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o ,’f}}fna Horipay Axxvar will
prised and delighted to observe
ba since the last *° Annual © was
F&ﬂ kompletely mastered the
: :i'-' of spelling.

onal errors may still creep in; but

1“ g6 wrong sometimes, as the
md when he waz sentenced to six
- 5 M labour.

falking of hard labour, I may say that this
ll-pyh:aﬂ to the running of my

Ll 5. .,.

% _ 'E nf an editor is not “ one grand,

m @8 ‘manv may suppose,

ome of my teaders probably picture me

in 8 cosy armehair, languidly dictat-

ies to my plump sub-editors. On
mn:reniently close to my elbow, iz a
i rnhhlt-pie and a f'las.a of fcmmmﬁ
stern reality, however, is very different.
often too busy even te sit down. |

'rﬁj Eh.lrisiﬁeme busy with scissors
ﬂ&ﬁ the editorial biue pencil, and
: ﬁre while in a sea of rejected

éﬁﬂe—aﬂn. 7 Study, in the
e—is a perfect hPEhw of
: nﬂslaﬂl:er i spite of what Mr,
ards HTI about Bob Cherry having
with a wﬂg;ge every morning.

the point, as the

(Editor of the famous " Weekly,”
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child said when it dodged itz mother's knitting
needle,

I have set ont to deseribe some queer callers
who bave dropped in upon me from time to
time, 1n the course of my editorial kareer.

I shall never forget my first uaarm =
was a female of advanced x.Lm--—I
thl? term 1 wolnan :
name was H:s. Furniss. She
fiery Furniss, too !

* Madam,” I said. wavine
coal-scuttle, © take a :-l’iif &

lon’t lil:e

¢ her towards the

4

* Thank you, Master Bunter, but [ prefer
to stand. I am not the sort of person to
down under mﬂ,*ilm r—even yvour editorial
mantelpilece ! _ v

*To what,”” I said, blinkine at her. ** do I

owe the honour of tni« visit 2

"1 am f'ﬁu.ﬁ to write for your Weekly,”
was the rfpi}

% D]l lI 13

* 1 have made up my mind to contribute a
Needlework Column each week.
Caokery Column, and a column art
equality of the sexes.”

- 3‘_[ h"{t Bl

I‘crr each of these column features, 1 shall
require temuneration at the rate of
"uinm,” said Mrs, Furniss.

* Bure you wouldn't like to fill the paper,
and accept a salary of twenty pounds a week §”

I said, unable to repress my sarcasm.
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I
wnuldn’t
mind at
all, Master
Bunter,”
she egaid.
E & I t. i B
really very
2 €10 e rous
of you to
make the

[ told her that I had no use forher Bugges-
needlework article. At this she tion.”
brandished her parasol in a threat- -
ening manner. I fairly
gasped.

E ‘-.Iuhm Iml?tl 4% 500n as I h;u] I Q{]"'.F-['ﬁd
“ the truth is sometimes painful, but I alwavs
tell it. DMy first name is Williara. It should
have been Washington. To be quite frank
with you, I have no use for a needlework
article, or an arficle on the equality of the
sexes, As to the Cookery Column, I am
quite capable of writing that myself.”

Mrs. Furniss brandished her parasol in a
threatenine manner.

" As to letting you run this paper, madam,”
I went on, unheedine, " the whole thine 1s
linpossible—absurd ! And now, would you be
good enough to make yourself scarce, as I've
gr’_‘-f crowds of wark to 410.

No =ooner had 1 uttered these words. than
I fled from the editorial sanctum in terror of
my lile. For Mrs. Furmss, wiclding her
pd.rmﬁl above hLer }.U‘nd was l.JrJ.riIUT du‘-‘n‘[‘l
l,llll.ll'l me,

"Boy!" she shricked. * Impertinent
Jackanapes! How dare yvou insult me in
this manner 2 Wait till I get hold of you. 1
will t.‘i'?.’L]l'.lh you severe 1} i

I fled down the passage,

A very undignified chase followed.

Mrs. Furniss, breathing threatenines and
glaughter, and brandishing her parasol aloft,
purmlﬂd me fiercely, uttering screams which
would have done credit to a terrified fag at the
dentist's

But I knew the grography of Greyfriars
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Shortly after thlﬁ neid
viaitﬂrr—u youth thw time. He
vou would call tassy-turn ; tha
fellow of few worde. He ourst
sanctum one afternoon, when 1 m
middle of my editorial, and our ¢ '
was, a8 nearly as ] can remember, Hiﬂhﬂt ’ el

“I'm Ben Bashem.” '
“ Delighted to meet you, Mr. Bashem, m

sure ! gt
* Brought you short story. Called, * Pﬂﬁ'
the Puglilht " Taket 2™

“ No; I'm sorry, but—="

“ Then take that!™ | S

So saying, Mr. Ben Bashem, the man of few "L
words, shot out his left, and T dropped like
a stout log into the fenfier

Crumpling his rejected manuscript in his
hand, my assailant strode away. And I was
Very glad to see the back of bhim. I don't like
these people who believe that actions s
louder than words, and who start knocking
vou about on the slightest provocation.

