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BILLY BUNTER, THE WANDERER, BACK AT GREYFRIARS AT LAST!

(A humorous incident from the long, complete tale in this issue.)
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FOR NEXT MONDAY.

“THE GREYFRIARS EXILE ™
By Frank Richards.

That is the title of our next grand,
lomg, complete school story of the chums
of Greyirviars, and it relates the further
adventures of William George Dunter,
The Owl of the Remove recently bolted
from Greyfriars, you will remember, and
apparently his few hours of liberty did
him more harm than good, - for he
promptly gets up to another of his little
tricks, and finally the Remove discovers
that Billy has once again tl'tﬁﬂlupgared.

But Billy has not gone far—he is quite
near at hand, and having the time of
his life. The humour and sensation in
the gtory is finely n:»:liulmssr:d, and 1
strongly advise all my chums to order
next Monday's MaGXET Librany, and

read all about
“THE GREYFRIARS EXILE!”

THE *“GREYFRIARS HERALD !™
Extra Special Number !

Harry Wharton has promised us an
extra special number of the “Greyiriars
Herald ” for our next issue. He is call-
ing it a special Boatrace Number,

These speciali numbers have always
been popular with our reader-chums, and
and I am quite certain that every one
will enjoy this extra special number,
which will be found in our cenire pages
next Monday morning.

THE “ POPULAR!”
Every Tuesday !

1 hope every reader of the Magxer
Ligragy discovered in time that the
“Popular ' is now published every
Tuesday instead of Fri(':l‘}?, as hitherto.
1 should not like any of you to have
rmissed the Magnificent  Coloured
Engine DPlates which arve being given
away in that famous school story paper.

RTSCA N A=TH L ik g8 ookl 1 = 5 S SR ol i ':Elll'i'l'_"'i_",'_“l_._-f{;l-
#  Address vour letters to: The Editor, THE [ *
| MAGNET LIBRARY, The Fleetway House, |
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
Uy alwavs pleaged to hear from my chums,
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The story of Greyfriars in to-morrow's
—Tuesday’s—issne of the “ Popular ™
15 particularly interesting, for it deals
with that period of Harry Whar-
ton’'s carcer at Greyfriars when the
Bounder, as Herbert Vernon-Smith was
known, was succeeding in hiswild scheme
to drive the IFamous Five from the

school. The story which appears in this
week's issue of the ““Popular” is
entitled: “The Expulsion of Harry

Wharton!" That 18 a story every one
of my readers must read.

There are three other fine, complete

day. Rookwood, St. Jim's, and the
School m the Backwoods are dealt with,
and the adventures of the famous school-
hoys, Jimmy Silver & Co., Tom Merry
& Co., and Frank Richards & Co., make
very mteresting reading.

I must nol forget to mention Sidney
Drew’s really wonderful serial, for his
story of Gan Waga, Prince Ching Lung,
Rupert Thurston, Ferrers Lord, and
Barry O'Rooney & Co. is one which is
making a stir in the world of fiction.
Get a copy of the “ Popular,” and you'll
soon understand why.

“Billy Bunter's Weekly ” occupies a
prominent position in the “Popular,”
and there i1s a competition in which
money prizes to the valse of Forty
Pounds are offered.

Don't fail to-morrow, then, {o get
vour copy of the “Pnpuiar 1

NOTICES.

amm——

Correspondencs.

Kenneth C. H. 8mith, 6, York Cot-
tages, Court Read, Malvern, Worcester-
shire, would like to see specimen copies of
amateur magazines, with view to becom-
ing a regular reader and constant con-
tributor.

James C. Milne, 12, Gowan. Street,
Arbroath, Scotland, wants readers for his
new pass-round magazine, “The Bpit-

fire."

school atories in the * Popular ¥ on Tues- |

Twenty Pounds and Many Other Grand Money Prizes to be Won—

tobert Winder, 2, Lambton Road,
Aighurth Road, Liverpool, wishes to cor-
respond  with readers in the British
Empire.

Ralph E. Smith, 218, Close Avenue
(Apartment 4), Toronto, Ontario, Canada,
wishes to correspond with a French boy
learnine Tnglish—for mutual help in
languages,

Miss Christiana Knox Essel, 112, War-
wassir Lane, Obuassir, Gold Coast, West
Coast of Afriea, wishes to correspond
wilth readers.

A. G. Slack jun., 165, Birkin Avenue,
Gregory Bonlevard, Nottingham, wishes
to correspand with foetball enthusinsts,
North-country correspondents preferred,
Mewcastle distriet, or Liverpool and Man-
chester. This correspondent also wants Lo
hear from American readers

Scout Lewis Orbach, 35, Robert Street,
Regent's Park, N.W. 1, will be glad te
contribute art sketches and stories and
artieles to amateur magazines,

F. E. Hope, 2, Cage Lane, Chatham,
and T. P. Savidge, 17, Dingwall Gardens,
Golders Green, London, N.W. 11, would
like to hear from readers willing to join
the Imperial Correspondence Club, pass
round magazine, ctc,

8. Hawkins, 20, Alma Street, Strat-
ford, ., wishes to correspond with
readers, ages 15—17, in U.8.A, _

F. E. Painting, 61, Reynold's Build-
ings, Millbank Estate, Westminster, 8. W.
1. 1s starting an amatear magazine called
the * Boys' Companion,” and would like
to hear from readers interested.

Thomas Farncombe, 1, Pelham Square
Brighton, Sussex, wishes to currespnnci
with readers, ages 13-15. All letters

answered.
Miss Christina McNally, 18, Second
Avenue, Vietorin Road, Hendon,

N.W. 4, wishes to hear from readers,
preferabiy those in the Ilendon district,

Albert B, Stokes, 103, Ashwood Road,
Parkeate, Rotherham, Yorks, wishes to
correapond with readers anywhere,

Miss Mariorie Cutting, Hillerest, 13,
Belsize Avenue, Palmers Green, London,
N. 13, wishés {o correspond with readers,
ages 17-18.

Will any reader who is interested in
forming a hranch in his town of a sports
club, kindly communicate with the
Secretary, 18, Chester Street, Newcastle-
on-Tvne?

William A. Clements, 4, Alfred Road,
Sparkhill, Birmingham, would like to
hear from readers who are interested i
his new advertisement paper, the
“ Advertising Courier,” the amateurs’
adveriisement paper.

your editor,

r

LOOK OUT FOR THIS SPLENDID COLOURED ENGINE PLATE

-------------

Subject: A Famous Express Locomotive of the North Eastern Railway.

GIVEN AWAY FREE IN THE “POPULAR”!

Tug MacNET LiBraRy.—No. 739,

OUT ON TUESDAY!



—in a Novel Competi‘ion in the ‘‘ Popular ' !
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‘Gumplete School

Tale, dealing with
\ the. of
| Harry Wharton & |}
i Co. and Biily Bunter
|
|

adventures

.+ of Greyfriars. ::

By FRANK RICHARDS.

{Author of the Famous Tales of Greyfriars now appearing in the “ POPULAR".)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nice for the Remove !

1 UELCHY'S got "em !”
Q [t was just like Skinner ot

the Remove to put it in that
disrespectful way.

Undoubtedly the master of the Grey-
friars Hemnove looked cross.

When he came into the l'orin-roomn
that morning the Remove fellows noted
his knitted brow and the glint 1 his
gimlet-eves, and they vead the danger-
signals and decided to he very good.

