_i 71 SUPER STURIES, ILLUSTRATED JOKES, CARTOONS, etc. INSIDE!
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THE LATEST LAUGH-RAISING EXPLOITS OF FUN-MAKER NUMBER QNE...

Fhoto by Courtesy of Gainsborough Pictures, whose latest film starring WILL HAY will shortly be shewn at your local cinema. Look out for it.—Ed,

»

>

“« OOD-MORNING, boys
“Good-morning, 5 §

Will Hay, master of the Fourth

Form at Bendover, breezed across

the room and sat down at his desk, but not

before he had slanted a suspicious glance at

the seat of his chair. 1le knew all about that
schoolboy joke with the drawing-pin.

Iaving called the roll, he perched his glasses
on the end of his nose and squinted round at
his scholars. Most of the hoys looked reason-
ably clean and tidy at that hour of the day,
but Will's brow puckered with displeasure as

he fixed a gimlet eye upon the shining, moon- |

like face of Tubby Green.

*Green !”
es, sir?? .
op- chewing  the cud ! ordered
nly.  “What are you cating ?”

** Nothing, sir!”

“Then swallow it at once, and pay attention
to me ! Will nodded to the Form in general,
as though to convey the impression that he wis
a stickler for discipline. * Any questions this
morning ¥ e went on, gazing round over the
top of his nose-nippers,

“Yes, sir!” eried Havers brightly.

“Drat the boy !” muttered Will, with an
inwvard groan. **Yes, Havers?’ he beamed.
“I'm glad to find yvou still thirsting for know-
ledge, so to speak! What is it you waut to
know, my boy 7 ’

Do you know Ilimazaz, sir?”

“Do I know what 7”2 demanded Will,

“Dao you know Iimazaz, sir?”

“Himazaz?” cchoed Will, biting his lip.
“I suppose you—er—really mean  Ihnazaz?
Margate wouldn't do, would it?”

**No, sir!” answered Havers.

Iimazaz !” ki

“Well—er—let me sce!” murmured Will,
stroking his chin with a reflective forefinger
and thumb. “As a man who has travelled the
world, I know lHimazaz, of course, but only
very slightly ! I—er—never ctayed there for
any length of time. Too much malaria about !
Look it up in the gazetteer!” Will coughed,
and stared hard at Havers, * You understand,
my boy *”  Then, addressing the class as a
whole: “Any more questions #”

*“¥es, BIEP «o :

Will groaned. ‘

“The little poultice !” he muttered, beaming
upon Havers, *““What is it this time, my boy 1"

“Do you know Himazaz, sir?”

“I've just told you that I know it only
slightly I replied Will, his voice running up
the scals, “Ilang it all, my boy, don't you
mndersiand plain English?  “Hem—to be per-
feetly frank, don’t know anything at all
sbout Himazaz!” -

Will

“Tt must be
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“That's a pity, sir!” said Ilavers, a picture
of disappointiment, ;

“Why is it a pity 7 demanded Will. “What
do youw want to know about }imazaz?”

“1 owant to know where he is, sir!”

“Where who is 77 gritted Will, with a mirth-
less snile. ** Where who is?”

*Him-as-has stolen my
answered MHavers.

“Ha,.ha, ha!” roarcd the Fourth.

“0O boy! O boy! O boy!” chortled Tubby
Green.

~Silence ! eried Will, glaring round the
room.  “*That’s not funny, young ITavers! In
fact, T think it's very silly I What's more. T'm
putting my foot down from now on! This
FForm’s going to be ruled with a rod of iron!
No more messing about, mark you, or you're
for it!”

Nodding a waruing, he walked across to the
blackboard and waited for the excited whisper-
iug to die down. Ile had a new stick of chalk
in his hand, -

“We will devote the first part to writing
your weekly letters home ! he aunounced.
*Smart !” -

“Yes, siv?” answered the japer-in-chief, his
freckled face shining with innocence.

“What is to-day's date, my boy 77
Twenty past nine, sir!” answered Jerry.

“I_asked for the date, vou little wart, not
the time I” snorted Will. " It's the lifteenth,
isn't it ?” ;

“All day, sir!” :

“Therr why didn’t you say so at once,”
demanded Will. -

Turning lis back wpon -the Form, Will
essayed to write the date upon the blackhoard,
frowning with annoyance when he found that
the new stick of chalk made no impression at
all: the blackboard remained blanlk !

“Strange,” he muttered, closing one eye and
squinting at the chalk. “1t's a bit on the
soft side, but it ought to write, confound ‘it 1”

Trying again, ho pressed hard upon  the
chalk, but still he couldn’t get a result. The
blackboard still remained blank,

indiarubber, sir!”

HAY .....11

He’s made you laugh on the screen.
He's made you laugh on the stage.
He's made you laugh on the radio.

“ NOW WILL HAY IS HERE, iN
PRINT, TO gezﬁ@\uummc:

= |

“-:';;\:&. Ik

“Queer,” went on Will, tilting his mortqr.
board over hig right ear and scratehing s
head.  “Rummy, you might say!” !

