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MONEY AND TUCK HAMPERS AS PlZES.

(Full Particalars will be found on Page 19 of this issue.)
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Readers
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THE GREYFRIARS HERALD, i+

Tetmoue schosibors wh his new weekly

_ pape g nots that The MAGN A

published “Every. Monday, price One Penny.
contalns a Magniticent Long Complete School
Story desling with the Adventures of the

Chums of Greyfriars School,
To-day's Issue of The ‘MAGNET Library
contains

FLOORING FISHY1 |
By FRANK RICHARDS,

s bt e

ited with the

RIAL.

FRANK NUGENT,
Art Eq e

H. VERNON-SMITH,
ditol

Sports Editor,

EDITO

HARRY WHARTON,
Editor.

ROBERT_CHERRY, MARK LINLEY,
Fighting Idzlhr- Sub-Editor.

OUR STAFF. : .

A GREAT DAY DAWNIN

On Friday, March 3rd, we.appear in print.

"This is by mo means an unusual occurrence,

sinco our doings are recounted every week in

the “Magnet,” but on the above-mentioned

date we are given extra-special prominence.

Another great  threepemny book story by

famons Frank Richards will appear, cutitled
“RIVALS AND CHUMS!?

and it is bound to make a tremendous llé'ilt‘.l)artu-

the manner of “SCHOOL AND. SPOI and
Readers

“THE BOY WITHOUT A NAME.”
of the Hemarp are strongly urged to place an
order at once with their newsagents for

“THE BOYS' FRIEND 3d. LIBRARY,”
No. 328!

BRIEF REPLIES TO HERALDITES.
“A British Girl” (Gillingham).—I cordially
teciprocate your good wishes.

Morris (Hampstead).—Your verses aro
flattering, but scarcely up to the style of Dick
Penfold’s, Try again! :

“Tom Brown" %ﬂlrmiugl-:-m) thinks that if
we discard the Picture Puzzle contest, and gurve
irizes for handwriting and suchlike, the
REYFRIARS HERALD Would aspire to still fur-

ther succees, Sorry I caw’t agree with you,
Tommy.
James Hartley Garnett (Cumberland)—

You're a sport !

E. V. Pitts (Portsmouth).—That's right.
Keep the flag of the good old HEmiLD gaily
fiying in Pompey !

F. Brown (Leeds).—Sorry you can't cotton
on to Herlock Sholmes. Most of my readers aro
vastly amuscd at his weird and wonderful
antics, The story you send shows that you
possess a certain amount of literary talent, but
it is not up to publication standard.

Counio D. (West Ealing).—Bob_Cherry, let
me tell you, is the most energetic fellow on the
editorial atafi, Whilst we are weporing. e
puper for press, he is posted at the door of
No. 1 Study for the express purpose of dottin
all intruders on the nose—and he does it well,

tool
C. R. (Scarborongh). Your suggestion,
hough o good one, is guite impracticablo at

altl
y

# berwell) writes that if by some
miraculous chancéd he bags the cash prize of
one powud,” in connection with our Tuck
Hamper contests, he will straightway Eurdmse
two dozen copies of the GreExrrisrs HEraip,
for distribution among mnoun-readers. V. Bs
wonderful foresight does hiin credit !

William . Norrie (Ureenock).—Many thanks
for so kindly giving the good old MemriLD a
leg-up at your school.

Reg, B Porter (East Ham).—Mark Linley

ushingly acknowledges your cheery tribute to

e Pride of the Ring.” Best of luck to your
friend at the Erent!

(4 large number of bricf replies are unavoldably
keld over.)
HARRY WHARTON.

READ OUR ALPHABETICAL FOOTLINES emmmmlie-

bl
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HALVES FOR BUNTER

A Rollicking, Shorl Com-

plete Story of wily Wun

Lung and the Porpoise
of Greylriars.

Written by

H. VERNON-SMITH.

- o o

ILLY BUNTER was hanging
B abont the school gates, when he
spotted little Wun Lung coming

up the road, with a bag in his hand.

Bunter was “stony " that aftermoon
—as We was most aﬂ;erumnn, for that
matter.

Harry W] harton & Co. had gone out;
and forgotten—; perhaps—to tell Bunter
where they were going. Bunter had
offered the honour of his comp: pany to
Temple & Co. of the Fourth—and the
uwngrateful Fourth-Formers had left
him sitting in the quad, trying to ex-
tract his cap from down the back of his
nec

Buuter was feeling morose.

He was also feeling hungry—quite a common
state with him. And when spotted the bag
in the little Chinese junior's hand, his eyes
gleamed behind his glasses. He rolled out of
the gateway to stop Wun Lung, determined
1o know what waa in that bag before Wun Lung
proceeded further with jt, _ .

“Hold on, kid!” commanded Bunter, plant-
ing his ample figure in Wun Lung’s path.

“Mo in gleat hul]y" murmured Wun Lung.
o Wn]he waitee !

“Fagging for Walker, what!” said Bunter.

“No !’a% ee. Walkee nskee me fetchee fom
village. imen gamd boy—me goey.”

““Grub, I {;zose' said Bunter, his eyes
glistening 11 tell you what, Wun Lung.
it's awtull{ inconsiderate of Walker to-take
up_your half-] lm!ulny this way-

0.

Vo minde:
“But I mind for you!" said Bunter.
mv.‘ohsld.erate—
“Walkee givee cakee for
“That's all very well, bug it's mms:ﬂoraln
ond_upon the whole tho best thi u can
do_is to scoff that tuck, and I'll p you,”
=aid Bu:sler ﬁ!m 5.
“No tucki
"Ehfwhata in that bag, then!”
“Coatee that goey to be plessed by tailee.”

“It's

Billy Bunter snorted with disgust. Hungry
A's for the ACTOR, who's Wibl, ¥
Hie nioys any part -'m. remarkabls'torcet

-m| m

as he was, he had no desire to devour Walker's
coat;, whis ad been pressed by the village
tailor. Even Buntér drew a line somewhere.

“Let’s see it1” he led. “You're such a
blessed fibber, you. heathen.”

Wun Ling inned and opened the bag.

Sure'enough, there was nothing but & fnlﬂed
coat inside.

Bunter grunted. 5 =
“Rotten You ean go on, you plgtmled
duffer !”

““Me tankee nicoe politce Buntee !

“Hold on, though !” said Bunter. *“Walker’s
giving you something for going down to the
village for him.”

Wun Lung nodded

“What's he giving you:”

“Walkee sayee he givee mkee if me likee!™

“Well, a cake’s a cake,” said Bunter. “I
like cakes. Halves.”

“Whatte ;

“Halves!” said Bunter. “You kmow what
ha'lws means?”

o savey!”

“Half the cake for me, you heathen!”

“No savvy!"”

“Look here!” said Bunter fiercely. “You

savvy well enough. I'm gom ta have halves
in what Walker ﬁwn you. you want to be
‘meéan about it, I'll stand fm a cake when my
postal-order comes. But I'm stony this after-

B'e for the BUNGLER—a funny old oker
Undlgnitied surname o Skver 1
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“noon, sa it hay . It dossu’t hap]

“ often, mm’?muu today. Hal et
annrv;.
Wumgmndnmut 1o dodge past,

of his lome gar-

i 3 ‘un Lung.

“What u think de wnld say to
you if you tock in his coat covered with mud:”

said Bunter

*Walkee whackee little Chinee.

“Exactly. Well, if . don't g halm with
mo with ibe cake, L'l jolty well mop up the
road with mz coat, ad you ean chance it
with Wi g

i
?ag :
fi

Bunteu Lavee halves
5 t ' asked Bunter nurplcmns!y.
"]mll ynuve got to keep your word, yom
Imem -
*Good !” said Bunter.
"B comes w.ith Chinm ﬂd takee
" b d B
- Billy Bunter rolled in with the lm;!e Chinee,
fecling quite rehexd in his mind. True, half
a cake wasn't much to Bunter, but such as it
was, it was a° windfall that stony afternoon,
And Bunter meant to have u half.

two junmiors entered the School House,
and proceeded to Walker’s study in the Sixth-
Form passage.

Wun Lung was grinning in his curious way,
and Bunter waa glml to ne;ltkst he was ukm’g
it se
\na a little high:]
vircumstance that
nobnfiy wnulg advance him “B mm
postal-order he was expecting gener-
ously resolved to make it up to Wun Lung—
when the l-order came,

Wun Lung tapped st Walker's door.

“Come in!” called out the prefect.

The little Chinee entered, and Bunter rolled
in after him: Me did not mean to. give Wun

“seoffng

Lung a chance of “ the cake before it
was falriin!ulwd.
kid?” asked Walker.

“Me gottee.”.

“Good I said Waller taking the coat from
the bag. “Lemme see, I told you there waa &
cake.for your trouble. It's in thie cupboard—
you can take it.”
*Chinee no wantee cake.”

262116

Walker stared.

“ER? All l'agkt- Cut o, ﬁ-.“

*“Chinee wantee

*“Oh, you want somethin, else?” said the
Sixth-Former, puzzled. “What the deuce do
you wauts” .

“Me wantee six cutlec with cane.”

Watker ]mped So- did Billy Buuter. The
Sixth-Former stared blankly” at Wun Lu
What on earth @ junior wanted six cuhs ‘utl
the eane for, as a reward f
the village, was & mystery \\'nl ;ftlw i:xth
could not fathom.

