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WHAT’S THE JOKE?—It’s WILL HAY, Master
of the Bendover Fourth and master of mirth,
at it again. There’s a laugh in every line of
this, the latest exploit cf the Bendover rebeis.

HAHA L.Owo HAYr goiNGg
To GIVE OF A LECTORE ON

SPoN

GE. LET, fHOVE THIS

JOMPING FROG ONDER IT.

(By Courtesy of
Gainsborough Pictures.)

6 HERE'’S that Ay ?”
That powerful voice awoke every

echo of the old quad at Bendover

School. It echoed in the Form-
rooms, startling the Bendover fellows in class.
It echoed in the Head’s house—startling Will
Hay and the Fourth Form, who were barri-
caded in that building. Will, as he heard it,
jumped to a window, and stared out, his eyes
popping over his nose-nippers. And as he
beheld the man who roared with that powerful
voice, Will was deeply glad that he was no
longer carrying on his former duties as master
of the Fourth, as in Dr. Shrubb’s time. He
was extremely thankful that he was, on the
other hand, leading the barring-out at Bend-
over. For the defences that had been piled
up against Mr. Dunkley Pyke, the new head-
master, were more useful than ever now—now
that Will blinked at the bull-necked man who
shouted in the quad.

“My only hat and sunshade!” gasped Will.

SN, T1n011 as called to see me again! Why
did they give him only three montha Why
didn’t they gl\ him three years? Or three

hundred years?’

“It's Iisty I‘lncn"’ e\cldlmod Dicky Bird.

“The Doddlebury Chicken!” said Jimmy
Carboy.

The windows of the Head’s house were
crammed with faces, staring out at Mr. Finch !
But Mr. Finch was not looking in that direc-
tion. Fisty Finch, the bruiser o Doddlebury,
was tramping tow alds the schoolhouse, and as
he tramped, hlS voice woke the echoes, calling
for “that ’Ay.

“Where's that ’Ay?” bellowed Mr.
in a voice that Stentor of old might have
envied. “I’'ve come for ’im! I'm arter ’im!
Three months he got me, that Ay did, and
now I'’ve come out, and I'm arter ’im! Where’s
that "Ay ?”’

Finch,

In the big doorway of the schoolhouse ap-
peared a bony figure in gown and mortar-
board. Mr., Dunkley Pyke, the new head-
master of Bendover, stared in angry surprise
at the broad»shouldmed muscular, bull-necked
bruiser in the quad. The three months that
Fisty Finch had spent in retirement, at the
expense of his Majesty King George the Sixth,

had not tamed his spirit, that was clear. Fisty
was full of beans.
“Who—what—who are you, and what do
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you want?” snapped Mr. Pyke. “How dare
vou make a disturbance here? Why has not
the porter kept vou out? Kelly! Where are
you, Kelly? Turn this hooligan out of the
school -at once.’

b ’Im turn me out!” grinned TFisty Finch.
“l\ot im, old ugly mug! You can’t come in
‘ere, he says to ne, says he! Can’t I, I says,
and I let ’im ’ave my left—same which I
knocked out the Bermondsey Pet. Your
blooming pO)tu a-settin’ in his lodge trying
to find out what ’it him! And I'm ’ere, arter
that there "Ay!”

“Hag 1™ c-]&culalod Mr. Pyke.

“’Ay!” said Mr. Finch. “I dunno who you
are, ole bag of bones, but if you want my left,
you only got to stick in my way, and I’ll malke
a ‘orspital case of you. I'm axtel ’Ay! Bloke
what got me three months in Doddlebury Gaol !
Mebbe I'll get another three, arter I'm through
with ’im—but it'll be worth it! I fancy he'll
be longer in ’orspital than I shall be in chokey,
and chance it! Where’s that Ay ?”

“Oh!” exclaimed Mr. Pyke, and his eyes
gleamed.
- Few people were ever glad to see TFisty

Finch, especially when he was on the war-
path! But the new headmaster of Bendover,
at that moment, was glad to see him. Will
Hay & Co. were holding the fort against all
comers, and Dunkley Pyke was at his wits’ end

how to deal with the Bendover rebellion.
Finch came like a windfall.

“My dear fellow !” exclaimed Mr. Prk
“Lh?” Fisty Finch glared at him
piciously. “I don’t want no gammon, £
I want that there Ay !”

“Mr. Hay, the master of the I‘onl"
here has been dismissed from his pe
me 72

“Gorn!” ejaculated Fisty.

“Don’t say

gorn, and me jest out of quod, and cor
‘ere to knock all his features through the b
of his ’ead!”

“No! No! Heis not gone! He refuses

go. although he is discharged—and I am pos
pared to reward any man who will remove &
from the premises.”

“Straight 7 exclaimed Fisty.-

Mr. Dunkley Pyke came out of the sc
house. There was a crusty grin on his fs
which was his nearest approach to a sm:
He pointed across the quad.

