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SPEGIAL TO “The PILOT.”...WILL HAY,
the world’s funniest Form-master, in another

side-splitting duel of japes with the bright
sparks of Bendover.

OUR SPARKLING CENTRE-PAGE

FUN FEATURE....

Stick A PN
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OF HiS CANE .

THIS BALLOON WiLL
FOOL HimM, Ha/l HA/

(By Courtesy of
Gainsboerough Pictures.)

s HAT old ass Hay!  Ha, hal”
Will Hay, master of the Fourth

Form at Bendover; started so sud-

denly that his nose-nippers slipped
down his nose. He grabbed them, and glared
round over his Form.

“Who spoke?” roared Will.

Will Hay had more than a suspicion that
he was regarded, in the Bendover Fourth, as
an ass. But he had not expected to be told
so in the Form-room during class!

Every face in the Form wore a grin. Reggie
Pyke’s was the widest because his mouth was
the most extensive in the Fourth. The Bend-
over Fourth as a whole seemed in quite a
merry mood that morning.

Will Hay searched face after face—in vain!
He could not pick out the speaker. His eyes
fixed on Reggie.

“Did you speak, Pyke?”

“Qh, no, sir!” answered Reggie cheerfully.

“Did you speak, Bird? Did you venture to
speak of your Form-master as an old ass?”
thundered Will Hay.

“Qh, no, sir!” answered Dicky Bird. “I'm
much too respectful to-tell a Form-master what
I think of him, sir.”

“THa, hia, ha 1”®

“ Qilence !” roared Will Hay.
boy who spoke to stand up.”

Nobody stood up. There was a long pause,
and then Will had to give it up. He turned
again to the blackboard, over which a large-
scale map was hung—the lesson being
geography. Geography was resumed in the
Fourth Form Room—but the grinning antici-
pation in every face showed that the juniors
were interested in something quite other than
geography, and Will kept a wary eye on
them. .

“1 order the

“Silly old ass! Ha, ha!” came a shrill yell.
“0Old Hay's a duffer!” ’

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bendover Fourth,
as Will Hay jumped clear of the floor in his
sarprise.

Will, with a wary eye open, could have
sworn that nobody in the Fourth had spoken.
But there was nobody in the Form-room ex-
cepting himself and his Form. But somebody,
somewhere, was calling Will Hay an ass and
a duffer ; and Will had no use for these painful
truths. With a gleaming eye and a gripped
pointer, he ‘hunted for the unseen one—in
vain !

“Here comes Hay—silly old ass!” came a
vell, and Will Hay jumped, while his Form
roared.

“Ha!” exclaimed Will. “Gottim!” He
had traced the voice this time. It came
from the Form-rcom cupboard—a high wall-
cupboard, in which maps and easels and such
things were kept. Will Hay billowed across
to that cupbeard. It was generally kept
locked, the key in the door. It was locked
now, but the key was gone. Will struck on
the panels with his pointer. Rap, rap, rap!

“Come out!” he bawled. “You hear me?

Emerge! $Show up! Show a leg! Come out
of it.2

Silence from the cupboard! The door did
not open. Will grasped the handle, and
wrenched. But he could not wrench open a
locked door. He put his beef into it, but
the door remained fast. He banged again

with his pointer!

Bang, bang, bang! There was a rustling
movement inside the cupboard, as if the bang-
ing had disturbed the occupant. But that was

11

all.
Will breathed wrath. Evidently—so far as

in that cupboard, to slang the master of ti
Fourth during class.. It was really amazi

“That old chump Hay!” came a chuckln
voice from the cupboard. “Ha, ha! Here
comes that old foozler Hay!”

“My only plus fours!” gasped Will Ha:
“Wait till I get you out of that, my pippiz
Won't I dust your pants! Won’t I hack ye
till you wowl—I mean, whack you till yec
howl!”

Laying down the pointer, Will grasped th=
door-handle with both hands, braced his fees
for a tug, and tugged. The lock on the ¢
board was not specially strong, and he hops
that a tug would do it. He put every ouncs
of beef into that tremendous tug, his nose
nippers slipping down his nose, and his mortas
board down the back of his head, unregarde
The juniors, all on their feet now, gazed =
him with breathless interest.

