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ILT, HAY was chatting with Messoo

Bong, under the Bendover beeches,

when Dicky Bird of the Fourth shot

. Dicky came at such a rush that

there was v nearly a collision on the line,

Luckily, there was t roem to pass hetween

Will and the French master, and  Richard

Bird shot through the narrow space, merely

banging Will Ilay with one elbow, and

Monsicur le Ban with the other. Really, it

was very lucky, for Dicky did not sce them fill

he was right upon them, and he might have
crached 1m0 either or hotly,

As it was, Dicky DBird scraped by and
hurtled onward. And hoth Will Hay and
Mowses Bong stared after him, in wrathful

rurprise,  Jumors at Bendover School were not
supposed to rush past masters in this wild and

= snails 1" ejaculated Will Hay:. -
“The cheeky little wart 17
“AMon  Dieu!”  exclaimed Mossoo  Bong,

pressing a fat hand to an extensiv
filled waistcoat. *“Ce garcon

It w then that Stuckey of the Sixth
happeted ! 5

Mad Will or Mosseo had time to reflect,
they might have realised that Dicky Birds
franmic flight indicated pursuit in the rear.
But they had nu time to guess that one.
Standing there, staring after the flecing Dicky,
they were right in the path of Stuckey of tho
Sixth, as Le came earcering at top speed. This
thne there a erash!

To Will Hay, it secmed like a runaway larry
calching hini on lLis southern aspect.  Aossoo
Bong had a wild impression of air raids. Both
of them went spinning.  Will Hay ecrashed to
the right, Mossoo Dong crashed fo the left, and
between them erathed Stuckey of the Sixth,
spluttering : and then all three sat up, blinking
dizzily at one another.

and well-

SPLENDID, MY BOYS. 175 GOOD TOSEE

YOU LRDS SHOWING A DESIRE 10-ER-ER

ACQUIRE KNOWLEDGE IN YOUR
LE\SURE TIME !

T {HE OLD SRP
DOESNT KNowup
WE'RE FILLING

FOOTBALL COUPONS! ||

“Oh erumbs !” gasped Stuckey. *Sorry, sir!
That kid—he got me with a pea-shooter !

 You—you—yon blithering idiot ! gurgled
Will, strugeling to his feet. wildly tangled
in his gown. “You—you—you benighted
burhler &

Stuckey staggered to his feet.
from the shock. So was Will
Mossoo Bong nad sulfered most. Mossoo was
winded. Mossoo was  slout. It was years
sinee Mossoo Bong had seen his knees. ” Thae
rimof his exteisive cquator had smitten the
carth when he fell. Ile sat and moaned and
mooed.

; “Lend me a hand with him ! gasped Will

Tay.

He was dizey
ITay. DBut

“Urrgh! Yes, sir! Urrgh!” gasped
Stuckoy.

They grabbed Mostoo Bong by his plump
arms. They raised him, slowly and  with

cifort, (o his feet.  &till moaning and mooing,
Mossoo Bong stood unsteadily, holding on to
both of theni. They supported his weight man-
fully. For several long minutes, Adolphe le
Bon continued to moo like a sad and mourn-
ful cow. Then recovery began {o set in. He
ccased at Iast to moo. e rocovered his voice.
e procecded to address Stuckey of the Sixth
i choice T'rench.

“Imbecile ] Niais! Sot! Bote! Mille fois
niais! Mille, mille fois imbeeile 1"

“Aud then some ! said Will Iay encourag-

ingly. "(_‘arr_\: an, Mossoo! You're express-
ing my feelings exactly and saving  my
breath ! Go it {”

“Mille, mille, mille fois sot et bete 1” splut-
tered Moscoo, gelting more and more cloquent,
as his brealh came back. “Is it zat you zink
zat 1, Adolphe le Bon, shall be one’ vaf you
call skettle— :

“Skittle I’ murmured Will Hay.

