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SPECIAL TO “The PILOT.”...Grand
double fun-feature—complete picture-strip
and story—of the latest laughable exploits of
WILL HAY, the world’s merriest Form-master.

HERE HE IS AGAIN!

THE ONE AND ONLY WILL HAY, STARRING IN—

AN

(By Courtesy of
Gainsborough Pictures)

6 HAT is the lesson 7 boomed Colonel
Chatterton.

“Qeneral knowledge,” answered
Will Hay hastily.

The Bendover Fonrth grinned. First lesson
in the Fourth was invariably Latin, but Will
Hay, master of the Fourth, preferred to have
his Form to himself when he handled them
on this subject.

The chairman of the governors had looked
in that morning, as he too often did. Will
_was used to facing an audience. But he did
not like an audience in the Latin lesson. Latin
was not Will’s long suit, and even his regular
verbs were sometimes a little irregular.

But. Will, if he hadn’t deep stores of classical
knowledge, had presence of mind. He changed
that lesson on the spot to general knowledge !
He felt safer in general knowledge.

“Hum |” said the colonel. “Well, let us
see | Proceed, Mr. Hay |”

Mr. Hay proceeded. .

The old colonel stood like a ramrod, with
a keen ear and a watchful eye. He had his
doubts about this new master on Dr. Shrubb’s
staff. Every fellow in the Fourth was grinning.
except Reggie Pyke. They all knew why Will
had washed out Latin so suddenly, and nearly
every man in-the Fourth was ready to back
him up. Nobody could help liking Will Hay
—except Reggie, who liked nobeody.

“ Now—er—er—er ?  pegan Will Hay.
“Now, my boys, you see—er—er——"

“I don't see her, sir,” said Dicky
innoecently.

“Eh? What?”? Will Hay grinned sheep
“You are smart, my boy.”

“Q0h, no, sir! I'm Birdt
next to me.”

Bird

Smart’s

Jerry Smart chortled.

“Silence ir the ¢lass!” rapped Wil Hay.
“Tt is no time for merriment, when a governor
of the school is present—far from it! Now,
what can you boys tell me about the Navy?
You, Carboy—name a type of battleship”

““ A cruiser,’”’ answered Carboy.

“Very good! What drives it?”

“A serew, sir!”

“Ha! And who runs it?”

“A crew, sir.”

“What? Are you trying to be funny, Car-
boy? You’re a very bright lad! Where do
you come from ?”

“Crewe, sir!”

Will Hay rubbed bis nose, grabbed his nose-
nippers as they slipped off, and jammed them
back again The Fourth Form grinned
cheerily. - Cclonel Chatterton gave. a snort.

“Come, come! I will ask the boys a few
questions |” he grunted. “Now, my boys, what
can you tell me about the Air Forece?”

“Plenty, sir,” said Dicky Bird at once.
then.” -

“The Air Force, sir, is becoming as famous
for its flights as the Army for its retreats,”
said Dicky, brightly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”® shrieked the Bendover
Fourth, quite entertained by the expression
that came over the colonel’s face at that reply.

“What—what ?” boomed Colonel Chatterton.
“What? You impertinent young rascal! Mr.
Hay, you will give that boy a hundred lines.”

“A thousand, if yon like, sit,” said Will,
closing one eye at Richard Bird. “Bird, come
to_my study after class and I will give yon
n deserve for making such an answer

said Dicky, meekly.

NOow FOR SOME NATURE
STOOY. THIS TREE, BOYS, IS

“If you please, sir,” piped Reggie Pyke,
“we have Latin in this lesson, as a rule, sir.”

The Fourth Formers glared at Reggie. Ne-
body wanted Latin, and nobody wanted to let
Will Hay down.

Will looked at Reggie as if he eould have
hitten him. But, to his great relief, Pyke of
the Fourth got no encouragement from the
colonel. As a matter of fact, Colonel Chatter-
ton had not been a bright pupil in his far-
off schooldays, and of the little he had learned
he had forgotten most.

“Oh} Ah! Um! That is
grunted the colonel.
tions to every rule.”

Immediately, Dicky Bird’s hand went up.

“PDid you say there was an exception io
every rule, sir?” inquired Dicky Bird, with
a cheerful expression in which angelic inne-
cence was mingled with a dutiful thirst fer
knowledge. =~

“What? VYes, certainly I did!” yapped the
colonel.

“Then if it is a rule, “sir, that there is
an exception to every rule,” said Dicky, “there
must be an exception to it—"

“Th i .