“Ah!” gurgled Will. “It's giving—"

It gave! But it was not the lock—it was
the door-knob that gave! The terrific tug &
done it—it came off, in Will Hay’s grasp.

The door -remained as it was! Will
didn’t! Will Hay shot over in a backwas
somersault, with the door-kneb in his ha
He landed on the back of his head, with =
shock that almost shook the Form-room.

“ Whoooooooop !” roared Will Hay.

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the Fourth.

Will Hay rubbed the back of his hes
Will’s head was hard—but the old cak plazs
of Bendover were harder. There was
doubt that Will’s head had had the worss
the collision! He clambered slowly o
feet, glared at his almost hysterical Ferw
and then at the ecupboard door.

“For the last time, will you come cui’
roared.

““Ha, ha!

Will you ceme out!” repes

WHERE ‘S THAT GLOBE GONE ¥
PRODUCE IT AT ONCE /

THE PILOT No. §8--12/6/37.

-

NN

\

\

\

\




s

.COMPLETE COMEDY PICTURE-STRIP AND STORY.

WELL, BOYS
IS NOT AS
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hidden voice.
fer! Ha, ha!”
rat does 1t!” gasped Will Hay.  Listen
me. you young rascal! I am going to fetch
Head. You will be missed from your
*m. Your identity will be revealed! Got
«:7 Now, hadn’t you better come out?”
No answer from the cupboard. Will Hay
~ed, and strode to the Form-room door.

Keep your places!” he hooted. “I am
g to lock this door so that that young
«reant cannot escape during my absence!
L «p your places.”
il Hay billowed out of the Form-room,
zed the door after him, and locked it on
outside. The Fourth Form howled.
Ha, ha! He’s gone to fetch the Head!”
siorzled Reggie Pyke. “Oh, my hat! What
old Shrubb say, when he finds Mrys.
‘.mble’s parrot in that cupboard!”
He jolly well isn’t going to find him!”
ckled Dicky Bird.
Hichard Bird jumped up, and drew a key
n his pocket. He cut across to the cup-
:rd and unlocked the door. Within, on a
ed map, was perched a green parrot.

Will Hay had not been long at Bendover,
=1 if he had heard of the house-dame’s
errot, he knew nothing of that frolicsome
Us trick of immediately repeating anything
st was said in its presence. Still less did
- dream that Richard Bird, of the Fourth,
+1 extracted Peter the parrot from his cage
vl locked him in the Form-room cupboard
wfore class.

“Out you come, Peter, old bean!” grinned
“icky. He grabbed the parrot, jerked him
wross to the Form-room window, and dropped
m out. Peter flew.

Dicky rushed back to the cupboard, shut and
cked it again, slipped the key into his
ocket, and resumed his place in the Form.

“Old ass Hay! Silly old

>

And with grinning faces, the Bendover Fourth
waited for Will Hay to arrive with the Head.

LU XTRAORDINARY !” exclaimed Dr.

Shrubb.
“And then some, sir!” Dbleated
Will Hay.
The Form-room door opened. The Head

entered, with Will billowing after him. The
Fourth subdued their merriment as well as
they could. Headmaster and Form-master
walked. across to the cupboard.

“ Amazing, Mr. Hay !”’ said the Head. ‘“No
boy is missing from his Form. It cannot be
a Bendover boy. Some stranger—some ex-
traneous person—must have penetrated into
these precinets 3

“Whoever he is, sir, he is still there,” said
Will grimly, “and I will deal with him when
he comes out. He cannot have escaped, as I
locked the Korm-room when I came to fetch
ot i
7 “Quite so, Mr. Hay. Tt is quite extraordin-
ary. But we shall scon ascertain the identity
of  this impertinent rascal.” Dr. Shrubb
rapped on the cupboard door. “Come out at
once! Do you hear? It is Dr. Shrubb speak-
ing. Come out!”

Silence from the cupboard. The door was
still locked; the key, Will Hay naturally sup-
posed, on the inside. Nobody eould have
locked himself in the cupboard without taking
the key inside.

“Will you answer me?” exclaimed the head-
master, his voice rising with anger. “Upon
.my word! I will give you iuto custody as a
trespasser if you do not instantly come out of
that cupboard !”