“He 1is there!” he said. “I think I ks
heard of you before, now I come to think
it—you had some trouble - with Hay—2M
Finch, I think! I am glad to meet you. M
Finch! I will gladly pay you the sum of =
pound if you will remove Hay from Be
School.  You may use any amount of fo
that may be needed. I shall support you
my authority in every way

“Strike me pink !” sald the Doddlebwr
Chicken, in surpuse and satisfaction. It wa
quite a happy surprise to him, to find tha: L=
could carry on with the knocking-out proce
on the right side of the law, suppmted
authority of the Bendover headmaete W 1
pound-note in addition! Nothing could ba
smted the hefty Chicken better.

“This way!” chortled Dunkley Pyke. E
led the ex-pugilist across the quad. “Hay bz
barricaded himself in that building, Mr. Fine
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—my own house—with the support of a number He shoved 1t hard! It landed in the middle both powerful hands. Mr. Dunkley Pyke, from
of boys—rebellious young rascals, of the Fourth of Mr. Finch’s features, and knocked him the gate, watched his eagerly. Fisty was doing
Form! If you can force an entrance e spinning backwards. Fisty landed on his back, terrific damage to Bendover property.  But

“Wash out the bloomm;r ifs,” »’ said I‘m‘y. \pldttcuug and gurgling. There was a yell Mr. Pyke was past caring about damage now.
“There ain’t no ‘if > about it, old covey! I'm from the Bendover rebels within. He had to get that rebellion under, somehow.’
arter that there ’Ay! You want 'im shifted 7 . Ha, ha, ha!” T'he door could not stand it iong. Oneé the
T'll shift im for you, and leave what’s left of “Try again, Fisty!” door was down, it was plain sailing. One
im strewed 'along the road! : They can bring trike me pmk and blue!” gasped Mr. punch from the Chicken’s leg-of-mutton fist
along the ambulance, arter, to pick up the 1m~ Finch. He bounded up, and rushed at the  would be enough for Will Hay. If the school-
and pieces. You wait till-you see me gnL im  window again. From another loophole, lower boy rebels tried to back him up, that leg-of-
my left, same which I knocked out, t 1e Pet. (M\\n a broom-handle shot out—catching Fisty mutton fist would bowl them over like' skittles.
Why, there’s his mug at the winder ! on his second waistcoat button. It caught him In the quad, a crowd of Bendover fellows, of

.‘Jlbty Finch tramped up the galdon in I\om har and Fisty, with the wind Ixnocl\ed out all Forms, watched with breathless mtexest
of the Head’s house and glared at the french of him, gurgle d hon'bl\x and clung on to the It seemed to all of them that Will’s game was

,

i windows of the dining-room. Only a few barricade, gasping for breath. up this time. It looked like ‘ﬁms » to the

y jagged fragments of glass remained in those An arm 1eudnd out above, with a cane in Bendover barring-out.
windows. But inside, a dining-table was the hand. Lven Dicky Bird of the Fourth was dubious.
screwed across, and other articles of furniture Whack, whack, whack, whack! Scrapping with the prefects was‘one thing—
\mckcd—lea\mg openings, through which a Will Hay got in four before Mr. Finch was this was quite another! The rebels were

dozen faces were looking out. Among them able to totter away. A fifth barely missed him gathered in the hall, listening ‘to the-
was Will Hay’s—at which Mr. Finch as he went. Fisty Finch tottered back to the rhlmdvring crashes cn the door, and -won-

brandished a brawny fist: garden gate, and leaned on it, gurgling. dering how long it would hold out. They
| Will gave him a genial smile. Dunkley -Pyke eyed him anxiously. were going to back up old Hay! But the
| “Good- mormng, Mr. Finch!” Will said “You will deal with Hay?” he exclaimed. holdest spirit in the Fourth felt a tremor at

pleasantly. “And how are we this nice morn- “You will—" the idea of .standing up to those leg-of-mutton

ing? Had a good time in your late residence “Urrrrggh! ’0ld your row! Guuurrrrggh!” fists.

under the paternal care of the Government? Yisty Kish; for the moment, was hors de Standing in the stone porch as he wielded