“Zat you ziuk me one ninety-pin—-""

Ninepin 1" murmured Wilj,

“Jf zat is vat you zink, you, qu:',(..’ I
to make you zink sonmiezing ozzer,  je K¢
frappe—comme ea—-1" o

4 Wow I roared Stuckey, o
stnote. ‘I say——"
Mossoo had been grasping St
for support.  Now he
Stuckey’s collar. Witt
smote.  Along with his hie scened to
have recovered his cnergy.  Ile used up quit
a lot in smacking Stuckey's hLead <

Smack, sinack, smack, smack !

It was quite unheard of at D
a Sixth Form prefect's head to Le sinacked
Still, it was very unusual for ® Sixth Form
prefeet to rush into a couple of musters like
a mad bull, and up-end them.

“That,” said Will. “is a good iden, Mosson!
One of your best! You keep on with that car,
and Ull begin on the other !

Smack, smack, smack !

< a fat hapg

tckey's shoy),

)
uee
changed Ris

ndaver for

“Oh! Owl Wow! Chuck it!” roared the
hapless  Stuckey, struggling  frantically as

simultaneous smacks landed on both cars, “1
say— "nroooh!  Look here—jyooo-hoop !
Will you leave off 77

Stuckey of the Sixth felt as if both his ears
were being knoeked inweard, and would meet in
the wmiddle of his head. 1le gave a terrific
wreneh and tore away, leaving his collar in
Mossoo0's grasp. Once loose, he shot of Like a
stone from a catapult.

“1old on!" gasped Will.
finished xet 1

Stuckey was not likely to hold on, or to come
back. Ie disappeared at 50 m.p.h.

DICKY BIRD stepped quietly into his
's

“We baven't

Form-master's study and closed the
door after him. There was a ‘”‘f:‘;
ful gleam in Dicky’s (‘J“v‘*","‘l" lnkf
of drawing-pins in his pocket! Dicky, I

e

S0YOU THREW i1,
HAY! SEE HOW

YOU SCORED A GOAL;: SIR, Z

THose Y{ooNc scn_‘nps ARE &

PRYING THE PENRAL

-|FORTHE\R MISDEEDS!| [WHAT!GAMBLING'
> AFOUL BUSINESS

INDEED, G010
MY STUDY!
o
o\22Y i
¢eEUNG/ i

) 3
< 4 N
( 0% 2 7\

A2
& . v
& g ,f

Bl &7, 2 o\

. Y
\YOU DON( SAY,HA

SUPPOSE WE-AHEM]
COMPLETE THE

NO S
COUPON R ‘%{I'_N’?i
- - o

THERE'S B1G
MONEY IN THESE
FoofaALL
PooLS,SIR!
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AND «HAY'LL" MAKE YOU JOLLY €O0D FELLOWS, Too,

IR ANOTHER

BENDOVER MIRTHQUAKE. ~, D35

QUITE AN ACCIDENT | ASSURE
YoU,SIR ALLOW ME TO AassisT
You {0 YOUR FEET,SIR!

sendover Fourth, liked Will

e rest ‘(‘..l(hil llhv moment he liked him less

Hag, but !‘ Dicks was wriggling painfully as

s S hoppings not infrequently came

: but that afterncon he had bagged
Dicky £ Le ecord.

pethirg 1% dnqlunzo amusing to Dicky to get

.ct with a pea-shooter. It

.. amusing wlen that prefect spotted

i Dicky’s

\ act, and got after him.
‘hj f,f:on anly, ) He had
b, given time, ¥'s temper
'?,‘] |{5~.\7| Instead of which, DBilly

with his head ringing and singing

from i-:m.mernlzlo smeocks, had been in the
woret temper ever. Ilaving run Dicky down
in the junior day-room, he h."ulA almost

on Dicky's trousers. Which was
gh: Lut more was to come—in the
“eix ” from the master of the Fourth.

