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THE LATEST LAUGH-RAISING EXPLOITS OF FUN-MAKER

NUMBER ong

Photo by Courtesy of Gainsborough Pictures, whote latest film starring WILL HAY will shortly be shewn at your local cinema.

« OOD-MORNING, boys !”
“ Good-morning, sir!”
Will Hay, master of
Form at Bendover, bre
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
~choolboy joke with the drawing-pin.

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

the Fourth
1 across

he fis
like face of Tubby Green.
*Green ! .

wing the cud !’ ordered Will
. “What arc you cating?”
othing, sir!”

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

“Yes, sir!” d Havers brightly.

I Will, with an

Yes !

“Drat the bo, muttered
inwvard groan. **Yes, Havers?' he heamed.
“I'm glad to find you still thirsting for know-
ledge, so to speak! What is it you waut to
know, my boy ¥ ‘

Do you know Ilimaz ?

d Will.
P

“Do I know what 7 demande

“Do you know Himazaz 27

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

**No, sir!” answered Have
Iimazaz !”

“Well—er—let mie sce!”
stroking his chi
and thumb, “A
world, I know 1

“Tt must be

murmured  Will,
1 with a reflective forefinger
a man who has travelled the
1azaz, of course, but only
very slightly ! I—er—never ctayed there for
any length of time. Too much n ria 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 ?”

“Yes, sir!” -
ill groaned. .

“The little poultice I” he muttered, beaming
upon Havers, “What is it this time, my boy 7
i you know Himazaz, sir?”
ust told you that I know ‘it only
slightly I replied Will, his voice running up
the scals, *“Hang it all, my boy, don't you
undersiand plain English?  “Henm—to be per-
feetly frauk, I don't know anything at all
about Himazaz!? -

“
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“That's a pily, sir!” said Ilavers, a picture
of disappointinent.

“Why is it a pity 7 demanded Will. “What
do vouw want to know about }Hin ”

T want to know where he is, sir!
“Where who is?” gritted Will, with a
sl “Where who is?”

*1im-as-has stolen my
answered Havers.
*1Ha,.ha, ha!” roared the Fourth.

“0O boy! O boy! O boy!” chortled Tubby
recn.
= Silence I

”

mirth-

Tes

indiarubber, sir!”

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

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

“We will devote the first part to writing
yvour weekly lcetters home!” he announced.
“Smart !”

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

“What is to- s date, my boy 7”

- “Twenty past nine, sir?” answered Jorry.

“I _asked for the date, vou little wart, not
the time 1 snorted Will. " It's the fifteenth,
isn't it ?” .

“All day, sir!” .

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

Turning his back upon -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 blank !

“Strange,” he muttered, closing one eye and
squinting at the chalk., “It's a bit on the
soft side, but it ought to write, confound it 1”

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

HAY.....111

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 ",5 P YOU.LAUCHING ! ;

w2l a1

Look out for it.—Ed,

“Queer,” went on Will, tilting his mortar.
board over his right ear and scratching Jig
head. “Rummy, you might say!”

Iis scholar: re watching him furtively a5
he tried to write the date for the third time
an_explosive titter breuking from them when
Will lost his temper, mutterad ficrcely, and
flung the offending chalk hard upon the feor,

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

“1la, ha, ha!” laughed the Fourth,

“0 boy.! O boy! O boy!”

“ Silence !” 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 upon my
desk ?” he demanded stern

“Oh, no, sir!” eried J
Lave to thank me at all!”?

©Oh, 1 don't, don’t T7" nodded Will, “ That's
very kind of you! Now come out here, for
I'm going to_dust your pants for you! And
here’s something else you'd better know ! From
now on I'm not standing any nonsense! A hoy
who tries any funny stulf is asking for trouble!
Bend over, you young rascal I

Taking a new cane off the mantelpicee, Will
moistened his palms and prepared 1o give
Jerry Smart three of the best \Jwrc they were
calenlated to do most good.

Jerry, unperturbed, turned his head aml
winked at the Form. 3

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

“Oooooch I” squealed Jerry, wriggling.

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

- *“Ooooo-ex !” £

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

BANG !