His schiolars were watching him furtively as
e tried to write the date for the third thne
an_cxplosive titter breuking from them whey
Will lost his temper, muttered fiercely, and
flung the offending chalk hard vpon the Acor,

“Dash it ! he shouted; and no sooner did
the chalk strike the floor than it bounced up-
wards and hit him in the eye.

“l1la, ha, ha!” laughed the Fourth,

“0 boy.! O boy! O boy!”

“ Silence I” shouted Will, swinging round and
and fixing a watery eve upon the freckled face
of Jerry Smart. *Have I got to thank You
for planting a stick of rubber chalk upen my
desk 7” e demanded sternly

“0h, no, sir! eried .
Liave to thank me at all!?

“Oh, 1dou't, don’t T7” nodded Will, “That's
very kind of you! Now come out here, for
T'm going to dust your pants for vou! And
here's something else you'd better know ! From
now on I'm not standing any nousense! A boy
who tries any funny stulf is asking for trouble’
Jend over, you young rascul !

Taking a new cane off the mantelpicce, Will
moistened  his palms and  preparved 1o give
Jerry Swmart three of the best where they were
calenlated to do most good.

Jerry, unperturbed, turned his head awml
winked at the Form, %

“One!” called Will, laying on the first
stroke. .

*Oooooch I squealed Jerry, wriggling.

“Two!” chimed Will, delivering the second
stroke.

- **Ooooo-ex !” 5

“Three!” eried Will, putting an extra bit
of ginger behind the last swipe.

BANG !

The cane. specially prepared by young Jerry
Smart, exploded with an ecar-splitting Y“l“":
which made Will leap about three feet ml(‘
the air and go reeling across the room. ']':
Form hooting with werriment as he lost a:lr
balance, grabbed two handfuls of thin e
and fell hackwards into a roomy wastepslt
basket.” llere he remained, for a full mm:' .
wedged and helpless, staring "‘.’"“‘l_‘“f‘,lii[
over the top of Y) s nippers, which were 3
‘perched aslant upon the tip of his nose.

“gu. l“ll’ ())mb'." i O by ¥

“0 boy oy ! ay | .

“Silence !” rm}rml Will, strugeling mifvl:;f
the basket. “Iunny | Very fl'""l"fth :; Vol
with a sly grin at Jerry Smart. *Smaie o
were one too smart for me that time. < .
We'll let it pass!” courth

The lmlx.:]l?tcr subsided, for the Fau

“You don't

whﬁout permission strictly forbidden.
ai)




vill J1ay had taken the japc
1 D

t N an. - .
h ] sportsmm with the business of

e rea d ; b
'::‘ ,‘Ikc“dl no“(ol’r‘f'(;(;: parents,” said “\l“.
l.-\_\:‘r h""";. rgcl. to tell them what young
(%, 't fOTE] .
.‘-)9‘{‘({;:\11 arc
o3

< iligent scratehing of many
NLy the l‘?:};ﬁ-((.] the quictude of the
Noens dis ; Indeed, lhc” half-hour
g““r""mo{;"\\'riting home ” was per-
nllonm;]a”_hour of the week to _\\_}nch
the ”I""‘ gave their whole and undivided
P holars
Ex: : .
: news in the morning
g studicd the 1 addressed the Form,
H.un%’_“ Jooked up and ]
"'Trr'-“l\‘mlr papers to me a3 500N As you've
s Bring 4
hed,
fos
M,.:M(]al"""
”“im-d letters -an
nd in 1"1&1' s e
e Lo ‘ : Sk 5
{ miss. at the wart’s up to this time7”
o[ wonder whit he back of his head with
| «cratching the ba ek
1 m“‘"‘;hjp.;. “Np good, I'll bet! )
s e cad of the Fonrth from his
pemi=ii® ol his attention to the letter
wh he I\I Smart had written to his young
i «chool, his interest increas-

"Ae =u:!'-'“ Pyke, Jerry Smart, aud
2 R“}:l"a ross the Hoor and sur-
to Will. There was a cunning
little eyes which Will did

e
ich Je 4
whic ir. at @ prep

b every word he read.

m.: wil
apear” Stinker,”  began the  scrawled
e, —" Tou ask me what our new ’I'arm-
apler, You remember Pongo? Qur

"'u”lr'ufzml;?t like lim, only not so good-
parier b Ics a sly old bird, too. Some-
. m‘,;', prefends (o be entering things in
””“v',,/','/(,r whea all the time he's trying 10
,‘.'L’[aj",} winners in o a racing paper that's
;j:/'vlc the register. Dut he dimx_n t know that
'zl'u hrir/y'ml, of course. We get on :11!
,',,//,{, and 1 know he's very jond of me?—
Your loving brother,
“GERALD ANSTRUTHER SMART.”

“P.S.—Please  send  stink-bombs, as

promised.”