When Ar. Quelch looked like thal he
was nob fo be trifled with.

There wero six places vacant in Lhe
temnove Form room that morning—
which was very unusual.

The cause of it was more unusual still.

The fact that Billy Bunter had run
away from school was régarded as a
joke by the Removites. They chortled
over it Bul the Hemove masler was
far from Laking it as a joke.

He took a dreadfully serious view of
the incident. Nobedy envied Bunler
what was in store for him when he was
Lrought back.

Judging by Ar. Queleh’s looks, Biily
Bunter was booked for the time of his
life when he reappeared at Greyfriars.

And that was not all that had hap-
pened to cloud Mr. Quelch's brow. For
tlarry Wharton & Co. of the Remove
hnd been despaiched to bring DBunter
back—on the supposition that they
would find him in a few hours.

Instead of which, the Famous TFive
had been lad far afield, and thoy had
made u night of it, which was not at all
vhat their Form-master had intended.

So Mr. Quelch was frowning povten-
tously, and Skinner was jJustified in his
whispered remark to Bolsover major
that  “Quelchy  had  got ’em "—the
“eom " io which Skinner referred being
the tanbrinmns.

Skinner whispeved his remark as Mr
Quelch came in—whispered 1t almos!
rpowcdibly, But the Hemove naster
seemned to be endowed with a wonderful
sonse of hearing that morning.

20<

His gimlet-eye turned on Skinner.

“Skinner!”

“Oh  dear!”
ii !I.?EE"-, Eir?”

“You made a remark!”

“Oh, no, sir!" .

“You spoke to Bolsover major.”

“(Oh, yes, sir! I—I just mentioned
that 1 hoped nothing had happened to
Wharton and Cherry and-—and the other
fellows, sic.”

“Ig that all, Skinner?"

“That's all, sir.”

“Tg that all that Skinner said to you,
Bolsover?'

“ Tust that, sir!” said DBolsover major.

“Then it is very odd that you should
have mentioned my name, Skinner, in
making a remark referring solely {o your
Form-fellows."

“Oh 17 stammered Skinner.

“ My name, sir,” rumbled Mr. Quelch,
“with a disrespeetful suffix which does
not properly appertain to it, Skinner.”

Skinner could only shiver. Mr. Quelch
had  heard himself  referred to as
“uelchy "—the “y " was the disre-
spectful suffix. On that morning, of all
mornings, Skinner, the sharpest fellow
in the Remaove, had been cought out first
Lall, as il were.

“Yaou are o
Skinner !

Mr. Queleh meant {hat Skinner was
a fibber, but that was his way of pulling
it  TForm-master and Form spoxke Lwo
quite dillereni varieties of the linglish
lnnouagze,

“You have also answered me menda-
ciously, Beolsover.”

Ok, ste ! oarmured Bolsover major,

sy ou will take two hundeed lhines,
Bolsnver.”

“On!”

Me. Queleh picked up his cane from his
desk.

Y au owili sland oat before the class,
Skinnor !

“Youn're for il, old bean!” murmured
Peter Todd svmpathetically, as Skinner
moved out dismally.

“Todd 1"

“Oh. 1my

murmured  Skinner.

mendacious  boy,

rasped Peter. My

”
o
lrat

Quelch's sense of hearing that morning
was really marvellous.
“What did you

Todd?™

“1—1 said he was—was for it, sir!l’
slammered Peter,

“You said that Skinner was for i,
Todd? TFor it!” repeated Mr. Quelch,
“Are vou aware of any grammaetical
rule, Todd, which justifies such a use ct
that preposition?”

“Nunno, sir!”

“Then for what reason, Todd, did you
use that preposition?”

“1t—il's slang, sir,” pgroaned Peler.
“Blang ! said Mr. Quelch. TP Peter
Todd had confessed to holding up a bank
the Remove master could scarcely have
loolked more shocked. “Is it wour
opinion, Todd, that the Form-room 1
the proper place for the use of slangy
expressionst’

“Oh, no, sir! Not at all, sie!”

“T am glad that that is not your
opinion, Todd! 1 am glad not to ho
under the necessity of caning you ua
well as Skinner.”

Peler was glad, too!

“ After lessons to-day, Todd, you will
wrile out, *Slang must not be spoken
in the Form-room ' fifty times.”

* Yea sir,” murmured Peter.

o Skinner, will hold out your

say to Skimner,

Y ou,
hand.”

Swish !

“1 trust, Skinner, that this will in
struct von Lo speak respectfully of your
Form-master in the future.”

“Oh, ves, sir!” gagped Skinner.

If Mr. Quelch really trusted that, re
must have been of a very trusting dis-
position—inuch more so than he looked!

Harold Skinger erawled back to Ins
place, and did not make any more whis-

pered  remarks (o Bolsover ajor.
indeed, the whole class preserved n
funereal solemnity and silence. It was

only too obvious ihat Mr. Quelch had
“rol "em T—=bad !

[.essons went on in a rather electrio
almosphere,  Probably it was fortunate
for Thily Bunter that he was away Lhat
morning, and forlunate for the Famous

Tue Magxer Lipranry.—No. T39,
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4 Splendid Coloured Engine Piaies Given FREE in the ** Populer’’ Every Week!

Five that they were stll huubing Buuier,
The Bemove o romn that morning
was an cxecelient place to be awaey from.
Tap !
Mr, Quelih gave a smff—an audible

snlf, almost a snort—asz a kneck come
at the Forme-room door half an houar
I ier,

Trolter, the page, put Lis chubby face
111,

“1f you please, sir——

Mr., Quelch held up his hand.

“You should nol come here during
{-i:mﬂ. Trotter.”

“No, sir! But——"

“Ts it a message Imm the Head?”

“No, sir! Dul

”]]wu ].II.'HH}
Troller.

”Bnt, gip——~"

““*(Close that door at once.”

“Oh! Yes, sir!”

Trotter, looking rather seared, wilh-
Irew and closed the door. Thoe Remove
fellows wonderved a little what he hadl
wanted., Perhaps Mr. Quelch wondered,
(oo, afler a few moments. Buat it was
heneath his dignity to call T'rotter back,
sn the mystery rvemained unsolved for
some minutes. Then there eame another
tap ab the door,

Quelch spun round towards the
Joor like a  top. His brow was
thunderons.

“How dare you come in here again?”

fake your deparliure,

he exclaimed, as the door opened.
“This, mlpudenﬁc—— Oh! Ah—hem—
hum ! Excuse me, Mr. Capper! [-—1

was under the impnrssinn that—that 1t

wasg Trotter—hem, hem1”
Mr. Capper, the master of the Fourth
blinked at the Remove master i mild

SUFPrise,

“Really, my dear Quelch——"

“Pray excuse me, sir!”" gasped Mr.
Quelch, with a Llltﬂbﬂﬂ frice.
was under a misapprehension——

“Oh, quite so-—quite so!” said Mr,
Capper. T merely looked in to mentiun
that the telephone bell is ringing in your

¥

sludy.  Really, Trotter should have in-
formed _you; the boy scems very ciare-
less

“Oh! Ah! Hem! Thank you very

much, Mr, Capper!”