“0Oh crumbs!” breathed Dicky Bird.
“Lucky for Peter that I let him out—what ?”

“Ha, ha, hal?

“Silence I’ boomed the Head

“This is no

Mr. Hay, you are abso-

laughing matter !
lutely certain, I suppose, that the young rascal
is in that cupboard ?” -
“I heard him, sir, with my own ears
“1I do not suppose for one moment, Mr. Hay,
that you heard him with anyone else’s,” said

22

the Head testily. “No doubt the miserable
trickster is afraid to speak. Now I stand
here he has taken fright—a sudden fright,
M. Hay 22

“You think so, sir?
face through the deor—

S Whatt

- “TI mean, sir, that as he cannot see you, I
do not quite see how your features can have
produced such an effec i

“¥ou are & fool, Mr. Hay!”:
Head.

“I've heard that one before, sir!” sighed
Will Hay.

“Bah! If the miscrcant will not open the
door, it must be forced.” Dr. Shrubb glaneed
round at *he Fourth. “Smart, go and fetch
Kelly here at once, and tell Lim to bring his
tools for forcing a door.”

“Yes, sir,” gurgled Jerry Smart, and he
scuttled out. :

[t was several minutes before he came back =
with Kelly, the Bendover porter. During”
those minutes Dr. Shrubb rapped again and
again on the cupboard and commanded the
occupant to open the door and emerge. Dead
silence reigned in the cupboard, however.
There was not even a whisper. Peter, the
parrot, was enjoying his unaccustomed liberty
in the quad, far from the: scene of his laie
activities. Kelly came trampivg in at last,
with hammer and chisel in his hands and
surprise in his face.

“Open that cupboard: Kelly!” said the
Head. “Mr. Hay, stand ready to stop the
rascal if he should attempt to bolt.”

He cannot see your

25

hooted the

| You'LL HOLO IT UP FOR
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“He won’t get far. sir,” assured Will Hay.

Headmaster and Form-master placed them-
selves in readiness to stop a ‘rush., Kelly’s
hammer banged on Kelly’s chisel with a ter-
rific din. :

Bang, bang, bang! Clang! Bang!

The Bendover Fourth gazed on ih great joy.
The aspect of the two masters warily watching
for nobody to bolt fromn an empty cupboard
~was almost too much for them.

Clang! Clang! Clang! went hammer and
chisel; then a sudden fiendish yell from Kelly.

“Wow ! Yurrrooop ! Oocoh!” Kelly scemed
to have missed the chisel "and got his thumb.
He jammed it into his mouth and roared.

“You are wasting time, Kelly !” snapped the
Head. “Proceed at once!”

“ Wooooh ! roared Kelly.
my thumb! Wooooooh !

*“That is immaterial!” snapped Dr. Shrubb.
“You are wasting time! Hurry up!”

“Woo-hoo-hooop !” roared Kelly, which
sounded as if he did mind his thumb—in fact,
it hinted that he minded it very much indeed.
The hammer went to the floor with a bang.
and the porter sucked his thumb and howled
wildly.

E Pl “Mr. Hay,
take that hammer

Will Hay grabbed up the hammer. The
chisel was sticking in and only required driv-
ing home. Will did not hold the chisel with
hig left hand; he was rather particular about
his thumb. He took the hammer with both
hands and swung it round for a bang. It was
far from being Will’s intention to catch Dr.
Shrubb on the ear with it; he did that unin-
tentionally.

“Yow-woooocp !’ roared Dr. Shrubb, bound-
ing away like a very active kangaroo. ‘ Bless
my—yarooooh !—soul!  Mr. Hay—whooop |—
keep that hammer away Yowwwp !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Bendover Fourth
ecstatically.

“Silence ! Mr. Hay, proceed—and keep that
hammer away from my head!” roared Dr.
Shrubb.

“Please keep your head away from my
hammer, sir!” gasped Will, as he got going.

Bang, bang, bang, bang!

The chisel was driven in. Will Hay grasped

“I’ve ‘ammered

exclaimed Dr. Shrubb.

E)
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it and wrenched. There was a loud craeck as
the lock gave. The door opened.