“And if there’s an exception to the rule that
there’s an exception to every rule, that excep-
tion can only be a rule to which there is re
exeeption, sir %

“Wha-a-t 1

“Qo if there’s an exception to every rul
sir, there must be at least one rule to w
there is no exception,” pursued Dicky. “A
so it works out like this, sir—that if ther
an exception to every rule, there isn’t
exception to every rule 2

SOh R g colonel.

“Because there was, there would be am
exception to the rule that there’s an exceptios

the rule, is it 2"
“But there are execep-

Now, LET'S
BEAT T.
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—ANOTHER SIDE-SPLITTING PICTURE-STRIP AND STORY OF BENDOVER.

=very rule, and that exception would be a
= which has no exception, and so—"
Good gad!” Colonel Chatterton wiped a
:piring biow as he tried to follow it.
So if there is, there isn’t, according to what
say, gir;” said the cheerful Dicky. *Be-
2 an exception to the rule that there’s an
eption te every rule would be a rule with-
an exception, so if it is, it isn’t, and if it
it hasn’t, and———"
Mr. Hay, please take your class|” gasped
nel Chatterton. “I—I—I think I will Took
on the Fifth Form. My—my time this
:,‘i_I’lg is rather limited. Good-morning, Mr.

Good-morning, sir!” gurgled Will.
_olonel Chatterton heat a hasty retreat from
Fourth-Form room. Clearly, he had had
agh of testing that bright Form in-general
swledge. Will Hay beamed on his class.
I am very pleased with you this morning,
© boys,” bleated Will. “Bird, den’t forget
come to my study after class, to take what
<3esgr':e We will now resume our classical
_ When the Fourth Ferm were dismissed, Dicky
*»d presented himsel at Will Hay’s study
rather a doubtful frame of mind as te what
© was to receive there. Two articles lay on
= study table—one was a cane, the other a
of toffees. It was the latter that Will
:7 picked up and presented to Bird of the

crth, with an expansive grin

ILL HAY walked out into the sanny
quad, after luneh, with a deckchair
under his arm. He planted it under
his study windew, in the shade, and

= down in it to take a vest before the bell
¢ for afternoen school. He opened a large
me to read.- Anyone passing Will could
= title on the cover of that large volume,
~ddell and Scott’s Greek Lexicon.” What

WE MUST MAKE A
CLOSER STODY OF
- THESE PLANTYS.

anyone passing could not see was the current =
number of *““Detective Weekly,” which was
open inside the:volume, and which Will was
reading.

Colonel Chatterton, pacing in the quad with
Dr. Shrubb, glanced several times towards
Will. The colonel had stayed for lunch with
the Head, and was not going yet. It was
chiefly for the colenel’s benefit that Will had
his “ Detective Weekly * parked inside Liddell
and Scott.

Reggie Pyke glanced out of the doorway and
grinned as he stood for a few minutes watch-
ing his Form-master, then Reggie backed into
the House and bestowed a wink on his pal
Fruity Snell.

“Spotted old Hay 7’ he murmured. ¢ Squat-
ting under his study window; looks like a
fixture till the bell goes.”

“What about it?” asked Fruity.

“Leggett left a pail of whitewash in the box-
room when he knocked off for dinner,” mur- .
mured Reggie. ““He hasn’t got back yet.””

Fruity grinned. Leggett, the House porter,
had been whitewashing in the bex-room.
Fruity caught on at once. :

“Let’s I’ he breathed. “I say, though, old
Chatterbox is out there with the beak—a
governor of the school, you know. He’ll see
. 73 "

“All the better!” chuckled Reggie. “He
doesn’t believe that old Hay can handle the
Bendover Fourth, and if Le sees him get the
whitewash he will be sure of it. You cut off
and get the pail, and I'll tip it out over old
Hay’s napper; he’s right under the window.”

“Q.K. !’ grinned Fruity, and was back in a
few minutes, carrying a tin pail more than
half-full of whitewash. He handed it over to
Pyke of the Fourth.

“Goed egg!” smiled Reggie.

“You keep
cave in the passage.”

“Right-ho !’

Reggie took the whitewash-bucket by the
handle and crept along the passage to Will
Hay’s study. Fruity, grinning, remaived at
the corner to keep wateh.