The cane, specially prepared by young J
Smart, exploded with an car-splitting n-pﬂf;
which made Will leap about three feet l“““
the air and go reeling across the reom. 11'_‘
Form hooting with merriment as he Tost ::
balance, grabbed two handfuls of thin :«r'-
and fell hackwards into n roomy wastepsit
basket.” lere he remained, for a full mm::l .
wedged and helpless, staring r?““d-lh.‘l.(i-
over the top of Y\is nippers, which were
perched aslant upon the tip of his nose.

"H;;. ha, )mbl" ! O boyt”

“0 boy! O boy! oy 1 . {

“Silence !I” rm\)rml Will, strugeling mi!v,:;‘
the basket. “Funny | Very funny ! th rﬂ; Yot
with a sly grin at Jerry Smarr. “Sma Alem!
were one too smart for e that time. < 2
We'll Iet it pass!” wh

The laughter subsided, for the Tou

rg. “You don't

erry

without permission strictly forbidden.



Hay had taken the jape
an. - )
with the business of
'fﬁ:dpmnu." faid Will,
“""} ‘:ct"lo tell them what young
+p for
¢

will

e diligent seratching of many
the,

oy 3 1 the quietude of the
.\I? d”“:rbﬂ ndeed, thc‘ half-hour
-nnn-rﬂo"’)‘u“-r;til\n' home” was per-

od t ceck to whicl
Hott*C e hour of the week te Seaiel
8 no hall hm{,r“’ whole and undivided

in the morning
jed the news in r
ing ’]‘::]]1::(&1 up and addressed the Form,
11 loo 5
,\hll “\r papers to Ine as s00n as you've
. g ¥O .
pring
d,

g enid, }

grisheds )m;f“,(,;,, Pyke, Jerry Smart, and
| once I‘Lr‘fl'ur':’““ the floor and sur-
A latter! Will. There was o cunning

vors v o 1 unnin
rlj':"jl"'L]l'k.'i:".b‘:““‘.ﬂ" little eyes which Will did
Jioh i0 13 o o
" "’""'JM what the wart’s up to this time7”

IR eratching the back of his ‘hcad with
e Ml ©

S er. “No good, I'll bet I

3 ‘JJ'.P; the cad of the Fourth from his
sing sned his attention to the letter

- »1-ms'murL had written to his young

c”’.‘ l]m\p school, his interest increas-

ol ’r\' word he read.

Phich J
prothery &
g vith eve
= SIE ” began the scrawled
ez, )S’Ll:\l(r&: me u‘elml our new Form-
,”’N]c'f [I‘l.l. You remember Pongo? Qur
"'"'/'r'”a bit like him, only not so good-
woiltr's He's a sly old bird, too. Some-
lewr;" pretends Lo be entering llun_yx in
gl ,";((Ir when all the time he's tryiny 0
,'"‘, yyq,/, n-;nnrr.d in a recing paper that's
”r‘h the reyister. Dut he L[V»!’A"" t know that
N’“c lxr:'y«[ml, of course. We get on all
:,:,]:1, and 1 know he's very jond of mer—
Your loving brother, y
“GERALD ANSTRUTHER SMART.

vp. S.—DPleaze
promised.”

send  stink-bombs, as

Wil looked up from the letter, squinted
wross ot Jerry Smart, and rubbed hard at hLis
The japer-in-chicf, his hands clasped
Iy in front of him, was gazing dreamily
space, an angelic expression upon his
countenance, .

'kAmlruIl.v;r ! snapped Will, rapping the

Aot Alush rushed into Jerry's cheeks, but
¥ outinued to gaze into space.

“Austrether 1”7 yepeated . Will, louder this
e,

Terry appeared to be deaf, and the
“r fellows Jogked about the room in_ sur-
* Anstruther was g new one on them!
"ozt @ name to go 1o bed with !