The- skilly was good, I hope! The treadmill combat. He was still hanvmg on the gate the sledgehammer, Fisty was safe = from
a healthy exercise, what? You're looking and gurgling, when a bell rang, and Bendover issiles from the windows. They could not

cleaner- than the last time I saw you. Did School came out of class. get at him—till he got at them! And then—
they wash 30u7 I notice that they gave you u “Where’s that old ass Hay?” grunted
a. hair-cut.” . Jiunm Carboy. “Can’t he hear this row ?”
Fisty Finch did not answer in words. He RASH! Bang! P Crash ! . : “He’s at the larder,” said Tubby Green.
made a bull-like rush at the window, and “Oh, my hat !” murmured Dicky Bird. Ir nearly dinner-time, you know 2
shoved at the barricade, to barge a way in. “If that 'prize-fighter gets in—’ “Ys that old chump thml\mg about. dinner
Fisty was a muscular man, a hefty man, but breathed Jimmy Carboy. now 7’ gasped Dicky Bird. “Is he off his
he could not shift a mabovanv table that was Bang! Crash! The door shook and groaned rocker 77
fixed in place with an ass sortment of the longest —the Shole building almost shook. It was a Threo Gi Tolt atithevakelet tushad: downtho

screws from Dicky Bird’s tool-box. —He strong oak door, and it was bolted, locked, passage to the kitchen, off which the larder
heaved and he wrenched, he panted and he and chained. But it was never built to resist opened. The larder oo s open now, and
snorted; but the barrier remained firm—and an attack like this! Fisty Finch, in the porch Will Hay was standing there, sorting over-tho
over it, Richard Bird shoved out a mop. outside, was wielding a sledgehammer with ghelves.

“1 say. 5 exclaimead Dicky.

Will Hay glanced round, with a large tin
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“The PILOT ”

of mustard in either hand, and beamed at his

pupils. .
“Beef has run out,” he remarked, “out
luckily there is plenty of mustard. Beef

without mustard is not to everybody’s taste;
but mustard without beef may be excellent, in
cexram circumstances. What ‘do you think 77

“Blow the mustard I”” hooted Dicky. “Can't
you hcar that blighter Finch busting in the
door ¥’

“It won't hold another five minutes!” yelled
Jimmy Carboy.

“My dear Carboy, there is a time for every-
thing I” said Will chidingly. “Let us take
things in their proper order. At the present
moment I am examining our stock of mustard.
I have no doubt that it is in good condition,
but one cannot be too sure! Let us see!”

He whipped oft the lid of a tin and shook
out a shower of the contents. There was a
startled howl'from Dicky Bird & Co., followed
by a wild outburst of sneezing.

““ Atchooooh ! Groogh! You old
oooogh —”

Will beamed on them.

“The mustard scems all :ight !”” he remarked.
“But \\.an: a moment while I shake out a little
miore

The juniors did not wait a moment! They
did not wait a hundredth part of a moment!
They flew.

“That old ass Hay has gone cracked!”
gasped Dicky Bird, as “they rejoined the crowd
in the hall.” “Playing about with mustard—
and Fisty Finch will be jumping on us in two
ticks! Atchoooh !”

BRang! Crash! Bang! Crash! The door
shook and groaned, and a ghmme1 of sunshine
came througl a crack! The s cdgehammel in
Fisty’s hefty hands was putting paid to that
door. The staring Fourth Formers had a
glimpse of Fisty outside, smashing away. It
was only a matter of minutes now—and a very
few minutes !

“Here comes old Hay!” groaned Jerry
Smart. “What is the old ass grinning at?
Fisty \\11[ be giving him something to grin
for. soon.’

Will Hay billowed into the hall. smiling
from ear to ear. Under his arm he had a
large garden squirt. His anxious pupils stared

ass—

544

That squirt had been used, during the
barring-out, to drench the enemy
The prefects had disliked 1t

at it.
Bendover
with ink.
extremely.

“Do you think you're going to stop that
hooligan with that?” shrieked Dicky.

“I trust so, Bird—I trust so!” bleated Will.
He set his nose-nippers straight, and blinked
at the crack in the door. A shaft of summer
sunlight fell across the hall, and the crowd of
anxious faces. “Couldn’t really be better,
what? Mr. Finch is not what I should call an
obliging gentleman—far from it; but dt the
present moment, he is kind enough to play our
game—that crack will soon be wide enough
for me to get him——"

“A lot he “111 care for a squirt of ink!”’
hooted Dicky. “May as well let him in and
call it a day.”

Crash! Bang! Crash! came the sledge-
hammer. With a last crash, it came nearly
through an upper panel; and as Fisty swung 1t
back again, there was a gap nearly a foot wide.

Up went the sledgehammer again, in Fisty’s
hefty hands. Will Hay stepped swiftly to the
door, squirt in hand. The nozzle was pushed
out through the gap, aimed at the Doddlebury
Chicken’s rugged, stubbly face. The Fourth
Formers simply stared at their Form-master
as he discharged the big squirt. If the old ass
fancied that would bother Fisty—

It did

It was not ink that flew from the squirt.
It was a powdery, yellow cloud! And it
seemed to bother I‘lch a lot as it landed full in
his features. The sledgehammer was up for
another smite—but that smite was never
smitten. The sledgehammer dropped from
Fisty’s grasp and crashed down the steps
behind him. Fisty, with both hands grabbing
at his face, rocked, and spluttered, and
coughed, and sneezed, rather like the eruption
of a particularly fierce volcano.

