.

ateh, Bunty ! 7 said Bob, hurling the
apple at the fat junior

‘_:} II:|. Pir :
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I.
Ly Buwrer was fealing hungry.
B That was Bunter's normal condition.
It would have been very exceptional
bad he been feeling satizfied.

Even on top of a good meal, Bunter often
declared he felt peckish.

“I'm in danger of wasting away, you
fellows,” he would say. “ I don't get enough
to keep body and soul together. 1 shall be a
scragey skeleton soon!”

* You'll have to lose about ten stone before
that can happen, Bunty ! " said Bob Cherry.

OUn this particular evening, Billy Bunter
really was feeling ravenous. :

At dinner he had been refused a fifth
helping of steak and kidney pudding. He
had had no tes, owing to the fact that none
of the occupants of No. 7 Study were in funds,
Shortly before bedtime, Bob Cherry had given
bim a dog biscuit, but it took more than a
dog hiscuit to satisfy Bunter,

"I say, you fellows,” ssid the fat junior,
8s he started to undress in the Remove
dormitory, ‘‘I—I've got a dreadful sinking
feeling, you know! 1 don't want to alarm
you, but I think I'm starving ! ”

' Btarve away!” said Johony Ball in-
differently. “ We'll see that you get a
decent burial |

B o

- o A S
# e N ot i Nl i

o,
g

o S E AR RO

e

Billy Bunter’s ¢

o

_- MidnigbtAdvenTure!% |

-2 H B R.BE

An Amusing Short Story of Greyfriars |

}

Sﬂ"h-ﬂ'ﬂ't ::;;

(§)

' £ o Gl < s S = 85 0 %

®

By FRANK RICHARDS (&)
i3

=% e

RO R e E B e

“Oh, really, Bull! 1 wish you wouldn’t
he such a leartless beast. You might be.
starving vourself one of these davs.”

“If 1T am, I'll let you know,” said Jolinny,
“ and vou can send me a brace of pheasants
from Bunter Court.”

“ Ha, ha, hal"

Billy Bunter blinked pathetically at his
schoolfellows through his big spectacles.

** I say. you chaps, it's touch and go whether
I shall be able to last out till the morning,”
he said.

“In that case, you'd better make out
your will,” said Skinner. “ You can leave
me the double-bladed penknife that you
borrowed from Peter Todd last week.”

““Ha, ha, ha!?”

Billy Bunter sighed, His schoolfellows, he
reflected, were utterly heartless. They could
see that he was faint for want of food ; they
could see that he was wasting away under
their very eyes, as it were. Yet they treated
the matter as a huge joke,

“If you fellows had a spark of feeling,”
said Billy Bunter, * you'd see that 1 got
gomething to eat,”

Harry Wharton grinned.

** Let’s make a collection of all the foodstuffs
in the dorm,” he said. * Now, you chaps|
Trot out your eatables!”
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| Fisher

g T. Fish
# solemnl y
Ijrinl"r-p;]
Ba bar of
dchewing-
cum, and
handed it
to Bunter,

* Guess
that’ll
& keep you
going il

Di‘:m;ﬁ“ a sheat, and possessing what 108, said

wppeared to  be  Dbright-green eyes, the Y an-

Bunter's appearance was suflicient to kee junior.

_n‘t.u tle anybody. “There's

more nourishment in that bar of chewine-
ecum than there 13 in a whole rabhit pie.” 2

"I dare say,” said Bunter., “ But I'd
rather have the rabbit pie! ™

“ Ha, ha, ha!"” Other contributions were
apeedily forthcoming,

Bolsover major sacrificed a chunk of toffee,
which he extricated with great difficulty from
the lining of his pocket, in which the toffec
had been wedged for some weeks.

“ Here you are, Bunty,” said Bolsover,
handing over the sticky mass. “ It doesn't
look very tempting. You'd better give it a
bath before you eat it.”