My next caller was a burly navvy, who was
employed by the Lnndcrn anht&n, and *zrluw-
coach e S—
Railwav,
and who
Waor 1'-: e d
on the
line.

This
hefty fel-
low la- .
boured | :
under the h ,'.,J-
delusion :
that hel,
could |
writEE e ool
POSITY. Lt Shot ot his et Y

" Every dropped like a stout log i
night, fender.
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Well, as I
g was say-

£ in’, every
ﬁs ‘ome, I writes a hode.”
"W -'_'_; | ‘gaﬂped
’# bit of poetry, you know. WMy

: _' o knﬁws a 'Ent of French—says it's
I've jest written a piece begin-

-J‘ ¢ I’m anavvy, I'm a navvy,
" Workin’ on the line.’

wfﬁhﬁ:ﬂ{ti‘ﬁ s very gaﬂd meself,” went on the
vvy. “Isentit to * Punch,’ but they said
la 'ked “puneh.” I suppose that was their
~ ideaof a ]nL& Then I sent it to the * Fireside
~ Favourite,” and they sent it hack an’ told me to
. ed 1t to the flames. Since then, I've tried it
hﬁa&ﬂm papers, but they won't touch it.
5 g brought it to you, Master Funker.”
*;'i., w.&t ths, ny blood began to bﬂll—ﬂa the

in the aﬁmng-fpan
5 Iﬁbk here,” 1 E&ld turning to my burly
y ' Iy name’s not Funker, neither is it
1 o or Stunter. I am William George
: , the editor of o 1iil.'lf"hl I'E'::IJF‘Ctr.Lh].L
s It:lr boys, puhhshed weeldj, in the
opu 1 dunt know what your name is,
; ?fﬁﬂ'i; care. But I may as well inform
here and now, that I have no use for your
4 You can feed it to the office mastiff,
L can ﬁﬁk& it away and bury it—whic h-
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jue. b ﬂsﬂﬂ 'l?hE-l‘.l,:
31,{1% it had aappened, I
‘Eﬁnkmg up at a maze of
.' ﬂomimnatanm-—-ur, 18 1t con-
::';:'. 'E

"-' ST learn yer!” shouted my assailant.
“ Tl learn yer to say nasty things about my

hode ! Would vou like a gecond 'elping ?°

Now, as a rule, I am very fond of second
helpings, but on this occasion I hastily
decshned the offer, and lay groaning on the
carpet.

* Yow-ow-ow ! You've fractured my spine,
and broken my 'h.:-l.LL in three places!” 1
gasped faintly. * Besides which, you've
knocked my spectacles into the in'upLuw_ and
broken them, and now you'll have to pay for
them ! ”

The only answer to this outburst wag a loud
snort. Then the navvy, with a final shake of
his burly fist, stamped out of my sanctum,
areatly to my relief.

You mustn’t suppose, from the incidents I
have just described, that all my interviews
are of a painful nature. Some of them arae
very pleasant.

I shall never forget the benevolent old lady
who :.';lﬂw] ole ii;'}'. and F::H 2he was mosh
interested in my ** adorable little paper,”
ard that she had pleasure in presenting tha
editor with a parcel of tuck. Dear old soul |
I could have fallen on her neck The
parcel contained two ,-.h.l
one seed pyy
—a deli-
cious rab-
b1t - ]'Ji"'
wI‘li.] len-
ty Uf sun-
dries.

Another
0cecasion =
an Old
Boy of
the school
looked in
to see me.

'\.II.'| I:l jrl_"u.'.
cakes—one currant
||| TRAL ||. I|||||I H|||I|||| _:. | i :

He was a | =
: I shall naver forget a benevolent old
mth myselimthe &P P U.Iit Ly lady who called one day and pres
3 genial old sented me with a parcel of tuck.
{ a0 )
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boy, and he gave me his Dlessing
Treagury note, PR

“ I used to occupy this very same study
he told me. a2 wee
magazine. But it wasn't printed and published
weekly, like your own paper. Funds wouldn’t
run to it, We used to run off about fifty
copies on a very inky duplicator. Very few
of our readers could decipher the writing, so
the paper soon went smash. By the way, if
ever I can be of any assistance to you, kid,
in your journalistic work, let me know.”

I fairly bubbled over with gratitude, and
inwardly wished that a few more Old Boys
would drop in, and treat me to cheery con-
versation—and Treasury notes.