“Qooooch ! Atchooooh ! Aytishoo! Woooch !
Gurrrggh !”  spluttered and sneezed Fisty.
“Wurrggh! Atchooop! Gurrrggh!”

He staggered back. Half a pound of mustard
occupied his attention to such an extent that
he omitted to remember that he was standing
on a step. The next moment he was following
the sledgehammer, backwards.
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Bump, bump, bump !

There were three steps. Fisty hit t
turn, and landed on the garden path,
of his head Ia,nding on the head of the g
hammer. Fisty’'s head was hard—but »

hard as the hammerhead ! Fisty’s fran tic rrae
could bé heard all through Bendover.

“Oh  crumbs!” yelled.- Dicky Berd
“Mustard i
“Ha, ha, ha!” <

“I think,” murmured Will Hay,
has stopped him, my good Bird! But
is greedy and asks for more, I have an
tin of mustard here—"

“Ha, ha, ha 1”

Gleedy or not, Fisty did not ask for meos
He sat with both hands clasping his anguishe
nose and mouth, which felt as if they were
fire. He gasped, he gurgled, he gugzi
and he sneezed. and sneezed,
His sneezes fairly roared, like a suce
fog-signals. They rang like trumpet-blzs
over the quadrangle of Bendover.

“Ha, ha, ha!”’ came a yell, from the Bezd
over crowd in the quad.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a howl,
rebels’ stronghold.

Dunkley Pyke gasped with rage.

from the

Fis

Finch gasped with mustard. AIl the re
of Bendover roared with laughter. W
Hay, grinning cheerily, nailed boards owes

the split in the door. He did not th
likely that KFisty would put in any
work with the sledgehammer. Not, at =
events, unless he was sure that the supp
mustard had run out.

6 R. HAY
M Dunkley Pyke jumped.

He was sitting in the old Hea-
study, while the shades of €‘\
ing fell upon Bendover School. Fisty F
sprawled in- an armchair, smoking a
black pipe, his eyes still ‘rather watery,
his nose very -red from the mustard.
Pyke was not very particular about the
pany he kept—but he certainly would
drawn a line at Fisty—in other circumsta
Now he was glad to keep the Dodd
Chicken in the school, in the hope of gett:
him, somehow, to close quarters “1th W
Hav The mere thought of Fisty’s bra
fists hammering the happy countenanc

Will Hay was delightful to Mr. Pyke—
only it could be brought to pass. The =
phone bell buzzed, and Mr. Pyke irritat

grabbed off the receiver. Then he jum;
as a voice inquired for Mr. Hay.

- “Didham Stores!” went on the vois
“That Mr. Hay?”’

Then Dunklev Pyke understood. Somek
—he did not know how—Will Hay & {
were getting in supplies of provender. &
guessed that he was on the track now. Thes
was a telephone in the Head’s house. Ths
no doubt, was how the orders were givs
But how were the goods delivered? M-
Pyke was going to learn—if he could.
over School had several telephone nu
and Didham Stores had evidently been
that of the schoolhouse phone, i
of that of the Head’s house. It was =
an uncommon error at the exchange. Su
an error usually mado Mr. Pyke very cros
Now it made him gun with glee. -

“VYes,” ‘he said—*“what is it?”’

“YWe find that we're rather short of
corned beef, Mr. Hay. Will it be all rig
if we make up the number with tins
something else? We can
\Iac\Iouldvs salmon steaks——"

“Oh, quite right!” said Mr. Pyke. “E
about the delivery—-""

“That’s all right, sir; rely on that.
have your instructions.”

“You are sure you -quite under
Pelhaps you had better repeat my i
tions,” breathed Mr. Pyke.

“The bag of goods, sir, to be left out
the txadesmens gate at ‘half- past nin
cisely,” said the voice from Didham S:os
“Placed in the bush by’ the gate, as wusus
for you to fetch away.”

Dunkley Pyke’s eyes gleamed.

“Exactly I’ he gasped. “Thank you!

He hung up the receiver. His eves turmed




on the stubbly face and red nose of Fisty
Finch. He grinned; he gloated. He knew
the commissariat arrangements of the rebels
now. But he knew  more than that. He
knew exactly how to get Will Hay where
he wanted him—on'toast! ' °

““Finch !” he breathed.

Fisty blinked at him through a cloud of
smol\e

“ At half past nine this even-i‘ng,” said Mr.
Pyke, in measured tones, “a bag of food will
be left at the tradesmen’s gate There. It will
be quite dark at half-past nine. Soon after-
wards, that iniquitous villain Hay will go
down to the gate to fetch it ih—unseen, as
he fancies, in the dark! There is' a beech-
trée close inside that gate.” You will be
waiting behind that tree, Finch.”