Will, it was t did not lay it on hard; but
efoor thet whopping from Stuckey, the lightest
licking was extremely xzrcomfor}ahle And s=o
Dieks had been glad to see Will Hay breeze
ot at the gates, leaving his study untenanted,
and sale for sit with a view to vengeance.

It was rather dark in the study, but Dicky
did not venture to turn on a light. There was
light enough for his purpose, which was to
wrsrge a cel of drawing-pins, business en
vprard, in Will Hay's armechair. It was very
prabeble that when Will camie hack from his
nilk to Didhan, he would plump in that arm-
chair for a rest.

Dicky, while he wriggled, grinned as he
wmnged the drewing-pins. IHe had arranged
Llf a doren; but he had a dozen in the box,
;"ilh" ;‘35 going, generously, to let his IForm-

_\;" t{l'\"]‘_lh(- lot.  But he stopped suddenly.
L‘”:'rowmh" L as a rabbit bolting into its
Sd o “fd." Bird shot behind the armchair
i n'lc”': there, breathless. It was the
et door handle turning that caused

“n jump for cover.

49 LOOKS LiKE e
EASY Mony, GERRAWAY,
You BoYS!

_.D‘Ck." hardly breathed. As the door opened
without a knock, he could ouly suppose that it
was Will Hay coming in—apparently having
turned back from his walli! It was fearfully
unfortunate for ])fvcl(.\'. who had supposed that
he had plenty of time to get on with the good
work.

But, the nexl moment, he knew that it was
not  Will.  Tha door had opened quite
s(u:ll]'ul_\w—xt had shut just as stealthily—and
no hgh.t was  turned on. It dawned on

Dicky that tho newcomer was, like himself,
A surreptitious  visiter to  the study !  If
it was Jimmy Carboy, or Koo, or Jerry
Smart, or some other japer of the Fourth,
there was no need for Dicky to keop in cover,
He peered round the armchuir cautiously, and
jumped as he heard a muttering voice.

“Where does the old ass park it?”

It was the voice of Stuckey of the Sixth!
ITe was rooting round the study, apparently
in search of something. A glimmer from the
window fell on his face, as Dicky peercd round
the armchair. Richard Bird popped back
quickly. le did not want ta be spotted there
by a prefect—especially aflter his  recent
experiences with that particular prefect! Me
only hoped that, whatever Billy Stuckey was
looking for, bhe would not look behind the
armchair for it!

“Qh! Here it iz!" came the muller again,
in fones of relief. There was a rastling sound.

Onece more the amarzed Dicky ventured to
peer. Stuckey of the Sixth was taking down
Will Flav's gown, which was hanging on a
hook inside the door! What a prefect of the
Sixth could possibly want with a Form-
master's gown was an utter mystery to Bird
of the Fourth No doubt Stuckey felt sore
over that smacking of his head; and Stuckey
was rathor a malicious fellow, too—but a
prank of this sort was miles below the dignity
of the Sixth!

Stuckey folded up the gown, to make it os
small as possible, and picked up Will's mortar-
board, which the Fourth-form master had left
on the table Then, with both under his arm,
ho quitted the study as stealthily as he had
entered it! s «

“Well. my only summer hat!” breathed
Dicky Bird; relieved to lwar the deor close,
but lost in astonishment. .

The coast being clear now, Richard emerged
from cover, and procceded to distribute the
rest of the drawing-pins in the seat of the arm-
chair. Five minules later, he was safe back
in the junior day-room; and the armchair in
Will's study was all ready for the master of
the Bendover Fourth to take a rest when no
came in—which was likely to prove a little
unrestful !

& ON cher ’Ay!” squeaked MNossoo
Bong.
Lights were gleaming from the

windows of tha House; but it was
deeply dusky in the old quadrangle of Bend-
over—duskier still under the wide branches of
the ancient Bendover beeches.  Monsicur la
Bon, taking his usual trot before supper,
squeaked amicably at the dim fizure in cap
and gown, dimly visible under the hranches.
He could not sce the face, but he fancied he
knew that gown, and the rakish slant of the
martar-hoard. Changing his course, tho
French master bore down on the dim figure—
which, as he approached, slipped, and =at
down, with a splash, in o puddlo left by recent
rain.