“Not at all, =™

Mr, Capper relired with rather &
dignified look. The Removites watchod
their Form-master, with preat difficulty

keeping back a eneral chortle, It was
not safe 1o chortle just then. Mr.
(uelch's eve, more like a gimlet than
over, roamed over his class; and then
even the desire to  chorile left the
Remaovites.

“T1 chall be- absent from 1his Form-
room for o few minutes,” said Mr
Queleh, in o grinding voiee, ' If there
s any disorder———-"'

He did not finish. The rest was left 1o

the imagination of the Hemove, Auad
when Mr. Quelch swept oul the Re-
moviles dJdid not  chorlle—they only
erinned, silently butl joyously.
THE SECOND CHAFTER.
Bunier Makes Terms !
UZAZZAZALZN .
The telephone bell was going

slrong as My, Quelch came whislk-
e into his siudy,
The annoyed gentleman jerked the re-
ceiver off tho liooks.
“What-—-—-what—"
“Ts that Greyfriars
“Certainly.”
“Hold the line,
from Ronkham.”
“Very rood!”
HEXT
MOMDAY !
T'ie Macoxer Linpany.—XNo. 739,

Schoaol ¥
pease—lrunk  call

stapped Mr. Guelch.

“1 was—"

-chucked over yvou hy Uoker

He lield the line, wondesing wogrily
why anybody could possilily have rvung
him up from Rookhain. a place he had
never even heard of. He fairly Jumped

i4s i fat vouwe came through on 1the wire.
M. Quelch,”

*Buuler!” ejacolated the Remove
master,

“Good-morning, siv!”

My, Quelch did wol return Billy
Dunler's polite greeting,  Instead of
that, he looked as if lie were going io

bite the transmiiter,

“T hope yeuwre well this morming,
sir!” pursned the Owl of the Remove,
[nl!mut!.uiy safe al the other end of a
very long wire.

“Bless my soul! Bonter! IFrom
where are you speaking®”

Lesser  miorlals  maght  have  suid
“Where are yon h]u,al-.m" from?" But

Mr. Quelch would have perished rather
than have wound up o sentence with a
preposiiion,

“*Hoockham, sir.”

“Where 1s Rookham ™

“In Sussex, sir.”

“You—you are In Sussex now,
Bunter¥”

“Yeoa, sir. Nice counly, sir-—jolly
good scenery ! said Bunter cheerfully,

Mre. Quelch was not interested that

He wantuﬂ
of lis

morning in Sussex scenery.
Bunier in Kent—within reach
cane,

“Bunter! You-=you—vou will return
Lo Grevfriars at once! Do yvou hear me,
hoy? At once!” boomoed M. Quelch.

“You see. sir—-"

“¥You will be punished severely for
leaving  school  without  permission,
Bunter. Also for the outrage yeu com-
mitted here. You will not escape, sir,
bv this—tlis subterfuge.”

“That’s what T wanted (o speak ahﬂul
sir. I went to 8t. Jim’s, and was going
to stay there, but a lot of beasls came
and routed me out—--"

“ What "

“Whiarton and Cherry and Nugeni
and Bull and Hurree Singh, sir—they
came along to 8t Jim’s and routed me

out.”

“They il so by my instructions,
Bunter. You are the cause of these boys
having remained away from =zchool over
ihe might. That, siv. will be placed to
your aceount.

“T—1 want to eome back lo Grey-
fjl.u- sit, 1f you'll let me”
“1 command you {o rveiurn al once!
“I'm willing o let bygoies hr-
hypones, sir-——""
“What--what ¥ .
“T'm preparved to start =afresh, siv,”

went on ihe vheery Owl of the Remove,

“That mixture 1 chuecked over yan, sir,
was meant for Coker—Coler of the
Pifth, sir. T4 was all a mistake—quite an

aceident. Tesides that, T never {ouched
it or knew :llr}lhlﬁlﬁf ﬂhﬂ-ul it.  Lots of
fellows ean witness that 1T was i quite
n chifferent place at the tone”

“ Bless my soul!™

“My suspicion s, thal 1t was
himself—-at
Don't vou think so,

e could

sir, 1liat |
Lhine, T
T want
he no

s1F,
seems very likely.
i.__II|-||:I'I'

Mr, Quelch did
nol.

“If vou'll accept my word,
was innocent of the wheole
rome back to Grevinars sl onee,
it understond  that  there's Lo

renly.

flogging. If you give me your word, sir,
I'll accept it. T knaw you'll keep your
word, Is it & go, sie?”

“A—a what®"

A ro.” sandl Dander.

“Upen my word! Bunler. you will
receive o severe flooping for having

SPLENDID TALE OF

“'THE GREYFRIARS EXILE!” "

dreisched me with an  chunoxious Aud,
whether 16 was inlended for o Fifth Forma
boy or not. The flogging will be 2l
the more =evere, sir, on account of your
having  had  the dmiacu;..-—Lhc un-
parallefed audacity— i away fromn
school! In all my ux.gmuun_e as a Fouvm-
masler of a public school, I have never
encountered an example of such unheard-
of insolence and disrespect to constiluted
authority ¥

Mr. Quelch paased, a bttle breathless,

“I didn’t catch that, sir.”

“What "

“Would you mind saying it over
agan?’

“* Bunter! I—-I—7

“The [act 18, sir, my money s running
out—I mean, I feel that 1 ought to be
back at school—at my lessons, sir
miss my lessons very much., Will you
give me your word, sir *

“1 will give you a flogging "

“That isn’t what T want, sir. T want
yvou to promise that there isn't going
to be any flogging. Don't I make myseif
clear?”

“Bunter!

I command you to relurn

to  Greyfriars immediately—this very
moment !

“You see, sir—"

“Are Wharton and the others with
vou now "

“No jolly fear—1 mean, no, sir! I

think I've dedged the beasts all vight.
I hoped they'd got back to Greyfriars.
.ﬂu‘a:aj those awful rotiers still after e,
sipe?!

“In one word, Bunier, yvou are Lo lake
the first train back to your school—the
fivst train, 5i1--—”

“1 haven’t any money left, sir. Would
vou advise me 1o travel uﬂhﬂut paying

iy fare?’’

“Oh, no, no! Cerlainly not! Ilow
dare vou suggest such a thing, Bunteri™

“Perhaps 1 could borrow it of =ome
friends 1T am going 1o see here, =ir, if
you give me your word that there's mot
going to be any logping——"

“You young raseal !”

“Now that yvou know I'm innocent,
sir—now I've explained the whele thing

tD_!'!'

“RBunler, T command you—"

“You see, siv—-"

DBuniler’s  voice snddenl ceaze:],
Apparently he had had iz money’s
worth, and he was cut off.  Mr, Quelch
rapped out stern commands into the
frarsmitter for a full minute, but he
recetved  only silence mo return,  He
jabbed the veceiver on the hooks pgam.

ITis wrath was almost at explosion
paint; his face was a studv in scarlet,

‘He rullttnd the study, and whisked away
to the Remove Form room. A veice was
nudible as he reached it—the voice of

Vernon-Srith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars,

“Bunter’s in luck 1o be away ihis
H',Iﬁ]"‘ﬂ]rl‘i-"' J (AR A R0 RRE N !1 i e -H-f

gentine, giddy old gargoyle as Quelchy
{lo-day?”’

Mr. Quelch swepl in

“Vernon-Smith V7

“(h,  holy smoke!” pasped (he
Bounder.