“I get you!” breathed Fisty.

“You will take care that you are not seen
going there. I will take care that no one
approaches the spot. Thére must be no
possibility of the villain taking the alarm.

He will walk into your hands, Finch. You
will wait till he comes, and ‘then——"

Fisty Finch lifted a huge - fist; with
knuckles like oak knobs.: He grinned over it
at Mr. Pyke.

“Exactly!” said Dunkley Pyke. “You
will remove this man, whom I have dis-
missed, from the premises, Finch. If he

leaves in such a state that he will be unwill-
ing, perhaps unable, to return, so much the
better. If he is thrashed within an inch
of his life, if he is beaten black and blue,
if he is hammered to a jelly, so much the
better! You understand me?’’

“I get you, guvnor,”:  grinned Fisty.
“Leave ’im to me—that covey what landed
me with three months ’ard! He won’t give
you no more trouble arter I'm done with
im !’

“QOnly take care that you give him no
chance to escape!”

“T’ll give him my left to begin with—
same which I knocked out the Bermondsey
Pet,” grinned Fisty. ‘ Arter that, he won't
be nblo to do anythink but ’owl while T'm
‘ammering 'im.”’

Mr, kae smiled The Bendover barring-
out had beaten him up till now. Now, like

a ‘shipwrecked mariner, Mr. Pyke thought
that he saw land at last.
HINK it’s safe, sir?” murmured

“

I Dicky Bird, peering from the back
window rather anxiously into the
dark shadows. “If that hooligan

from Doddlebury is still hanging about
Bendover 2 :

“No,” said Will. Hay cheerfully; “I don’t,
Bird. But I am going; all the same. What
does the poet say? “ When duty calls, to
brazen walls, how base the man who stands
and squalls P’ If that isn’t exactly what the
poet said, it’s near enough. But I am going
to take precautions, Bird. I should hate to
run into a man like Mr. Finch in the dark.
He is very anxious to meet me; but the
anxiety is wholly on his side.  You have
heard of Jack, I presume?”’

“Jack I repeated Dicky blankly.

“A stout lad of ancient times, Bird, who
slew giants,” said Will. “When Jack was in
langer of meeting a giant, he put on his
loak of darkness, and so escaped observation.
I am taking a tip from Jack the Giant
Killer. I shall fare forth, to bag the fare
for the Fourth, in my cloak of darkness.”

Will Hay breezed away, leaving his pupils
staring. When he came back, a quarter of
an hour later, they stared still harder.

He had left them in gown and mortar-
board, with his nose-nippers nipped on his
nose. He came back without any of those
adornments. In a suit of clothes, borrowed
from the butler’s room, and a bowler hat,
Will’s aspect was very different. His face
was more different still. ‘A short beard, a
arly moustache, a pair of thick eyebrows,
:nd a spot of make-up, made him look like

anybody but the master “of the Bendover
Fourth. :

~ * What—what—what’s that ?”’ gasped Jimmy
Carboy. e !

“That,” smiled the unrecognisable master
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“is my’ cloak of darkness, my

5

of the Toulth
good Carboy.’
“ Is—is—is

Tubby Green.

“I think so,”” assented Will. “One ‘can
never, . of ‘course, be quite sure of anything
in this uncertain world; but I believe so,
Green, I do not think, - however, that the
enemy will think so, if they happen to be
spotted about—what 7 4

“Hardly !” chortled Dicky Bird. :

Will dropped from the window, and’ it
closed after him. His Form were Teft gfin-’
ning; but ‘Will was not gunnmg, as he trod
the dark path to the tradesmen’s gate. His
arrangements with the Didham Stores were,
he behe\ed utterly unknown to the enemy"
but there was always the danger of falling
in with the foe, and when the foe happened
to be a hefty bxulser like Fisty Finch, the

it really you, sir?” stuttered

ALLO, chums!
a norful crime.
ally propelled vehicle, along a public

I've been committing
I drove a mechanic-

; highway in a restricted area, at a

speed e\ceedmg the maximum laid down by
the statutes. Don’t that sound beautifully
horrible?

I was tooling my old Lizzie along Regent
Street, when a speed cop 51gnalled the
“Heave-ta!” and came aboard. We had a
slight argument about the speed. I called it
10 m.p.h., the cop called it 40 m.p.h., and
the magmtrate called it fifty shillings and a
guinea costs.

You see, I thought I'd be polite, so, as T
breezed into the dock, I beamed at him, and
asked him how he was.

“Fine—fifty bob !’ he snarled, giving me
a dirty look.

“Tusg, tut!” I tutted. “It’s not so bad as
all that. My old bus can only do_twelve
unlm an hour going dovmhlll on top.”

“On top of what?’’ he snapped.
“A motor-lorry. Why, just before I saw
the speed cop, a steamroller cut in and

’Smatter of fact, the engine

passed me. ]
We were being

wasn’t. going- at the- time.
wafted along by the breeze.”