““Ha. ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry groped in his locker, and
produced an apple. Judging by its ap-
pearance, it was the original apple which had
been plucked in the Garden of Eden. Semility
was on its features. It was in a state of
dissolution and deeay.

“ Catch, Bunty!”™ said Bob, hurling the
apple at the fat junior. ** Eat that, and then
shout for the steward!”

Billy Bunter caught the apple—with his nose.
His yell of anguish fairly awakened the echoes.

Dick Penfold, the poet of the Remove,
produced a piece of plum cake.  He happened
to drop it, and it landed on the floor with a
gickening thud.

“ My hat ! " ejaculated Vernon-Smith. * ls
that a piece of your grm‘bgrmnﬂathﬂa
wedding-cake, Pen 1™

A

“My aunt in Friardale made this cake,
gsomewhere about the yvear dot,” he said.
* I remember putting it in my locker the day
I first came to Grrevfriars. Coming over,
sunter ! If you can’t break it with your
fingers, 1 supgest you try the poker!"” ;

Billy Bunter gave a dissatisfied grunt.

The things which were being showered
upon hirn were no use to a fellow in the throos
of starvation, The chewing-gum alone was
eatable, and chewing-gum does not satis-
factorily fill an aching void.

:' Ha, ha, ha . Penfold grinned.

"By the way,” said Monty Newland sud-
denly. *I've got a conple of eggs in my
locker. They were laid on Armistice Day, and
I'm keeping "em as souvenirs. But I don't
mind parting with them, if i#'ll save a fellow
from starvation,”

“ Don’t von dare prodice those eggs!”
sald Harry Wharton. * We haven't got our
vas masks on ! " '

i H:i, hu, hat?”

At this stage, Wingate of the Sixth came
into the dormitory to see lights out.

The captain of Greyfriars stopped short at
the sight of Billy Bunter, who was sitting up
in bed with an expression of abject misery on
hiz fat face. '

" What's the matter, Bunter ? ” inquired
Wingate,

“aroo! I'm starving '™

" What nonsense ! ” said Wingate sharply.

* 1t 18 :
not non-
sense.
I have
not had a
square
meal for
ages, And
if Idon’t
have
8§ 0 m -
thing to
tide me
over tul §
the morn-
ing, 1
shall
collapse.”
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Bunter trod on a stair that wasn't there,

andd pitched forward into space.

Bump-
bumpety-bumgp.
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“ Rubbish ' "

“ | suppose yon baven't got a piece of eald
pudding in your pocker, Wingate {

Wingate gasped,

* Do Vot suppose I'm in the halut of l_'"lIHij_"
ahout with pieces of cold pudding scattered
about my person ? ' he demanded.

“ Well, if vou haven't got cold pudding,
perhaps you've got something else that's
good to eat ¥

Wingate smiled good-naturedly, and groped
in his pocket,

** Here you are,”’ he said,
thing I can offer vou.”

And he tossed a bag of walnuts on to

Bunter's bad.

** This iz the only

" Thanks awlully, Win- |
gate | 7 said the far junior SSRGS
gratefully. “ Youw've saved (B9he 7
mv life !

The captain of Grevirigrs
extingmshed the hights, and
withdrew,

Crack, craclk!

Billy Bunier's iseth were

busily engaged us nut-
crackers,

“ What are the walnuts
Like. Bunty?” inquired
FPeter Todd.

“I've cracked two, and

IT.
rronre  midnight, 2 bright
B CaIne Lo _HIH". HlHl.ir'r'.'
He remembered —why hadn’t  he
thought of 3t before ¢ that there woera good
things galore in the school kitchen,

To carry ont a midnight raid on the domestie
regions was the only method ia}' which Bunter's
hunger could be appeased.

“0f course, 1 shall have to. take pre-
cautions,”” reflected the fat junior. * There
might be some masters on the prowl. The

inspiration

hest thing I can do is to rig myself up as a
ohost. Then, if anyone sees me, they'll he
scared out of their wits, and they’ll take to
their heels.