Mr. Quelch picked up his cane,  Let

as i novelist would sar,
It was painful.

us draw a veil,

aover whal followed,
THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Tha Runaway !

TILLIAM GEORGE DBUNTER
g}‘f came oul of the felepbione-lhox
at {he post-office at Rooklizm,
There was o sericus expession
on Bunter’s fat face. It was not, as M.
Quelch  might  have supposed, the
THE JUN!ORS OF CREYFRIAARS

Ey FOANK RICHARDS. g
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Tuck Hampers and Half-Crowns Given Away in the '“ Gem Library”!

unhened-of  audacily  of  his aclion 1
running away from school that made Inm
look so serious. DMalters of far greater
import weighed on the mind of the f:t
Money was running short—and

anior,
Bunter was hungry,
[t was rather a =erious matler when

Bunter was hungry—as serious as four or
five other fellows being hungry all at
once. Bunler drilted dh:-nr to a con-
foctioner's, and stood |ﬂﬂni]'”'" m at ihe
wintow with YOoarning eyes. He alr pady
recretted the cash he had expended on a
'I,'ILI!]--. call Lo Greyfriars " had not
turned up trumps, alter '1”

Huniﬂr realised that the situalion was
S[s[IEN

Having bolted {rom Gresfriars, he had
taken refuge at St. Jim's, and he had
intended to plant himse!f there for a
time—not  worrying  about the more
distant future. DBut the Bunter-hunters
had arrived, and the Owl of the Remove
hod barely :w-.npml them; and instead
of a bed at St.Jiun's, Bunter had had Lo
pay for a lodging for the night, and in
the morning he found himself rather at o
topse end.

Coing home, to face the wrath of
Bunter sentor, and going back to Grey-
friars to take his flogzing were equally
unpleasant alternatives. So Dunter had
thought of Reookwood ‘ﬁmhuul where ho
know Jimmy Silver & Co., and they
knew him—knew himn, perhaps, too well
to welecome him,

Buat, fopscinating fellow as Bunter was,
he could not blink the fact that his re-
coption at 5t. Jim's had been far from
enthusiastic. lle did not feel confident
of 4 warm welcome al Hookwood.

Hence his telephone talk with Mr.
Quelch. I only the flogging could be
dispensed with, Greyfriars would be a
refuge to Lhe \LJtt:L'[t‘lmﬁ' Owl

Mr. Quelch’s reply held out no hope
on that point! Nunter’s complicated ex-
planations had failed 1o eonvinece the
Remove masler of his  innocence.
Bunler’s masterly defence was that he
Lad drenched Mr, Qoeleh in mistake for
Coker, or allernalively, as the lawyers
would say, that he hadn’t drenched him
at all. Yor some reason that defence did
lr*ut seem to satisfy Mr, {EIL"L‘].{] of his
innocence of the whole .1fi.nt

So Greyiriars was barred off. Tt was
impossible to return while that dreaded
flogzing stood like a hion 1 the path,

Rookwood was the only resource now;
and even Rookwood was some miles from
the Little country town at which the wan-
dering Owl hed now arrived.

Bunter had enough money left 1o pay
his fare to Coombe, the village near
Rookwood—and Thmh:-t was hungry ! I
he paid his fare to Coombe, he had to
travel ight—inside. On the other hand,
if he filled up that aching void, he would
have 1o walk to Ilookwood.

This problem exercised the powerful
Lirnin of W, (&, Bunter to the exclusion of
more trifling problems.

It wius a Sphinx problem, and there was
no MAidipus at hand to offer a solution.

To eat or not lo eat?—that was the
fpiestion; and the longer Bunter blinked
at the confeefioner’s window the more
impoasible it secmed t0 him to travel
unfed. Ile had had only one brealfas!
that morning, and even then he had
eaten only enough for three—money
being tight,

But having rolled into the doorway, he
rolled out again as he i.huught, of the
long tramp on dmt:,* roacds,

It was the poet’s scene over again—the
tuckshop was the Paradise, and DBunter
was the Peri hovering on the threshold —
a very plump Peri.

NEXT
MONDAY!
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“Oh dear ' murmured the nnbappy
Owl, torn by confliciing  einolions,
“What's a fellow to do?”

Lika Desdemona in the p]ﬂ:r'_
did |1{~1Lr-i.u here o divided duty !

With an elforlt he turned his back
l.hv tempting establishment abt last,

started for the raibway-stalion.

b each slep was slower
preceding one, LD Billy
came to a halt,

It was more than Hesh and blood could
endure.  As if drawn by a magnet, the
fat junior tnrned and rolled back lo the

Burnter

ﬁ'l
anil

Lthe
lnst

thamn
LBunter al

~onloclioner's,

Further reflection was  banished.
Bunter rolled inio the confectioner’s, and
his last shilling disappeared.  He was still
hunery when he came out, and now the
walk was before hun,
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[ had come 0 hemdlong, and landed
among knees and feet  Dunter sat
a corner and gasped for breath, Ile had
dona it, so far as the starl al Hookbham
Wi L'{Jlli‘vr‘r|[1t|. Goellinge onl al Coombe
was another matter; but Dunter hoped
that his lucky star was =ll in the
ascendent.

Several stations were passed, and then
Lhe little conantry stalion of Coombe, with
searlel peraniums bordering the platform,
came 1n sighl,

“Coombae I
LSRR

The olther passengers lefl the carriage.
Punter blinked from the deor, and did
nat jump out till the tramn was about o
starl again. Having lelt his jump s
second Loo late, he lalu’ﬁml on Lhe plat-

sanr onl a drowsy porler’s

form with a hulnp and sat there and

! |-
\ Vit

on the platform with a hump.  The
porter of Coombe Kindly came along

Billy Bunter jumped from the train as it commenced to move again, and landed

yoursell, sir ? *’ said the porter.

train glided away, and the drowsy old
and gave Bunier a hand up. **’'Urtl
(See Chapter 3.)

But he had a lingering hope. Il was
barely possible that he might travel by
train yet, if the porters were nol very
watchful at the station! BSome fellows
would have been handicapped by moral
considerations.  Bunter suffered from no
such handicap,  Ile was guite prepared
lo travel without paying his [are, 1f it
was possible—that was the only donbt
that worried Willlam George Bunter,
Ho rolled into the station hopefully. The
local Lrain for Coombe was just on the
point  of  starting, Bunles mada @
desperate rush for il.

“Tickel " howled a voive.

A hand nussed Bunter’s shoulder by an
inch.  The next moment he was in the
train, and the lrain wes moving.

“Dﬂnﬂ it I’ gaspad Bunloer.

Hea sat down in the cavetags, and Lwo or
three other passengers stared al him,

A SPLENDID

spluttered.  The train ghded away, and
the drowsyv old porler of Coombe kindly

came along and gave Bunter a hand
.

“'Urt wvourself, sir?” sanl the kind
porier, m modest expeclation of o Lip,

Y Nmno,'
he had a bram-wave,
dropped my licket i'

The porter glanced rouml,

“Don’'l seo 1t, s "

“Must have fallen under
H'I”’"’L‘ﬂt}{f Bunter.

0w could iL?" said Lhe porier,

“Oran the carrtaee,” snd Bunter,

The porter eyed hun,  KEver in a sleepy
Little place hle Coombo *F bidks "' were
not totally unknown,

“That's all right, sir,” saud Lhe porler.
“You pay your fore, and you claim it

rasped Bunler.  And then
“Bnt—but I've

the train,
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“0Oh dear ! said Dunler.