“Yem want—what?” he gsuped

“Bix cuttee " said Wun Tung

ly. “Thlee velly anlt, and thlee velly

"!’cn young ass—"* began Bunter,

“Shut up, Bunter! You want six culs with
the eane, :Fueg soft and three hard!” said thic
Walker. “And what the merry

'm do you want them for:”

Wun Lung chuckled,

“Buntee goey for me, makee me plomiso
balves.”

“What!

b lated Walker.
“Me m halves.”
'Blngs unter executed a strategic retreat
the door. Walker stepped between
the fat )um and thes door promptly. He
derstand.

hequ und
lomise halves what I gettee to Buntee,”
eaid ‘V?ln Lung. “Mc gettee six cuttee with

£ "Oh my hat!” said Walker.
woft, and thlee hard!” said Wun
“Halves with Buntee. - Tou

'[mlg ive we
thlee soft, and Buntee thice hard. ut you
tinkee?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here!” roared Bunter. “Lemme pass,
Walker. I—I've an sppointment "

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled Walker, u%hm him
back. “You stay here a bit, Bunm- Vou're

going lxllm with Wun Lung, according to
arran,

“Oh, ml!y, wmmu_I-—l say—I—I was

l;-w} ing; you know. I—I really meaut to

fun Lung off that arrangement.”

“Ma no wantee Iem off,” said Wun Tung
ealmly:

“Certal . uud. Walker. “A compact
_unmmh}{ l?lt:ldmﬁutuu, Wun Lung.'

The lLittle Chinee Lmﬁ over the cane.

“Naw out_your b

Wun Lung held out llh hand, nnd received
his three wb—wry indeed. He griuned
.- he withdrew hia !mnd‘
P “Now, = t\lﬂ, Bunter,” ]::ld Walker,
laking & iness-like gn on tl

“lln-gl‘ say, Walker— e

“Hold out your hnd"' thundered the [m

fect.
gi:ililr;w gasped, and held out his hand.
w \

“Yarooch!” yelled Bunter, in anguish. It

©'s for the GAD and notorleus lllll.'

Whao's in the Removes, an

and is named Harold Bkinner }
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was one of the hard omes, stipulated for Ly
Wun Lung.

*Kow the other hand!” said Walker,

Bwish !

“Yooop'! Crocogh! Woooh! Whooop!™

“Now the other hand again,” said Walker,
flourishing ﬂ:o cane.

‘I I say! Oh, really, Walker, you know
_—

Billy Bunter fell to the gronnd, and grovelled
at Walker's feet.

“Isay, Walker, old chap—""

“Den't you ‘old chep’ me,. you
poise I yelled Walker.
other one !

“0Oh, Walker, old man, really, you know!”
groaned Buater. “I—I thisk I'm going to
Taint. 1‘ ' my hewrr you know. Oh, dear me!
1 think I'm going to die! If I die, there will.
nquest, and all that sort of thing !

“Get up, you fat toad ! yelled Walker.
Billy Buater gave o groan.

“If yon're at the inguest, Walker,” he said,
“tell the jury the whole truth. You, too, Wun
Lung, you Chinese beast! Tell ‘em I expln:md

b my weak heart, and that—oh:

poi-
"Gt up and mn-, ‘the

Stoppil
Walker's eane swished through the air, and
caught Bunter a etinging cut across his fat
shoulders,
“Yarpoh ! “'hnoup " roared Bunter. “Tlelp!

Help! Murder!”
Walker bent down and cnuzht hold of the fat
junior, and pulled him to his

“You young fooll” he nnrl ":r you don't
lold ont your other hand, I'll whack you with
a cricket-stump !

“Groogh!”

¥I give you one second—-""

Billy Bunter groaned, and held oul his fat
hand.

Swish!

‘The cane came down 'm.h terrific vim. Billy
Dunter fairly doubled w

“Yow-ow-ow-whooop "

“Now, you can go!” grinned Walker.

Billy Bunter crawled out of the study, with
his ht hands tucked wunder his faut arma,
doubled np like a peuknife. Wun Lung fol-

lowe tE c'lmerful!y. They left
VWalker rmmnz wil

“Huntee satisfled!” [mrrvd _Wun Lung
gently.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow "

“Buntee likee halves?”
“Yaroooh !”

Wun Lung trotted away, chortling. Billy
Tiunter spent wmost of the remainder of that
half-holiday squirming and wriggling and
wroaning.  Som ple are mever satisfied, and
Billy Bunter vrasn b—lhnugh he couldn’t ler
that he had had a good half

D's for the DRAU:
His drawings mak

1id—Every Monday. 5

SHOTS AT GOAL.

A Column of Commenis Oonducted by
H, VERNON-SMITH.

Tt is with a feeling of great, tejoicing that
we weleomo the sporting offer mado b by
Licutenant Larry Lascelles of a real German
helmet to the player who is the first to score
fifty goals this séason. All tho Remove for-
wards are well in the running, for the goal-
scorers at present occupy tho following

Po:‘\'hnrtou 88, Vernon-Smith 37, Nugent 35,
Penfold and Hnrree SBingh 3:
As we still haye a doven fixtures, iucluding
mid-week matehes, somebody should bag’ that
holmot jolly soon !

So fur as the geperal summary of matches is
concerned, onr record for the season stands as

follows :
Played w30

Won 2

, Lost [
Drawan 5

Tucluded in this table are the matches played
Trhen we made @ tour of the Sonthern Counties.

A word of praise is due to our. gallant re-
gerves, who have filled the breach on numerous
occasions. with every credit. Newland
and Ruesell and Squiff have each rendered
yeoman setvice to the aide, and but for the
Tact that there is such a glut of good players
they would be appesring regularly.

Readers will regret to hear thut Joluny Bull
& rulnu‘l his ankle in the recent match with St.

im’s, and will not be able to turn out for our
next encounter. Johuny is in the sanatorium
at_present, niursing his mLuty, and his_place
will bhe temporauy filled by Morgan. ean-
while, any fellow who cares to amuggle in some
decent tuck to Johumy will be cordially
acclaimed as a Good Samaritan,

i
Harry Wharton wishes mé to remind all
members of the Remove Form Football Club
whose subs. are overduo by about two terms, to
dub up instanter. Wo bave purchased several
new footera lnhly, nad have had to have one

“of the cross-hars Te) , F0 it's up to members
to rally zound wmh their pocket-money and
keep things going. All defaulters are liereby

informed that unless they pay np by Wednes.
day, they will get it in the neck !

BMAN—Frunk Nugent's the fellow,
on 8 Furner 100K yeHow
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§LETTERS TO THE EDITOR.

CELEBRITIES, NONENTITIES, AND OTHERS, AIR THEIR VIEWS ON PASSING
. EVENTS AT GREYFRIARS SCHOOL
< EEBVBESB BEFEBEHEIEES SE& &®
' OUR SPECIAL REPRESENTATIVE IN mtm, pmcmble only at a pub not a hundred

THE WARS1

To the Editor of the GrEYFRIARS HERALD.

“ Dear Wharton,—In accordance with your
instructions I interviewed Bob Cherry,
tighting editor, this week, and am now in the
sanatorium, with a temperature of 104 degroes.
~—Yours sincerely,

* Tug GrivrRiass Hesaip Seecar BrErRESENTA-
Ve

{We are sorry to learn of kich
has befallen o\?r famous mn&abnbé, M‘dﬁﬂ
looll ﬂr!gd with no mlki) dqgm imm

POTTY POET'S PERPETRATION
G Ta the Editor of the Grexrriars HenarLp.
“Dear Ed.,—I've said I'd sconer be dead
than read your rotten rag! A thousand hisses
onyour head! Your staff I'd like to scrag!
* The Pride of the Ring's ' a rotten thmg, and
6o is all the rest! When Pon’'s comes oul fet
ready to sllout lor ,mn-s will give it best! I'm
g afraid, deéar old chump, you'll never
ba,ch a wmer Already you have gwm the
hump to your disgu
[When the Fighting Editor
there’ll be no Skinner left at al

ta on the ba.l],
1—Ep.]

LODER IN THE WARS AGAIN!
“To the Editor of the Grerrriuxs HezaL:
“The Sanatorium,
“ Greyfriata:
“8ir—I am dictating this letter to the
‘matran, to inquire which of the young cubs in
your Form fixed up & booby-tr: of boon and
things on my study -i head
ig a mass of bum; amlhrmasu nnd.I all be
phm!arat least & week. I expect the
instigator of the nssault foresaw this, and did
g‘ for thu express purpose of getting me out of
e wa
o g rehne to let this matter drop \mtll the
guilty party comes to me to confess.
“Geranp Lopzs,”
“ Prefect by special appointment.”
you, Leder darling, for your delight-
so exqumtely wo! , and so gentle
I trust you are e:n]o]'mg to the
full lln hqu porridge served up hgu every
three hours, and that you will soon
up and taking nourishment of a much ntmnger

E's for the EDITOR,

miles from Friardale. Would you like ns to
come up and entertain you at a nice thrilling
game of ludo?—Ep.] .