Will looked up from the letter, sqquc.d
vress ot Jerry Smart, and rubbed hard at hLis
wi. The japer-in-chicf, his hands clasped
vlately in front of him, was gazing dreamily

o space, an angelic expression upon his
Irekled countenance, . .
L'LAnzlruther ! snapped Will, rapping the

A bot fush rushed into Jerry's cheeks, but
ke ontinued to gaze into space.
“Awstruther 7 repeated  Will,
g
sl

louder this

Jerry appeared 1o be deaf, and the

" fellows looked about the room in_sur-
Anstruther was o new one on them!

et name to go to bed with! B

4,:‘,‘;:'“]'1 Anstruther Smart ' called Will,
J"-'rn' .Il:ij: z;::h‘;\ i

g "' ccks flaming, sat

up with a

r.v,u spéak, sir?” he asked politely ;
¢ U8 a warning glitter in his eyes.

Ldig, :
')J')«‘,] 1y dear Anstruther 1" beamed Will.

bing ang D boy1 0 boy I” exploded T'ubby
“ Farorok 10Dl of micrrimoent ran round
Ty To0m,

p 1Y boy,” Will went on, fquinting
ion gy & derry, “who js this Pongo
o I Y Our Jopga) 9

o0 or !
A0 Kip x“d."mr] .],,”-\-’

e as though in
» POongo's a pet

‘ we had, but
Vb | .

Wit o petr e d Wil « A noblo
it frealuce, ng douht 77
VI A i
9 i aEn’ barticularly handsome,”
b cheoky grin.  “Pongo was

Ny t
ey

b gt (3
Losed Ty

; Aziligy, baboon, sir, with a

ey 3 gy W

".wl,q‘l-hl(_ :\h"":" nodded Will. I won't

M erypoqnt L Get on with your letter-

tu lpartbody .

bt led )

" I“»I@. pp:"']ed])' 23 he spread out a

“Mgttor 1 20 vaw thay it was Reggie
‘r Who “f;s f“h?r, Dunkley Pyke, 8

* ®ecking o posifion at tho

5 ; s
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::}ol':ou! Tt was nual for n,.
- :nl*"'han lu:]lf A dozen Jine,
- 1) i
\y|.h~l_y Otumer,y

ERIC 0 write
but this Iotfer

+ Atd tho ine, Werg

spaced,
“Rummy 1
AR TTTIoN Y
through. tjya Jo i d \}",}'. afte
i s r

s ;! r be had run
Hothing ),

. ¢ C _Appears ty |y

Iowit . 10

litto war, “:\ﬂ‘"ll)]“llgnl,].},.! '’ certain e

Landed 106 thhe skl B odirty ol when he
With Pyke's Jettor «

el Ly peo ‘lllill’_('l||'4]'fno(] in his han,
: : P hreplacn ang

;“S stance before ), blaza oy, \'l'l ouk' g
hands bhehiy| his bacl: In this ‘”Gf vt
Dosition hn_ ran his ey over th: U)r”' n}rmh!rr

resiming his reading | e
What's t)e joke, 1

a sirk upon ),

of Pyka's lettor,

S :
Pyke ™ jin atked, catehing
cad’s foxy fuce,

. 5]\'lt rought juet flashed e, my mind, <jr!”
v VL see that it doesn'y get away 1" gy ad
Will. Ty o poor lit

thing,
itself |~
Having armed  Lipeelf sufliciently, Wi
strode back 1o 4 desk and spread oul P ko's
letter for a second reading, 1en he 'Ll)\"‘Jll
sudden start, for in between cach of the L:\id;-lv
spaced lines of writing liad appearcd other
lulx‘r‘*. which hadn’t heer, there before,
Invisible ink, ehin mused Will thought-

fully. “And the he i ire ug
it il e :.,'”‘ of lh§ fire has Lrought

“Dear Pa,”

read Will, “T've got a2 g d
e o ve got a grand

getting that old fool Ilay out o
Jendover.  And Dr., Shrubb, as J\-.-nil )ilf \\)(E
work our cards propely ! Having ol those
two the chuck, you'll L able to Mr_-;’) in and
become headmaster, Here's the wheeze: Get
Croker, your gardener, to come to DBendover
and pretend 1o be a near relation of Hay's.
Bribe Lim 1o kick up & real old shine and
make a nunisance of himself.  Get the ides,
pa? T've never coon Croker sober, but that
will be all the better, won't jt7 I mean, if
he turns np a bit giled, Hay will be fired for
a certainty, and I expect old Shrubb will go,
as well, for having chgaged Hay. It's up to
you, pa! ¢
“Rec.”

“Cheerio!