“That is, if vou reely ’ad a Licket!”
added the porler, growing mors and more
suspicious as his expectation of a lip faded
AWDLY.

Bunter cave him
through his big speclacles,
suspicion shocked him,

“Tf you think I would travel wilthout
paving my fare——" he said crushingly.

Scand it over,” said the porter.
“Where from?"

“Rookham! DPut——"

“Well, ’and il over!” _

“T'N explain to the ticket-collector,”
said Bunter hanghtily.

“T'm the iwket-volleclor Terel”

“0Dh 1Y

“And 'l trouble you to and 1l over,
siie 14

Billy Bunler gave a desperale blink up
and dovwn the platform. DBut there was
no chance of running for it; Dunter was
not a sprinter. The porter towered and
loomed over him, stern pnd suspicious.
A horny hand was {-_Ill't‘.ﬂtij’ held out for
the fare. DBunter fumbled desperately in
his pockets. If by chance he had over-
looked some coin—-  But he hadn’t!
FEvery pocket, like Mrs. IIubbard’s
celebrated cupboard, was bare.

4 —] must have—haveé dropped my
purse, too!"” he sluttered.

The porler grew sarvcastic,

“Sure you ain't left it at 'ome on the
grand pianner, along with your cheque-
ook 77 he asked.

“The—the fact is
Purniter, o

“T ain't paid io stand "ere “olding out
my and ! remarked the porter cesually.

“J=1 haven't any money about me
just at this moment,” gasped Dunter.
Too late, the unhappy Owl realised that
honesty was the best policy. Even walk-
ing along a dusty road was belter than
thiz. Indeed, Bunter would have given
a great deal at that moment to have been
running along a road—any road!

“Thort not ! said the porter. *Ere,
Bill! Call a policeman 1™

Bunter shook.

“T'm going
stammered.

“Not till you've paid your farve, you
ain't ! said the porler.

“T'm well known at Rookwood

“Well known at the police-station, oo,
p'r'aps ! suggested the porler conially.

“Nunno! Not at all! Al—at Rook-
wood I've got lols of money !’ stuttered
Bunter. “I'll tell you what., You—you
walk along (o Rookwood with me, and
I'll pay the fare, and—and hand you five
shillings for your trouble !

It was o reckless offer.  The porier
seemoed to consider it, eyeing Bunier the
while. _

“I'm going orf dooly in "arfl an hour,”
he remarked. *“*You kuammerlonger me.
and set yourself down and wait, and T’
sea about it.”

There was no help for if,  DBuniter
came along with the suspicious porier,
and had the pleasure of sitling down for
half an hour, and a liitle over.  Then
the railwayman was ready to walk to
Rookwood. Ile came ont of the station
with Bunter, and they started together.

a hanghly blink
Thia low

LR

mumbled

lo DRookwood—=—""he

. —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Brnter at Rookwood !

i OVELL!"™
I Arthur Bdward Lovell of the

TFourth TFoarm  at  Rookwood

started a  little, and glanced

vauid. His name was called m an wun-

lamuiliar voice.
MEXT

MONDAY! |
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The Rookwood junior was sauntering
along Coombe Lane, when he was hailed,
His glance lighted upon a fat figure that
ambled along by the side of a railway-
man.

“I've seen that fat oyster before some-
where!"” was Lovell’s reflection.

Bunter rolled up, beaming,

“Jolly glad to see you again, Lovell,
old top !

Lovell looked at him.

“Same to you, amd many of them,” he
said politely.

“You remember me, don't you?”

“Seem {o remember something like
you,” said Lovell, ' But whether it was
vou, o a cosk outside a brewer's, I can't
quite recall”

*Oh, veally, Lovell—

“Perhaps you're Bunter,” said Lovell,
apparently remembering.  ““Yes, you're
Bunter; I remember you by wyour dia-
meter and your circumferonce. Left
school 7"

*I—I-—yon sce

“Expelled?” asked Lovell cheerily.

“Eh! No.”

“Why noti®

“0Oh, really, you know—

"“Are they still standing you at Grey-
friars?"’ asked Lovell, in tones of sur-
prize. 'Why do they do 1t?”

Bunier coughed.  This was not a
bpromising  beginnmg.  Apparently his
welcome alt Rookwood was going to be

¥
1

]

even more unenthusiastic than at Si
Jim’s.

“The—the fact is, Lovell ”

“Go b, said Avthor Edward. “I

' remember vou as a dealer in facts!
What is the fact this time?”

“I was coming over to
fellows :

“You're too good, Dunier. No cere-
mony or formality about you, is there?"’
said Lovell admirmegly. *"Some fellows
wait till they've aslked. Not you.”

Qe ¥YOu

Wk I__J' LE |
“Look ‘ere——" began tlhe railway-
nan.

L T won't detain you,” said Lovell.
“Your friend’s getting impatient.”

“Friend!” hooted Bunter. “Look
here, Lovell, T——1 lost my purse on the
train, and couldnt pay my fare M

“Odd!” said Lovell, * Losing your
purse on the train prevented you from
paying yvour fare hefore the {rain started.
(Queer !

YI—I—this man wants the fare from
ook lham &

“1 hope he'll getil,” said Tovell, “ T've
vob some doubts about it, though, But
I Irope ha will.”

“It’s anly lifteenpence,” =aid Bunter,
“Lend me one-and-three, Lovell, there’s
a pood chap!”

Avthur Edward Lovell gave a snort.
Ile was not pleased {o see Dunfer, and
he did not pretend that he was.  And
he had little sympathy with a “Bkilk.”’
Bui Bunter's state of distrezss louched
him, and very reluclandly Lie deew oul a
shilling and three pennies,

“Take it and cut!” he granted,

“T say, Lovell—""

*Oh, scat!”

Arthur Edward T.ovell continned lus
walk towards the village., The railway-
man eyed Bunter,

“There's wonr fare!” szaid Bunter
loftely. T shall want a receipt for it
T couldn’t be a parly to your swindling
your employers,”

The railwayman gasped.

“What about the five hob 7" he aszked.

As a matter of fact, Bunter had for-
gotten that tem. Dut even if he had
remembered it, certainly Arthur Edward

T e

canything more, 1

Lovell would not have “weighed ™ it
out,  Bunter backed away a step—the
porter was looking quite threatenimg—
and assumed his haughtiest manner.

“1 shall certamly not give yon a
gratuity !” he said,

“Woti"”

“Very lhkely vou'd gedl the sack if
vour employer: knew thal you were try-
me Lo extort money {rom a rvadway
passenger,” sand Bunler,

The raillwayman looked at hnn fixedly,
as if mesmerised. 1lle seemed nnder the
mmfuence of some strong emotion.

“ My heye!™ he pasped, at lengih.

Bunter waved a fat hand at i

“¥ou've gol the fare,” he said. “ Take
i and go! T eerlainly refuse to give you
shall wrile to the
company and complain of your n-
civihiy !”

The railwayman seemed to wake up
from a trance, as 1t were. He =hpped
the fifteenpence into his pocket. Then
he made a stride at Bunter, and caught
hjl]l-II}' the collar.

“Legpo!” roared Buunter, in indignas
tion and alarm.

Smack, smack, smack, smack!

