intended to be at the
@pense of My, Choot!  That part, Gunter
"’ﬁ-fm‘l.")t was judicious to keep dark!
1““1‘;, said Will, "I see! You young

An absurd prank!” hooted Mr. Choot.

u might have caused alarm—indeed con-
ation—by such a ridiculous prank,

)

Or—
..D.'rd“‘” You think so, sir? ” gasped Gunter.
M will take five hundred lines, Gunter.”
oot Jaid down the cane. “Go to your
1 write them out at once. If you
ed, my dear Hay—""

!te I said Will. ““But chew on this,

e, hy,
Mudy ang
O satiefy

On, q
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unfer—- I C « fs Y in my con-

( il ever cafel I

. v 14 1pn

viel outfit, Jook o it for squalls,” hurricanes
' "

tornadoc
does, and earthquakes ! Aud then somo |

You b
et me? Goodl N
¢ . § Now hook it— N
You may lenve my study, Guniert =T mean,

ILI, ‘IIA\\' started,
For a  moment,
alirmed U Bat (he
wWill amused | ’
| ; was taking a stroll under the Bendoyer
eeches before supper in (he O

ith tho g L e Common-room
?."“ the other bealks, The sight of a slinkine
\l\')?|l:[fl|:|'lll"h” lumlfl-;u'rp\\' costume of a convict
])(‘(l'\‘t.l lul”:{.;'v ":1 1'}"“ sight ! But \\\'ill remen-
. ’ e, that stunt of Ganter's. e
came to a halt, peering over his nose-uippers
ab the f]mkmgvhguu- under the dosky beeches,
nm} grinned witl every tooth in his head.
d 1""“1(‘;“](.\.\ lll\'u rlnindrx-rl lines  had not
cterred Gunter of the Iifth from carrying
::1[\[ with l]ns J::pul The dim figure in broad
arrows, close 1o an ancient trunk, was peer-
ing towards the lighted windows of the House
in tho distance.  Will had a back view of him.
}‘k\lilzlf[nrllus knn\\lmlgcl ufl Gunl}or's stunt, Will
night have supposed that this really was
Convict 38; peoetrating within the walls of
Bendover School, in the hope of snooping the
change of clothes ho so sorely needed to make
l\'ls t1,;\‘_1?;1\\\‘.'\)’. ]\ll\lxt, n.a]nll\\'us, Will had no doubt

wat 1t was Albert Fdward Gunier, and no
doubt he was walching for Mr. Choot to
appear, to {ake his evening walle! 1Iad Will
had his cane with him, he would have walked
up Dbehind that skulking figure and landed
a go:)d{gnc fri)m lgh(_\ 15011(11. But his cane
was in his study. So he stood peering, and
Alo})uﬁmg il; his mind the llwst way to deal with
a fellow who was fathead enough to dress up
as a convict, when there was an escaped conviclt
in the neighbourhood !

_He suppressed a chuckle, and stole away on
tiptoe to Kelly's shed: In that shed, as Will
was aware, was a_large sack, There was also
a coil of rope! With {he big sack over one
arm, and the coil looped over the other, Will
Hay stole back stealthily under the beeches.
. The slinking figure was still there, watch-
ing the House. Will trod as lightly as a grass-
hopper as he crept up ‘behind 1t.  Guater
—if it was Gunter—did mnot look round.
Closer and closer crept Will, the sack in his
hands, tho open end licnd_yl Illxu'dly ﬂu'clc]
feet behind the broad-arrowed figure, Wi
made a sudden spring! .

In « split sccond the open end of the sack
was over the broad-arrowed cap, and Will
dragged it down, enveloping the figure as
R gg e 1 h I
ar as the knees!

There was a wild, startled gurgle from
inside the sack, and tho figure Dbegan to
struggle violently, frantically. §

But he had simply no chance! The sack
was all round him, and Will tlp))(:‘.(l him_ over
with a push! As he spru\\'lcd, \\]xlll .\\*litppcd
tho end of the sack tight round his kuees,
whipped the rope round, and lfmfolted it. ,

He chuckled. Only a pair of feet emergec
from tlie sack, and the unfortunate prisoner
within was amte helplcss.l Thclsa;‘k rollt‘ld,
and wriggled, and heaved, and irom the
interior came a mutlled gasping, and gurg-
ling, and spluttering. A 5

..gGO it, ,ffy boy I said Will cheerily. “I
warned you to look out for squalls and things

Will

next,

been
wis

had
lie
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il T eaught you made up as a convict. This
is where you get the squalls and things!”

And Will Ilay re-umed his stroll under the
beeches, leaving thoe priconer in the sack to
wriggle und gurgle, which he continued to
do m an absolutely frantic mnnner. By tho”
time hie got out of that sack, Will thought,
Gunter of the Fifth would be tired of play-
mg convict | *

1t was about a quarter of an hour later that
Will hesrd a lond riug at the gate. Then he
plimpsed o figure in uniform striding to the
House, and recognized Inspector Pluinmy, of
l)ullmv_n. Another uniformed figure followed
~-u Didham police-constable. Quite forgetting
Gunter, Will billowed awny to the Ionse,

Dr. Shrubb stood in the Lig, open doorway,
looking quite ugitated. A crowd of Bendover
fellows had gathered round.

“”s‘rr-'.'". Dr. Shrubb was saying. ‘Are
you sure, inspectlor?”
“We are certain that he came in this

(‘l‘xr(-rtmn, sir!” answered Inspector Plummy.
He was seen close by the school wall. That
was hal{ an hour ago. He may have eluded
us by entering the school—-"
““Search must be made at once!” exclaimed
Dr. Shrubb.  “An escaped convict, within
tho precincts of Derdover! Good gracious!
Is that you, llay? You have been in the
quadrangle.  Have you seen anything——"

Will IIay did not answer. His eyes wero
fixed, as if mesmerised, -on a face among the
crowd of Bendover fellows! It was the face
of Gunter of the I'ifth!

l“Hox\"Jilxg haddocks ! gasped Will. “Then
who ! '

Inspector Plummy glanced round at him.

“Mr. Hay! You have been walking in the
quadrangle. Have you seen anything of the
escaped convict? We are practically certain
that he dodged us_over the school wall—that
he is in the grounds d

“Oh! Ah! Yes. Quite!” gasped Will
Ie recovered himself. “Kindly come with me,
inspector, and I will hand the man over!”

“You—you have scen him?”

“And ‘caught him!” said Will calmly.
““A desperate character, “inspector—a very
desperate man; but I fancy I have got
him quite safe.”

The inspector, the constable, Dr. Shrubb,
Mr. Choot, and a whole army of Bendover
fellows followed Will Hay as he breezed
away. A dozen flashlamps revealed the well-
filled sack that wriggled and squirmed under
beeches with two feet wildly kicking from
the end of it. Will waved an airy hand.

“Your prisoner, Mr. Plummy !"” he said.

Many hands grasped the prisoner as the
sack was pecled off and the handcuffs clicked
on. Dr. Shrubb stared blankly at the con-
vict as he was led away between the inspector
and_the constable.

“My dear Hay!” he gasped. *You—you
—vou captured that desperato man—alone—
single-handed—" A

“Alone I did it!” beamed Will. *“A trifle,
sirl 1 can do these things on the back of
my neck!”

Koo, the Kanala schoolboy, “loses his
memory " and males Will Hay lose his rag.
YOU will lose all your waistcoat butlons with
laughter when you read next Friday's special
fun story starring WILL HAY, the world’s
merriest master.
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