“What breeze 7

“Breeze there a man with soul so dead
who never to himself hath said as he knocked
h1~ toe against the bed—"

“That'll do!” he yapped.

name?”

“Henry. What's yours?”’

“A double whisky—I mean,”
“that-has nothing to do with it.”

“What has nothing to do with what

“What? What what?”

“What’s_what what?”

The magistrate _glared at me, and then sent
out for some aspirins.

“I don’t want your Chrlst;an name"’ he
roared. ‘“What’s your surname?”’

“No, it isn’t. It’s Henry.”

“Henry what?”’

“No; - just Henry.
short.”

“Go on! Leonard Henry what?”

“Can’t go on. It stopped there soon after
I was born, and hastn’t started again yet.”’

The magistrate glazcd then wrote it down
in his book.

“What’s the date?” he asked.

4 What’ s you 1

he snarled,

Leonard Henry for

" for a man in cap and gown,’

: out of it—you!

EVERY FRIDAY

¥ s terpdas
possibility of a

clined to grin.

Darkness and silence enwrapped - him as
he trod softly by the big beech that shadowed
the tradesmen’s gate. But the stillness was
deceptive—as Will  realised when' a’ burly
shadow detached itself from the ‘tree.

““Oo’s that?"" came a husky growl, as Fisty
Finch peered at him. Fisty was watching
with' a -clean-
shaven face; and the summer dusk -revealed
a man in manservant’s garb with' a’bowler
hat, a board, and a moustache. “Git
That old mug said he was
gomg to keep the place cleali Git out of
v ;

meeting made Wwill dlsm-

He did not know how eager Will was to
oblige him.
“My only hat and brolly 1 murmmgd Wwill,

(Continued on page 552.)

TUNE-IN FOR ANOTHER RIB-TICKLING BROADCAST
FROM ONE COF RADIO'S BRIGHTEST FUN-MERCHANTS.

“Ho\v do I know?”
You\e got a newspaper in your hand,

haven’t you?’

“Yes; but this is yesterday’s.”’

“What made you buy a
paper ?” he scowled.

“It was to-day’s \\hen
answered meekly.

“Then why isn't it to- da) S nOWw. ‘7”

“Because 1t's yesterday’s to-day—the same
as to-day’s will be yesterday’s to-morrow.”

yesterday’s

¥ -bought: H1%-T

HE magistrate sent out for some mote
aspirins and a wet towel.

“What’s your profession?”’ he
snapped.
“Im a radio comedian.’
““Six months,” he ans.\cled promptly.
“Oh, come, you can’t do that! As for
traffic laws. I bet you know less than I do
ahont ‘em !”

“I bet you a pound I don’t!’ he replied
warmly.

.“Rxgtho! Then tell me this. The other
night a bus-driver ignored the red traffic
light, passed on along the wrong side of the
road, and turned a corner without making a
signal. How many crimes did he commit?”

“Three, of course.”

“No, he didu’t; because he was off duty,
and hadnt got Tis Fs with  him, which
makes you owing me a pound.”

“Time is money. Il give you six“months

instead.”

“Oh, I say! How man evenings out? I
suppose I should have to sleep in, with full
board and lodging?’’

“Is there any recason why I shouldn’t give
you six months?”’

“Most assuredly. T categorically asseverate
that the computation of my velocity at the
period under consideration is -a” malicious
fabrication unprecedented in the recmdod
ac-vomphchments of perjurious gttestors.”

see. You prefer long sentences. Ten
years !’

“Mercy I I gasped. “I've got a cast-iron
defence on three points. TFirst, I didn’t do
it; second,.I didn’t mean it; ‘thud I won’t
do it again. What price that'for a defence 2

“Call it fifty bob ?”> he suggested.

“Oh, all right!” T sighed. "“P1l give you
the car, and owe you forty -five bob till next
Saturday. Toodle-pip !”

Well, walking is a healthy exercise—what?

LEONARD HENRY.
THE PILOT No. 101—4/9/37.
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and also a

This was puzzlmv to '\Tan\om
., 'to” him, seemed

little worrying, .for (onno
to be tempting Fatein the way he went about,
the tasks he assigned him. The more daring
the task, the more Connors enjoyed it. ]1m
would rather: exploit his cleverness with an_
audience, . and because. of this :Mansoni was
worried—not about Connors, but about his own
greasy skin..
hur\ foClhod on " him, - and
an\lomls across at Tim Connors.
Xou 11 have: to- be careful, (‘onnoh, he

said. ““Perhaps you'd better lie low for a bit.
You're getting too well known.”