“Yaroocooch! Help!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"” came a roar from the
distance.  Arthor Edward Lovell was
glancing back.

sSmack, smack !

“Yoop! Youawfal heast

“There!" pgasped ihe railwayman,
apparently somewhat solaced. And he
tramped away towards Coombe, fuining.

Billy Bunier stood and gasped for
breath., He rubbed Ius fat ears for some
minutes, and then he collected up his
cap and dusted 1t with his sleeve.

“The awful beast!” gasped Dunter.
“The cheeky rotier! A low fellow like
that laying hands on a gentleman! Ow!
I've a julﬁ'r good mind to go after him
and kick him!  Yow! But he's not
worth touching! Wow!”

In a breathless and indignant state,
Billy Bunter resumed hiz way to Rook-
wood School.

-His reflections were not wholly agree-
able.

Lovell’s reception of him was a warn-
mg of the wrath to come, as it were; and
his hopes were almaost at zero. Certainly
it was not of much use to tell Jimmy
Silver & Co. that he had come to stav
at Rookwood for some davs, as he had

Yaroont"

told IYAvey at S Jim's, He had
learned from Lovell what sort of an
answer he might expect to that. DBut if

he tald them that he had ran away from
school, matters would be worse still ; the
Rookwooders certainly couldn’t take lum
in if they knew that. Dui he had to get
a refuge somewherve ; especially a8 he had
learned from My, Quelch that Harry
Wharton & Co. were shill on his track.

Y Beasta " growled Banler, referring
to the Rookwooders, and Harry Wharton
& Co., and the 3t Jim’s [ellows, and
Mr., Quelch,

“Rotters!” This time he was refer-
ring to the Famous Iive.  “ They'll
guess I've headed for Rookwood—sure
to!  They'll come on alter me.  Why,
old Quelch might guess, now he knows
I've been {to =6 Joo's, and he might
telephone o Rookwood alter e, Oh
dear! The beasts wouldn’t let me puf
up at the echool, anvhow—Dblow ‘em!
Oh dear!”

Bunter rolled on disconselately,

He had plenty of fond for thought
hefore he reached the gates of Rookwood
2chool.

Apparently the best he could hope for
al Rookwood was a square meal—he felt

-
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that he needed that—and whatever cash
he could eontrive to borrow from Junmy
Silver & Co., to help him on his further
travels. And even that limited prospect
riight be spoiled by Hurry Wharton &
Co. butiing in soon aftev he arrived!
The Dunter-hunlers micht be gnite near
al hand, for anything that Le knew.

He arrived at the gates of Rookwood,
and found them open. It was a half-
holiday at Rookwood that day., Bunter
wondered whether dinner was over, and
fervently hoped it wasn't. e caughl
sicht of Jimmy Silver, Newcome, and

Haby  chatting in the auad, and rolled
up io them at once, nmuch to their
astonisiiment,

“Hallo! Where did vou blow in

from?" ejaculated Jimmy Silver.

“Came over to see you fellows," said
Junter.

“Oh, did yout"

“I've got something lo tell you," said
DBunter mysterioualy. " Something rather
important. 1 say, you fellows, have you
had dinner?”

“Not yet."

“1 euppose you're gni::g to stand me
a dinner,”  said Bunter  warmly,
“specially as T've made a  jolly long
journey to do vou fellows a favour.”

Jimmy Silver eyed him doubtlully.

“TI'll speak to my Form-master,”
sati,

“Do!" grunted Bunter,

Jimmy Silver did; and received My,
Dalton’s permission to introduce Bunter
at the junior dinner-table. And William
George Duiter rested his weary fat
Iimbs at last, and distinguished limself
at the dinner-table in a way that put
Tubby Muffin of Rockweod quite 1n the
shade.

he

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Famous Five on the Track !

1 HATS LEe ik y EINS
gramme 7" askod Dol Cherve,
“Ieho answers what 17

bt -
marked Jolueo Ball,

Harry Wharten was  lookine
thoughitful, -

IFive jl'l]li'.'”'h Ivadd stopparl al a wavsude
]'rlih‘.'l? of ['*.‘f'.'l‘!-i}lll:u‘:ui__ For Tt arael ;_-.'ii:n:_f.-r
heer, Over that proconder they s
cusaed the sitiontion.

The Famous Five of Gireviviars wen
in no hurry, if it eane 1o that, 1o iurn
ni o at school sgain, They vwoere guite
enjoying their litkle {rip o Sossex,
But they vealized thal il weshd net de
to make another nighi of 1.
or olher, the Greylrars Fusivive had to
be recaptured thal day and tales back,

Harry Wharion & Co. had spent maost
nf the morning lookine for traces af
Bunter, withoul any luck,  Now the cap

5 {-"|':t'

]
S oy

lain of the Hermove was thinkine the
mattey out.
Bunter had been "ronied ™ outl fronm:

St. Jim's, and he had disappeared from
the neighbourhood,  The goestion was
what refuge was the fugilive Cul likely
to be heading for? That was the pro-
Llem that Wharton was thinkine oat,
“Got 117" asked Frank Nugont wilb
a gmile, as the captam ef the Remove
oave a nod, as if 1 answer to his own
thoughis,
“1 think
“(iood !
“The goodiulnes:
marked  Huoarree  Jamset
“What is the estecned
programme 777
“You see, he hasn't gone home,” said
Wharton thooeshtfally,  “ 1 he had
meant to go bomoe he wonld have gone
HNEXT
MOMDAY !

s, said [larev.

teerifie,”” e
[Tam Sl
and ridiculons
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vesterday., 1 faney thai Dunler senior
would give him a warm reception if he
turned up there,”

“The warmfiulness
be——"

“Terrific '™ chueklod  Dob Cherey.
“But where else can the giddy Owl have
windered (o7

“What albout
[larry.

“Oh, Bookwood!™ said Dob thought-
Fully.

“He planted Lim=elf on the St Jim's
fellows, and we routed him out,” said the
captain of the Remove, “If he had the
neek to plant lmmself at 810 Jim's, he's
got the neck to plant himsell at Rook-
wond—if they'll let him, Just the idea
that would oceur o a braimm ke Buntler’s,
in faet.”

The Co. nodded assent.
it very hikely.

HOF course, we don’t wanl Lo balt
at Rookwood inguiring for a wandering
Owl if he's ol there,” resumed Wharion,
“But 1 think we'd better head for Rock-
wood and inguire for him around there,
Most likely he would be noticed at the
station—his figure rather calches the
EI.}""’!..-_ .-I.‘

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You see, we're bound to take him
back,” said Harry. “Mre.  Quelch
entrusted us with the job of finding him,
and we've rather strefehed a point o
coming as far as Sussex, and staying out
over the night. T can’t help thinking
that Quelcliv may be a bit ratty. e
mayn't put it all down to zeal. He may
think we were glad of the chance of get.
ting a long run——"

would  probahbly

Rackwood "  asked

Thew thought

think,” said Beb

“Very likely, T

=

Cnut on Tuesday!

k Iir v Y
Cheriy with 2 chuekle. Quelchy’s no
By
Toonl.

*“Jim, ha, ha!”