“Watch for him, sir!” gasped Will. “ Baflle
him as he snolts—I mean, snaffle him as he
bolts! Ready, sir? Ready. Kelly? All hands
on deck! Grab him! Bag him! Pinch him!
Why, what—where—how—-—-  Why, where—
where—where is he 7”

He gazed into an empty cupboard! Dr.
Shrubb gazed into an empty cupboard ! Kelly
gazed into an empty cupboard! They all
gazed—but gazing could not make that cup-
board anything but empty. Will Hay took off
his nose-nippers, wiped them, and carefully
clamped them on his nose again. But even
that had no effect. The cupboard was still
empty. There was a rolled map, there was a
box of chalks; but living inhabitant, none!

“Do I sleep, do I dream, do I wonder and
doubt 7”7 babbled Will Hay. “Are things
what they seem, or are visions about? Dr.
Shrubb, is this school haunted ?”

Dr. Shrubb turned a petrifying glare on

1im.

“Yes, Mr. Hay,” he snorted. “It is haunted
by a fool, an a chump—who fancies that
he hears voices from «mpty cupboards!
Pah 1 :

He swept out of the Form-room, snorting.
Kelly grinned as he picked up hammer and
chisel.

“T’'d give it up, sir!” he whispered. “You
ain’t got the ’ead for it, Mr. Hay ! Teetotal-
ism’s your mark, sir, if you'll take a tip!”
And the Bendover porter went out grinning.

Will Hay blinked dizzily after him. Evi-
dently Kelly supposed ihat he had been
drinking. Perhaps the Head did also! Will
almost wondered whether he had. He had
heard a voice from that cupbeard, and yet
nobody was there. Slowly at last he turnea
to his Form and gazed at them.

The expression on his face was too much
for the Fourth. They roared, they shrieked,
they howled.

Will blinked at them.

“Funny, isn’t it?” he hooted. “Frightfully
funny and all that, and then some, and a few
over—what? How have you worked this, you
collection of pernicious warts?”

“Ha ha ha 1™

Raffles, with his companion, Bunny Manders, rent a house
near the estate of the Earl of Welland, possessor of a famous
famous gent]eman—
cracksman intends to acquire it by his usual carefully-planned
methods, little realising that Sexton Blake 1s a guest of the Earl.
Raffles learns that a Home Office order has been issued for the
exhumation of the body of a local resident who has mysteriously
died. Knowing the attention of the police to be concentrated
on the re-opening of the grave, Raffles takes the opportunity of
i But he finds himself

in a terrible jamb—with the famous Baker Street investigator

bracelet, the Fetter of Buddha. The

making his bid while this is in progress.

as his opponent.
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Featuring two of Fiction's
greatest characlers, in
slern opposition . . . .

“Silence ” roared Will.
sniggers will get the pointer!
sniggering, Pyke ?”

“Oh, no, sir!”’ gasped Reggie.

“Your mistake, Pyke! That sound liks
filing a saw was unmistakable; it was yous
merry trill! Take that!”

“Yarooooh !” roared Reggie as he took if.

“You seem amused, Bird; possibly that wil
add to your amusement—-""

“Whoop !” roared Dicky Bird.

“Ah! T see that the effect is subtractiom
not addition,” beamed Will. ** You seem much
less amused, Bird. Any other member of this
Form who is disposed to cackle may get ¢
with it at once, while I have the pointer in m;
hand.”

But the sounds of merriment died away—
till the pointer was laid down. But it was
really hard for the Bendover Fourth to kee
serious that morning. Every time Will Ha
cast a puzzled glance at the mysterious eug
board, there was a gurgle in the Form. A:
when Will at last dismissed them, the Bend
over Fourth went out into the quad yelling.

e ES, vyes, yes!” said Dr. Shrubb sooth
ingly. He waved both hands u

soothing gestures. “Yes, yes, yes

Quite, Mrs. Mumble—quite! Yes!