Afraid I'm a it too fat for a
genuine ghost. But why
shouldn’t there be fat epooks
a3 well as thin ones 2

Fired with lus, resolve,
":'-i”_'l.' Buntor :-;ir*!:]u-d ont of
bad,

From the heap of bed-
clothes he detached one of
the sheets, With his T
]ilriﬂ‘ hiee ilh‘ld:- H 1 rmtp}f* uf
slits for his Then
hee ** borrowed ' gome Jumi-
nous paint from Skinner's
locker. Skinner, as befitted
one of the biggest practical

CYies,

they're both bad.”
“Hs,ba, ha!”
Crack, erack !
Billy Bunter

. proceeded
with his nut cracking.

To his dismay, he

Mr. Prout was a few vards from the

kitchen door when it opened, and 2

ghostly figure emerged — a terrifying,
green-eyed figure,

jokers in the Form, always
kept a ready supply of
luminous paint.

Bunter smeared some of

the paint on to the sheet, around the two
holes e had made.

This done, he covered

found that there was not a single sound

walnut in the bag. .

“What a eell!” he groaned. ° Every
single nut's a dud ! 1 shall have to go hungry,
after all. You'd better stay awake, you
iall_mrl. I faney I shall expire in the night,
owing to lack of nourishment.”

The juniors did not stay awake. They
were gatisfied that when they arose in the
morming they would find Billy Bunter still
alive and kicking.

One h{ﬂm they dozed off, until every-
one in the dormitory—with the exception

of Billy Bunter—was in the arms of Mor-

himself with the sheet, binding it round his
waist with a dressing-gown cord.

Although he did not look a typical ghost,
Billy Bunter was certainly a terrifying
spectacle. Draped in a sheet, and possessing
what appeared to be bright-green eyes—this
effect was produced by the luminous paint—
his appearance was sufficient to startle
anyhody,

The fat junior chuckled softly,

" Nobody will be likely to interfere with
me ! " he murmuored. *“ I'm not a nice sort of
::ii:]ect; ;-::.Tme&t-on a dark night. And now for

e raid,
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Peering through the two erudelyv-ent slita
which served as peep-holes, Billy Bunter made
his way out of the dormitory.,

He was not an expert .-”'n,,.[]n}, Wia v i
the dark. Even in broad 'Eil.‘-'ilg_'hl his I*"'.‘r'-
sight was defective. By night he was almost
as blind as the proverbial bat.

However, he managed to grope his way from
the dormitory, and found himself on the
landing. Then he started to
atairs.

He managed to get halfway down the flight
without mishap. Then he trod on a stair that
wasn't there, and pitched forward into space.

Bump-humpety-bump !

Billy Bunier fairly bounced down the
remainder of the steps. Fortunatelv, there
were not many, or '
he would have been
an ambulance case.

As he alighted
at the bottom, with
an impact which

descend the

.........

shook every bone
in his body, he gave
vent to a wild vell
of anguish,
“ Yaroooooh ! ”
The yell echoed
through the school

building. :
[t was only too
probable that 1t

would be heard, and that an alamu would
be given. : .

Billy Bunter sat up, rubbing s bruised
limbs. He was dazed by the shock of the fall,
and it took him some minutes to recover. At
lensth, however, he tottered slowly to his feet.

“I was an idiot not to have horrowed
Johrmy Bull's electric torch!™ he muttered.
“ A follow wants cat's eves to find his way
about in this awful darkness! Hope nobody
heard me vell.”

Alas for the fat junior’s hopes !

Although his vell had not awakened any-
body, there had heen one person already
awake ; and the yell had penetrated to the
bedroom which that person occupied.

The individual in question was Mr. Prout,
the master of the Fifth,

Presently the barrel of Mr. Prout’s nifle came into violent
contact with Billy Bunter’s nibs.

Mr. Prout was lving in bed, reading the
works of William Wordsworth by the light of
i reading-lamp.