SIMPLY TERRIFIO1
Esteemed Editor  Sahib of the
Greyrriars HeraLD,
“ Honoured and Ludricous Sahib,—I should
like to commtllﬂ]j' observe what I thinkfull;

nginl pa; , which Britisl
boys Sors vesdtully anoy

n.muymmanm Bnll.!nl::;mona

esteemed [ our
Tudd‘ﬂn{ chum hita tlu ui!
lish proverb says, with his skitful parody
on the ludricous stories of Sahib Holmes.
twinful rascals, Bubble and Squeak, make you
split buttons wnutfully, while the long com-
esteemed selves ot

ludricous rivers roll ﬂmd'ull’. mly the Grzey-
FRIARS maintainfully Keep up its
circulation numerically, May it be a thing of
booty and a for ever, as your giuh
proverb again says with correctfulness.
chumful friend,
“Hvrreee Jamser Rax SIxeE,
“Jam Sahib-of Bhanipur.”™

[We eateemed and ludricous chumr
epistle , and hope he will readfully

rnse our storyful features when he site state-
Fally in his native landfalness ' Ep.]

DICK RUSSELL'S COMING TUSSLE!
#To the Editor of the GREYFRIARS LD,
“Dear Whaston,—I was grossly insulted
the  dorm this morning by our old friend Bﬂl-
sover major, who called me a white-livered whelyp.
Of course I wasn't going to stand that, so I
called upon him to apologise at once. Om his
failing to do. so, I challeiged him to & ten-
round contest with bare fists behind the chapel,
to take place on Wednesday aftermoom, and
shall be very grateful if you will come along
and see fair play.—Yours sincerely,
‘ Dicx Russert.”
yalBely on us, Dick, old chap!
ve takem om a hot ianﬂf\!l but those who
m mber your hes phy in the light-
weight ehmpiumhlp M. Aldershot will ex
great things of you. Go in and win !'—Ep.

(1 hons he'll reward e !-r wrmuu thie rrllm.D



o : THE :
PRIDE OF
THE RING!

The First Chapters of a

Magnificent -New Serial

Story dealing with the

Noble Art of Self-defenee,

and Specially Written for

the “Greylriars Herald”
1

MARK LINLEY.

WHAT OAME BEFORE.

NEDDY WELSH, czptain of the Fourth
Form at Earlingham, goes through many
exciting escapades with his bosom chum, Gray
nicknamed *Dolly,” and greatly dis,uﬁ_ ishes
himself by saving the life of Barker, a
Liustering bully. : o

The school is in a turmoil, owing: to the
nwuwarranted expulsion of Hobbs, the captain,
and the h Form hreaks out in open revolt,
headed by Vétncy, a born leader of boys. The
Head and Mr. Snope clumeily attempt compro-
mises, but the rebels remain fum, and,
vnsconced in the old tower on Highdown Heath,
defy all efforts to dislodge them.

(Now read on)

Mr. Snope Gets Btuck!

HE rebels were going strong. They had
sufficient - provisions stored in the old
tower to last them a week, if need be.

And the Head was to give in by that
tiwe, or & nasty scandal would e exposed in the
" public Press.
“They'll have another try to storm the
position,” said Verney, “or I'm n Dutchman !”
“(Cuttle can try till he’s black in the face,”
was Fane’s comment. “He'll find he's walked
into n hornet's nest. We're standing shoulder
to shoulder against the giddy tyrant—what®"
“Rather " exclaimed the rest of the seniors.
trouble ahead ! said
hat! Here's a blessed

*“Strikes we there’s
Cliftor snddenly. “AL
army marching into LEttl

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD —}d.—Every Monlay. : g

“My dear Snop
"how utterly ridiculous of you to
yourselt aloft Ik
the fault of that w
Snope, in

An extraordinary procession was heading for
the old tower. r. Cuttle had not yet
abandoned hope of bringing the rebels to heel;
and this time he determined to concemtrate on
o mighty effort. He walked foremost nmong
the formidable band, with Mr. Snope close at
his heels, and in their wake came Hanks, the
school porter; Herr Schmidt, the German
master; a couple of burly gardeners; and last,
but mnot least by any manner means,
P.-c. Stiggs, who kept law and order in the
village. ‘The two gardemers carried a long
ladder, n fact which looked decidedly like
business.

" Now for the giddy fireworks!” said Verney.
¥ Gtand by for action, you fellows!”

Mr. Cuttle ‘imlhd up short when he came to
the tower, and pum, in breath. He was not
on athletic tloman, and even the shortest of
walks can him to have bellows to mend.

“Yerncy! Burnsids! H

Fane!" he panted

F's for the FREAK, 8o ungainly and odd,
Long-nosed and long-hairsd, and his name's Peter Todd !
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Half o dozen Sixth-Formers crowded out on to
the parspet.
o mmg, sir!” said Vi 1ty

202,

let fly at the same 'uutxnt with staggering
resu!tuhtn Mr. m;n who went crashing to

“ Rather a close da; Y, isn’t it, sir, w:th a touch
of thumder in the air?”

*You im mnt rascal—-"
“I "ve decided to bri Hobbs back,
we're quite willing to return to ingham as

meek as Jambs,” Verney went on.

L Head guveaw which could only be
likened to that emitted by an angry bull.
- remotest mu: of aceed-

nmme tones.
a

On the comtrary, unless y
come ektnth.&nﬂ-&mlﬂallt&ke

you i‘:: cnloﬂ?’ by force ™ ﬂ: it
‘ear E—h, r,
wh‘q ‘was far from sober. S
er

«“-:‘Znn be sarry. to have to return blow
for blow, sir,” he said. “At the same time,
wo shall feol to defend ourselves.”

eﬁ

-"hm-g-! 3&“"'& ‘out. "ntnl'-

that ladder against the wall st gmee ™ - .
Mmgly, sir]" said the twe gardemers

uﬁwh thhddcrinwntm they com-
mﬁm;&m-p&maﬂd&aahr -

ashion. He landed h oo
thud that rattled every bone in his thin hody.
%01 Ah! - Yaroooocoh!” he yelled.

“Ha, ha, ha "
Mr, Cnule ]Iua gown flapping in the wind,

danced al ike a dervish at-the foot of the
ladder, Bnt he dared mot ascend, fearing the
inte W, bad belnllen h:s Iuplees subor-

K Yall almll answer for th is!” he hissed.
“Not only shall you be expelled from Earling-
ham, but'a _most. temhle ggmg -hﬂljprwed
that

Mr. Cuttle broke off with a roar of anguish
as n particularly odorous egg squelched into
his face, causing him to sit v with & bump
ina mud-pool hard by.

Let em all have it!” said Verney recklessly.
“\l-ght as well be hung for a slicep as for a

mb !*
fect

And the Sixth-Formers sent down a
fusillade of rottem eﬁl before which the
%egera were drivem back like chaff before n
Y Mein Gott 1 gurgled Herr Schmidt.
undrels!”

“ ¥ 'umnﬂ-htmm it ahow
yu:uglgchmipim T

Varuey tersely.
he pllmged. his hand into a c:pumus egg-
h-n that stood near by, and took ai
Billings cought the missile fairl uarel,
ot i Dulbods Ted mose, and {wu’a‘ Back.

the ground, erwise it might have been

an ambulance case. As it was, the worthy
couple sustaiued severe bruises,

- P Stiges and the school dashed
forward at this juncture, and started to swarm
up the ladder. Then a perfect deluge of eggs
were rained down “E:n |hcm, and they dm-mﬂ
o similar fate to t
wete not in = ver
They had been in tl Gl
n:belimn ‘started, having
Verney against a crisis %t the premt kin
Their“aroma was pungent and nauseous, and
!lm victims roared with wild an,

“Who's next?” asked Renton plue-m!v
“There's plenty more where those came from!
Like to have a dose, Snopey?"
Mr. Snope, his face livid, righted the ladder,
and mpidy mounted. He went further and
fared worse than the othm The seniora all

@ for the GLUTTON, rrel calied Bunter,
Much hungrier than "u Dr-mblll hunter !

“Strafe
€01
" “Ha, ha, ha!” ;
“Hanks{ L‘npx‘" raved the l!emi. “Bring
thn-a.'hnnlig- wn instantly !”
The porter passed a-grimy hand over
ln's 1k ace.
Do yer own d:rty ‘work 1"

he wled.
“Which you was responsible for tdione ere
goings-hom, an’ now you can git hout of |t as
best you can. I'm done with it, Tam! ] wnheu
my "anda of the whole hloomm busing
"'l‘abc a month's nohm * snapped i.hn Hezt[
nd gla} to get it!"” snarled dlanks. “That
i t.hmfmmth:mu«elm ’ad this week!”

mptuxcd. at all hazards
‘Captm em yerself, Lben " smorted Hanks,
“I've "ad enough of this ‘ere wmfmlcry, 1 ‘ave,
Me, wot fought at Waterloo an’ Mons, pelted
with putrid heg'gs' It’s enough to turn a soher
man’s ‘air

!car ﬁ nothing can be dome,” said Mr.
Smw%: his face with a cambric hand.

ul. “only way will be to starve
them out. If we give H: s the only grocer
in the village, strict m junctions not to supply
them with foodstuffs, they will soon come to
Hmr senses, and, faint and famished, will give

e Perhapa you are right, Snope,” murmurcd
the Head. "h’t ‘68 Tetire in good order

But the seniors had xo intention of -llmnng
the party to do that. They dlsc]mrged a hail
of ammunition from the parapet, and l]m
masters menservants were forced to
with all speed.