IRVl Mon pauvre 'Ay!” exclaimed
Mossoo, and he accelerated, to lend his dear-
Ilay a hand up.

In the deep dusk, he bent over the slanting
mortar-board. That mortar-board suddenly
rose—soa suddenly and swiftly, that the head
in it butted Alossoo in the waistcoat before
ne knew what was happening.

'LL GWE YOU LERDING US U,P;:E
1 GRARDEMN, EH? THIS
GAMBLING '§ —~\ ) CAMBLING (N ONE 50
YOUNG 1S SHOCKING.
AHIS 1S WHERE |
SCORE SIX GORLS!
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Mossco went backwards, with a gurgling
squeak—winded for the second tume that day |
He staggered, gasping, and sat, with a hunp
thet alimost shook the quad.

Smack ! Smack!

Right and left eamo smacks on Mosson's
ears! Mosoo recled 1o the right, then o the

the right again, then to the

left—th n 1o
left again, under those hefty smacks which
banged on his cars in warn.

CEIp Y shricked  Mossoo, ea  the figure
turned  and  fled. “Au secours! 1 am
attack—1  am  smack—I am keel—je  suis

assome—au secours—'elp 1”

Then, realising that his assailant was gone,
Mosson Bong tottered dizaly to his feet. and
leaned on an ancient beech, to gasp for
Lreath. He gasped, and he gurgled, and
rubbed his burning cars, wondering whether
all this was a fearful dream.

Why Will Hay had attacked him in that
extraordinary manner, he ceuld not begin to
puess—but he was almost sure that it was
Will ! Anyhow, it was one of the Bendover
<tafl, from the cap and gown; and proof
would bie forthcoming, for that gown would
be muddy from the puddle!

And Alossoo, at last, tottered away to the
House, to lay his grievance before Dr. Shrubb.
Stuckey of the Sixth watched him come in—
with a sanling face!

Billy Stuck had replaced cap and gown
in Will H: study, while Mossoo was gasp-
ing and spluttering under the beeches. Billy
Stuckey smiled—he felt that he had reason to
wile !

" OTIIER !” said Will Tlay.
B Ile wiclded the clothes-brush with

a vigorous hand. llow he had got

that mmud on his pown. Will did not
know—but he supposed that he rmust have
done so somchow, as it was there! He had
not noticed it before he went out—but he
noticed 1t when he came in, and slipped on
the gown and mortar-board.

Having spotted it, he sorted out the clothes-
brush, and started bLrushing. The mud, still
damp, did not brush off eastly.  Will: brushed,
and brushed, getting more and more irritated.
He wanted 1o rest, alter his walk, before sec-
ing the Fourth in to prep; but brushing that
mud kept him busy, wnd he had not had a
winate to sit dewn, so far.

Tap! His study door epened.

“Oh, suifering haddocks, don't come both-
ering now, blow you !” exclaimed Will, testily,
“Oh! Ah! I did not sce that it was you,
sir—pray  come in, Dr.  Shrubb—such a
pleasure to see you, sir—do comne inl"”

Dr. Shrubb sailed majestically into the
study. There was a severe frown on his
majestic countenance. He gave a start, as he
saw how Will was engaged with the clothes-

brush.

“Blees my Toul!” exclaimed the Ilead.

*“Are you—are you brushing mud off your
,

gown, Mr., Ilay?

*“Just that, sir—"
I'hen it was you ! gasped the Head.