He was just pondering over the misfortunes
of “a simple child, dear brother Jim, that
hghtly draws its breath,” when a fearsome

vell caused him to drop the volume on to the
Hoor.

* Bless

my soul! Whatever could that
be 2"

murmured the master of the Fifth.
“ There i3 evidently something amiss below
stairs. 1 will go and investigate.”

Mr. Prout got out of bed, and put on a
dressing-gown over his pyjamas. He also
throst his feet into a pair of shppers.

He },_fl;:m'ﬂr{ at the elock on hs IIIEIH.{*I]J-il?'T'E;
It was five minutes to twelve. Then, switch-
ing off the light,
he left his room
and proceeded
downstairs.

Although he
would not  have
admatted the fact,
even to himself, Mr.
Prout was afraid.

It was very
creepy Eu'ltl Lir-
canty in the dark-
ness. Strange,
ghostlv shadows
secmed to flit here
amil there,

“1 should feel more {‘ntnfﬂﬂahlﬂ," mur-
mured Mr. Prout, *if 1 had my Winchester
repeater with me. 1 will go and feteh it.”

With great difficulty—for he could scarcely
see a yard in front of hin—Mr. Prout made
his way to lus studv. He bad seen nothing,
on the way downstairs, to account for the
piercing yell which he had heard.

The Winchester repeater—with which Mr.
Prout was alleged to have slain much big
game in the Wild West—hung on the wall
Mr. Prout took it down, and loaded it with
blank carttidres.

“1f there shonld be a marauder n the
building, 1 have no doubt that this will
effectively scare him away!” muttered Mr,
Prout.

He then started on a tour of the buillding,
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The quest proved abortive until Mr. Prout
drew near to the kitchen., He was a few vands
from the kitehen door when it opened, and a
ghostly figure emerged—a terrifving, green-
l‘_'lu.'l'rl'l ﬁEI.ITP.,

Mr. Prout stopped short with a startled gasp.

It was difficult to say who was the more
frightened, the ghost or the Form-master.

Billy Bunter could dimly discern Mr.
Prout’s form in the gloom. But it was nof
so muech the figure of the Form-master that
startled him—though that in ijtselfi was
sufficiently startling—as the rifle which Mr.
Prout carred.

Bunter kunew that Mr. Prout was a most
erratic shot, but at that short range—a matter
of only a vard or two—it would be almost
impossible for him to mss.

The fat junior’s knees knocked violently
togother, He trembled as with the ague.

Mr. Prout was no less frightened. He did
not, of gourse, recognise Billv Bunter. The
white-clad figure, with the glittering creen
eves, atruck Mr. Prout as being something
supernatural.

For one long moment master and junior
gtoad stack sull.

It was Billy Bunter who first regained the
power of action. He turned on his heel, and
scuttled away as ewiftly as the encumbering
gheet would permit. .

The sight of the fleeing figure galvanised
Mr. Prout into action.

He raised the Winchester repeater to his
shoulder and fired.

Crack !

Billy Bunter uttered a gasp of wild terror.
At any instant he expected a bullet to be
embedded in his back.

Fear lent the fat junior wings. He sped
on gﬂfh came to the hox-room.

. Prout, an undignified figure in Ius
flapping dressing-gown, rushed in hot pur-

The Form-master was no longer afraid.
_gii;fnct :;l::';h;[rw}g&-chdhfurm had taken
light convi . Prout that he personall
bad nothing to fear, 4

Once inside the box-roam, Billy Bunter
concealed himsell behind a pile of lumber,
The room was in darkness, and he hoped

S Tl

that Mr. Prout would not make a thorough
INvestigation.

Once again that evening the fat junior's
hopes were clashed.

Mr. Prout came panting into the box-room,
He had no means of obtaming a hght, but he
was satisfied that the ghostly apparition was
somewhere in the vicinity.

He moved about the room, p::-king in all
the corners. And presently the barrel of his
rifle eame into vielent and painful contact
with Billy Bunter’s ribs.