2d - Anstruther Smart ! called Will,
48 tones,

gl Lis checks flaming, sat up with a

spéak, sir?” ho asked politely;

8 & warning glitter in his eyes.

dear Anstrather 1 beamed Will.
0¥ 10 boy 1 exploded Tubby

E ripple of merriment ran round
room,

! J'“L my
0 oy 1

1Y boy,” Wil \went on, squinting
cntig PET8 AL Jorry, w0 is this Pongo
o ,n‘vm’);s‘uur lette

Lo
w 40, 4 i
oy ,(‘J"}- l;d:ucd Jerry, as though in
e Pongo's ‘s et e had, but

of pog o bressed Will, “ A noblo
* Crealyee

f % no doubt 7”
ui,‘)""“‘ Particularly handsome,”
e Cliceky grip, o Pongo was
baboon, sir, with a

fijped . Shee

1 '»;‘“'lmm Wzl

Pra' 1 thgy .

g AL, ‘\L:‘_"’?" nodded Will. “T won't
Cierenyhggy o Gt on with your letter-

\'1 l'.\"_ 0

) .;" I""I‘lc(i buzzlg,

\’i,,l.l"llcr loh ang
Mer 0

dly ag he spread out a
Kiy A that it was Reggie
w: father, Dunkley Pyke, a
® seeking o position at the
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moment ¢
o mars thar l‘.‘.ffl.' "umnl for N,

£ ERIe 0 write
dozen Jine,, Jite

WA n lengiy g, but this Jotfaer
widely spacad, ament, and ‘th lines were
“Rummy 1
YU mused n
:l”l:')’l]“h. the Jetter, ..'-[!r"':'{ll.ﬂr‘h«:ahml rvlm
. : ; cre e
it wart 28 with diar, (o) T corrai Al
Brve ‘me 3 g .
handed 1 the serend 3 dirty ook when he
With p

vhe's Jetter still
4] 3 s ch
;1(. walked acroe ¢ aca and k
18 stance beforo the Llaza ' |o e Baey
hands behind 1,iy ey n e e e,
s baclk, his o ab)
Dosition he ran hie ey over the nglf"lr:-?h'”
rr:::n\l{?mx.hn ding of Prka's letter - pelore
Vhat's the joke, Pyke ™ lin asked “catehis
a suirk upon the ca S

tehed in by

o the Bropi s hand,

; ) il's foxy fuco,

toaA thought Just flashed iy, my mind, «jr !

win i see that it doesn't get awgy | a‘(lvi‘-"d
ill. hough T fea sorry for

thing.
itself 1”
Having warmed
strode back 1o Lis
letter for a

the poor little

It's Boing to e louely, all by’

darned

himeelf sufliciently, Wiy
5 -k ]:511(1 spread oul Pyke's
NG reading. Then he pave
sudden start, for iy, l:f-l\\v;'-i’: rnihl r,nf :.l;u i;\ux‘d‘;*lf:
spaced hues of Writing liad appeared other
11130«. which hadn't beer, there beforo.

‘ Invisible ink, eh» mused Wil| thought-

se

fally. And the heai of he fire ha g
it e i o ll? fire has Lrought
“Dear Pa,” read Will, “I've got a grand

idea for getting that old fool
dendover.  And Dr, Shrubb, as well, if we
work our cards propetly ! Having 50t those
two the chuck, _\ou"lrl be able to step in and
become headmaster, Here's the wheezo: Get
Croker, Your gardener, to come to Bendover
and pretend to be a pear relation of Hay's.
Bribe Lim to kick Hp a real old shine and
make a nuisance of himself, Get the idea,
pa? T've never soen Croker sober, hut that
will be all the better, won't it? 1 mean, if
he turns up a bit oiled. Hay will be fired for
a tainty, and I expect old Shrubb will go,
as well, for having engaged Hay. It's up to
you, pa ! :

“Cheerio !

Hay out of

“Reg.”

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

I

=

wilt Hay put his beel Into that swip

n double som
But’ WIIl noearly tur“'?n hle hand, giving hir

EVERY FRIDAY

“A fine, manly epistle, my bov " he said,
1w great ceremony of sealing the .cn
2. " Your fsther fisuld be proud of jyou

when he receives such a long, intelligont letter !

I particalarly liked that bit where you tell

lim vihist n fine fellow [ am, and how much

You love and rerpect the Head | Such senti-

ments do you great eredit, ror boy, and one

day T hope 10 repay you for thisa kind words !

With knebs on, you little wars 1 ke added

under kis Lreath

But Reggin Pyke would not have {"If rearly
*a corfortable 1f he had known what Will Hay
was planning on his hehalf,

o

« !
~Whospee !