Meanwhile, Will Hay was enjoying his
“Detective Weekly, with the imposing cover
of Liddell and Scott meeting the glances of
Colonel Chatterton when they turned on him.
But he was not left to enjoy that entrancing
publication long. Dr. Shrubb went into the
House, and the eolonel, left alone, bore down
on the master of the Fourth. Will shut Liddell
and Scott with a bang as the ramrod figure
loomed eover him. He was just in time to
coneeal the “Detective Weekly.”

“A few words with you, Mr. Hay, if you
are at leisure,” said the colonel. “As a
governor of the school, I am not whelly satis-
fied with the Fourth Form. I should like to
discuss the matter with you.” : < :

“My dear sir,”” beamed Will, rising from the
deckchair, “nothing could be more delightful.
Pray sit down, and oblige me by waiting a
moment or two while I return this volume to
Mz. Choot, who lent it to me.”

“Certainly ! said the colenel.

He sat down. : :

Will Hay walked into the House and went .
into Common-room; there he found the master
of the Fifth, to whom he returned the Greek
lexicon, with grateful thanks for the loan,
after which he sat down and resumed the
“Detective Weekly ” indoors. How long
Colonel Chatterton would wait for him to
come back, Will did not know, but he was not
going to see Will again in a hurry if Will
could help it.

The colonel sat in the deckchair under the
study window, stretched out his long legs, and
waited.. He had a lecture all ready for the
master of the Fourth on the conduct of his

WE DONT WANT ANY MORE MOULOY
LESSONS — WE'RE GONG IN FOR A
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Yorm, but that lecture was <estined never to
be uttered. He had been waiting three or
four minutes, and was beginning to wonder,
with growing irritation, what had become of
Mr. Hay, when Reggie Pyke arrived in the
study behind him with the pail of whitewash
in his hand.

Reggie entered the study on tiptoe, and
tiptoed across to the window; it was wide
open, and there were a good many fellows in
the quad, and Reggie ducked his head to keep
out of view. He wanted a governor of the
school to see Will Hay ragged, but he certainly
did not want that governor to spot the ragger.

He dared not look out; .but if he could not
use his eyes, he could use his ears. He listened
intently to make. sure that Will Hay was still
sitting in the deckchair under the window
before he heaved out the whitewash.

Distinctly to his ears came the sound of a
creak as the man sitting in the deckchair
stirred a little. :

Reggie grinned ecstatically. Evidently his
intended vietim was still there.

He lifted the tin pail carefully in both
hands, and, still keeping out of sight, shot the
contents in a swooping flood through the
window.

Swooooosh | Splash |

“Gurrrrggghhhh I” came a frantic splutter
from outside.

Suppressing his merriment, Reggie rolled the
pail under Will’s table and shot out of the
study. Fruity Snell, in the passage, eyed him
eagerly. From the open doorway, at a little
distance, came a sound of wildly excited voices
in the quad.

“CGot him ?” gasped Fruity. :

“What do you think?” gurgled Reggie.
“Cut!”

They cut into the quad, mingling at once
with the crowd of fellows there. Under Will

.Hay’s study window -a startling figure was

staggering wildly. The Bendover fellows were
gathering round in a staring crowd, most of
them laughing. Smothered with whitewash,
utterly unrecognisable, streaming from hea
to foot, Colonel Chatterton staggered blindly,
clawing at his face. He spluttered and sput-
tered and puffed and blew in a perfectly
frantic manner.

“Oh crumbs! Look !” gasped Reggie.

“Poor old Hay |” giggled Fruity.

“Ha; ha, bal”

“Gurrrrggh I’ spluttered Colonel Chatter-
ton. “Wurrggh! Good gad! Yurrggh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Bendover fellows.
The colonel looked like a daylight ghost, and
the sight seemed to take all Bendover by

278

“(Goodness gracious! What is this?” ex-
claimed Dr. Shrubb, rustling out of the House
and ,gazing at the whitewashed figure in
horror. “What—what—who—which—why
Who—who is that?”

“My only hat and sunshade!” exclaimed a
well-known voice, as Will Hay came billowing
out of the House. “Has anything happened ?”

Reggie Pyke jumped clear of the quad as
he spun round and stared at Will Hay, his

77

eves almost popping from his face. Fruity
Snell nearly fell down. :
“Wurrggh! Urrggh! Gurrggh!”’ splut-

tered Colonel Chatterton, clawing whitewash
from his face. “Groogh! Dr. Shrubb,. who
has done this? Look at me, sir! Grooooch !”

“The kik-kik-colonel!” gasped Reggie and
Fruity in horror.