* Yaroooopoh !

Mr. Prout sprang back a pace. There was
something in the sonnd of that yell which
seemed familiar to him, ’

“ Bless my soul !  Who—what —surely that
15 not you, Bunter 2™

gl 5 1 8 B '

“Come out, wreteched hov, and reveal
vourself ! ©  thundered Mr. Prout. He no
longer had any doubts as to the identity of
the ** ghost,” '

Billy Bunter crawled out from behind the
stack of lumber.

* What is the meaning of this ? 7" demanded
Mr. Prout. * You appear to be covered in a
sheet, and to have illuminated your eyes
in some manner. Have you been attempting
to pass yourself off as a ghost ? ”

" Ye-e-es, sir,”" faltered the fat junior.

Mr. Prout looked grim.

“You may account yourself fortunate,
Bunter, that my rifle was loaded with blank
cartridges,” he said. “ Otherwise, you would
most certainly have been shot !

* Oh, crumbs!”

“ You will remove that absurd drapery, and
return to your dormitory at once ! said Mr.
Prout. “I will hold a full inquiry into this
affair in the morning,”

Bunter wrenched the sheet off his plump
person, and blundered away through the
darkness,

Next morning he was brought up for judg-
ment ; and, on being iﬂundughgldltp, mﬂ]urgfd
three stinging euts on each

It will be a long, long time before Bunter
launches another midnight raid on the school
kitchen! |

THE END
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3 A Brief Description of the Proper Position to take up in @

Boxing—a matter of the greatest importance to Beginners 3

, ¥
t’qja By AN INSTRUCTOR 5"&3
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HE best way for a boy to learn how to pointing straight to the front, slightly bent
box 1s, of course, to put himself under at the ¢lbow, which must point downwards

& Cﬂ"‘PEtE“F instructor, who, in a few and not outwards. The left hand must be
practical lessons, is able to held with the thumb up, and
unpart many useful hints knuckles pointing outwards
and tips, which can be prac- and not downwards. The

tised at leisure. As an in- right arm should lie diagon-
structor 13 unfortunately not ally across the body, to pro-

available for every boy, the tect the diaphragm ; that is,
next best thing for the would- the spot just below the cen-
be boxer to do is to famili- tre of the chest which is
arise himself with the best known in bexing as the
methods from a book, and “mark.” A blow on the
work them out with the as- unprotected “ mark ™ will

sistance of a chum. wind the best man who ever
donned boxing-gloves.

The head should be held
slightly to the might, with
the eyes looking straight to
the front. The chin should
be kept well in, as this is a
vulnerable point.

By paying careful atten-
tion to the foregoing, the

THE “ READY " POSITION

The first and most im-
portant thing to do is ta
get the correct * ready”
position. Stand with your
left foot flat on the ground,
pointing perfectly straight to
the front. The right foot _
must be well behind the left, beginner can attan the cor-
with the heel off the ground, ; rect boxing stance, which
8o that the weight rests upon  7pe correct ready ”’ position  has been proved by ex-
the ball of the big toe. Knees perience to be the best for
should be slightly bent, and the weight of the all-round purposes. :
body balanced evenly upon both legs. The It should be practised continually, so that
body must be inclined the action of falling into
slightly to the right, and the correct attitude at
the left shoulder, “which vl  the commencement of a
natura{lty points forward, bout becomes instinctive,
should be held slightly % counen, Shs TRUTS Jree
bigher than the right. tice you have the more
The left arm ie held Correct position of feet proficient you become.
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—and find hin in tobacco and

& rich man,

THE FUR

QDB DDd

have noticed what a high price is charged
for all genuine fur goods—fur rugs,
ladies’ furs, fur-lined overcoats and the like—

and perhaps it has accurred to some of them

that the trapper. the man who gets the fur,

finds his occupation a well-paid one ; that he
makes quite a lot of money. ‘ 7

I can assure them that he doesn’t. His is
a hard life, & mighty hard life, harder than
the great majority
of men wounld care to
live for six months out of the
twelve, and the money he
gets out of his work during
that time 1is just about
enough to keep him going

I DARE sav that a number of my readers

grub during the rest of the
year—if he’s lucky.