Smiling sweetly, Will looked up and pecred
over his nosc-glasses at the crafty face of
Reggie Pyke.

i

hat swipe :
will Hay put his bl l“:udt‘n‘obla somersault

But’ Wil noarly turned 8 to00 Ld, glving

1470 o7 e
'“’,‘TW__H:{S :

him tha sheck of his

EVERY FRIDAY

“A fine, manly epistle, my bov " he said,
makitie” great ceremony  of sealing the .en-
Yelope. * Your fsther should be proud of you
when ho recoiyes siuch o long, intelligont letter |
I particalarly liked that b i
tom vibiat n fine fellox I
You love apd rerpect the He
ments do you great eredit, o boy, and ane
day | Lope 10 repay you for thoswa kind waords |
With kneals on, sou little wart V' ke added
under Lis breath :

i,

But Reggio Pyke would not have felt rearly
ko comfortable if he had known what Will Hay

was planuing on his behalf.
‘
A. wave is better than going to sea!
-Whoopee 1" :
Snorter Kelly, porter at Bendover, planked
down his cup of “cold tea and ran to the
door of lis lodge, Approaching the school
gates at -a_shambling gallop was the anclent
four-wheeler  from I)("ll”l")'lr:v “Station, its
sbassenger, head and shoulders thrust out of
a window, roaring the maritime ditty in a
huky vojce which awoke ~echocs acrosa the
peaceful countryside.,
The zongstor w
with a purplish n

LIFE en the occan wave is Lotter than
gomy to tea, A life on the ocecan

s a burly, red-faced fellow
, & ginger mou-tache, and
watery blue eyes; and his taste, in the matter
of dress, was rather “loud.”  His suit was of
a draught-board pattern, and he wore his
narrow-brimmed brown bowler over one ear.

“Hi, pull up, Ben Hur! shouted Kelly,
taking up a position beiween the iron gates.
“Fink vouw're 'aving a chariot race, or some-
think? * Whoa, mare!” No soouer did  the
cab come to a standstill than the dsor swung
open, and the passenger fell out upon  his
hauds and knees. *“Nind you don’t spill any,
mister " cautioned the school porter.

The passenzer was grinning happily as he
picked himseli up and s aved across to the
vith outstretehed hand.

d to meet you, Dr. Shrubb ! he said.
*Just come from Paris to visit glorious
Bendover! I chew the flannel i

“Oh, yeah?” drawled the porter *You've
certainly ad somcthink that don't agree with
you !”

il

4 %E T

h young Jerry Smart a leason.
he wanted to ‘"c.c.lnu d cane exploded
y prepare
e lifo.
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\ “
«As I said before, my dear Dr. Shrubb,
flew the Channel "
“Ah, that's

1

different ! ;:rinnm‘l ]{rl“,\'?
iste ster! in't Dr. Shrubb, and 1
SRt '“XL:HI. you'll "ave to drive

you want to sce the ] ’
round to ‘is 'ouse!l  The calby knows the

way 1”

“Thanks very much,
the stranger, lifting hi
and {alling backwards through the ope

e cab. - .
u[“‘l];m:"t‘ mench 1" hegged Kelly, hoisting )"l”:
into the decrepit vehicle and slamming lt(
door “I know the "Eadll be pleased to see
yer! I don't think 12

It was about five mi
school In‘n];{r 2i|‘|mm]]x

9 cad s stndy
(Io‘olx(‘gillphcin 1 ecalled Dr. Shr}lhb.

“A person insists upon seeing you,
announced the butler, with a fastidious

“Who is he?” demanded the
“What's his name?” B

“The name, my dear old Dr. Shrubb.” said
the purple-nosed stranger, pushing lus way
past the butler, *is George Pyke—Mister
George Pyke—the long-lost brother of Mister
Dunkley DPyke! T've come to see my dear
m‘phv\\: Reggie, whom I last sdw when he was
so high!” :

He held up forefinger and thumb to illus-
trate his meaning, which made Rm:glc‘t\\'o
inchies in height when he last saw his Uncle
George.

“I'm tickled . to death to meet you, Dr.
Shrubb 1”  added the, visitor, producing a
frayed cigar aud proceeding to light up.

“Won't you sit down, NMr. Pyke?” asked the
Head, frigidly polite. “If, as you say, you
haven't scen Reggie for some years, I will
send for him at once! Rawson,” he said.
turning o the shocked butler, “tell Mr. Hay
to send Pyke to me at once! Hurry, please!”

The Head heaved a deep sigh of relief when
the door opened aud Reggie Pyke sidled fur-
tively into the study. Behind him came Mr.
Hay, his Form-master, and there was a merry
twinkle in Will's cyes.

“Well, well, if it ain't our young Reg!”
shouted Uncle George, jumping up and throw-
ing loving arms round the astonished junior.
“Don’t you know your old nunk teg !”

Gripping the horrified youngster's shoulders,
he held him at armslength and beamed into
his bewildered eyes; then, as though over-
come by avuncular affection, he pulled Reggie
towards him and gave him a smacking kiss
upon the forchead. y

“If you ain't the dead spit of your father!”
went on Uncle Géorge. “The same long nose
and ferrely cves. Ain’t yvou pleased to see
your old nunky, Reg? Ilic!”