“Look at me, sir!” roared Colonel Chatter-
ton, striding towards the Head and leaving
a trail of whitewash as he strode. “Is this
the way, sir, in which you allow ‘a governor of
the school to be treated, sir, at Bendover? 1
demand the instant expulsion, sir, of the young

scoundrel who has done this! Urrrrggh!”’
“G-g-g-goodness  gracious!” gasped the
Head. “Immediately he is discovered, sir, he

shall be expelled from Bendover! Pray come

with me, sir! A wash, a change
The colonel tottered into the House after the
Head, dripping whitewash as he went, and
leaving the quad in a roar. Will Hay tapped
Reggie Pyke on the shoulder. Reggie gave
him a terrified blink.
“Wrong address—what, my merry
man ?” grinned Will genially.
» groaned Reggie.

little

“J—I—I never—

“You seemed slightly surprised to see me a
moment ago,” grinned Will.

“QOh, no! I—”

“Probably you have a clothes-brush in your
study, Pyke?”’ >

“Kh? Oh, yes!”? g

“I suggest making a bee-line for that clothes-
brush,” said Will, “and brushing off, without
undue delay, that spot of whitewash from
your sleeve, Pyke.” :

“Oh1” gasped Reggie.

Will Hay billowed away, grinning, and
Reggie Pyke fairly bolted to-his study for a
clothes-brush. Colonel Chatterton was still
busy with soap and hot water—lots of soap,
and lots of hot water—when the bell rang, and
the Bendover fellows went into Form. On his
way to his Form-room, Will Hay met the
Head. Dr. Shrubb smiled, and Will slightly
deflected his left eyelid. Neither of them,

erhaps, was fearfully keen on catching the
ellow who had caught the colonel !

storm. They roared.
"THE WAY
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‘e AM going—"
“Good !” said Will - Hay heartily
“That’s the best one I've heard, so fa

<“What ?” boomed Colonel Chatterton. “I
say I am going——”

“You couldn’t do better, sir,” agreed Will
“I am sure they must miss you at Chatterton
Chase—"

“Will you allow me to speak, Mr. Hay?
roared Colonel Chatterton. “Before I go, I
am going——"

“1 don’t quite see how you will work that
sir!” said Will, with a puzzled look. “Ar=
you thinking of starting before yourself, or
what?” :

“Before I go,” boomed the colonel, “I am
going to inspect your Form, Mr.-Hay, at drill
in the quadrangle.”

“Ah! Now I follow you!” said Will, with
a nod. “The boys will be delighted, sir.”

Colonel Chatterton . gave the Bendover
Fourth a glare. They were not looking de-
lighted at the prospect of being drilled by the
colonel. They saw altogether too much of that
particular governor at Bendover.

“A slack Form, sir!” boomed the colonel
“I shall put them through their paces a little
I shall pull them together! . I shall touch them
up with my cane, by Jove, if they do riot show
something like shape! I am going to tea with
the headmaster now, Mr. Hay ! ‘At five o’clock
have your boys ranked in the quadrangls
ready for me.”

Colonel Chatterton stalked out of the Form-
room. It was clear that the whitewash had
not improved his temper. After all his rub-
bing and scrubbing, and scrubbing and
rubbing, there were still traces of it about his
hair and his ears. He had had to borrow a
suit of clothes from Mr. Choot to change into.
And the whitewasher had not been revealed.
though he had no doubt that the young rasca
was in Will Hay’s Form.

“Cheeky old ass!” said Dicky Bird, when
the Fourth were dismissed. : ;

“Frightful old tick!” agreed his chum.
Jimmy Carboy. “He’s going to keep us at it
an hour or more, under a broiling sun—I could
seo it in his eye.”

“Is he, though?” murmured Dicky.
this way, old bean.”

He stepped into the lobby, where there were
many hats, among them the glistening silk
topper in which the colonel had arrived at
Bendover that morning. That hat had been off
when the colonel sat in Will Hay’s deckchair
after lunch, and so if had escaped the white-
wash. * Dicky Bird picked it up and whipped
away with it. Carboy followed him, in astonish-
ment, as Dicky Bird scuttled up the stairs with
the colonel’s hat. They arrived rather breath-
less in the Fourth Form passage, and Dicks
hurried into Study No. 3.

“What’s the game ?” asked Carboy. “If the
old bean misses his hat—"

“He won’t miss it,” answered Richard Bird
cheerily. “He’s at tea with .the beak, and
safe till five. Lots of time.”