There may be mullionaire
fur-traders and dealers ; I've
neéver yet copie Aacross oOr
heard of a fur-trapper dying

During the snmmer
months the trapper has a
pretty good time of it, even
if he doesn’t earn a deal of
maney ; with the coming of
winter his real business
commences, and he has to
he & pretty tough and reso-
Jute chap to get through
those six months with all
the trials and troubles they bring to him.

Where thé best fur is obtained in Canada,
which, you know, sends enormons supplies of
fur into the markets, winter begins early and
stays late, and while it's there it doesn’t fool
with its job. There's snow often and in plenty,
and with the thermometer trying its hest to
get down to zero—that's 32 degrees helow
freezing point—and s long way below zero ;

D R R B A AR B R e
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The trapper pays a daly visit to
his ling of traps.
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TRAPPER :

e *:u:-{: -|=¢- e ale 1;4- e +:- spaeeels 1:- o l:«l -:1 q:r @q}@@

50 degrees below isn't unknown !—the deep
SNOW F.p.‘q‘{lﬂ}‘ bhecomes frozen &ﬁildlj

1t is over this snow that the fur-trapper
docs most of his travelling—twenty miles a
dav or more—and he doesn’t grumble. He
ean move quickly and casily over frozen snow.
Tt iz when midwinter storms are about, and
he is obliged to travel over soft snow, that
he begins to wish he had some easier job.

As a rule he works alone, which means that
during the trapping season
he is liable not to set eyes
on another human being,
trapping being carried on,
as vou'll imagine, in parts
where human beings aren't
frequent at any time. The
wild animals don’t care
about human company.
Neither 18 the average
trapper at all pleased if he
finds that another chap of
the same occupation has
established himself in his
territory. There are yarns
told of desperate fightstaking
place between a couple of
trapping rivals over the ex-
clusive right of setting traps
aver a given line of country.

The trapper builds his own
house, gets his own grub—
shoots a deal of it—ecooks it
himself, and generally
manages for himself. He
has to ; there’s no one to do these things for
him. If he falls ill or meets with an aceident,
he has to doctor himself—or without
doctoring, usually the latter.

His house he builds of logs, usnally one room,
and not a big room at that. The bigger the
room the more fire it takes to keep it warm,
The crevices are chinked with moss ; the roof
generally has a covering of soil on it and the
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floor is generally of small sprues poles. Some-
times there's a glass window ; often there isn’t.
With more dey poles he makes something
that he calls a bed, and his mattress is dry
grass and small spruce branehes with his
Hudson Bay blankets on top. Empty boxes
gerve for scats, and he makes his own table,

Sometimes, on account of extra work,
tiredness, or bad weather, he won't be able to
get back to his cabin at night, and he aleeps
in a smaller edition of it, a tiny six by six shed
of small logs, previously built—a day’s work
with an axe for a handy man such as the
trapper has to be. In this he'll have a stove
constructed out of a five-gallon oil can. With-
out this he’d have no grub, and might be
frozen in his bed.

The fur-bearing animals—foxes, martens,
otters, wolverines, lynxes, beavers, muskrats—
he generally catches in steel traps. Bears he

b Wolverine Q

U

fastened to it, and this attached to a stick;
both chain and stick are buried in the snow.
If the animal were to se¢ them it would at once
be suspicious.