“Hot if we carry Bonler home, 1 wiil
e ali right, we shall present Quelehy
with his Iong-lost Owl, and evervihing
will e (R, Awd for the fat duffers
own soke wo've mol to bags him—i's {he
enck for hun if ke doesi’t come bacl.
Let's trv Rooliwoed,™

* Done I

And the Fawmous Tive, having finihed
their refresiument, walked on (o Way-
land, whore they boarded the next tram
for  Hookhan, There  were  several
chanres on the journey, and it was past
dinner-bime when they arvived at Rook-
ham, and they decided (o stop there Tor
a dinner., Afler dinner they made an
mguiry or two at the raillway station,
but there was no news of Duntor,

“We'lll et on to Coombe and ask
theve,” saul Harry Wharlon, “Thal’s
the station for Rookwood, and it's a fittle
place. where sivangors wonld be noticed,
very hkels.”

“Ihight-ho !

The Famous Five embarked on (e
next local train for  Coombe.  They
arvived at that station and recommenced
inguiry for Dunler, And tiwere was
news ot last —undoubiled news, I3l
Bunter's peeuliar methods of travelling
had drawn atteption to him al Coomle,

The IPamons Five found a porter who
undouhdediv remembered  Bunter.  The
porter's face assumed an almost homi-
~idal expression when he fourd thal it
was Dunter the juniors woere inguniring
after. Certainly he remembered L,

“That bills I said the porler,

“T, that! what ?7 ejaculated Wharlon,

arrecd the Co,

g%

———

** Leggo !

The railwayman slipped the fiftecn-pence into his pocket, Then he made a
stride at Bunter, and caught him by the collar.
Yaroooh ! " yelled Bunter in alarin.
came a roar from Arthur Edward Lovell in the distance.

Smack ! Smack !
“*Ha, ha, ha ! ™
f."fr'r' f_!}rnprr*r 1‘-

Smack !
““ Help !V

v
%
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“nlk !

“My hat ! muomared  Bob Cherry,
“weo're on the track If =amebody’s
travelled withoot paying his fare, most
likely it's Dunter.”

“The likeliness is terrific 7

“ltar follert 7 asked the porter,
pe o bLlooming barvel. what "

“Phat’'s the chap!™ said Wharton,

“Looked like a eask jest a-going to

T
Lurst, ch?
“Just like thal!” grinmed Do,

“Bpees and o fat pug nose T

“Tat

nslied

the porier.

“Ha. ha! Yeu You remcmber e
chap 7"

“1 remembee him”" sanl the porier

vengefully, “ilked the company, he
did, T was going lo call o perliceman
to fim, T was, Regler young raseal !
“You know him almeost as well as we
do,’” said Nugent, Do you know where
he went 2"
“ile woent to Rookwood School” sanl

the porter, “ Dorvereed  the money Lo
pay lus fare from a young Rockwood

peni—Master Lovell”

Y e would—il he paid 2t all!” agreed
Johnuy Bull.  “We've on Dunder's track
—it’s Bunter right cuougih 17

“How long vpa fhoet?™
Harry.

The porter reflected.

s asked

“ About two hours, sir.”
“And he wenl on to Rookwood
Schonl "
1

“Tle did that, =i

“Phanks Msaid TTarey, and e drappad
a chilling into the portes’s not anwilling
THET

The five juniors leflt the station, There
was no doubt now (hat they were on
Billy Bunter's track, and that they would
tind him at Rockwood School.  And this
fimme  they were delermined that  he
Jrould not escape.  He had dodged them
at St Jim's: bnt he was nol going to
have a chanee of dodging apaim.

Wharton consalied s tme-table.

“There's o train from Heokham st
fve.” he said, “Thot will land us ot
Courtlichl pretty early i the evening,
aned at Crevfriars well before  dorm.
We're taking that frain— aml Buuter

SWe are ! apreed Bob, U And if he

il m'-‘i' O ——— d
“wWe'lll vell Fetuan ;!1:\‘[!;_'.,” sl IIHr]‘}r_
laughing. U ow  Tor Iaokwond. I

don’t suppoze Jinpny Bilver will he sorry
1 i'-'ﬂ:-l'!.. ".".'il_h .|.|i='!'|., 1[ s ]'I{'I-']. }1'_”!‘;1’4' a
m iy
company for Lwo hours already.
“lhe sorvov Tnbaess i+ nol likeiv {0 be

perrific,” remarked the Nebob of Bhaw-
pur,
The Famons Five walked ont  of

Coonbe and started down the sreen Do
towards Ronkwood.

They strolled on quile cheerlnily and
coutentedly, little dreamg o what was
awailing them,

They had reacked the dip in the lane,
half way to Reckwood. when the sur
prise happened. From somewhere in the
{rees hestile the lane o volee rang ont.

“ilere they arvet”

“Collar them U7

i

There was a ri=h of foei.
Before  the Gresfeiars chums koow
what was  happening, the rush o hadd

howled them over, amd they were sprawl
ing in the dosty road, with their a=eail
nrts h‘l"l'.-'."l"-".'lill_!_{ e p e,
MEXT
MOMDAY !
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Bunter’s Little Yarn.

LY BUNTER felt better after
Jdinner at Rookweod, He abhways

fell better after a sqguare meal—
amd  his meal had been very
sopiare.  Nob that he had had enough.

Io had only had as wany belpings as
could Lo eranuned into the tisae allotted
for dinner. But he had done fairly
weoll—even Tubby Muffin had watched
him with wonder. The universe scemed
a tauch more arreeable place to hve n,
to Bunter, #s he came out with Jimmy
Silver & (o Life was brighter—to
Bunter! Somchow, it did nol seeni so
brighi as usual to Jinuny Silver & Co,
of Rookwood. " Bunter had that effect
npon people !

The chumns of the Rookwood Fourth
eved him rather uncertainly. Arthur
Jdward Tovell, who was a youlh with
great diteciness of character, did not
oven sssume to be pleased by Dunter's
company. He had Leen there belove, so
lo speak.

Ruby and Newcome smiled as polilely
as they conld. Only Jimmy Sibver suce-
coeded in being veally urbane. " Unele
James of Reckweod ™ seemed to feel
that it was up to him to welcome the
guest.

“Tired after voor jourrey, Banter?V
he usked politely.

“Yes,” grunted Dantes.

“ike to rest a Loty

“111.35.”

Yifand. You can lake noreskoin
siwive—a nap if you hke” sad Jimwmy
hespitably, " We—mne'l]l sce you Nkl
lator.”

“Aluch later ! murnmared Lovell,

"I oeama over specially 1o seo
followe,” said Bunler, hlinking at iheny
“Pyve got something lmporlant 1o tel
VoL

(1o ahewd with the unpoelans com-
mnnieation ! vawned Raby.

“1 think I know what 1t 1%, ve
marked Lovell.

“VYou do " excluimed Bunter, i osar-

1
L

Yol

prisc.

“Yos,  You've  hoen  disappointed
about o postalarder,”  said  Lovell
primaby. “You want a litde advaoce in

cash, ™

“Oh, really, Loyvell——7
Y Cheese t, Lovell, old chap ™
mured Jimmy Silver,

“Well, isn’t that
Levell.