There were lots of gadgets in Dicky Bird's
§tudY'. He rooted over a shelf, and selected an
insulated wire, a tiny electric bell, a little dr¥
battery, and a tiny bell-push.

His chum watched him in wonder as hs
groped in the colonel's topper. In the silk
lining inside the crown of that topper he mads=
a slit, through which the little dry battery and
the bell were pushed out of sight, after being
connected up. A twisted wire and a safety-piz
secured them in their hiding-place.

Then, with needle and thread, Dicky re-
paired the slit in the silk, leaving only an
insulated wire emerging therefrom.

That wire was connected with the bell-push
It was the smallest of bell-pushes, with ths
flattest of buttons.

Dicky proceeded to wedge it in under ths
band of leather lining inside the hat.

It made only the slightest of bulges thers
The leather band pressed on the button, bu:
not sufficiently to establish contact and maks
the bell ring. But when that hat was jammes
on a head, there would be sufficient pressure
That hat, when Dicky Bird had finished with
it, could not be jammed on any head without
causing the electric bell to ring in the high
crown.

“Coma



Nothing was visible but a short length of
lark wire, which had to be locked for to be
seen. 2

Grinning cheerily, Richard Bird cut out
of the study and -hurried down to the lobby
with the topper. Then the two young rascals
went out chuckling into the quad.

A quarter of an hour later Will Hay was
marshalling his Form in the quad, ready for
the colonel’s inspection. Dr. Shrubb and
Colonel Chatterton appeared in the big door-
way together. The colonel had his hat in his
sand—he had not yet put it on. :

“Steady the Buffs I said Will, surveying the
ranks over his slanting nose-nippers. “Stand
ap, Pyke! You are not hére to understudy &
sack of sawdust! Do me credit, my boys!
Collect your feet, Snell—don’t spread them all
over the quad! Smart, don’t loll like a sack
of straw! Straw, try to look smart! Bird,
take that grin off your face and bury it some-
where. Eyes right—left—but for goodness’ sake
don’t get them mixed | All ready, colonel!”

“Huh !” grunted the colonel.

He stared from the doorway at the ranks
facing him in the quad, jammed his hat on his
head, and strode 30\\',11 the steps to the wait-
ing juniors.

Buzzzzzzz22222 |

Calonel Chatterton gave a start at the buzz
of an electric bell almost in his ears. He
stared round to meet the surprised stare of
Dr. Shrubb.

Buzzzzzzzz |

“Mr. Hay, who is ringing that bell?”
thundered the colonel. “1 did not expect
foolish trickery of this kind, sir, when I came
out to inspect your boys.”

Will Hay blinked round in bewilderment.
He could hear the bell, buzzing away with a
merry incessant tinkle, but he could not place
it. So far as he could judge, it appeared to
come from somewhere quite near the colonel |

Buzzzzz |

“Stop that at once!” roared the colonel,
growing purple. “I order the boy who is ring-
ing that bell to stand out of the ranks! I will

.

give him the thrashing of his life, by Jove!
Now then |” :
Buzzzzzzzzz |
“Who the dickens is it?” gasped Jerry

Smart, staring round.

“J wonder [ murmured Dicky Bird,
Jimmy Carboy gurgled.

Buzzzzzz |

“Will you stop that bell?” roared Colonel
Chatterton. .“Mr. Hay, do you fancy that I
can give your boys drill while this idiotic
trickery is going on. Will you spot the young
scoundrel, or will you not?”

“No boy here seems to have a bhell, sir!”
gasped Will Hay. ;

“Nonsense [* roared the colonel. “Are you
deaf, Mr. Hay? Can you hear a bell ringing
quite close at hand, or can you not? I insist
upon that bell being stopped at once! Some
unmitigated dolt, sir, thinks it amusing to rag
a governor of the school in this senseless way,
sir! Find him at once.”

Buzzzzzzz |

p and down the ranks of the Fourth
billowed Will Hay, looking for the bell. But
there was no bell to be spotted. Every fellow
there was grinning, but every fellow had his
hands in sight, and in no hand was there a
bell to be seen. But it was buzzing all the
time !

Buzzzzzzzz |

“Will you find that boy, Mr. Hay 1” roared
the colonel.

He was almost foaming by this time, and
he took off his hat to wipe iis heated brow.
The buzzing of the bell ceased instantly.

“Jt—it—it seems to have stopped, sir!”

asped Will Hay, rubbing his nose, quite
gewildered. “ But—"

“Pah|” snorted the colonel. “Let there bLe
no more of this trickery! Now, boys! Eyes
right! Left! Form fours! Now——" Colonel
Chatterton jammed his hat on again. “Now
let—— Great gad, there is that bell again!
Who is doing thig?”