Snorter Kelly, porter at Bendorver,
down liis cup of “cold tea
door of Lis lodge.  Approaching the school
Zates at -a_shabling gallop was the ancient
four-wheeler  from l)ulrll--!:'nr_\ ation,  ifa
sbassenger, head and shoulders thrust out of
a windo roaring the maritime ditty in a
hucky vojce which awoke “ec . across the
peaceful, countryside.

The zongator wa

LIFE on the occan wave is better than
Loy to tea. A life on the ocean
wave is Detter than going to sea!

planked
and ran to the

a burly, red-faced fellow
with a purplish nose, a ginger mou-tache, and
watery blue eyes; and his taste, in the matter
of dress, was rather “loud.” [lis 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 you're ‘aving a chariot race, or some-
think? " Whoz, mare!” No soouer did  the
cab come to a standstill than the dsor swung
open, and  the passenger fell out upon  his
hands and knees. *“Nind you don’t «pill any,
mister I cautioned the school porter.

The passenzer was grinning happily as he
picked himeeli up and swayved ac to the
porter with outstretched hand.
sed to meet you, Dr. Shrubb 1 he said.
“I've just come from Paris to visit glorious
Bendover! 1 chew the flannel 2
. yeah?” drawled the porter “You've
v ad somethink that don’t agree with

O
ST

=2

h young Jerry Smart a leason.
h:uw:v";:: :‘)’u“::ocl:lly propiared cane exploded
a

1 tha shock of his life.
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“
“As I eaid before, my dear Dr. Shrubb,
flew the Channel—" . e
Ah, that's different!” ceinped ]\l‘l ,\%
« Listen, mister! 1 ain't Dr. .Sh'mhb_ '.ml( - 1"
vou want to sce the "Ead, you'll "ave to @ nl\ 2
yound to 'is 'ouse!  The cabby knows the

1 ;
““‘y'lllmnl;.- very much, I'm sure!” lnc(")\lb;]n']“!
the stranger, lifting his brown Lowler pnhlm ¥
and falling backwards thiough the open door
of the cab. . S e

= i g " begged Kelly,
e L}ﬁ-lo and” slamming

1

hoisting him
i the

into the decrepit v 2 th
door “1 know the 'Ead'll be pleased to see
yer! T don't think!”

fiv inute »r when the
It wns about fiva minutes later w

cchool Dbutler tapped respeetfully upon the
door of the 1ead's study =

“Come in!” called Dr. Shrubb.

: T
“A person insists upon seeing you, sir!

announced the butler, with a mmdx‘ous snif]
“Who is ~ her”  demanded the Head.

an

“What's his name? K

«The name, my dear old Dr. Shrubb.
the purple-nosed strauger, pushing - his
past the bntler,

way
“is George Pyke—Mister
George Pyke—the long-lost brother of Mister

Dunkley Pyke!  T've come to see my dear
nephew Reggie, whom T last sdw when he was
so high!” X

s held up forefinger and thumb to illus-
trate his meaning, which made Reggic_two
inches in height when he last saw his Uncle
George.

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

“Won't you sit down, Mr. Pyke?” asked the

Head, frigidly polite. “If, as you say, you
haven't sccn Reggie for some years, I will
send for him at once!  Rawson,” he said,

turning io the shocked butler, “tell Mr. I
to send Pyke to me at once! Hurry, please!”
The Head heaved a deep sigh of relief when
the door opened and Reggie Pyke sidled fur-
tively into the study. Behind him came Mr.
his Form-master, and there was a merry
twinkle in Will's ¢y
“Well, well, if it 't our young Reg!”
shouted Uncle George, jumping up and throw-
ing loving arms round the astonished junior.
“Don’t you know your old nunky, Reg!”
Gripping the horrified youngster's shoulders,
he held him at armslength and beamed into
i i eyes; then, as though over-

his bewildered ;
come by avuncular affection, he pulled Reggie
towards him and gave lim a smacking kiss
upon the forchead. S

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

“Take your filthy paws off me, you rotrer !’
sLouted Pyke, aring  about him like a
trapped animal. ¢ Leggo, you—"

“That is not the way to talk to vour
Pyke!” came the Head's stern rebuke.