Perhaps the most curious caller T have ever
had was a long-haired, distracted-looking man
of middle-age. He said he was an artist—I
gathered as much from the smears of paint on
his coat—and he went on to inform me that
he was the father of the most miserable boy
in Britain.

Glancing at the father, I could quite under-
stand why the poor kid was miserable.

* My name 1s Mr. C. Scape,” said the artist.
“Myv son, James, 1s known as Dismal Jimmy.
He had never been known to smile—unti] the
other day.”

** And what happened then, sir, to make himn
smile 7 1 asled.

“ Why, he got hold of a copv of vour
Weekly. 1 watched him read 1t. After a
few moments a slow smile overspread his fea-
tures. Then he laughed outright. Then he
guffawed. Finally, he went into convul-
glons.’

I wish I could linger to relate other editorial
egosperiences [ have had, but owing to
pressure on my space—as 1 always say after
dinner—I must bring this article to a finish.

Of course, if you hunger and thirst for more
articles from my gifted pen, you will know
where to find them,

In vour town 1s a certain street. In the
street 18 a newsagent’'s shop. In the news-
agent’s shop is a copy of ** The Popular.” In
the copy of the © Popular 7 1s Billy Bunters
Weekly. And the green grass grew all round,
my boys, and the green grasg grew all round !
THE END
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" Moreover, 1 tan a weekly
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hing Willow sits upon hiz throne,
Hiz =zubjectzs Hock around him.

And sportzmen all, in every zone,
Monarch of Games have crowned him

In fannels white cthe fieldsmen stand
And pay their homage doly;

And they agree, on every hand,

That cricket thrills them truly!

Each Greyiriars fellow i a Eeen
And ardent leather-huanter :

A lew exceptions may be seen,
There's Snoop, and Billy Buonter,

By slackers such as these, I fear,
A hat is never wiclded :

Nor is the swift, elusive sphere
By bovs of this sort felded.

But others love the grand old game,
The slogging and the smiting ;

They love amassing runs—and fome,
In tussles most exciting.

Some find thelr pleasure on the stream
Or on the bounding billow ;

But few of uz would ever dream
Of shunning good Eing Willow.

Long may he reign! for he has prowed
For many a geperation,

A worthy king, esteemed, beloved
iy bove of every station.

Let slackers smoke thelr cigarettes
In guiet glade or thicket ;

The real good sportsman oe'er regrets
The hours he's spent at cricket &
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ﬁem why, I am in the seventh

S, which eat with great glee:
*',.,- ed nearly two dozen at tea!

E PUFFS so delicious and nice.
1.“” ~ﬂmrsels are gone in a trice!
hﬁr DOUGHNUTS, all jammy

EATABLES Mimble supphcﬁ
mjr heart good and to gladden my

ff?-""r FISH (I don’t mean Fisher T.),
ut the herrings and sprats that are caught

1'._~'- =
jor GRUB—what a wonderful word !
and fairest that ever was

HALL where the fellows are fed
i mngmne and a hunk of stale

2 MPOTS., I get quite a lot
_._-_..__-.,.-. ¢ to Quelch that my soup isn’t

< '».

ACY and succulent plum,
&m't have any makes me feel

1e KITCHEN—I raid it at night
e COt _ 'tﬁbpsafﬂt phantom in

- Whether chestnuts or walnuts,

@@@@@@@@@@@@?#Qﬁa-
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I-IsferLGBSTER served up with nice salad.

On this “ ﬁshy" tcrpic I'd write quite a

ballad !
M is for MATRON, to whom I retire
When I’ve eaten too much, and could almost
_expire ! : :
N’s for the NUTS, which I crack with great
skill,
or those
from Brazil. o T NRd x
0’s for the OMELETTES, rippingly fried,
And choice to the palate, but rarely supplied.
P’s for the PUDDING served up at our

dinners, 2N

[ sample my own, and then Smithy’s and
Skinner’s.

Q is for QUELCH: he declares I'm a
glutton

And eat far too much, but I don’t care a
button !

R's for REMOVALS—I carry them out

Whenever there’s cake or jam-tarts left
about !

S is for SAUSAGES,

I’'d have ’em for
chequer.

T's for TOMATOES, so ripe and so red :

I like them so much I could eat them in bed.

U’s for the UPROAR 1 cause in the Hall

When my appetite’s large and my helping is
small | ‘

V's for the VISIONS I have when in bed

(I always have nightmares when I'm over-
fed) !

W’'s my WEEKLY, you've heard of it, yes

It’s streets in advance of the “ Herald,”
guess !

X 15 XCESSIVE—my appetite’s that:

If it grows any bigger I'm bound to get fat!

Y is for YESTERDAY, when I sat down

To a wonderful orgy ; it cost half-a-crown !

Z 15 the ZEST with which [ devour

The contents of cupboards, when placed in
my power !

served up at brekker:

tea, but, alas! my ex-
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