“ I':h’.'" .

s | ce vitited each member of my stafl in
turn, after hearing Monsicur le Bon's com-
plaint ! thundered the Head. “And I find
you brushing mud—iresh mud, too—from your
gown! No cther master's pown was muddy 1"

“Really, sir!” exclaimed Will, in astonish-
ment. “1 fail to follow you! 1 don't quite
recall how iy gown got g0 muddy, but suraly,
sir, it is not a matter for your personal in-
spection and inlervention,”

“Do not bandy words with me, Mr. Hay!
It war you—ochviously, you! I repeat that

yours is the only muddy gown at Bendover—
a- DO
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and Monsicur le Bon distinctly «late
man who attacked hin fell in a puwe

“Wha-a-17" stuttered Will Tlay. _

«]yp was you! Are you out ol your “‘\hlr(n'-
Ilay? For what reason did you smack {)l
sicur Jo Bou's head 7" thundercd Dr. ‘ellnr.u x().
*Is that, sir, conducl W(}rlh_\'lulf_ a member ©

n stall of this ancient foundation :/ )
lh" H‘nr[ T—1—1 didw't I" gasped Will, in hg-
wilderment. I should be very sorry to snmu}
Mossoo Bong's head, xir!_lln:'s a fricnd o
mine ! What makes you think——

ad that |h¢:
ldle—"

“You can have nothing (o say in you'r
defence, lay 1" said Dr. Shrabb stornly.
“Still, T will hear you!” . ik

And Dr. Shrubl sat down in the study

armchair, prepared to give Will a hearing.

The Head of Bendover repased in that arn-
chaiv for about the millionth part of a second !
Then he bounded ! . .

There was a roar in Will Hay's study, as
if the celebrated Bull of Bashan had got loose
there! ) o "

“My dear sir—" gasped Will. “What

“Oh!t Ahl Oaogh! Woogh!” yelled Dr.
Shrubb, wriggling frantically. “1 am punc-
tured—oocogh )

“Sorrowful snails!” gasped Will. “What
the dickens ¥

“Oh! Ow! Wow! 1 am injured—in
soveral places.  Pins, or needles, or some-
thing! Oow! Bless my soull Wooogh'!

“But what—what—-"0h, crikey!” gasped
Will, as he rushed towards the armchair and
spotted the drawing-pins sticking in  the
Ilead's gown. “Oh, humming haddocks !
Some young villain mast have placed them
there for me. Ilow fortunate that you sat
down first, sir "

*What 2” :

“I—I mean, how unfortunate—how very

unfortunate ! I—I mean——" babbled Will.
“Did you know that those drawing-pins

were there, Mr. Hay?” thundered Dr.

S'n"rubl). “Have you scen them before?”

Noj; I've only seen them behind—on your
gown, sir! T should have sat on them myself,
had I not been busy brushing mud from my
gown! How very fortunate—that is to say,
unfortunate: o

“I will waste no more time—wow I—time
here, Mr. ITay! Ow! Wow! You have
been  guilty of a—wow !—unprovoked and
ruflianly attack upon another member of my
—ow !  ow !—stall| You're dismisced, Mr.
ITay ! Do you hear me? Dismissed from
Bendover 1"

“"But—but T haven't—"

Snort!  Dr. Shrubb stalked out of the
study, wriggling as he stalked.  Will Hay
Llinked after him, over his slanting noso-
nippers, dumbfounded. Dr. Shrubb  went
wriggling down the passage. Ho wriggled,
and wriggled. Bendover fellows gazed at their
headmaster in amazement as they saw him
on his way back to his study. He scomed to
bo understudying a_contortionist. Wiiggling
he reached his study, and sank into a chair
there—and then bounded wp, as if the seat of
\!1‘nt chu.i'r had been red-hot.

w \\'g\‘; !1" was heard from the Iead's sl}\d,\'.
After that he wns heard walki
quite a considerable timeo, Sng Khadh; for

b ACKED I”
“Old Hay?”
“Great pip!”

i “What's ho dano 2
hSmnck(-]fll Mossoo’s hend.
was all over Bendoy
fellows went in o prep. * Pl Tabars i
Will Ilay, master of the
sncked | The Bendover Yourth
conslernntion |