But Mrs. Mumble was not to be soothed
The Bendover House-matron was generalls
calm—in fact, as placid as she was plum;
But there were two things that could excite
Mrs. Mumble—anything that happencd t
Thomas, her cat; and anything that happened
to Peter, her parrot. Of the two, she feares
most for Peter when he got loose; for if Pete
in his career of freedom met Thomas, he was
liable to disappear inside Thomas. In that

“The next boy whe
Were you

case, Mrs. Mumble, of course, would still have

been the happy owner of Peter so long as she
owned Thomas—but she wanted him outsid:
Thomas.

“Some wicked boy opened the cage and le:
him out!” wailed Mrs. Mumble. “He has
been loose all day. I shall never see my¥
d-d-dear Pip-pip-Peter again! Such a clever
bird! The way he talks! Only yesterday he
said ¢ Tubby old Shrubb,” which he had heard
from some boy——"

“What ?” roared Dr. Shrubb.

“Some bad boy may have been teaching him

bad words!” moaned Mrs. Mumble. “He
picks up everything at once. You remember
when you stumbled over the mat, sir, he

repeated what you said, and it was a long,
long time before I could stop him.”

“Yes, yes, yes! Pray go! I will see to the
matter at once! Wil you kindly leave my
study, Mrs. Mumble ?”

But Mrs. Mumble, on the subject of Peter,
was inexhaustible, and was obvicusly going te
remain inexhaustible, so long as Peter was or
the missing list. Dr. Shrubb rolled out of his
study and hurried to Will Hay’s.

Will, after class, was taking a rest in his
study. He was seated in a chair, with his
fect on the window-sill, in an attitude of un-
studied grace, the chair tilted back at a
dangerous angle. In that rather precarious
position it was inadvisable for Will to be sud-
denly startled. He gave a jump as the Head
breezed in.

“Mr. Hay!” exclaimed the Head. “I—
Bless my soul! What are you doing, Mr.
Hay?”

Will did not explain what he was doing
He did it! That jump tilted his' chair back
a little over the odds, and Will sat on the floor
on his neck, with his feet reaching skyward.
Dr. Shrubb gazed at him in astonishment.

“Is that Swedish drill, Mr. Hay ?” he asked.
“I regret interrupting your physical jerks, but
will vou kindly give me your attention ?”

Will Hay collected himself, thankful to find
that he was still in one piece, and resumed
the perpendicular. 2

“Carry on!” he gasped. “Don’t mind me!
The centre of gravity appears to have got mis-
faid, and the law of gravitation took me un-
awares. Fire away, sir!”

“Oblige me, Mr. Hay, by making a search
for Mrs. Mumble’s parrot, which is missing.
Request the other masters; order all the boys
Mrs. Mumble will give me no peace of mind
till that wretched bird is found !”




i

wu are fortunate, sir. She has given me
Bisee of her mind already,” said Will—"a
e meece. Peter has begun to Paul, sir—"

Wies ?”
E pall. Ha, ha!” said Will Hay.
B it to me, sir! I will borrow Mr.
Wnss s butterfly-net, and if the fowl is still

Ws Bendover, and outside Thomas, he shall
- = B
« minutes later, Will was busy, armed
s butterfly-net of the largest size, bor-
from Mr. Shandy, the master of the
L who was given to bug-hunting. Dozens
willingly »joined in the
r le PBon, the French master,
7. and Mr. Choot joined up. A yell
ws Sammy Siraw announced that the parrot
wen spotted, sitting on a branch of an old
Wiover beech. A crowd gathered under
cech. Peter was just beyond the reach
= butterfly-net, and he blinked down with
2. solemn eyes at the excited crowd below.
cackled cheerfully, and -suddenly he

Sdly old ass Hay! Ha, ha! Here comes
old duffer Hay !”

¥:11 jumped. He recognised the mysterious
that had proceeded from the Form-room
ard that morning.

only hat and sunshade !” gasped Will.
only hat and sunshade!” repeated
brightly. “Silly old ass Hay! Tubby
airubb!  Ha, hal Silly old ass Hay!”
a, ha, ha!” roared the crowd under the

on Dieu!” exclaimed Monsieur le Bon.
: is a veree clevair bird! He know you
sunce, mon cher ’Ay !”
Come down {” roared Will, brandishing the
erfly-net..  “Sorry, Mossoo Bong! Was
t your eye?”
Nom d’un nom! Zat you bung me not in
eye I” roared Monsieur le Bon, jumping
way. “Prenez garde—zat is my ear—mon

*u l—zat is my nose

There was a general backing away to give

1 a wide offing. Peter, taking the alarm,
stered off the branch and hopped away.