H is the HUSTLER, whe hails from Nes York.
No chap can stand Fishy, the long-fegged stork !



Panic broke out in theiv midst s the eggs
came erashing into them, nnd they fairly Hew
Lack to the friendly shelter of Earlingbam,
htrc':lzking along like champious of the cinder-
path, :

Jordan and Billings, with muck grunting and
urowling, went back to their duties; and Herr
Schmidt retired to his own room to vemove the
sticky mass of egg from his face and hair.

Once inside the school precinets, ‘the Head
ordered Hanks to lock the gates, so that mone
of the boys should break bounds and supply the
outlaws ‘with food. Mr. Cuttle was quito
oblivioua of the fact that he had loft Mr. Snope
far behind. The master of the Third had found
it impossible to keep pace with the others, and
it was not until the ond Hanks had de-
parted to their guarters that Mr. Sa arrived
at the gates. —ITe tried the handle, but it
failed to turn. 7 i %

“Dear  me!” he

] murmured. “What a
nuisance that the gates should be locked at.
Lhis premature hour! I suppose I must surnmon
ni; by ringing the bell.” %
And Mr. Snope rang it, with a peal that
nwakened tho echoes. - .
There was no Tés Manks had retired
1o his little parlour for au additional dose of
the erp that cheers. . He heard the bell, but
was far too comfortable to shift. .. - -
“ Bless my soul ! gasped Mr. Snope. “Hauks
vanst be absent, unless he is in one of his
periodical lethargies attendant wpon intoxiea-
tion. What ever shalt I dof"
lled the bell again, without relaxiag
his hold.
The violent din became intolerable at last, even
Hanks. shaffled

to r to his feet and
stepped out into the quad.

“Man! Revolting reprobatc! How dare you
Keep me waiting all this time?* exclaimed i
bt .

“Keep yer *air om, guv'nor !” was the porter
vetort. “Which I've lorst the key, an’ you'll
‘ave to climb over. It orter be pretty casy to
a long-legzed cove like you'!”

“Dissolute wretch! You are evidently under
the degrading infuenco of drink! How do you
suppose 1 am going to scale such o barrier!

“You'll 'ave to do it as best you can,
Hanks, looking on with an air of interest.

said
'y

- ‘ope as ‘ow yom don’t rip up them sportin’
pe 28, ‘ow o P oup spor

With a groan of dismay, Mr. Snope surveyed
the tall pates, crested by a row of formidable
spikes. In the words of the popular song, he

idn't want to do it; but the prospect of re-
‘maining in the roadway for an indefinite pericd
was appalling.

T S gingerly commenced Lis task. All
went well until Le rcached tho top of the
gates, and then the tragedy haipenud. One of
the spikes pierced the scat of his mether gar-
ments, pinning him down, so thot he romained
aleft like a trussed fowl.

“Ho, ho, ho!” roared Hanks. “Thatl's the

‘s for the IMP, who Is always in treuble.
H'it's nat Dicky Mugent it must be hie double 1 *
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wu'st o them second-'and trousis! They den't
stund much wear en’ fear!”

“Insolent ruffian! Help me down!” pruted
the terrified Form-master.

The Head, who had witnessed the scene from
his stndy-window, hastened to the spot.

“ Snope!” ho protested. . “How
ntterly ridiculons of you to suspend. your-
self aloft like a—a scarccrow !”

“It is the fault of that wretched man:”
snarled Mr. Snope, indicating tho grimy Hanks,

The Head swung round angrily wpon the

porter.”

“Go into your lod
remain there until yo
a state of sobricty !” £

Hanks lurched towards the Head, brondish-
ing his big fists in the air.” "~ " 7 °

“I—Fm shober as a judge!” he declared

" he thwadered, “and
ave once more attaiued

thickly. “If any cove says otherwiso, 1'll"dot
‘im on the nose! I ain't afraid of @ny man—
me, wot served at algar an® Bakerloo!

Where will you ‘nve it
© “Dear me!” gusped the Head, hki_pqinz out
of the way, “Not ouly is this LeGtial wretch
drunk, but he is also demented! Emi'ddwn

i lear Siope, of° ghall

sustain o severe asssult ! - ¥

Mr. Snope elung quivering to his perch.

“1 c-c-cannot get de 1" ho stuttered. ‘ Not
on your side, ot least. You must get rid of
Hauks us soon as he has rerovered from hiv
drunken carouse !
"'Ilng? What's that?" demanded the porter.

't yom dare, you skinny scarecrow, to
happly them there
rig{% an’ shober man! For two pins I'd set
the dorg ui;crl You makes me fair sick with
yor wi ice, you long-legged hoctopus!
I'm goin® tog!t a dripk!”

Tanks shuffled back to his gin-and-water with-
out another word. As he en the lodge the

to me, a8 is a hup-

key of the gate fell from his pocket, and Mr.
Cuttle advanced and picked it up.
% Get down on the other eide, Snope,” hie saids

“and I will unlock the gates.”

Mr. Snope complied. Ilc desecnded with
some difficulty to the ground, leaving four
square inches of trousering straggling on tke
spikes. 'Then Mr. Cuttle let him in.

Just as they were about to E!\oﬂced into the
building, the clanging of a_ bicyele-bell was
heard in the roadway, nnd Lhey swung Toun:
shatply, to observe a wildly-excited youth ges-
ticulating through the bars of the gate.

“IWho is that>" exclaimed the Head, sharply.

#I4’s mo, sir—Phipps of the Fourth!” ‘was
. “I've got news—jolly important

“Fxplain yourscl [ rapped out tho Head,
hipps paused, in order to make his an-
Tiouncement. as dramatic as possible.
“Hobbs has returned I

(Another magnificent. instaliment of this splen-
@id eerial story will appear next Monday, Order
gour copy of the Grerrnias HERALD in advance!)

’s for the JOKER, consistently !nl'l'a.
Who eles is as sunny and biithe as Bob Oherry T
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SOMETHING FOR
SQUIFF !

There was a stir in
. T Fth& Court to-day, when
Sampson Quiney I ield, slins Squiff, was
et Yoo M Sost e W barton Sith: com:
mitting assault and battery upon Robert Tozer,
an lgrmwsrkul e l;{w.‘

'y inner, .., prosecuting, said the
assault took place im Friardale ﬂm et mid-
imstant. Accused had been

v field to procure provisions for s mid-
night fesst, and on his return be was en-
conntered by Police-constable Tozer, who
ordered Squiff to chuck the grub in Jthe gutter
and eubmit to being handcuffed,

Magistr: s is as interesting  es
Grimm's Proceed, my dear
fellow !

y Tales.

Tustead of obeying orders,
Mr. Torer violently in the

stabul work for a week. )
Magistrate: Good egg! Uo ahead with the
. verdict, gentlemen of the jury!

After a long and. beated argument on the
jurymen’s beneh, the foreman rose.

““\WWe find prisoner guilty of the noble and
illustrious action laid to Lis charge, your
worship, and suggest that he xhu-nld’g:nmp!y
recompensed out of the Foor Box.” :

Magistrate: That is impossible, as the Poo
Box has been raided by the notorions eriminal,
“\illiam George Bunter. However, Mr. Field,
for his great gallantry, will rcceive minepence
from the collection on behalf of the waifs and
strays.

Frisoner helped himself to the money amid
loud and prolonged applause.

| THE POOR rszm nonl!mnu

. Pale and podgy-faced, William eo]
Bt was lmatled jate th dock, charged wilh
callously appropriating two' nies, an unused
forcign stamp, and a shirt-button from the
Poor Box. )

According to Detective Peter Todd, the
robbery was carried out with remarkable fore-
sight and daring, prisoner having perpetrated
it in the dead of ni%::. Such a mean and
despicable theft, said Detective Todd, merited
icstant and condign punishment,

-
Greyfriars.
With Profuss Apologies to the Daily Papers.
By OUR SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT.

— oD ——

feller-mé-lad !

Mr. Skinner, K. C., for
the defence, submitted
hat acoused was walk- (IR
ing in his sleep, and
committed the theft when he was not
responsible for his actions.

Magistrate: He never is! (Laughter.)
Detective Todd said that Mr. skinner was
a born liar, or he would never have beecmie a
barrister. If Bunter was really walking in his
sleep, it was a dangerous action, which necessi-
i ite th 1d
I quite agree wil ou, old
Bm:ier, you will be putyou short
commons for a week.

Prisoner (expostulating): Oh, really,
know, I'm a scraggy skelcton already !
laughter.)

agistrate: How dare you tell auch a
whopper, you burbling great bladder of lard!
Bump him!

The sentence wae carkied out with eager

frenzy by nearly “everybody “The

prizoner’s remains were interred in No. '."Stud.\-.

4

Magistrate:

5 you
adua

THE WHITE FEATHER NUISANOK!

A wriggling, dilapidated worm, answering
to the oily mame of Sucop, was formally
«l with accesting George Wingate, the
captain of Greyfriars, in the Close, and pre-
senting him with a white feather, on account
of the fact that he was not scrving with his

rotter!