“Take your filthy paws off me, you rotter !”
shouted Pyke, glaring about him like a
trapped animal.  “ Leggo, you

“That is not the way to talk to your unecle,
Pyke!” came the Head’s stern rebuke. -

“He's not my uncle !” cried the junior, shed-
ding tears of fury. “I've never seen his ugly

I'm sure!” hiccoughed
< brown bowler politely
n door

mutes later when the
cepectully upon the

sir !”
eniff:
Head.

leg

mug before in my life! Pa- hasn't got a
brother—"
“Oh, yes. he has—hic,” broke in Uncle

Gr~or;;-:; “but T won't say that he's proud of
me. Y'see, Reg, I'm a rolling stone, the black
sheep of the family—hic—but I've returned to
the fold at last.  Ain't you going to introduce
your long-lost nunky “to your littlo play-
matest” i

L i,xlnl's.!hc- very thing I was about to sug-
gest I said Wil squinting at tho fuming
Regpie over his nose-nippers.  “I'm sure yvour
nephew  will be delighted to entertain  you
during your visit. And don't hurry to got
away, Mr, Pyke. To-day's a hulf-htjliduy 0
Regrio will be able to show you all over the
school, ‘I‘|r.~t of all,” Will went on, “we'll g0
to the Fourth Form Room, for I can sce that
Reggie is cager for You to meet Jerry Smart
un(l“lln\'vrs. and the rest of the hoys1” !
JWell, so-long, old sport !” grinnec i
g;_corgp. ll[tlpg his hat to the Kllnnd.l q'nlc'll(i
&/op n again ona of these fine days! Hie!
-ome on, Reg! Tuke nunky’s hand 1"
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DIN 1is teeth 1n impotent fury,
I‘}i\'.?gli.\ec I‘,_\ ke found }lu-m,wlglv:n“
unilkr-d out ‘of 3}"" study ann-d
with his Uncle (nﬂr.':u;_ warbled Tnele

4The more we .\Lo :{:gzv“lu:r.”m il
l(:c?m}‘{l’icl? JX%::"‘-fr?cmls are my {t;:x'n:j‘;—
" shat “up. you—you'se. bxcn__' {m ing
hi tl Pike. barng hl“ p\)l!\.z;‘ o
'Jlif:):l'\'e et e down—yonve I-l_ t c }-ir\:‘:'
down, You iotter. hy nn}_ you come "- n‘.‘-r

“Come chided W '“', f‘roi::;‘}l:\ uuclf':
“You _should N‘L“ i i
Reggie I* What sort 2
Pyke?” - .

“Hideous little brat! N 3
\\ih{;ii'n]:\ over his shoulder. :\v!'ld }xe\&c:;\t
cem to have improved by L““l;l‘].gf(, caught
it ain’t his fault, though. One day. Jl-o\“x fhc
his nose in the mangle. and it’s never r
came since.  Ain't that =0, Rt‘tgl}‘. ) )

«Np;, it ien't!?” shoum'd the _v_:m;o‘r, alr::r(;;
foaming at the mouth. Then. x\{_} k.\nr:c.m"l
the - Form-rcom, he cnﬂn_ged. s u;: iy
manner. - “ Wouldn't you like to see the p a.'
ine fields, Uncle George?’ he .Fkr-.d._m"\_l
I “The scenery’s beauti-

come ! | I to
be pleased
I of baby

«aid Uncle George.

ily, wheedling: voice. t
oily, wheedling: ; b
ful reund here, and -a long “'nlk in the
countfy, -out towards the disused.quarry—

Tm going to—hic—meet

insisted Unecle George, as

It outside the door of the
C

“No.-my- lad -
your boy friends”
he lurched to a ha
Form-room. . =~ °

‘“1t's all right, boss—it's my birthday to-day ! '

A deafening uproar died away as the trio
entered the room, for the Fourth had been

swift to take advantage of their Forni-
master’s nbs_onco ;. but no sooner did Will's
scholars catch sight of the purple-nosed

stranger in the draughtboard suit, than a
thunderous outburst of laughter threatened to
crack the ceiling, .

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

§0 boy! O boy! O bhoy!”

“Silence ! shouted Will, scowling over his
?pgczdnppqﬁ. "ann't You see that we've got a
disitor  with us? 4 i B
et B2, uncle.‘;\’uo“ me to introduce

“His uncle?”

“Oh, my hat1”?

. Will Hay’s introduction had caused a sensa-
tion, as never for a moment had the Fourth
:]n_mg:ll'ncd that  this scemingly  dissolute,
0:‘3:‘1 \lfrl)lyllout could be reluted to any Bend:

Reggie Pyke looked hot. moist, and uncom-
forinl)v.o.!ns he faced the Form. Taken all in
ull, Will's scholars were a happy-go lucky lot
of- rascals, Reggio being the one and only
exception.  Reggie, in addilion to being a
sneak, was a suob as well, for ho never tired
of bragging about a noble ancestor named
Rufus Pyke, who had fought at Agincourt,

And now he'd got to admit cloco relation-
Sll‘l‘p to purple-nosed Unelo George.