“He's not my uncle !” eried the junior, shed-
ding tears of fury. “I've never seen his ugly
mug before in my life! Pa- hasn't got a
brother—
L“Oh, yes, lie has—hic,” broke in Uncle
(zr-or;(:. “but I won't say thet he's proud of
me. Y'see, Reg, I'm a ro]ling stone, the black
sheep of the family—hic—but I've returned to
the fold at Jast. Ain’t you going to introduco

uncle,

your long-lost nunky i i v

vour id g ¥ to your littlo play
“That's the very thing T w 1

} very 1g I was about to sug-

gest ! said WAL squinting  at the flllnilﬁ!

Reggie over his nose-nippers.
nephew will be delighted 1o
duvrmg your visit. And don't hurry (o geb
away, Mr, Pyke. To-day's a half-holiday, so
Regio \\‘l_“ be able to show yvou all over the
school. First of all,” Will went on, %wo'll go
to the Fourth Form Room, for I can sce that
Reggie is cager for you to meet Jerry Smart
nl:il“ﬂ;}\'vra, aud the rest of tho hoys 1" g

ell, so-long, old sport!” grinne i
gcorg?, ll[tipx his )m(llo (ho“llnnd.‘l q‘“lc'.l(i
arop in again one of these fine days! Hic!
-ome on, Reg! Tuke nunky's hand 1"
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“I'm sure your
entertain  yon
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RINDING his lm%lh n'n i}:,.:!m.l-m !Lu:‘:
o 1 >y ik 1t :
G fe ffﬁ olvik:‘vf it edy armein-arm
walkel u t g
o L'hd’l?og‘:;:j};' warbled Uncle
hore we are ether, Fhie 2
'i':lm:hmr baritone, *the m¢ l'.l(’;‘\\t' l.l'
Your friends are wmy h]“"“!.,'—-ng"‘
% b SeL N} .
up. you—yourve, been  drinking &
I’;xll“u Tparing  his  poirited (tn‘ ‘11‘\
jct e’ down—you've Jet the fanuly
.. Why did you come here!
o . from the rear,

“The
George,
be! Hic!

- Shut
hissed
“You've let s

you 1otter. e
downy 3 i chided Wi

“Come come sce vour uncle,
PV d b Jeased to see 2
You Vs'l‘m{l\f_llm"(‘};n of baby was he, Mr

"Ll‘lid\-o\:-' little brat!” said "(‘\nc‘;ol(;egg;’;l-_‘;
winking over his shoulder. = And '"‘\la\'iw
ccem to have improved by N”“'g!.* Py
it ain’t his fault, though. One day "i c“ ﬁm
his nose in the mangle. and it’s never been
came since. Ain't that so, R«};chc.

“«No, it isnt!” shouted the .
foax:i?!'g at the mouth. Then. _}hc_\ r:car::;
the - Form-recom, he cnnn_gedb his u;']: ;\1\._
manper. ~ “Wouldn't you k l‘u'p..“
ing fields, Uncle George: e ‘lfl"'\_
oilv, wheedling: voice. “The scenery _(v-.aulx:
ful. round here, and .a long \\"alk in the
countfy, -out towards the dis sed.quarry—

“No.-my- Iadi - I'm going to—hic—meet
vour boy friends,” insisted Uncle George, as
e lurched to a halt outside the door of ‘llle
Form-roon. ..~ .

vior, almost

‘“1t’s 2ll right, boss—it's my birthday to-day ! '

A deafening uproar died away as the trio

entered the room, for the Fourth had been

swilt to take advantage of their Forni-
master’s absence; _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 boy!”

Silence I shouted Will, scowling over his
:1{).3:-111ppc_ﬁ. "Cvau't you see that we've got a
visitor - with us?  Allow i B
e B \mcle."“o“ me to introduce

“His uncle?”

“Oh, my hat!”