The traps are invariably set a foot or so
from the edge of the trail or path, never within
the trail itself. For ermine, marten and mink,
a httle house of sticks upright in the snow,
surrounding the trap, is built and roofed with
brush. The bait is at the back of the house,
so that the animal has to walk over the trap
to get at the bait, For lynxes and wolverines
a circular wall of brush is built around the trap,
leaving a gap through which 15 to be seen an
upright stick on which the bait is fastened.
The lynx is a cowardly brute, and seldom
shows fight when the trapper goes to remove it
from the trap, but woe betide the man whe
handles a trapped lynx unwarily. You know
that the lynx is a big cat—about as big as a

O o O Marten
@, © Ermine
Wolf o0 Mink

The fur trapper is always on the look-out for these tracks.

will set a deadfall for, constructed of heavy
logs. Wolves are very suspicions and shy of
trapg, and some of these he tries to catch with
poison mixed with food—fat or meat and
flour mixed and made into a ball. Very cold
weather is his best time. Then the animals are
hungry and not so suspicious. But sometimes
he’ll go to his traps day after day for a week,
to find that nothing has been caught.

On stormy days, or when the cold is too
intense to be out, or during any other spells
of leisure, he roughly prepares his skins,
scraping and cleaning them, stretching some
of them on frames.

To set & trap, the trapper first scoops a
amall hollow in the snow ; in this he puts the
trap and covers it with thin paper—to prevent
the snow clogging it. On top of this he places a
jayer of snow. Each trap bas a steel chain

retriever dog, and it's about the quickest
mover in all creation. Its teeth are like double
edged razors, and its temper is vile. A bite from
a lynx is anything but & joke.

An English fox, as you know, is an artful
beggar, but his relative of the Canadian Nor’
West could give him a start and an easy beat-
ing where artfulness and suspicion are con-
cerned. There must be no brush in the neigh-
bourhood of a fox trap; it would at onee tell
him something was wrong. So just behind the
trap is a stick set up, and this the tnpm
rubs with some strong-scented stuff. The fi
likes this, but he hates the smell of the human
hand, so that never must & fox trap be handled
otherwise than with gloved hands, no matter
how long before the trap is used !

The wolverine mentioned is often a
nuisance to the trapper. He's an animal with
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8 big appetite—which is why hes sometimes
called the™ glutton,” and if, in wandering
about, the glutton finds another Hmn_ml fast in
a trap, dead or alive, he'll prefer making a meal
off it to investigating the baits provided for
his benefit by the trapper. It's a fighting
animal, too, making desperate efforts to escape
when trapped, sometimes finding and biting
through the pole to which the trap is chained.
When this happens the glutton clears off,
dragging along with 1t the trap still attached
to 1its Iﬂ.'g_

Arctic hares, or rabhits the trapper calls
them—and very pretty they look in their
thick white furry winter coats—are caught
in wire spares. Their skins aren't worth a lot,
but the mesat of them is useful, both for the
trapper and for feeding his dogs. If near a lake
the trapper will try to eatch fish for the dogs,
cutting a hole in the ice and dropping down a
net. Of course, the fish freeze stiff immedi-
ately, but when slightly thawed ount the dogs
thoroughly enjoy them. Some of the fish he'll
keep for his own use.

This procuring of food takes np a lot of the
tmmwr"-s time. Another jnh to which he has
to @ive attention is the cutting of timber for
firewood. During six months a tremendons
quantity of w ood will be necessary, and
although the trees that furnish it are not so
far from his shack, the trapper finds it best to
chop down a biz supply at a time, building a
buge stack of lﬂf_’:u close to his cabin. When-
ever he has any spare time he doesn't quite
know how to use, the trapper cuts down trees
for firewood.

How many traps, snares, deadfalls, ete., will
a trapper look after ¥ Well, it depends. If the
country isn't overtrapped, his line will extend
to sometimes a8 much as a hundred miles,
and to go the whole length of this will occupy
him about a week in favourable weather.
Along this line his traps, etc., will number
between six and seven hundred. Some job, ch,
to keep an eycon this lot, removing the caught
animals, renewing baits, and so forth. No,
there's never any need for a trapper to be
idle. He seldom is during winter, unless he’s

il or has met with an accident.