Buzzzzzzzz |

“Silence I’ roared the colomel. *Stop that
bell at once! Dr. Shrubb, is this how Bend-
over boys are allowed to behave?”

“Goodness gracious |’ gasped Dr. Shrubb.
“Certainly:not! But—-"

Buzzzzzzzz !

and

279

“Mr. Hay,” yelled the colonel foaming,
“take this cane and lay it about the shoulders
of tl,l’e benighted fool who is ringing that

bell | :
But he blinked

Will Hay took the cane.
round in vain for the shoulders to lay it on.

This is—is extraordinary !” gasped Dr.
Shrubb. “ Who——"
Buzzzzzzzz |
“Gad!” gasped Colonel Chatterton. “Mr.
Hay, follow me! I will go along the ranks
and spot the rascal for myself | TImmediately

he is found, lay that cane across his shoulders—
hard !”

The colonel stamped along the grinning
ranks of the Fourth. The buzzing of the mys-
terious bell accompanied him. The Bendover
Fourth were almost in hysterics by this time.
All the juniors had spotted the fact that the
buzzing came from the colonel himself, and it
was clear to them—ainazing as it was—that the
colonel had the bell about him! And as
Colonel Chatterton bent to scan the grinning
fases in search of the culprit, Reggie Pyke
gave a sudden howl:

“It’s in his hat !’

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the juniors.

“What?”’ roared the colonel. “What do
you mean? In whose hat?”
“Yours!” gasped Reggie. :
“Mum-mum-mum-mine |  stuttered the

solonel. “Are you mad, you young rascal?
How could there be a bell in my hat?”

“My only hat and sunshade!” gasped Will
Hay. “So it is! No mistake about 1t!
golonel .,Cha.tterton, this extraordinary con-

uct——

“What?” yelled the colonel.

“You are the unmitigated idiot playing this
senseless prank——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“My, Hay ! How dare—— What—what——""

EVERY FRIDAY

Colonel Chatterton clutched off his hat!
Instantly tht bell ceased. He glared into the
hat. He grabbed at a wire. He jerked at it.
Silk lining tore out, and a dry battery and
electric bell hung at the end of the wire.
Colonel Chatterton gazed at them as if
mesmerised. by the unexpected sight.

Whack !

The colonel gave a
cane came across i
mendous whack. Will Hay put his beef i
that whack. He had never expected to
pleased to carry out the colonel’s orders. N
he was greatly bucked. He fairly swiped!

“Yaroooh |” roared the colonel. “What the
dooce—— Are you mad, Hay? Yarooh!

“Your own orders, si zaid Will. “Y
directed me to lay t cane across
shouldel,"s of the rascal o. was ringing the

el]l—

and a yell as th
lders with a

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the Fourth.

“Pray come into the House, Colonel Chat-
terton !’ gasped the Head. ‘ This is—is most
unseemly ! Such a prank at your age—and you
a governor ‘of the school!  Dismiss, hoys—
dismiss

And the ranks broke up, in hysteries. The
Bendover Fourth had not expected to enjoy
that inspection by the colonel! But they had!
They were still yelling with laughter when the
colonel stalked out of the school—after vain
attempts to explain to an unbelieving head-
master that he didn’t know how a bell had got
into his hat!

Will Hay gets Dy. Shrubb ‘‘removed '’
from Bendover and Dunkiey Pylke gets the
job. You get the laugh of your lives in this
‘ best-of-all*’ Bendover yarn, next Friday,
featuring WILL HAY, the world’s funniest
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chocolate you have tasted before. It is Aero,
and it has a wonderful ¢ honeycomb ’ texture
— so light and smooth that Aero literally melts 1

Only a special new process discovered by 0D

et

The earliest balloons and flying

machines weve known as ‘‘ aero-

stats.”> The first known flight was

made in France, in 1783, by the

brothers Mentgolfier’s balloon of

paper filled with hot air. Here you

see a novel combination of heli-

copter and aeroplane planned in
1809 by Sir George Cayley, the

father of British flying.

fﬂ

and

LOOK AT THE TEXTURE !

o~ Look at Aero’s wonderful new
¢ honeycomb * texture., This
texture is the secret of Aero’s
delicious taste, It excites the
taste-buds on your tongue —
> : L gives you the full flavour
atent 0s. right away.
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