){A!(L‘ll. you fellows,” he began, swallowing
.nlo ard thut his large Adam’s applo popped
down behind his dickey. “This gentleman is

my uncle, Caplain Gecren 1
faimous big game huﬁx‘.‘-rs‘ 1.‘Le, N
*Ha. ba, ha!" roareg (:l'd 5
for a prame joke on P\L.“.’ .
"0 boy! O boy! ) po.h
Green, C et

* Good-morning, Upel

“How goes 3t
Uncle (?.v;rg\‘, revhi £ unar

your—hic—good Lealth,” | «: 4
t his hip-pocket

¢ Yore

flask out of
the Fourth shuddered
T &d A ~ A oo
Urcle Geo U implore
“ What is it, Tiddleor
“We alwavs aall hpy
(wpl.nn-:d 1o the Form,
tial whisper,

> g

“They don't!” shrilled Prke, oot

fuming. "“I've never bee Hevea
S N callag o
“Ha, ha, ha!” en ealled T HH:?
O bex! O bay! O hay'e

“Let’s go for a walk:® thouied
desperatton, trying 1g deag o P““-h

towards the door, *I - L"”{c
¥ Yoy

" Want 1o )
old quarry— L

No. I can’t ﬂ"\j\\‘ dm?. Pyl

4 o o
ceverely. “Uncle George i f;ﬂ}md W
edge, then where would voy ot o OVer gy
“Then, please may T shay big
¥ UM rogy

grounds, siri”
craflty eyes.
“Certainly ! returned
suspicious  glance at the boy's
“Would vou like me ta come yj

“Oh, no, sir!" cried Pyke. in his o

asked Pyke,

oily way. “I wouldn't dream of P B
to that inconvenience, sir!  Bodides {",’
George and I have fam .

3 ¥ omatters tg g
Come on, uncle!” Grrousg

“Well, so-long. my little mey!
waved a cheery farewell with
bowler-hat. “T'll be sceing you again,

“TH bet you won't!" growled the urhay
Reggie, whose one idea was :o got hiy i
spicuous relative as far away from Bend
as quickly as possible. X

Reggie’s large cars were bri
burning as hie steered his o
carridors, for Uncle Ge

€0n-

Over

t red and
nien down the
msisted  wpoa
overy master,
senior, and junior they encountered on the'r
way to the door.

*Bye-bye, old sport ! sheuted Uncle Geergs,
coming face to face with Dr. Shrubb on the
front steps.  “Whoopee!”

“Are you seeing your uncle @ promiss
Pyke " asked the Head, in frigid accents

“Y.yves, sir!” stuttered Reggie. “I thirk
it’s time he went, sir, don't you®”

“T most cortainly do!” returned the Hesd
giving Uncle George a diriy look. *You
might explain to him that we do net e
courage visitors in mid-term! Good<day
you, sir!”

“So-long. yer Ni
blowing a kiss. o T

“You shouldn’t talk to the Head like tif

bs!”

grinned Uncle Goorgt,

uncle ¥ protested  Pyke. hotcheeked 3
panic-stricken.  *The  rotter’s gaot fif &
into me as it is—him aud old Hay—
“Don't vou like Mr. sy’ vt
“Could “anybody like that ol asi S
Pyke, a contemptuous grin x'{'x‘"v.""l_rr._;
countenance. “But he's got a lovel¥ S

packet coming to him any tine "n“:'o‘.,,.-n
and old Shrubb are gomg ou ®
their ear!” 5
“Vindictive sort of cove, arent
asked Unele George. «
“You'll see!” r:lurncd Pyke “{’.L‘I-"“
of all, uncle,” he went on, T 1'm F\:KF It
vou the Javanese glassfish e Pt
" “The whati"” asked 1 "“"“F;;; Ylh'
“The Javanese glassfish!” repedi g
“They're transparent, but
flashing about when the suns e
But you've got to look very clos Goorsts
“Of course!” no‘l«‘}.-d L:|rl-t'1,<:ﬁshl' 1
s ike to seo a Javares® So o ode
h;{‘:-l.;lcliixl:g the edge of the I‘““li “;ﬁ ﬂm",‘f
bent himself double and SHare aters 'l.“J
into the depths of the mura.‘,\' and PO
suddenly, he gave a slmr[“: ? ]
oxcitodly with a skinny fl”h‘ﬂ',.' he she?
“There's one, Uncle Georse” e
(Continuad on page s

t of Ben

"
you. Reg:
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of the green trees that covered tho higher
slopes was luring them on.

Above the trumpeting of the clephants roto
the chant of the Lupus. The natives were
driving the beasts with long canes, but taking
great care not to irritate them

Nearer and nearer they drow to the bottle-
neck of the punchbowl, and \\'nn‘dn began to
run at top speel, because he hadn't one second
to spare 1f he were to save the beasts. o
stooped as he ran, streaking upen flying feet
to 1311- Lottle-neek.,  The elephants were now

crowding head to head as they came on, form-
ing a solid sereen which hid Wanda from the
eyes of the Lupus.

“At sight of ll}r running figure of Wanda, the
clephants smlmml in their tracks, with the
opening of the narrow pass not a hundred
paces ahead of them. They were used to
black men. but few of them had seen the
bronzed, muscular white youth clad in leopard
«kin who flashed across their path. Lifting
their trunks, they let cut a shattering trumpet-
ing that alarmed the Lupus.