Tourth, was
Phos g el heard it with
¢ ‘ ; v littlo prep i
Fourth IForm ttudies,  They x]i':c:li‘:r(lln ll]!\l‘:
startling giews instend—had nows  for the
!F]uurlll|11 llh(\y uln{ not waat to losa WI| Huy 1
¢ _added so much to 1l i i o
ntullf-ndn\'nrl 10 gaicly of existenco
Poor old Ilay 1" raid Dicle i i
K 3 y Bird, i
No. 3, for the umpteenth timo, “[’rolnsrhlgl\i
ass 1 Backed, you know | What on eartl oid
he \vn‘ilt to amulck Mossoo's head for? 1'vo
wanted to smack it ofton vhy
should old IMay 1’ SRR byt by

In view of this disasler, Dicy

sorry that he Lud planted those ‘lra‘:\all Quity

i Will's study armchair,  []jg ML T
tion was .lhag Dr Shruklb had x'll) CCnggl,
instead of Will! on theyy

“Must be oil his crumpeg

Green. “I've  heard  tiat 1.:Md Tuht,;
Stuckey's head tnis  afternoon “’)‘“'m:hd
smacked Mossoa’s | He's "mliin;'; oW he%s

it} " 3 habiy o
“T can’t make it out!” sajd Dic “
that old Hay says he never did?:?' 'l'll heay
goat Mossoo Bong niay have Al it ol
take! Ie's not a cat, to seo jp th LI UM
anyhow 1 Look here, if old Hay says }“c dark,
did it, ho never did! Bet “yoyu l[?",’-“'er
mistake somewhere.” lere’y o
Aflter prep, Dicky Bird cn .
Form-inaster’s study.  Will H:yd:,\z,:‘:f’ hiy
with a frosty smile. ed hig,
“Ahl 1 was going to send for you
to ask 1_\'oxl \\-hinllmr you knew o 4
somo—hem I—drawing-pins,” o t
“But never mind! Never mind ! ;ci'\";"]'lkl‘d
leave you a whopping to remember me Ln‘
Bird 1? ¥
“You're not really going, sir?”
Dicky.
‘“* Going—going—nearly
Will sadly

3 Bix
n_yl)nrg nb‘ogi

exclaimeg

gone |V

! answere,
“1 shall make one moy g

to Dr. Shrubb before I leave, but l'l?l ::I:Si(;?l
him time to recover from the eflect of 1},._.5
hem i—drawing-pins | They seem to have had
a deleterious cffect on  lis usually sunny

temper! llo was in far from a bonny
when T last saw him|”

“But why do they think you smacked
Mossoo Boung's head, sir, if you didu'ty"
asked the anxious Dicky.

Will sighed

“The evidence, my boy, is complate,” ha
answered., “BSome  member of the staf
smacked Mossoo's head—someone, apparently,
who had no objection to contact with hair ci{l
It scems that he got mud on his gown at the
time. By a vemarkable and unfortunate
coincidenco, my gown was muddy, Bird! No
other master's gown at Bendover shows such
traces!  And yet, my good DBird, 1 mnever
smacked Mossoo's head—though, in the cir-
cumstances. I think I shall smack it befors
I go! If [ am to be sacked for smacking his
head, it scems rather hard to go without
having handed over the smack!” .

“Your—your gown, sir!" stuttered Dicky.
Back into his head came what he had seen, in
that study, peeting round the armchair. “ls
that all, sir? Mossco deesn’t say he saw
you "

“No; even that pernicious devourer of
frogs does not claim to have ;ncogmsed my
classio features in the dark, Bird. But—
.4 Oh erikey !” gasped Dicky Bird. :

He shot nut of Will Hay's study, leaving
Will blinking. i

Will rose sadly to his feet. He was K“'Cﬁ
to have one last interview with Dr. Sh“-'u
and endeavour to convince him that h°l."”°
not the head-smacker! But he had ‘llc
hopo ! Slowly and sadly Will trailed i\Wd‘Y by
Dr. Shrubb's study, hoping that he h“"'
this time, rccovered from the d"‘“.”'gv";;il.