. Will Hay’s introduction had caused a sensa-
tion, as never for a moment had the Fourth
:Jumglmndl that lthis scemingly  dissolute
runken lout could be r ¥ i
i) d be related to any Bend-

Reggio Pyke looked hot. moj
fortable, as'he faced the Form,
all, Will's scholars we

. and uncom-
; Tn]\;‘n ‘:xll in
c & happy-go ICKYy
of_ rascals, Reggio being !lxllﬁn‘é n:\:i "mllT\“
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 admnit clowo relation-
S]“‘le'Ol purplu-n;;sfid Unelo George.
isten, you fellows,” he began, swallowin,
o hard that his large Adam’s applo pcppeﬁ
down behind his dickey. “This gentleman is

my uncle, Caplain George
famous big game !mﬁ;“.ri‘ Py
Ha. ha, ha '™ roareg lli;d]"
for a prime joke on P\L"i" Forn,
"0 boy!l O boy! O poeie'™
Gree 5 4

TI¥ ¢
“ Good-morning, Unele
“How goes it - i
Uncle George, revling gy
your—hic—good Lealth ™ |
flack out of his h-p—r\xh:
the lF ith shuddered.
“Urcle Geo U implor o
“What is i, Tiddl :{:‘O'r"! ik
“We alwavs call )

Yo g

tial whisper.
“They

fumin

ha, ha!

ey ! O bay! O bay

“Let’s go for a walk: shouted p,
N Ril.

desperatt teying 10 ;1(3( v
towards the door. T waig 4o e
old quarry—"" o va
“No. I can’t allow that, pyiam
severely. “Unele George mi{'\
edge, then where would vou jo
“Then, please may 1 hay hi
grounds, sir?” asked Pykp, 5
craflty eyes. o
“Certainly I returned  Wijj
suspicious  glance at the oy
“Would vou like me ta come i
“Qh, no, sir!” cried Pyke, in 1,
oily way. “I wouldn't d
to that i

al

inconvenicnce
George and I have
Come on, uncle!”

“Well, so-long. my little mey
waved a cheery farewell h s}
bowler-hat. “T’ll be secing you agai

“T'H bet you won't " growled the w

Reggie, whose one idea was
spicuous relative as far aw,
as quickly as possible.
i large cars were 1
burning as he steered his co;
carridors,  for <
being formally introduced to every maser,
senjor, and junior they encountered on their
way to the door.

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

Are you seeing yvour uncle off ti
ed the Head, in frig

es, sir!” stuttered Reggie.
it’s time he went, sir, don't you?!”

“T most cortainly do!™ returned the Hesd
giving Uncle George a dirty look “You
might explain to him_that we do pot e
courage visitors in mid-term!  Good<ay &

'

s
r Nibs!"”

n, sooy

premiss,
accents. 3
“I think

you, sir!®
i 1" So- oug.l\}'
lowing a ki )
= \'uﬁ shouldn't talk to the Head like thit
uncle!” protested  Pyke. )!U!—«'hx‘\'kn_\i
panic-stricken.  *The’ rotter's sot his
into me as it is—him and old Huy—
“Don't you like Mr. Hayt"
“Could “anybody like that old !
Pyke, a contemptuous grin upon Bl
countenance. “l‘zut he's got lmcl.‘“f:"rﬁl‘
packet coming to him any time 10 fol
n]ml old Shrubb are going out ot Bend ..
their ear!” oy Reg!
“Vindictive sort of cove, aren't Yo ] Kr‘
asked Uncle George. ¥l
“You'll see!™ rt“lurm‘d Pyke ‘l{(LI)}J ot
of all, uncle,” he went on, © I'm 50 g
you the Jav, sfish in
“The what? ced U
“The Javancso glasslis
“They'ro transparent,
flashing about when the
But you've got to look very :
“Of course!” nodded lnrll"‘
should like to see a Javane:®
Reaching the edge of the poc
bent himself double and stal®
into the depths of the ]l;\;‘l:“}cr‘,
suddenly, he gave a =i ;
itedly with a skinny fIBEC™ . pe shout®
*“There's one, Uncle

George:
(Continuad on page 4

grinned Uncle Goorge,

clo Georse | p
o repeated

s
closelr, 017
Geor¥l,
(Qﬁ"h.l r!“
¥ p"f‘"m‘d

and g

watef: Gl
Al
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d it
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of the green trees that covered tho higher
clopes was luring them on.

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

Nearer and nearer they drew to the bottle-
neck of the punchbowl, and \\'nn‘dn began ta
run at top speel, because he hadn't one secom
to spare 1if he were to save the bLeasts. o
stooped as he ran, streaking wpon flying feet
to the Lottle-neck. The elephants were now
crowding head to head as they came on, form-
ing a solid sereent which hid Wanda from the
yes of the Lupus, N
l“.'\t sight of !]}(‘ running figure of Wanda, the
clepbants stopped in their iracks, with the
opening of Jw narrow pass not a hundred
paces zhead 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. - - 5

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, BDarney
saw the figure of the white man poised upon
the rock.