‘Bag that bird !” roared Will Hay. “Pinch

at parrot ! After him!”

There was a rush in pursuit of Peter. Hop-

nz and flying, Peter dodged actively. Will

ay rushed after him with net uplifted, ready

swoop. Monsieur le Bon darted in and
srabbed. Will swiped with the net at the
same moment.

Mossoo Bong barely missed Peter as he

spped. But Will Hay did not miss Mossoo
Bong! Really it was not Will's fault, as
Mossoo’s head got in the way just as he
<wiped. Anyhow, he made a capture.

“Gottim !” gasped Will, jerking

andle of the net. 3

“Urrrgh ! spluttered Monsieur le Bon, as
e was dragged off his feet. “Mais qu-est-que-
“est, cela?”

*“Ha - :ha, shrieked
fellows.

“Zat you pull not off my head!” shrieked
Monsieur le Bon, “I am catch like one fish!
Yoo-hoop ! >

“Fa: ha,-ha 2

“Suffering sardines!” gasped Will Hay, as
Mossoo Bong wrenched off the butterfly-net in
sections. “Mr. Shandy, your net looks a little
damaged. These excitable foreigners! Come
on. my boys, after that bird !”

But Peter, in the excitement, had disap-
peared. Perhaps he had flown in at one of the
open study windows. Perhaps he had taken
refuge in another beech. Wherever he was, he
was not to be seen. Up and down and round
about went Will Hay, indefaligable. He was
not going to give up the search unsuccessful.
Most of the Fourth were enjoying the fun,
hn'theggie Pyke drew his pal, Fruity Snell,
aside.

“Chance to give that old ass a jolt while
he’s playing the goat out here—what?” he
whispered. And Fruity nodded and grinned,
and they sneaked into the House.

There was no danger of the two bad hats of
the Fourth being spotted. Everybody was in
the quad, and not an eye saw them as they
scuttled down the passage to Will Hay's study.
In that study they got swiftly busy. Will’s
inkpot was turned over the papers on his table.

at the

ha!” the Bendover
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Shovels of soot from the chimney were
scattered over floor and furniture. * Chairs

were upended, and the rug draped over them.
Reggie Pyke chuckled explosively as he sur-
veyed the scene of havoe.

“Bijt of a surprise for that old faol Hay
when he comes in, Fruity,” he gurgled.

“Ha, ha!” giggled Fruity. ‘“What about
smashing the clock, Pyke?”

“Good egg!” chortled Reggie.

Smash went the clock in the grate.
was a terrific smash.

“Cut, for goodness’ sake!” gasped Fruity

It

Snell.  “Somebody will hear that. I'm
going, Reggie!”
And they cut. A few minutes later, and

they were mingling in the crowd in the quad
again, helping in the search for the elusive
Peter.

But Peter, the parrot, was not found; and
the Bendover fellows gave it up. And when
Will Hay breezed away to his study for a
well-earned rest, Reggie and Fruity watched
him go, with grinning faces.

Every week the Editor of PILOT awards
half-a-crown for the best letter sent in
by a PILOT reader. Write and tell him
your opinion of the stories, and don’t be
nervous about saying what you think.
Address your letters to: The Editor,
“ PILOT,”’ Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.4.
This week’s prize of 2s. 6d. goes to:

R. S. Izett, Mallt House Cottages, Chart
Road, Sutton Valence, Kent.

-
6 O\;iLING haddocks !” gasped Will
ay.
He stood in  his study, and
stared. It looked as if a hurricane

had struck it. While Will had been busy out
of doors, somebody, evidently, had been busy
indoors.

“Who—who—who——""

He realised at once that it was no use
asking “who.”  That rag had been per-

__petrated while everybody—except the raggers
—was out of the House. There was not the
remotest clue. Will glared and rubbed his
nose.

Dr. Shrubb looked in at the doorway.

“Mr. Hay, Mrs. Mumble is worrying me
again about that wretched parrot! If you
could Why, what—what has happened
here? Who has done this?”