Mecanwhile, Dicky Bird, with 8 W ‘:
excited face, was hurtling inte the Sxx!h-l i
hurled open Stuckey’s door, and l_lll""?‘“"d
without knocking. Stuckey of the Siath silin:
round at him. Stuckey had been “;: e
cheerily. e had killed two_birds wit hed!
stone—A\lossoo smacked, and Will Hay !]:\‘;rllcd
But ho ceased to smile as Dicky Bird
in, and grabbed up his cane.

“You cheeky little tick I’ he roared. a
you come here for another whopping

mood

“ave

right—bend over that chairl” KinZ
“You rotter ! roared back D.‘““;j ;31[:!’“
his list in the face of the astonished [
“You I\\'m'ul |
Stuckey gazed at him. “ you
“You skunk 1" howled Dicky. “T %

while be
caw YO

bag old llay's gown from his study |
anacks

was gone to Didham | Hear that?

you rottor! I jolly well know who do oN
Mossoo's head, “in the dark—and "‘,‘il'; [

ifay's gown muddy to stick it o !
- 5 xey. 1O
“You—rvou eaw—-"" gasped Stuc




«aring at Dicky Bird
You—yYou—you saw—

“y

ho 3i!|]‘11\l\(;.
Cd eyes
yolled Dicky.
+mchair! 1 saw you!l And
he MHead! Hear that, you

S vou're going to get old Hay
O Jocat I 1'm gomng to the 1ead,
nd you can take your choice,

ha study !

1 ik i
—and take it guick R
= “oqutiered Stuckey.
‘.“H the Head that! Come on,
can 00 Called Dicky Bird, and  he
im!

-‘J ""“,A(‘Al‘( the door.

Seop ! howled Stuckey, “I'l

ped v T
\Y na more. .\lr.l ay 1Y ¥
AL W pet, my  dear s pleaded
agch ™

Rty bb‘ sas adamant ! Will ITay blinked
Pr. *4 er his nosemippers!  Dr. Shrubb
v h;‘ 'ph;vn!, hand.  Will had been talking
Rares for whole minutes. His cloquence had
el ‘no more cffiect on Dr. Shrubb than
k. The Head had recovered
ns. He was calm again.
he was sorry {o part with
< such an outrageous action
sald mot bo overlooked. The fact that Will
f}{n't done it made no difference. All the
eridence was that he had done it! And that
het !
ey lu. h you well, Mr. Hay,"”
#in another sphere——""
B era——™ eailed 'Will,

“(ome, come, Mr. Hay ! That is to say, go,
"

on 3 duck

prad 107
¥

Hay!

said the Iead,

“ﬂ;! The door of the Head's study opened
nd & seared face looked in.  Stuckey of the

xth elmest crawled into the study. Dr.
Shrubb gl d at him impatiently.

“What uckey? \What 2
“]-T]—I—" babbled Stuckey.

“What 7"

“l=I-I—I—" Stuckey seemed unable to
get further.

“What do vou mean, Stuckey!” exclaimed
Dr. Shrubb. *I can gather no meaning what-
wer from a constant repetition of the first
persons! pronoun.™

“I-I-I—TI've come to—to—to—I—I"ve coma
to—"
&“l» em aware that you have
Stuckey ! Aly, Hay has come, and yon have
cme, too!  But why have you come?”

—I—I've come to—to—to own up,

come, too,

sir 1"

:“I';'d Stuckev.  “I—I—I'm awfully sorry,
u’- ut—but 1 felt that—that [ ought to—to
P Up vow—now AMr. Hay's sacked, sir—I

=1 did i,
: ha-a-a.g 47

I=I—1 bib-hub-borrowed Mr. I1a
» tod—and did it, because Moss

s gown,
o Dong

inacked ;v :
I."(\:rl 1y Lead to-day, sir—and—and—and
“p. ¢ 10 own up, sir 1"

-

my soul " grasped Dr. Shrubb.