Tim rose to his fcot

“0.K.!” he said. “In that case, I think T'll
be taking a holiday. 'Iho df1110~1)h£‘10 around
here is a little oppressive.” i

He waved a casual farewell,

he looked

3

¢s; “take a look at

The ﬂtmet vendor was offering his and tl}ell, as far as Mansoni. wa coficérned,
Wares*in a raucous voice; and “mi Tim (,.onnon was among the missing.
crowd doon -beecame-engrossed. A “young mamn,’ 0 f N WAL -
a cap 1>ui‘10fl well down over his face, louno'ed W]‘LVE months. later, an impressive. -
s; and-he smiled when his roving+ “l figure: pushed. open: the .door of
‘rhe prosperous-looking men and* Mansoni’s dingy shop. The large fur
women; and He'! mbbcd his hands t000t1101 in - coat-waz a little out-of season, but in

anticipation’ - =
1f there had béen nothmg else about the 1I}-
dresseds figure to arouse attention, the man’s
hands cmtamlv would have done so. They
were the long, sensitive fingers of an artist. -
The youth Tooked uncLI\' over his shoulder,

keeping with the long hair and flowing tie.
Mansoni came hml\nm out; all smiles:
“Yes,” sir—" he bovan mgmtmtmg]\, then
“stopped -and gasped. “Pim Gonnor 5 17
Heé* hurried” Tim into the l)acl\~pa1101u
somewhatdazed <}

then pu-md his way into the ecrowd. He ance.” His feeling was™ shared by Tim’s late,
didn’t .notice the large man; who had been  cronies, who were in the parlour. ‘They gaped.
standing ‘in. the shop doorway, move over in” “What’s happened, mate?. Won the Irish
his duechon The first intimation that he Sweep ?” one of thew. gasped.. e

had been: seen -was: the. light touch oii his®
shoulder=which came a few minutes later, and
Tim Corinors acted like lightning. - He ‘didn't

lnn,amll(‘d and. shook his. head.
; just picking pockets.’
crowded round Tim at

that, and

presse

look round to see the reason for the tap on liis d for an explanation; but all Tim would
shoulder. Like others: of his Kind, he had. say was:

come to dread being totiched that way, and he You must come and see me at work. I'm
boltedthrough the crowd, working his way like pmlommm in the High Street to-night.”

an eel. He broke the fringe of the crowd, and It certainly sounded like a chéap 101\0 but

wag off down the street like a flash, only pull-
mg up when he knew he was safe.
Lumm;\j * he -panted, ©that

that night Tim led them down the High Street
aml into the foyer of the local theatre. A few
words at the box-office and_they were in good

was a near

shave !”, | it #-~ seats, Ben and his companions wondering
He took off his cap and pushed it into his: what was happening. ' After a’ short time, Tim
pocket, then turned his coat’ inside out. The rose and \\hhpelod

dark jacket was now a fashionable sports coat, <2
and he sauntered down the ‘street, hatless, and

smol\mv a cigarette, to all intents and pur-

“Now for a spot of work
“Ben and his companions exchanged wonder-
ing glances.” Then,

poses a young office ‘clerk out for a stroll. He = as the curtain went up on a new act, they
turned into a street of dingy buildings, and leaned forward, gaping in a\tomchmont
entered a shop with a low frontage. A small, = There was Tim, on the stage, inviting members

wizened man shuffled into the xhop from a of the audience on to the stage, \\h(‘l(‘ in full .

back parlour, and as he recognised his visitor view of evéryone, and with a deftness thats
he waved him into the back room. drew rounds of app]amo, he relieved his*volun=
“Well, what have you got for me?” he an‘r “of their valuables. His.mannex
demanded. kill so apparent, that the'
“1\oth1ng, Mansoni,” he said briefly. “I It \\a~
was seenm: @ SR gy hnuupn 5t atth <
“Fool-¥’ « cnapped Mansoni. - “Were you Tim returned all the tlnng: he fool\ from lm
followed 7 tants,” who departed from the stage in
Conriors noddcd negatively, and, satisfied, :

Mansowsizushered him into a farther room.

thm'e——muln with
nodded
the

and his two underlings had gone
went round‘ to the front of the
but he wasn't <mpx1~od He had shown
theini how he was making an:honest and, good '
"11\1m7 and the fa?cfsthat he néver saw ‘rhem

Two others were already
lean Tfaces and furtive
bneﬂv,, and Connors
arm of“a chair

“TI’ve got a job for you all,” began \Ial $
and, dropping his voice, =pol\e
concl\els :