Majesty's forces.
i Why, old
you!

agistrate: You meas],
Wingate's worth twenty
Mr. Skinner, interfmsin , said he didn’t see
why a hulking lout like Wingate shouldn’t be
helpifig to give the Huns beana. He was only
seventeen, true, but he could easily put his
age up a couple of yeara. )
Voice from the gallery: P'r'aps he's a
conscientious objector! (Laughter.
Magistrate: Wingate's a real white man,
and anyone who contradicts that statement
will go out of this Court on his neck. Do you
contradict it, Mr. Skinner:”
Mr. Skinner (hurriedly): Nunno!
Magistrate: You just saved your hacen! As
for prisonr, as he seems so fond of feathers,
he shall have a liberal quantity shaken over
im from a ack, and carefully plastered down

him
with tar. .The public executioners will get on
with the washing!

All Contributions from Readers Will Receive Prompt Consideration and Good Pay.
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THE ROLLICKING REVELS OF BUBBLE AND SQUEAK, THE TERRIBLE TWINS.
Drawn by FRANK NUGENT. '

sald, and softly smiled,
T i
mreay | Hip-hip! ™

(4) The wretched Squeak was filled with dread,
heard a mnarl, and turmed and fled.
right,
“ What a sight 1 ™
o

e
The hunps of coal flew left and
*Ye gods 1" grl Bubble.

TH z
(5) " Tl take the dy coal | * said Bubble, = The i taken in 18,
AR s e R .
3 * Here'
10 1ti36 knew ho' come § cropper. A Taubis oinned, & Lve won the .

Do Not Miss the Rollicking Revels of Bubble and Squeak Next Monday.
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THE CAPTURED
SUBMARINES !

Another Grand Story dealind

with the Amazing Adveniures

of HERLOCK SHOLMES,
< Detective. :

3 a WI!ITTEN BY
. PETER TODD.

.. CHAPTER ONE.

H}i’; officient mauner in which onr Nav;
as dealt with the submarino menace 13
. well known. The part pliyed in the
affair by my amazing friend, Herlock- Sholmes,
-lias not, however, been communieated to the
public_in the official reports. It is mot
generally Known that, 5a a matter of absolute
tact, the failuro of the German submarine
campaign_was largely due to: mazing
friend. ut hononr must be ‘where

honour is dune. & :

1 was reading the objtuary motices of some of
sy paticnts one meraing, in our sitting-room
in Shaker Strcet, when Sholmes came in, and
1 conld mnot help glancing at him in some sur-
[;ri- Ho wore o ekipper’s cap, and his famons
dressing-gown was tuc into high sea-boots.

& My dear Jotson,” he said, “are you a good
saitor:”

“1 am _quite at home upon the water,
Sholmes. In those fur-off peaceful days beforc
the war, I frequently made the trip from
London Bridge to Southend. 'On more than

i havo ventured upon the remotest
vecesses of tho turbid ntine.” -

“Good! I require s experienced-seaman as
first mate of tho Bpoof Bird. You #hall have
the post, Jotson.” * . )

“Where are’ wo goingi” I asked.

“Hunting,” he re . “You are aware,
Jotson, that the rman_ submarines have
caused o good deal of havec among our
ehipping. 'Tho authorities, for rensons
Lnown to themsclves, have uot cared to avail
themselves of my eervices. I have, liowever,
decided to step in. A trim craft, the Spool
Wird, lies Teady. Wo have but to embark.”

“Yon havo formed o plan, Sholmes, for deal-
ing with theso posts?”

“Naturally, Jotson, Dut yon will sec.”

1 forbore to ask furtler, knowing my
friend’s dislike of questioning. I followed him.
Shaker Street, with its old familinr motor-
*buses, and its familiar, hannting scent, was

K's the K-NUT,

who's resplendent in dro

His name, by the way, § will feave you to guess.’

left behind, and we embarked upon the Spoof
‘Bird, and erc long we were cleaving the wild
waters of the North Sea.

I admit that I was in some

Tplexity.

The Spoof Bird was a well-found eraft, bat
1 could obscrve no means aboard for dealing
with submarines. There were no guns, and
there was no ammunitiomn The absence of
ammunition I could have nnderstood, on the
suppositipn that Sholmes was acting upon
expert advice from high quarters. But I had
(')_q:_vﬁetcﬂ to gee gnus. No gnuns, however, were
visible.

Soveral largo packing-cases were piled on the
deck, the contents of which Sholmes did not
acquaint me with.

ugbolmee was tireless. In the intervals of
ahsorhing cocsine and smoking some thousands
of oigarettes, ho kept an intent wateh upon the
cea with 3 very largo telescopé. Towards even-
ing, ho turned to me with a smilec of satis-
faction.

“The cncmy are in sight, Jotson.”

1 felt a thrilk. .

“ A submarine, Sholmes?”

“ A submarine,” Lo replied.

A ‘dark object appeared upon the waters.
Herlock Sholraes rapped out a rapid order, A

large packing-caso was immediately tossed over
the side, and it floated between us and the
snbmarine.

“iZhelmes, in the name of wonder——"
Shelmes did not reply.

L's for the LIAR § [ say without bias
That Bunter can beat the renownsd Ananias |



“The submarise was A;mrmciun&n
all hia skill was needed to save
from the treacherous torpedo.

Sholmes was an momﬁ:shed seaman. - His
voios rang out from the bridge, giving orders.

“Take a double recf in the Empel.!er' Lower
the topgullant sails jnto the engiue-room!
loist the main deck overboard

Thesa orders were promptly’ obq ed.

Like a thing of life, the Spoof Bird flew over
the wild waters, and tlic submarine and the
tloating packing-case vanighed astern.

Herlock Sholmes rubhed nis bands with
aatmfaetm
“Ono!” hq eaid, with his inscrutable nml\'

“‘Hu! Sholmes, ¥ do not comprehend !”

“ My dear Jotson, have you forgotien the old
prove\'b that - little boys should" mot ask
questions?” said Sholmes.

“True, But—"

“ Morcover, if I shounld nxlllnin nnw. it wcuhi
&poil our nsunl little cxplanation: m the sittin,
room at r Street, which s! pery
come at f‘he end of the story,” adde(l ohmes. -
“1 pbimit to your judgment, Shnlm But

ambsed.”

I am

“By this time, Jotson, _yow, should !w
accustomed to amazement.”

I felt the force of my !x'xend’a remark, and
was silent.

Our ernise continued, and each time that an
enemy suhmd::me was sighted, a fresh packing-
€880 - Was verboard, and, owi t
Sholmes’ mggr{ul seaman- - i

ihip, the Spoot Bird claded

16 THE GREYFRIARS HERALD - }d.-Every sonday. 13

week * later that I Jearned the asteunding
Ioeta
when I .came down (o break~

fnt., 1 ronnd “-holm in in? gwﬂl !mmour.
He_was reading a lon ut
as 1 came’ in, with & a:u

" Well, Jufson. yonr u\n-mutg is abont to be
satisfied,” The nbxnarme campaign
hax heen an emmlt sucee

“1 'am m:lo_)ed to llear jt, Sholmes, And
the result—

“You remember that there were
pmhn.g-cam on’ the Spoof Bird, Jotqm

“Twelve nubmumea have been captured,”

, rubbing his hands. * crews

were in a helpless conditiqn; and fell ecasily
into our hands.’

“Bat - how—why? Tt was your work,

Sholmes:”
“Jt waa my work, Jotson, though I doubt
whether my name wlli aEpenr in the official

wmmulmtumm p nwemr, I _do mot
I de my sah.:hctmn

ledgo tlnt !. haw dished the emmj, and that

Admiral Whhhnrp:b will "be "tearing his

o s 6 e

#1 am ready to give it, my dear fellow. You
dzd not- know thosmn@uta of those pmkmg-

“ Snme terrible explosive ¢

“More dangerous than that, Jotsou.”

** Somio &I:a ly chenlzli:ni-bh o

“More daugerous ! than tha

! gasi™”

mﬂ"

It was not till the last of
the packing-cases had been dis-
posed of that the prow of the
h[muf Bird was turned for
hom

\‘\. hen we arrived at Shaker
Street, E could contain my im-
patience no longer.

‘“‘Sholmes,” I uch.imed “I
am on tenterhooks.”

“Remain, my dear Jotson,
= tenferhooks a  little

er. I am wlitmg for a
rEPort from the Admiralty. »

I Pau the ecocaine !”
Herlock Sholmea.

I passed the coeaine, and was
wilent,

said

CHAPTER TWO,
COULD mot help wonder-
ing about thls strange
-affair, That Herlock
Sholmes’ mys-
baged

‘apparently
terious

action was

some amazing
Erl?-:ewhmg plan, I knew.
But §t was not till

OUR WEEKLY CARTOON. §
By JOHNNY BULL. .

Mo. 15.—ARTHUR AUCUSTUS I'ARDY,
©f the Fourth Ferm st St. Jim's.

‘stmﬂméatp-m uy

Apar.

“]‘a‘ﬂgnm saame, demea,
wihat, 1 secrey did those
P contain?

Bholmes smiled.

“German sausages!” he

§ replied. .