“Thgy o) sardines " "oxclaimed Will Tay.
ogr gipeon 2 of course, bless my soul | My
“M

Eave L:p”a'v I beg your pardon! I should
e thay 0 YOu better, Mr, Hay! Pray hand

y ¥ cane before you leave my study "
Dicky p: . : * *
M, ,'”‘f.‘}m‘ was in the passage when Will
’_-‘I“m\mg along, showing all his
~and 137 Brin. One look at Will was
LUK, .r,,,"k) grinned, too!
Quitg v °. he gasped,
iy Birg yoned Will,
a lﬁl‘ ;-!u(d”{‘}“'d off 1o tho junior day-room
%t YAy b "ews. In the Bondover Fourth
u“"—d Ly S:"'D)‘ satifaction, It
sl up, uckey of the Sixth!
br"t"’ 'vn:\jlhm frank and manly way,
&;'r""u\d. ]L“l the rack—but by the time
B 0Y Almat’ finished with the cane, Billy
“ady Tt wished that he had sacked him

was not
Having

Wiy
%6l 101t o

“rtainly the limit, but there is
'4..,,"“':0 1 1 the Iimit, but th

e laughn in his [rerther funny

., oy
of ek, Tl thin snerry miaster again,
h"“r;;‘i’,'[',’,’::;;r bright and breesy garn

SO IN AND GeTt
\'“Tr;_Snmz OF PCQUAINTED

QURLY g,
c\Rcus‘S

LUMME! A SUICIDE"
L MUST SEVE HIM!

{LL MAKE ONE
MORE ATIEMPT!

"]-'”7\””. lads !
T'othier day 1 got a scmi-holida,

50
cires. I wenb to the circus,  Th

ete., and such like,

Stainless doing his stoff again !

R 038 was an old
pal of mine and tald me to make myself at hcmé,

under the

It was topping under the big top untll I saw
a guy making a meal out of three fect of the best
Sheflield steel,  Now, thinks me, a {ella must be
fed up with life to feed himself with a sword,,so
I dashed to the reseuve.

GER-CHER, MUTT!
'MTHE SWORD
SWALLOWER !

3. Then, pardon my blushes,

out of his swallows.

but this bloke
turned out to Le the professional sword-
I had heard simmat about one swallow
make a surmmer, but this chappie mnade a living
1 was on edge for nuthin',

swallower.
don't

4. Secing that I didn't seem to swallow his
story, he showed me how it was dons and how to
do it, and he certainly could take it. Then into
the picture stepped the vill of the piece and
told us to hand over our hard-earncd.

'LL BORROW YQUR T001H)
% PICK ! ~—=
SR, g

Y

Sam

5. At this,
o which w

“ gurgle-glug ! b

I had a monthiul of sword at the timeo.

tugged it from Lis tonsils and said:

your toothpick and 'l tick

word-swallower  went
s suying n mouthful, as

But 1
“Lend my

lo up this tough egg !

Ty o (N

HE CAN RUN L
r's:nsn'ea ARAN
ME!

7 o wagn't the kind of worm
N(:;slg"ll hll«-‘.--wm outpaced me lllll:l
wiping  the persplr-—penspir—das
from my forchead,
gave the horse

1 gave him best
a poke \ﬂlh famn's Sunday Jolnt.

that turns.
1 was lelb
1L |—sweat
and nlo

The bad lad did, and beat

6. See my peint ? ,
1t whilo I came after him like an electrie-light bill
I mean tho charge of tho light brigade.

But 00n 1 had bellows to mey

* Come back, you worm !’

NOW (LL DEAL let‘1
— You'!

4, so I bellowed:

SRR AR

1ASTE THAT
' i

g. Now Old Faithful didu't llke that, and lashed
out. Bonk! Ile Leefed me In the rudder and—
oopsldaley [—1 went salling tluough the strato-
sphere and brought that fylng footpad to a full
“stop. Bo I'll come to full stop myself now.
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