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

Serpa squinted, shading his eyes against the
sumn.

“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 quickenced his stride. “Why should he
be? Remember that uproar in the eamp last
night? Somcbody was there, and it might
have been your accursed Wanda.”

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

he yelped.

VILL HAY AT BENDOVER

(Continuved from page 532.)

“And there's another! TLook!
down, or you'll never sce them!”

Obediently, Uncle George bent down and
clasped his hands upon his knecs, a posture
which exposed the broad seat of hLis pants to
anyone who might have planned a treacherous
assault upon the most substantial portion of his
anatomny. :
“ Keep looking, Uncle George ! encouraged
ske, Lacking away and fixing a crafty eve
upon his target, “Can you see any glassfish 7
C“'m darned if T can!” returned Uncle
George, «till stooping and staring.

“You soon will1” promised Reggie; and,

bracing himself, he took a running kick
1imself, ick at t}
scat of Uncle George's pants, £ i

Look! Bend

I)

Now, it 5o happencd that Uncle Geor
hopped nimbly aside at that very m;mcxgte
with the result that Reggic :

] kicked nothing
more solid than air and we i
b B d went sailing merrily
gplushl
Sending up a shower of dirty w )
S [ y water, Pyk
:3:1 tllpplearcdtflrom l:lght for a good ten socoﬂ(l:
¢ when at last he returned to the :
]nr;llcad] like a drowned rat, e
@ blinked and puffed and snort
k ed as
r-p]nshc_d lLis way towards the sida of the lnk}l-c
a comic spectacle that made Uncle Goorgé

throw back his head a i
throaty laughter., RU SR N

. “Haw, haw, haw !

o he bellowed, holding his
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sgan to run.
Barney Hannan l;(g togun. od T
“Drive 'em up the pass,

they try to turn, kill ‘em. I'!I geltlo the hash
of this meddling white man.

Ho unslung his rifle and pulled (rigger.

1 «

Wanda offered a eplendid target :.u\ l!]:(":do N
upon the rock, waving the elephants k.

Ping !

The bullet chipped the roc k behind Wanda,

and liko lightning  the white -savago leapt
llo‘)‘-ll‘;;t him,” yelped Barney, lowering  his
rifle.

'
Ser thrust an evil faco close to ﬂl;llrncy 8,
"(Ilfp:ou'\'u killed Wanda o‘t; the Wilds Il}

kill you for it!1” he snarled. “1e’s the le [

a millionaire and he's worth a fortune to ui.' X
As Wanda leaped down, !us lips partq(‘:x

an ape-like bellow. At his call, a m:gtx)_\,:

white elephant pushed its way 1hroughl ui
front lino of the stntllun.'lry h(;gdg and stooc
‘i trunk uplifted and trumpeting.

“]‘Sl:\lt:xllllztll” (Enlled oul Wanda, for he and the

‘hite elephant were old friends.

W .-llr;l'-:xnnpl” answered tho great clep]mn_r:
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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“IHa, ha, ha!” came a yell of merriment
from the bushes behind him.

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

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

perfeetly well that bathing is forbidden in the
lake I

‘\[\yl[ll' ha, hat”

Ul's rusty gown was billowine about him
as he sirode down to the water, his scholars
at his heels. Nippers perched aslant upon the
end of his nose, he looked a picture of

scholastic severity as ho watched ie Pyk
scramble out of the pool, = Roreis Lol

“What's the big idea?” he

of M.

demanded, as

Pyke stood in front of hj ippi i
0 im, dripping with
:m:z?fst {:pﬁk Lat you!” Wil \pvf:utgon. in
3 1t 7 > i
e was a  clean collar this
::I'Tn, ha, ha|”
Uve swallowed quarts of mud!”  wailed

I’_\'-lkn. shuddering.

, “What for?” domanded Will.
];z}st. had breakfast, you greedy little  wart!
Oh, by the way,” Lo added, as though sud-

denly ‘struck by an j -3 ¥
for you, Pyko l¥' n idea, “I've got something
“Me?”