Ben:Mansoni
living without

eyes. They
seated himself on

was a crogk w d
taking much risk. He had.
drawn ipto his net ‘pilferinig ‘thieves ‘and pick-.
pockets” whom he paid a percentage far below
the value of their takings.
But in Tin, Mansoni: had come. up agam<t
something difforent from . the usual ~run “of ;%
down‘and-outs he “took undér_lis ‘3 wing: - Tim
had quickly learned all: thac Mansony. “could Connors, Conjurer and \Ianxmau
show, him, :and w 6n mbre proficient than . & . .:. SR X
Mansoni hxm:elf m‘ repoying: other people’s Next weel, ¥
belongifigs; “but. he - seemed “to get little #hw, lling story of a daring~ I,mght o}'the“(i
pleasyre out of his. awork. { during the Great Way.~;

szhis should: go unrewar When he Jeft
3 \Iamom\ shop on that “fateful afternoon ke
had fdllon in \\IHI a band of 'Lcton, and ‘it

on fouml thaf he_},\‘as‘ 'mak
inithe vaudeville profession, and realised that

at last he had fouud  his 11crht sphere as Tim

He didn’t, want too much pub-’

: R. DUNKLEY . PYKE stared—or,
rather, glalcd—,lmo he, morh[ from

left 1he TOom;:

magnificent - appear-,

_down the -

lat(‘l i]l 1110 rogramime,=
5

»der Strong tells you a

WILL HAY AT BENDOVER!

g {Continued from page 545.) . 5

as he sortod the bag. out.of the bush outside
the gate. " “The enemy. knows more than I
supposed ! That hefty. oxpononf ‘of the manl~
art was waiting for me ! Well, let him- wait !

Fisty had w amcd him not to come that w ay
again. ' That warhing, really, was superfluous.
Wild horses would not have dragged Will"Ha¢
that way again. His heart was still wobbling
as he trod away along the wall, with the bag
of provisions in-his hand, and clambered in
again at a very distant spot. By a roundabout
route—far from' the' tradesmen’s gate—Will
circled back to the Head's house and-tapped
on the kitchen window. >
~Dicky*Bird opened ‘it,

“ Anything up, sir 2’

“Yes !I” gurgled Will.

and- Will bundled in.
asked Dicky.
“Mi. Finch is up! I

could “wish “that “he: went: earlier “to--bed!
Finches, I believe, generally go to roost at
dark. T rather think that he is going to make

a night of it! Let us hope, for Mr. Iinch’s

sake, that it’will not rain!”

the door\\ ay.of.the. schoolhou\o

hour was growing late—all.
had gone to bed—but Mr. 8
listening, for sounds of woe and ang
the direction of the trademen’s gaio
1fwzul\ eleven, and norhmg had happnno(‘ o
ar

Blacker and blacker grew Mr.
angrier and angrier his glare” into the dush
summer night. “He strode out ‘of the House
last to see what had happened, and \\hor'n r
anything had.  If that ruffign Finch had g
tired of it, and fallod to Lcop watch, Mr: I’\
was ma(l\ to give him “the longth otags
tongue, and a hittle oyers”

He peered about him’ angml\ as he rustled
pathito theitradesnen’s gates Thas
brute, thﬂ ruﬂmn_ had-“got tired ‘of* it and
gone——- & S 5 e

He hadn’t! % .

Fisty was a sticker. -He ivas:impatient
was angry, he was savage:-but He J
parked Tehind that beech. -

Now he spotted- one’! ¥ g

It was too dark for )ncotrmfmw
dark to

Pyke’ s brov

spot mon:n lyoaul ’m
gown. Fi
&\ 1 he bmmnod
(;ot‘um 12 s

And, he rushed..
The " left ,:\\hleh lmd Ixn\oeked out the B
mondsey' Pet,* in =M Tmch
ring; lifted Dunld(w P, ff

landed him onshis-baek—
yell that awakened half tho s
over School.

“Three months’ #a
hammorod.
Ay !
fm

*“That’s -wot you
That’s for your eye!
your beezer! That’s a wipe for yousz
Three months’ -’ard, 'Mr. ’Ay—wor

s“’ere is worth six months 1”-

“The frantic vells of Dunkley “Pyke woke
fho echoes. * He hardly, knew how he got
But he got away at last, and flew. . After
ﬁc“ Mr. Tinch, bent on eammg histqhid =
the laSt halfpenny. Not till"they- reached the
11rrhtod doorway of the schoolhouse did ” F
Finch discover whom he had ‘been’ pune
Then he “gazed at the -fotfering wrec
Dunkley P)l\e, dumbfounded.

Fhree policemen . from ' Doddlebury
required to deal with F isty-Finch—on a
of assault. and .battery, made by .a 1
battered, exasperated, and enraged Mr. -
Fisty 1‘0t11od from the scene,* bookod for
months  this® time. Whatever “measures
Pyke might take to deal .with the Bendoves
barring- out, he did not want any more assis-
ance from the Doddlebury: Chicken !

The barring-out at Bendover goes on. amd
Dunkley Py JI.(’ thinks- that he has fownd =
way to beat the rebels at last.” But thet s
and yow’ll think el
. the: ﬁmmest y-i-

got
That’s

P—
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