“German  rausages1® I

exclaimed. £

“Nothing more mnor less,
‘Jotson. Comsider. The sub-
warine crews were far away
from land. ~For days and
days ‘they had mot tasted
Germi

- You can’ e guess

result—an orgy in the sub-
marine. Not ome wof the
AADEAgES, © bly, was left

“ True. Int mi’l. you for-
get, . Tt that - Garman
sausages, though
!nsl to civilised

am soccustomed article of

l" l-'ﬂl MODEL

of neatness and grace—
o Drckcy Mugant, with ink-biackansd face I

ﬂiet among the Hums,”

N's for the NOBLEMAN, Man
Whe's seldom béen known to . wgame
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"I do not forget, Jotsom,” enid Sholmes
coldl,

“Excuse me, Sholmes, then how—=
* “1 have not told you all. In each of the
sausages were cunningly concealed a fragment
of American potted beof, specially imported
from Chlclgn or the purpose.’

 Sholmes !

“You will now comprehend, Jotson. The

sausages they wonld have survived, ftheir
rystems beu:ﬁ inured to such dict, IDnt the
Chicago beef, Jotson, put the 1id ‘on. That

m\«tmlona (ompomui the ingredients of which
are kuown ouly to the American inventor, was
loo much for I.Lcm Lomglelel) overcome, they
. Iny sick and’ foeble, at the mercy of wind antl
waves, and swbmarine after submarine was
snapped up hy our. pu!rols before they could
recover.”
./ I conld only gam ‘at my amaxing irlmd in
silent ndmiration
TUE END.

. Tuck Hampers Awarded

RESULT OF OUR TENTH GREAT
¢ PICTURE PUZILE CONTEST

L o

The following is the correet rendering of our
ienth picture puuln'

were once two childrén who ‘were left

There
B to the care of a wicked uncle, who determined
kill them, and so get L'heh‘ riches, He em-
poymi two_ ruffians to take the two into the
wood and kill them, but they decided to lose
them imstead. At night, the children, tired
out, laid down, and the birds nnvarﬂ‘l them with

leaves.

The following competitor, who sent in

perfectly correct solution, is awarded the cnln :

prize of £1:

W mFR&D BARNES, & i
rangemounnt, Grangetown,
Sundl-rlmf«l Durham.

Magnificent Hampers of Tuck wili be des-
patehed to cach of the followiny, whose
solutions contained only one error:

Dorothy Dideote, 44, Leadhouse Road, Euzton

Moad, Bristol.

Granville Peach, 46, York Street, Oldham.

H. W. Peach, 48, York Street, Oldham.

W. Hammond, 24, Spencer’s Rond, Maiden-
head, Berks.
© Geo. Cook, 3, Church Path, Percy Tead,
North F:nci\lc}'

F. A. Dyer, 114, Clifton Street, Roath. Cardiff.

A. Cheyne, 18, Windsor Cottages, Scotstoun,
Glasgow.

Q'a_the OUTSIDER, whe bowls fellows over,

A favourite pastime of Bully Bolsover !

26,210
Shaasass i s st ol st St n st
THE

ROUTING OF ROOKWOOD!

With Apologies to ' The Battle
of the Baltic."

By DICK FENFOLD.
e e e e e e e S S e

+4

FYTUT ST OO UWY
++4H44Etrey

Of Wharton and his team
ngy the glorious day’s renown !
a sweet, delightful dream
When they diddled Rookwood brown!
And their figures on the field

Proudly shone
As they faced the foe, nor feared,
While the fellows wildly cheered,
And. in mawucer strange and weird,

Led them on!

s oas sentinels alert
ood the hacks and half-hacks fine;
Tien the leather swiftly flew

To the speedy forward line.
#0n the ball!” the captain cried,

As they flew ;

Then old Smithy, rushing hot,
Todged the backs and took a shot
Then a cheer ! The "Friars had got
afely through!

Again! Again! Again!.
And the forwords did not elack,
Till the plucky Rookwood wmen
Sent the leather skimmning back.
Theéfr shots nlong the field
Rlawly boom,
‘Then cease, like idle honst,
As they only hit the post,
And on all the Reokwood host
“sots u gloom !

Now joy, Rewovites, raise,
Yor the triumph of your might!
May your herees win the praise
Of full many a well-fought fight !
And yet amid the glories
Of your famc,
Just think of those who tried,
And whe played well for their side,
Upholding, in their pride,
Rookwood's name!

P's the PHILANTHROPIST, dear old Alon:
Who tends to the barbarous fribss In fsenzo !
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THE RAT CATCHERS’

A Screamingly Funny, Long
Complete Story, Specially
Contributed at the request
of our Editorial Staff by
Monty Lowther, the Tame
Humorist of St. ]im's

BHAFTI’I ONE.

L ATS
Wi
# Wata (™

“What's the matter:™

" Wats!”

“If Fou ‘r::jy mtq fo me, Gussy,” said Jack
Blake serio! "I shall be under the painful
necessity of rul l.ung your noble nose in the cdi]-
locker ! Now, what'a the matter with you?”

"W L repented Arthur Angustus D°Arcy,

wats !
‘N.;!r;ck B%;h:] l]il: not ‘rasta my ‘more lime lll
. a ywerf! ]
noble chum, and ]erkpe':] him tow::x; tﬂm‘mal-
locker.

“Welease me, yelled Asthur
Augustus. “You htfal duﬂn.b. _jou are
wumplin’ my voﬂ-nh' elease

“What the merry dickens i 1s the row:™ asked
Herries, 2 he came into the

“Tea ready?” demanded m; “What's the

row

“We!ense me! Wescue, deak bo; 57"

“Are you going to say what's the matter,
lhen?" rol 'Bln‘ke.

’ﬂ: ﬂu our napper into the coal-
locker I sand%F gnm{,g PPeTml mustn’t say
Tats to a Ymhhlru chap.

01! ass !”

“You uttah ass— G h 1
Arthur Angustus stroggl violently. His
aristoeratic features were in dangerous
proximity to the coal-locker,
Bocter Short.

Sor the QUACK,
-%‘ﬂnh!mmm,hﬂ-m.mnn.

"W\.l you welease me, you wottahP” he

T“Dh chuck it !” said Herries. “ We'vo come
i.:tuta-r;mhmmo-kimn a Merry
'dww o+ 3 5

o mé—-

"Yon nﬁn{u Qulral' 1 was't mym wats fo
you!” shricked Arthur Augustus. “I was
sayin’ that the matiah was wats. Bat if yon do
not. welease me at once, I shall give you a feal-
fnl thwashin’.”

There waa a sndden roar from Dighy, as he
Iuoked mtu the stu ruphmd.

re’s the grub?”
Gone deah bn:," pnnhd Arthur Augustus,

“Gone! Who's taken i

Somst

gas] Arthur Augustua

“Don't you kmow who's acoffed the, gruh:’
3 erries.
“Yaas, wat\mh“*
o , then?
“ W.u "
&) it's. & new ;;ln, said Bluke.
0 L:nd a hand, and we'l bump hi;
“Yes, rather ™ said Herrics wntb!’ullvh “If
m o

a cha "can on, say Tats when you ask
gﬂ qnq‘tm’l’x. he wants bumping ™
Ald &e three chums of the moble Arthur

Augustus together, aud he
descended upon the study carpet with a hamp
that made

e dust rise from it,
ow-ow ! Ymmmh

the REMOVITE of vigeur and
nm,mm n mmqml
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“ Now, then,” said Dig, “who's taken the
grg‘ahr 2

5! .
“8till - going it?” eaid Blake. “Give lim
ther.!”

anof 2
: “Yom howwid boundahs! Gwoooh!”
Bump! -
. “Yow-ow! Wescuel
roared Arthur Augustus,
“Now, who took the grub?" 2
_#Don’t I keep on sayin' wats?” shrieked
‘Arthur Augustus.
. "Yes, and as long 8s you keep on raying rats
we shall keep on bumping you for your cheek !”

said Blake.. “Give him another!”

Help!  Yawoooh !”

“Hallo!"” exclaimed Herries suddenly, as o
small dark object leaped out of the stud{ cup-
hoard, and scuttled across the etudr. followed
by another, and another. “My hat!”

* “Eh! at is it:"”

“ Rats!" said-Herries. i

Jack Blako stared at Herries, neglecting to
bump Arthur Augustus in his astonishment,

- ave you canght it, “" he roared. “Are
you beginning to burble like Gussy?”
= “Ha, ha! Ne. But I know now who's taken
the grub.” :

“Who has, then?

¥ Rats!" said Herries,

“Yaas, wathah; just as I said. Wats"

“What the merry thunder——" Jack Blake
‘broke off, as a rat jumped out of the cupboard
and scuttled out in{o tEe passage, “Oh, rats!
1 see! Rats!™

“You uttah ass!" gasped Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, wrenching himself away. “Haven't I
told you o dozen times it was wata?” .

Blake burat into a roar. -* .

“Ha, ha, ha!- I didn’t know you meant that
kind of rats. I thonght you were saying rats.”

“8o. I waa eayin® wats, you uttah fwabjous
chnﬁp! It’s wats that have scoffed the gwub.”

4 , ha, hat”

ere is nothin' to cackle at, you duffal!
I am goin’ to give you a feahful thwashin’ for
liandlin' me wuifly and wnm&lin' my collah——""

Blake dodged ly\,md the table.