“That. sir,” said Will, “is what I should
like to know. I am quite curious about it.
Look at my clock! It never would go; but
it’s gohe now. Some indescribably, iniquitous
tick has done this—while I was trailing that

gasped Will,

EVERY FRIDAY

foul fowl. Possibly Master Pyke
enlighten us.. I seem to recognise his
mark.” Will stepped to the study winde
« P}Ake 12

“Yeg, e l®
innocent smile.

“Have you been in my study since class
Pyke?’ roared Will

“(Oh, no, sir! I’ve been helping you hunt
for the parrot, sir,” said Reggie blandly.

“1 was with him all the time, sir,” -
Fruity Snell, with equal blandness. = Has
anybody been in your study, sir?”

“Yes,” said Will; “I conclude so. T
are certain slight traces which indicate =
thing of the sort.””

“1 hope you don’t think we’d-go into ¥
study without leave, sir!” said
meekly.

Wili Hay gazed at them grimly. If i

cc
T

with

a2n

Reggie came up,

sa

had done it, they had him. Dr. Shrubb
gazed at them, but they mei the eyes
headmaster and Form-master with m

calmness.

“Mr. Hay—" began the Head. Ile was
suddenly interrupted.

“That old duffer Hay! Ha, ha! Here
comes that old chump Hay! Ha, ha!”

The Head jumped; Will Hay bounded!
Both of them stared up. On top of the cur
tain-pole, over the window, a greenish form
was visible, and two round, red solemn eyes
blinked down at them. The mystery of
Peter’s disappearance was explained. It w
into the open study window that he had
appeared, and there he had sat perched on
the curtain-pole, while the search for hi
went on in the quad. Catching the name
of Hay had started him again.

“The—the parrot!”’ exclaimed Dr. Shrubb.
“Bless my soul! Mr. Hay, the parroi—"

Peter cackled :

“Qilly old ass Hay! Ha, ha! Silly oid
fhump! Ha, ha! Bit of a surprise! Ha,
] 2

“Ha, ha, ha!” came from the crowd under
the study window as they heard.

“Ha, ha, ha!”’ echoed Peter. ‘Bit of

surprise for that old fool Hay when he com

him
nun

in, Fruity! Ha, ha! Good egg! Bit of a
surprise ! Ha, ha!”
Dr. Shrubb gave another jump. Wil

another bound! Fruity Snell, outside, ccased
to grin; all of a sudden.

“Hear that, sir?” gasped Will Hay.

“I hear !’ said Dr. Shrubb grimly.

“Ha, ha!”’ yelled Peter. “Silly old
Hay! What about smashing the clock, Pyke?
Ha, ha! Cut, for goodness’ sake !”

Reggie Pyke’s face lost its smile as sud-
denly as Fruity’s. The precious pair i
dumb with dismay, but every other felich
howled.

“Ha, ha!? came an answering yell from

M
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Peter the parrot. “8Silly old ass Ha
What about smashing the clock, Pyke? Cut,
for goodness’ sake! Somebody will hear
that! I'm going, Reggie! Ha, ha!”

Reggie and Fruity gazed at one anothe
in horror. They had never dreamed
Peter was in that study, perched on the ¢
tain-pole, when they got busy there. But
Peter, evidently, had been, and he had heard
their remarks, and stored up the same for
repetition. Now he was repeating them.

“Oh crikey I’ said Reggie faintly.

“Oh crumbs!” groaned Fruity.

Will Hay grinned with all his teeth from
the window.

“Bird, kindly go to Mrs. Mumble, and
her that her fowl is here, if she will
and coax it home. Pyke—Snell, come :
my study.”

Reggie and Fruity tottered in.

“The bill for damages,”” said Dr. Sh:
“will be sent equally to your parents.
you will bend over that chair, in turn.”

Wild and woeful sounds echoed ix the
study. Two hapless young rascals resd
away, wriggling like eels. A yell from Fetes
followed them:

“Ha, ha! Bit of a surprise!
Bit of a surprise! Ha, ha!”

A caning for Celonel Chatterton! That'
the high spot in next week’s Bendover guis
featuring WILL HAY, the world's [umsics
Form-master. Do netl miss it!
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