“You’ve only

“Your name's Pyke, isn't it2»

hand, Wauda made the :
at the time when the l,::lll,ﬁ:“‘r)" ol
up the rocks for the kij), =~ " °F
Steering the huge anima) 1il
Wanda urged Alpha foryarg,
answering hiy instructions, '”.Rh
to use hiz trunk and tusky , I“ 1o hupg oM
of the hvn} about. urn thy
Tho whole front line o .
round.  The line next tr)l l‘l‘ll:,'r’\l"‘;_"h "l“"‘lc
and then the third line, unti} )" lkexl
tho thread of the silver river Wete fopr
Prodding and urging ? '
to his satisfuction the whela ]'.‘
stamnpede.  Tho Lupuy M;nuntr..,i”d
their lives with wild yella, I);iv'n’l(] L
ful herd was ono thing, rlnndium
maddened herd was cortajn c]cnum P g
The great white elephany
perched bebind the huge ﬂ,-.p'p“ \
bered into the lead, and, n,m‘,’_l‘_‘,: ears, |, b
instructions, headed for the ford m{
Behind, trumpeting shrilly now T
rest of the herd, the earth ghak;
ing to their heavy tread.
FFrom a point of safety
watched their “fortune in
sight, oblivious of the manglegd hed;
nativo beaters who hadn’t beey u;,':;‘
to get clear of the stampeding l.plrf]
As the last of the herd crosep
Barney shook his fist and cursed,
“l'l‘here goesl z]x fortune |
tuskers!  And lost through a epp. ;
savage. I wish that 'nullnf.[’had kic}‘l‘erdmé‘:]-‘»}"
Scr{)a clutched him by the arm his ”un_
eyes bright and greedy. ! TITONES
“Don’t worry about the elephants » he s}
“Wanda is easier money—you forget Be e
that his father left a milfionl Yon ftm"?'
mavybe, that someone clse is now spendin !g:l,
millions he's not entitled to spend—" o
“You mean the money ceally belongs to 1y
white savage?” growled Barnei'. o -
“Sure! And it’s going to be
Barney, Listen o belong to us -
And while Wanda was driving the elephanty
to safety, the two white hunters inade plans to
capture the millionaire savage and to use hig
for their own crooked ends.

Alpha o,

Cwith

€ riy,

" fbl]qw"] °r.
ng and Guivey
n-’\rnr‘v

& Y oand g,
Ivory ” \'ani-h ,P?.:

Cough
el the fog

4
Ever seo P,

Wunda, master of the wilds, is up agninst
new enemics—enemies of whom he has had
no cxrperience. Do wnot miss the thrilling
clash, next weel, when Wanda pits his Jungle
powers against the modern weapons of the
white men.

——
—_—
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“Then don’t ask silly questions!” snapped
Will, producing a foolscap envelope from the
recesses of his rusty gown. “This is your
property, T believe?”

The junior tcok one glance at the envelope
and then stared up at Will with wild, gegeli®g
eyes. . .-
“Tt's my letter to pa!” he cried. "I thougdt
it had been posted!™ . d

“T4 kind of slipped my memory!” besme
Will. *“Was it important?”

“Unecle George——"" began i

“Don't you call me Uncle George. 304 %00
snipe,” shouted the big fellow, 100)“3{{““1
gerous. “I’m no relation of yours, an lc"n*’
were a nephew of mine I'd keep 1t 8 ©
secret 1 Lo the

“Then—then—"  stammered ‘.)-'k"-\'o'l
dread truth slowly dawning upon it u
mean that this is a put-up job—2a ‘”‘fi.n 1

“Just that!” agreed the other. n~ktAJ me
actor, a pal of Mr. May’s, and '1“‘, the
to come down to Bendover and p ;"‘Nll et
of Unele George! He'd got & l"]‘;m of
someone \va]s goin;:” to play the san .9
trick upon him g !

“Th:l‘l'\‘ s0!” nodded Will, with 3 :ca i
smile, “You sce, you little wirh ©
to read between the lines! :
what T mean.”

. 1
Pyke 1nd:gnanm'r'.

in
WILL HAY 1will be back
anotiter bright, breezj Ben¢

g1 91 « 0
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