“Pax, Gussy!” )

“Wats! I'm goin'—" '

“There - you go again!” griuned Blake.
“Why didn't you say rodents, and I should
1\‘!"8] !l;l%,ﬂl’if@og. Rats in the study cnpboard!
My hat!

“Yaas, wathah! I found them there when I
went to get the gwub out for tea,” gasped
IArcy, “and we might have caught them, you
duffali, if you hadn’t been such a silly wuff ass,
you fwabjous chump!”

“ How the dickens did rats get in the study
cnpboard?” ejaculated Dig. “There’s never been
als there before.”

“Must be a hole in the wall,” said Rlaka
ruefully. “Look at the grub—fairl:

* to ragd, Hallo, there’s another!” He jumped
back as & big brown rat scudded past him.
““‘lq. the place must have swarmed with
them !”

“ Yaas, wathah,"”

8 Is the SNEAK, who to meanness will stoop
Rn'olly and oralty young rotter named Sacop 1
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Blake lighted a bike Jantern, and scanned the
interior of the study cupboard. Such of the
“grub” as was leff was quite spoiled; even
Fatty Wynn of the New House wouldn't have
thought of tackling it. But the closest examirs-
tion failed to reveal the opening through which

the rats had obtained access to the study

enpboard. § s

“ How the dickens did they get in®” exclaimed
Blake, in perplexity.

“Pwwaps they came in fwom the passage,

denh boy. . h
“ And climbed up their own tails to get into
the cupboard?” asked Blake sarcastically. * Or
perhaps they bunked one another up.’

“ Bai Jove! T nevah thonght of that!” N

“There must be a hole somewhere, and I can’t
it,” said Blake. “We shall have to stick
Merry for some tea. And I'll horrow
Tagg]ex‘ rnt-trﬂi_;, and set it in_the cupboard
to-night. Cut off and ask Taggles for it, some-

¥
* Arthur Au, ns went to the door.

“ And ask the honse-dame for a bit of cheese
as Fon €0 % Gumg." ;

¥ ghall not pass the house-dame’s rcom
comin’ back, Blake.”

“Yes, Fou will, ass, if you're going to se:
Toggles!”

“[ am not goin’ to see Taggles, deah Loy,
am goin' to change my collah.”

And the swell of 8f. Jim's went fo chauge
his collar, and Jack Blake went himself to
Taggles” lodge to borrew the rat-trap.

OHAPTER TW-'D.

- AN'T!” said Taggles.
That waa the school porter’s laconic
reply to Blake's request for the
temporary loan of a ri!-tra&},

“But T want it,” explained Blake.

“Can't ‘elp that, Master Blake.”

“There have been rats in our study cup-
board,” said Blake. “I want to set the trap
to catch them to-night. ELet me have it, Taggy,
old seont, and I'll tip you a tanmer mext timie
Gu gets o remittance.”

“Which there do seem a regler plagne of
’em in the School House,” said Taggles, in sur-
prise. “Fust, in Master Levison’s study, and
then in yours. It'a that ’ero 'aving grub in
the studies wot does it.” o

“Well, lend me your rat-trap, Taggy,” said
Blake. “Why can't you lend it to me:”

“'Cguse I've gol only one, Master Bleke, and
T've lent that to Master Levison."

Blake started.

“Lovison of my Form?”

“Yes. Master Levison he comes to me yester-
day, und he says, says he, that he's seen a rat
in i)iq atudy, says he. .So I lends him my trap.
And which I can’t lend it to two pussons at
the same time, Master Blake."

* Right-ho, Taggy.”

Jack Blake walked
lodge, looking very thoughtful,

T’s for ths TYRANT who wants kioking out.

Ws're fed up with Loder, the lumbering leut {

away from the porler’s
It was the
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ﬂrs! he had heard of rats in Levison's study;
e had th.tthnut!mSlmlyNoB
\lemt,he t to make their app
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have. a Band-into the capboa!'d,

is, that Levison

was a gleam in Blake's eyes ashnmumedw

the School House,

Lumiley.] !mmley of the Fourth was imn the
Hall, and hhshan him, Lvmley-lmmnl:i
shured ison’s study, with Trimble
ym g»cumg on with the rats in

“Rats?'}rvepeuted Xﬂunley-!‘umlniye“
“ There’s no Tats in my sta
Tovison and Mellish and Tnmb!e -
Blake grinned,
"1 mean the fourfooted sort. Hasn't Levi-
som set 1 trap m your study to entch rataf™
“Not that T kmow of,”
“Oh i said Blake.
He went back to Study No. 8, relighted the
bike-lantern, and made a fresh examination of

Mellish,

. Bmv are
surprise.

you meam

the eupboard. here was mot a crack or a
erevice to be discovered, through which a rat
might have been sm to have made its

entrance. Yet rats hnd been there—five or six
t.

Blake’s face im as he went along
to Tom Merry's Btnh‘ in Shell Bewage, His
chums axri explained

ived there, and
the sad cireumstances, and. met nth generous

lo1¥ said Tom Merry. “Don't look so
m]umn, there’s lots to go round.”
"'!\x-ku"‘ said Blake, Ym“f ﬂnw’n "Its
ueer happening. You
,x:.sni myesbmhy_ p‘ﬂm‘tnﬂm
m Iﬂ
es.
“Wull now therc's rats in _our
hoard, and they’ve scoffed and spoiled a feed
we had laid in, regardless of expense,” said
Blake.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy turned his eyeglass
npon Blake in grent astonishment,
“Weally, Blake, I uttahly fail to_sce any
connection between hammewing Levison and

eeer
gim"llz rap hast mf‘l:t, because
of rate in his study, and Lumley-Lamley, who
shares the study with him, hasn’t heard auy-
thing of rats ﬁum."'
“Bai Jove! That is wathah wemarkable !”
" Yes, isn’ t it 7" said Blake grimly, *‘Rather
too remarkabls

Merry laughed. -
“Has Levison #tll} got the rat-trapt” ho
asl
Yes, lea coulin't lend it me, becausa
Levisen sl’:!‘l:igxd it

“Then I'd advise somcbody to stay nwnke in
ihe Fourth-Form dormitory !o-mght grinn:
the éaptain of the Shell.

*"Yes, rather " b,.
“But what is e to ﬂmain a'wake for,
deab boys? I pwesume ot think of

o o
watchin” for the wats, ua’o i them "’
“Only one ! said Blako,
“ Gweat Seott! . You arg guh' to wemain
l‘!mko and wateh for o wat?” -

l'm uttah duffah! You will not he able to
catch him{”

“Two to one in douglmuts limb I do,” said
Blake. “If that particular rat is utn—e to.
night, I shall catelr him

" But how wiH you catch him, ;-nu :u-?"

“ By the neck.”

“Ha, ha. hal”

“ DOttshly imposs? I

wmmﬂ ﬁuythmgofun

ty.
uglﬂl. much to the
pmzﬂenty of the iommuhh Arthur Aungustus

s b S
CHAPTER THREE.
LVIMJV ul' the Fourth ‘glanced rather
l t the chums of Study Ne. 6

wats gettin’ into the studay cuphoard I” he said. o “‘ﬁ* mm intg the Fourth-Form
“You would[” agreed Blake. * There's lots w’ "
of things fail fo sce, Gussy, even with the “N;O Co. ?;,",‘;“,E;‘ m;dxuwwpl:i _
‘“’ﬂ.'.%;]f - the light in the dermitory, After the usual
;Wﬁllmﬂth eonnection, either I l)l:;.oi chatter, the juniors uttled down- to
=a om erTy. 1 - 4
“ Perpend " +aid Blake. “I've examined tho B,m"‘%‘:“"‘ e .
cupbeard, and there isn’t a hole in it big enough m‘m“n!
For a monse to get, through, let alone 4.rat ! fuc m,,q,m" Py
“That's
“YXaas, ?Im, vewy queeah; but pewwaps
they got in fwou the studsy somehow. Wats g:.l’:n g Lnd e o2 ‘out. 1ad Blake felt
are awl’ly clevah heasts, you i.no' that 'if his-vi W
“Of course they mdght have made a gih of  have te ’ﬂ eyelids o
Gussy's silk hat, ‘and climbed over it,” said . fast m i
Blake, “But, unless they did tHat—' b .n, wluu there waa the
“1 woglmi the suggestion as ,  sound of a ¥
Blake The sound eama ﬂII Levi
“Go hon! Unless they did that, they must Blake lay quite silent. He hea-td the faint
frlend Ta & Co. Vs ths VEI

.U's the USURPERS—
*We never shaH fail te return MWW! blow 1

lli'hlmaultl‘. Buntsr for ohelon.
He's reaily & marvel at threwing hia veles |
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sounds as Levison slipped. on his -clothes and
glided to the door. The big door closed softly.

Then Blake slipped out of bed, and a match
Hickered out. lgn knew that it was Levison
who had left the dormitory, but he mcant ta
make sure. The match glimmered on Levison's

. It was emp !{

Blake blew out the match,

“Yaw-aw-aw ! said Herries, as he was shaken
by ﬂw shn\l'ldez “Wharrer marrer? ‘Tain't

xmn\g
nle \ux fathead !
“ Grooh I said Digby, rubbing his eyes.
Blake lhook Herries, whognwnerl and sat up,
01

and then awakened the mourable Arthur
Angustus. :
“Bai Jove! What's the mattah, deah boy
"(}orru
= Uy, Blake—"

s lfomg to catch that rat” explained
make, wck up, fathead!”