That momentary stoppage gave Wanda the
time he needed. At top speed he had covered
the last half-mile of grassland, and now he
sprang up on a large rock in the pass and
faced the clephant herd, with feet spread out
and arms outstretched. - The wind tossed back
his golden hair, played upon the rippling
muscles, lit up the blue eyes of the white man
of the wilds. - S

Standing on the rock, Wanda let out the
bull-ape ery of challenge. It was the call
with which he often frightened the animal
dwellers in the wilds, and he meant to turn
the elephants back with it.

Looking up the slope to the foothills, Barney
saw the figure of the white man poised upon
the rock.

“Suffering  snakes!™
there! Who's he?”

Serpa squinted, shading his eyes against the
sun.

“He's a white man,” he answered; “but he
can’t be Wanda. Wanda’s back in the forest,
Barney.”

“That’s what you think !” howled Redbeard
as he quickencd his stride. “Why should he
be? Remember that uproar in the camp last
night?  Somcbody was there, and it might
have been your accursed Wanda.”

The elephants had come to a dead stop, the
rear ranks crowding upon those in front. The
Lupus were beginning to use their driving-
canes and shouting.

he yelped. “Look

WILL HAY AT BEMNDOVER

(Continuved from page 532.)

“And there’s another! Look!
down, or you’ll never sce them!”
Obediently, Uncle George bent down and
asped his hands upon his knees, a posture
iich exposed the broad seat of his pants to
anyone who might have planned a treacherous
assault upon the most substantial portion of his
anatomy. i

“Keep looking, Uncle George !” encouraged
Pyke, Lacking away and fixing a crafty eye
upon his target. “Can you see any glassfish 7”
P darned if 1 can!” returned Uneclo
George, still stooping and staring.

“You soon will1” promised Reggie; and
bracing himself, he took a running kick at the
scat of Uncle George's pants.

Now, it 0 happencd that Uncle G
5 Yenc corge
hopped nimbly aside at that very momclgt.
’\\'nh th;s. ]ro.;u]t that Reggic kicked nothing
more solid than aj e iling i
o i ir and went sailing merrily
Splus}xl
Sending up a shower of
dizappeared from right for
and when at last he return
lo?ll\'c-dllllkn a drowned rat,
o blinked and puffed and snorted
1:p]nsh0_d lis way towards the sida nfcllhenlsukhoc
?hrcoo\?"g slpolcgnc}l’u that made Unclo Goorgé
v back M i v
fh‘ronty lnug}lllt!er.o.ld and go off into howls of

sideﬁ{.n\v. haw, haw !” 3o bellowed, holding his

Look! Bend

cl

dirty water, Pyke
a good ten geconds,
ed to the surface he
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yan began to run. ”
I‘“L‘)Tl\:‘i !«]:::“up the pass,” ho hn\\ln)d. lmll’;
they try to turn, ki}l}ll ‘em. l'!l retltlo the has
[ jeddling white man. . )
nf];l”!||r:nl:|‘|rl|lg "Lis rifle and pulled ‘ln‘gl;f;:)l(.
Wanda offered a splen(lul target as b\n 5
upon the rock, waving tho elephants back.
AT the rock behind Wanda,

The bullet chipped ¢ !

l\llJ(lI"lik'\‘)‘ lli;:lllln!nln tho white -savagoe leapt
‘lo'}‘:i‘;nl him,” yelped Barney, lowering  his
rifle,

Sorpa thrust an evil faco close to nrvl_rncy 8,
"[i? ‘\\'nu'\'u killed Wanda n'f the Wilds Il!l'
kill you for it !” he snarled. “1le's the son [
a millionaire and he's worth a fortune to uls.'
As Wanda leaped down, his lips )mrtq(l:n
an ape-like bellow. At his call, a n;xg;'}:
white elephant pushed its way through 14}
front line of the slnlllnn:xry h("g(l and stood
‘i mk uplifted and trumpeting.
“"[l:\l‘;llml” Enlled oul Wanda, for he and tho

‘hite elephant were old friends.

N ‘l'll‘l‘r(x“r»:'nmpl" answered tho great elephant,
and he knelt for Wanda to clamber on to his
back. .
With a prod of naked foot and a slap of the
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“Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell of merriment
from the bushes behind him.

“0 boy!
Green.

“Pyke!” shouted the stern voice
Hay, the Fourth Form master. “Come out of
there at once, you little tadpole.  You know

{:K(‘;Cl(’:’lly well that bathing is forbidden in the

“Ha, ha, ha!”
.\Vllls rusty gown was billowing” about him
as he strode down to the water, his scholars
at his heels. Nippers perched aslant upon the
:él}:]l o{_ his np;c, 11}(13 looked a picture of
olastic severity as he watch ie Pyk
scr‘nmhlc out of the pool. Ahad Tamach Kl

What's the big idea?” he

O boy! O boy!” chortled Tubby
of Mr.

demanded, as

Pyke stood in front of hj ippi i
0 im, dripping with
:Jvitmlf;t ‘Il.%(;k at you!” Will went on, in
mugn;'n.g!" et was a  clean collar this
::I'Tn, ha, ha|”
I've swallowed quarts of mud!” wailed

l’.\“kn, shuddering.