THE END
{
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Hn. 10.—CHESS

"

I

Although an indoor ganme, we [eel
It merits onr attention ;

Some fellows follow it with zeal,
Aud one needs special mention.

1 now allude to Hurree Bingh,

The dark and duskyv Niabaoh,
Who sav4 to Cherry, ™ Now, old thine,
The chessful game we'll play, Bob |

When nights are dark,
At chess we'rz oi*en busy,

And play with bishop, brizht, and pawn
o] e I wl apuite dizzy,

Althouzh it's not an ontdoor game,
{'hes has @ keen attraction @

1t i the expert's constant aim
T beat the rlval faction.

Somye fellows love o came of * nap,”
Andl some like snakes-and-laddoers ;
While others, eager for a serap,
Are yenomous as addoers
But give to me the jove of clicss
fAL which T'm oft emnpeting) ;
Tlids, as an Indoor game, 1 pucks,
Takea quite a 1ot of beating.

Whin limbs arewveary from the gtrain
O many & foothall tassle,

One needs to exerclze the brain
While resting joint and musels,

S0 when you've played in mud and mire,
And come in sonked and mnddy,

Just change your things, stoke up the fire,

And play chess in your study.

.'Il{f*

apid curtains drawn,
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A’s for the ART which I always employ

In dealing out punches, my life’s greatest joy !

B's for the BLOWS which [ promptly
deliver :

There isipain for the victim, but not for the
fiver |l

C is for CHERRY, who thinks he can fight.

He'll alter his mind when ['ve licked him
to-night.

D is for DUTTON, as deaf as a post.

If he tries to attack me I've got him on
toast !

E's the EXERTION I always display .

When scraps and disturbancés come in my
way.

F’s fﬂ}; the FOLLY of those who attack me,

And think, in a burst of conceit, they can
whack me !

G's for the GLOVES which I put on my
hands

When Wingate or some other prefect
demands. i

H is the HOOK which [ give to the jaw—

A blm*.rl which makes onlookers tremble with
awe

I's the IN-FIGHTING I like very much.

There are fellows whose ribs near collapse
at my touch ! _

J is the JOLT which I land on the chin,

It floors the recipient, and stifles his grinl

K is the KNOCK-OUT, a mighty blow this,

My victim is vanquished, except when I miss!

eiolololololololololblolololofolclololofolololololols

HE GREYFRIARS ALPHABET
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PERCY THE PUGILIST @&

®
By BOLSOVER MAJOR %

L is the L[NGERIHGOFain a chap knows
1"»’2;’:‘?1 facing a crowd of my sledgehammer
OWS,

M s the MASTER, who stalks on the scene,

And sees all the marks where the fighting
has been.

N is the NOVICE, who hopes to defeat me,

But whimpers and whines when he finds he
can’t beat me.

0 is for O’GILVY—licked him, you see,

S0 now he’s as civil as civil can be!

P's for the PLASTER that's on fellows'
faces

When I've punctured their dials in six
different places!

Q’? f;_u' the QUALMS which a new fellow
eels

When Percy the Pugilist’s hard at his heels.

R is for RUSSELL, who thinks he’s a
boxer,

But one of these days I shall give him a
shock, sir !

S is for SCIENCE—a thing I don’t need.

“Hit hard and hit often! "—that sums up
my creed.

T's for the TUSSLES I've had in the gym.,

They're splendid to see, when I'm feeling
in trim.

U's my UNSHAKEN belief in myself.

All nivals of mine will be soon on the shell.

V is the VIM that [ put in my punch,

The chap who has “stopped one” don't
want any lunch !

W’'s for WEIGHT, 1 possess a good deal:

When it lands on my victims, they splutter
and squeal !

Xisa LETTER that's rare (don't know why),

1 think I'll ignore it, and pass on to “* Y.

Y's for the
mad!”

Thﬁsuﬂfhincs to his pals of the hiding he's

ad !
Z is the ZENITH of my wondrous fame,
To bully and bluster is ever my aim !

OUTH who says “ Bolsover's
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