“T wefnsc to be called a fathead, Blake, and
1 uttahly fail to see how you are goin’ to catch
o wat in the dark!"

Blake jerked the bedolothes off his moble
chum.

“Turn out, you slacker.”

“I am not a slackah, you ass!”
is cold.

iwoch ! Tt
T will turn o\it if you like, but it is
imposs to eatch a wat without a twap.

e going to lay a trap for him,” grinned

i I woally do not edmpwehend—"

"10\: wouldn't! Get your clobber on!"-

Arthur A “snd -put on  his
“clohh\r s 6 “four chums- mlent}g left the
dormitory, Blake leading the way very light
was out in the School House of St. Jim's, and
the darkness in the paasage was denac,

“ Weally, Blake—" began D'Arcy.

b]zm'rnp 0ss!” said  Blake, in .a fierce
whisper. Do you want to alarm him "
“Eh? Alarm whom?"”

¢ The rat we're going to catch, dummy!”.

“1f you are kfm %T E

= Dry up, ani follow your leader.”

The juniors atole silently down the stuirs into
the Fourth-Form passa ake led the way
into No. 5 Study. Art ur Augnstus found his
yoioe llgnlll
ats are in our studay,

deuh Loy--
No. 6.

“Dry up.”

Arthur Augul s sniffed and dried up. Bluke
stationed himself at the door, keeping it a fow
inches: open.

About ten minutes later, there was a stealthy
footstep in the paua%e. It passed into Study
No. 6, and a door softly cl -

“Bui Jove!” breathed Arthur Angnstus, in
tremulons exclbement “That must be o
hu lah, deah boys!

atlicad ! It's the rat we are after.”

“But it was walkin”!”

“Of course it was. Come on!”

Blake led the way out of No. 5. There wad
o foint glimmer of light through the keyhole of

W's the WORKER, who neve t
1V's Marky, 5o give him a siap on t
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Stndy No. 6. Arthur Augnsius D'Arey gasped
with astonishment.

“Gweat Scott! There's a light.”

“The rat has lighted the gna," Eaid Herries.,
#“He's got it turned low, t]umg

“ Imposs, Hewwies!”

Blake bent. his head at the door. Within the
study could be heard a whirring and squeaking,
as of ras ina trap.

“Follow me!"” whis] Blake.

The door of Study 6 was thrown suddenly
open, and the miors rushed in.
startled exclamation greeted them.

The gas was turned balf on. A junior, half
dressed, was kneeling on the floor beside a large
wire nl-trsp He had a hat-box in his hand,
and had just openad it. Iis “intention wae

lain—to drop the rats ont of the wire trap inta

he hat-box—in  which reposed  Arthur
Aungustus’ best Snnday topper and an cxpensite
Tanama.

1)

vison gaappd Arthur Augustus,
“L—I—"" stuttezed Levison,
“Caught!” said Bhka gri

“Hands off1” panted 'l-ev!{mn
grasp closed like a\ vice on his collar.
. “Uweat Scott! What is tho wottah doin’
here, deah boys:”

“Can’t you seo what he's doing?’ grunted
Plake. “He's sct that trap in the cellar some-
where, and caught the rats, nud he was going
to put them in your hat-| bux

“Bai Jove !”

- “JuE:du:'i he put the otm Iot in the study
ew

?Oh ewumbs !"

L TT— It was only a ]okc" emttued
Tevison, “I—I—
. "We've caught ‘the rat,” satd Bh\'lw
owe me ten doughnuts, Guss

a8 Blulm’s

“Yon

“Gweat. Scott! Was Imnson the wat yon
were speakin’ of, you ass?”
Blake chuckled.

“Of course ke was, fathend.”

“0h! I compwehend now.”

“Sure?” asked Blake. “I'll tl: nml work it
m\t in diagrams for you, if you like.

'\Tcallv, you ass—? g
Jowve cangbt me,” said Tevison
en\lenlv Now, take your paws off my collar.”

“Not just yet!” said Blake cheerfully. “We
dont llrnw rate in Study No. 6. Wive me the

Dig.”

M Eem you are,” chuckled Dig.

Levison began to struggle fiercely. Herries
erip] his arme, while Blake held his collar.
With his free hand, Blake up-ended the ink-
bottlo over the head of the captured “rat.”
There waas a horrified gasp from I.e\mon as
half a pint of ink streamed over his hair, down
his face, and all over him.

“ Gurrrrggggh

"‘mw the gum!”

“Iet me go!” -hnekeﬂ Tevizon,
I‘ll wake the house!”
“Do " said Blake.

“I'N oyell!
*“The House-master would

X 1s an 'XTRA hard letter to find;
' pass on to ¥, if my readers don’t mind.




like to know abont your ratting expeditions.
“Here’s the gum, deah boy!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The gum stredmed over Levison's head, and
mixed and flowed with the ink. Levison's facc
disappeared under it. He gouged his eyes, and
suorted, and spluttered, and gasped furicusly.
But Blake was not finished yet. Ho intended
the ead of the Fourth's lecson to be a severe
one.,

“ Now a shovel of soot "

““Ha, ha, hal”

“Groooh! Lemme go! Tow-ow-ow-ooop!”

The soot mingled with the gum and the ink.
Tevison’s state was simply terrific by that {ime.
Yaint gurgles and gasps came throngh the
awful mixture,

*“There ” said Blake considerately. “I think
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that will do. Will you go ratting again,
Levison®” .

“ derrrrooog]

“Now kick him ouf " said Heryies.

Bump!

Levison landed in_the passage. Ho sprang
up, leaving inky and sooty stains behind hin,
and fled for the dormitory. Not to bed, how-
cver, He was likely to be busy for a long time
at the washstand before he could go to bed. .

“What are you goin’' to do with the wats,
deah boy?” asked Arthur Augustus,

Blake chortled. % s

8hove ’em into Lovison’s hat-box !” be said.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tho rodents wete. conveyed into Levison's

study, and the trap opencd over Levison's hat-

They dropped in, in a synirming heap,
fContinved au the next page.)

hax.
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nd the 1id was closed.on them; Then Blake &

, feeling that they dese:

cunntry. went back to the dormit.

was & sound of busy s;zlhang from

Tcﬂvgoua washstand ‘as ‘hﬁ ::’:; !:tly i
olug stroug?” ssked n/ !
forget us next time you go .rat-catching,

Iariuun. %c Il always Ve pleased to cateh the

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Levison made no reply; he Was too busy
his ablutioms. The &nmu
turued in_again, and were .n!eep !0?]5 choﬂs
Levison had finished washing.

rved well of their

mih,

26,2016

of _the -Fourth furned cnt in, the
morning, there were stains of ink and soot: still
ining, and be had an extremely
feeling, in his hair.  And when he went
found hia Sunday wed to
-u":. (—Tevison's feel-
But Study No. 8 were enlnnil satisfied.
That day Levison spent chiefly in nentchln or
combing” his Mair, to which” the gum clung
lovingly, and the o fellows in chortling

ther
over Blake & Co.’s success in catching the rat-
e |h>!mr.

mm.

a@ﬁewncm@mas@mw EEHEHS §

A VOICE FROM THE PAST ! ' }

By AN OLD BOY. i
mo - T-g=go g4

I nmsalm- I remember, - -
In dear old Greyfriars Bchool,
The studies uul common-ronm
‘Wherein we played the fool.
My bat! lt m s nrping time,
full of rousing
I often wish that I was back,
But now my course is run!

1 remember, I remember,
‘ou his

and his cane ;
1 often n ‘eatch it hot,
And muldn’t sit for pain!
He caught ug feasting in the dorm,
And Lf(d yself ndnd cousin ;
But now { gl -mn! retum
And face nnoﬂym
I renemlm'. bc
The chums sei::nunnh nndal‘rna.
Whe joined me in my escapades,
* _ Resolved to dare q;d do.
But now’those chums are for away,
To serve on land and sea ;
i Oh, would I had a magic wand _
! T bring them back to me!

1 remember, T remember.
The footer ficld so vast,
Where [nrwnrd.s flashed towards the go.
el nassed !

= nlumaod and

: Lm]ej, is nqht on l.he wicket, ha
innings, and
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{Contribut:.d by Numerows Wags.)

WE HAVE IT ON GOOD AUTHORITY
THA’

Mr. Prout is sporting an armilet.
Loder gets “cross * when he loses his * keys.”
in his recont ﬂ.b] exploits ol
the l\or!nl‘{gnr

oads, netied two
uvnﬁmﬁque tin-kettle, and a hndndvenght nf
reeds.

Fisher T. Fish is “doing his bit,” which

means doing everybody else!
orace Coker's affection for the fair Phyllis
leads to results that fairly make him * Howell "'}
“The Pride .of the Ring,” by popular ll';ﬂl
a long
“not out ™ of anybody’s
The fags of the Third now bathe daily—in

Skmuer is having a shot at the upumc
the Remove; but, like Tipperary, it's a ong
way to go!
Tuck Hampers are all the craze just now.
They are kept far beyond the reach of the
celebrated boa-constrictor, Billy-Bunter.
wai e b Fe o z . e g
e
he
49
¥-
er

1e,’