., “What for?” demanded Will.

i;l)s'. l];nd break!x:.:(. yYou greedy littlo wart!
1, by the way,” Lo added, as though sud-

denly ‘struck by an j @ L
for yon, Pyka ¥, a0 iden, “I've got something
“Me 7

“You've only

“« N
Your name's Pyke, isn't it1”

hand, Wanda made the whife
at the time when the |
up the Irucl(!][or"hu kill
Steering tho huge anjy 4
Wanda urged Alpﬁn I.,r“",.“,lll l"‘,i‘. joel,
answering his instructions, '".Ku b i'ph.:-.-
to use his trunk and tugky to l“ 0 bupy ,
of the herd about. Urn gl
Tho whole frent line of el !
round.  The lino next to lhoxlrl..";f" Whey,
and then the third line, untj) "“' i lxlui,.'i
tha thread of the silver river Were fae,)
Prodding and_urging Alplx.a on, W .
to his satisfaction the whela ]ll,'. ‘l‘
stampede,  Tho Lupuy SCALterag td begin e
their lives with wild yolly. Dy " ran )
ful herd was one thing fl“ll(lill"g "asy,
maddened herd was cortaiy, .]‘\nuyg up 4y .
The great white clephant f"\
perched. bebind the huge 1131)})“'\"[" Wan,
bered into the lead, and, n.n\\w.;? earn, g
instructions, headed for the Tt (”"( “lr.d.'l
Behind, teumpeting shrilly noy f',"”.‘ iver,
rest of the herd, the carth shakise Vowed e
ing to their heavy tread. '8 204 quiyg,.
From a point of safety
watched their “fortune in i

lephay,

AUPUS Vg Py Wh,

'ln-l,a.:.‘

andy y

da

Barney and S,

v he vory ” van:
sight, oblivious of the mangleg hm?j':hh frim
native beaters who hadn’t | niivd ol the

een i
to get clear of the stampeding ],?‘f:;(k b

As the last of the herd Crosse
Barney shook his fist and cursed.
“l’L‘hm'c gucs] ? fortune!
tuskers! — And lost through a ey e
savage. I wish that hullr'f.[,hml l:irlll.erd”[l‘ ‘!\J"
Ser{)a clutched him by the arm his n,”m'
eves bright and greedy. ! Troveg
“Don’t worry about the clephants,»
“Wanda is casier money—you fnrmv'
that his father left a mi]fionl '
maybe, that someone clse is now
millions he’s not entitled to spend—-
“You mean the money ceally belon
\V]l'ltgc savage?” growled Bnrnef‘.
“Sure! And it’s going ta bel
Barney. Listen 50108 to belong to s ag
And while Wanda was driving the elephanty
to safety, the two white hunters made plans Eo
capture the millionaire savage and to e bim
for their own crooked ends.

Tough
I the forg,

;
Ever oo -

he said.
¢ t, Bamv_f,
Yon forget,
spun,r,]ing the

35 to thiy

Wanda, master of the wilds, is up agninst
new enemies—enemies of whom he has had
no crperience. Do not miss the thrilling
clash, next weel:, wehen Wanda pits his jungle
powers against the modern weapons of the
white men,

“Yrog 1

“Then don’t ask silly questions!” snapped
Will, producing a f{oolscap envelope from the
recesses of his rusty gown. “This is your
property, I believe

The junior took one glance at the envelope
and then stared up at Will with wild, gogglisg
eyes. . .
“Tt's my letter to pa!” he cried. “T thougit
it had been posted !”

“It kind of slipped my memory
Will. *“Was it important?”

“Uncle George—" began

“Don’t you call me Uncle
snipe,” shouted the big fc].low‘
gerous. “I’m no relation of yours, an
were a nephew of mine I'd keep 1t 8
secret ! psle,

11

17 besmed

Pyke indignantlr:
(ieorge, you H¢
Jooking, da&

if yol
clo®

he
“Then—then—"  stammered Yol
dread truth slowly dawning upon .
mean that this is a put-up job—a "’:]‘n s
“Just that!” agreed the other. Lu] me
actor, a pal of Mr. Iay’s, and h“'nlh\. port
to come down to Bendover and play ch 1ot
of Uncle George! He'd got = l“”;so o
S0mMeone was going‘ to play the sau i
rick n him—’ ¥ i
‘ '5'i‘]1\:\‘:$’< 0 !” nodded Will, with & ‘E:t: ahie
smile. “You see, you little wart - folle?
to read between the linest If 3
what T mean.” yis
4 100!
IWILL HAY 1will be back ﬂ”"‘":x::-‘.. o
another bright, breezif I!cnll’ﬂl;""'a{"’ s
your order for ** The PILOT L wiL o]
word to your pals to read abos! merche™
the greatest fun and laughter
fiction!