“Nao, it zn't 7 hooted Bogter, ' =i,
now vou speak of i, T have been dis-
appainted about a postal-order -7

“1 thaoneht 50,7

“Worse than that,” =aid Brooter. &1
left my purse in my study when L lelt
Greviriara, T only hope it's safe. Of
conrse, LToddy’s all rvight; bal it's not
really  safe 1o leave banknote: lying
abont, 1l "

“Beiler cut off at onee and look afler
tnem ! sngpested Lovelld

“(Oh, really, you know--—

“1 ean’t think that yvour bavknotes arve
really quile =afe,” saul Lovell serionsly.
“There's anather Bunter al Greyiriars,
isin’t there ¥

“Eh? Yes, iy minor Sammy—-="

“WWell, when there’s banknotes and
Bunilers n the same  plaee - sad
Lavell, with o cshake of the head.

“Took here!” roarved DBuaoter,

“Shut vp, Lovell ! amplared Jinamy
Silver.  “It7s all rieht, Bunter—only
Lovell's Litlle joke. i

“1 don't eall jokes Like that jokes™
Banter, I this s Rookwoml
brospitaiiy, dan't think much of o, 1

1
"

liieni-

i demaneded

L

gl

A SPLENG!D TA

muel say, specially when I came over lo
da you fellews a favour; and 've gol
snmething very important te tell you.”

“Well, what 1z 1it?" psked Junmy
Silver, displaving as much interest as Le
could.

“There’s a jape on,” said Dauter.
“There's some fellows coming over from
Greyfriars this afternoon to jape yvou”

“My hat! They're coming a lonug
way for a jape!”

“Yog: they're going to take you by
surprise,”  said  DBunter.  “You know
PZob Cherery—he'd walk a mile to play an
lintie practical joke on anybaody. Ay
we've always been such pals, T made up
my mind I wouldo’t have —so 1 canlé
over to put you on your guard,”’

“Oh 7 sand Lovell,  starimg very
dubiousiy at Bunter. The Fislical Four
were auite  interesied now.  As they
kucew nothing of the cireummsiznces in
which Bunter had left Greyfriars, they
naturally eonldn’t puess the astule Owl's
motive 1 making this impertant cone-
fnineation.

“There's five of them,”” conunned
Dunter—* Wharton, and Nugent, and
Bobh Cherry, and Bull, and Ioky. I--1

rot away belore them, to—tlo warn you

follows. They may come aloug any
time in the afterncon, 1 you down’t be-
lieve me, Lovell—="

“AWell, it soumds rother stoep ! said

Lovcll 1!i‘:g.]j.'-

*You'll beliove it
I ditre say.”

“YWhen [ sce i
“Neot hefore.”

“Well, you'll see them joily soon,”
satd Dunter, with a st 105 rather
low {o deubt a fellow’s word. i you
don’t mind my mentioving it 1 Jentt
(link mueh of your manners, Lovelll”

“Pan't voud sald  Arthur Edward,
Ereathing havd,

“Na.  Those chaps have been brag.
ging at Greyivines that they Il come over
here and rag vou in your own sluny, @t
et away all right,” spid Bonter. 1
felt T couldin't allow it. being vour pal
deg 1 eamie over (o give you lhe tin,
Thaz’s all.”

“By Jove, if they've got a zame an
like that, we'll jolly well give “eo some-
thing to toke home wilh them 7 sai:d
Lovell, his eves sparkline,

“Yes, rather ! said Raby cmphatic.

when you see (hem,

hem,” agrveed Lovell

ally. _
Y BRul—--"" sald Newcome.
“Rut— - murmured Jimmy Silver,

“3ly engeestion i thal you keep oa
laak-out for them, said Bunter, hlink-
e at the Fistieal Four throngh s b
speetactes. " When yon sce them, vou'bl
know they've come, [ suppose?”

“Ypes—when ! assented  Jinny
Silver,
“Phat'a all,” said Bunter.  * Keep

vaur eyes apen, and collar the cads when
they eome.  Don’t mention that T've
riven them away, of course Don't.
mmention that I'm here. Give "cm a jolly
!L_f.}q'u] lesson for their cheek Jos

“We'll do that-—if they come ! said
I e 11 IEN

“ And now aboul that postal-order I™
cpd Dunter.

**That what?”

“Pastal-order ! Leaving Greyfriars
snddenly to do you fellows this favour,
T—T wuseed the post, you kuow.,  Tha
postal-order will he waiting for me ad
Giroyfviars this minete.  Asg il happens,
I havent my fare back, T can manago
an five pounds—="

“Aly only hat t”

“1 eould do 1t on four o7 =aul Dunler,

“I 0 hepe veuw’il vaise fune pomols

fCuntinued an page 13,
LE OF THE JUNIORS OF CREYFRIARS.
By FRANK RICHARDS. 24
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By Harry Wharton, %
BE I BREEBHBPBEEWEED

“It's casy enough to be pleasant,” we
are told, “when life goes along like a
song. But the man who's worth while
13 the man who can smile, when every-
thing goes dead wrong !

A splendid ideal. But it takes some
hiving up to.

How many of us are able to muster
a''cheery smile when everything goes
dead wrong? Precious few, I warrant.

We all experience those days when
nothing seems to go right. Such a day
1s gencrally a Friday, and it falls on the
13th of the month.

To begin with, you oversleep, and get
into a frightful row' in consequence.
You find a cold breaskfast waiting for
you. ‘The bacon is abominably tough;
tho eggs seem to have been laid during
the Ilood.

During morning lessons vou find you
are unable to concentrate. Your Form-
master frowns at you over his specta-
cles or down his Roman nose, and awards
you a stiff imposition.

In the afterncon, when youn have
written your impot, you play footer.
Somebody bowls you over with extra-
special violence, and you are “‘crocked.”
The skipper says to you, “Rough luck,
old man! You won't be able to play
for us on Saturday.”

In the evening, it may happen that
yvou have high hopes of winning a chesa
championship. And some addle-brained
novice, who doesn’t know the first thing
about chess, goes and wipes np the Hoor
with von—metaphorieally, of course.

1t has been an “off 7 day—a day on

By

HEE

which the Fates scem to have conspired,

to kick you, and punch you, and use
you as their plaything.

And then the poet tells vou that you
are to smile, when everylhing goes dead
wrong | No easy maiter, is it? Might
just as well tell a fellow to burst into
tears when he receives a tuck hamper
from his favourite uncle !

OFf all the fellows of my acquaintance,
the only one who lives up to the poet's
ideal is Bob Cherry. Bob would laugh
throuzgh a howling wilderness. Te 1=
iruly a eheery soul, ever erucking a
merry jest, and facing mesfortune with
a smile on his lips,

1 need hardly say it was Dob Cherry
who supeestod  this Special Optimists
Number—a number which I sineerely
hope will bring a glimmer of sunshine
into tho lives of those who are feeling
“down, ™ Let us try and forsel the
wailines of the dismal seribes of old-—
“ Al 15 vanity,” and * Man is born unto
trouble.”  And let us try to realise that
life is pricceless, and thal it 15 good to
be alive!

HALRRY WHARTOXN.

Supplement ]
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,gEFUN IN THE FORM-ROOM! +
AT By Bob Cherry. s
e e g SRl e oK ORURUROROR R RN R

Pfﬂii;.{{.'!l:lcftll: “RBunter, what is the meaning
of V.C.2"

Bunter: “ Very Carelul, sir.”

Mr. Queleh: “You are far from careful
vour=elf, or vou wonld think before making
such a stupid answer! What does DU
stand ford"

Bunter: " Don't Cane TMe!l”

But, alas! Mr. Quelch did.

» L3 -+

Mr. Queleh: *8kinner, what was the most
dreadful calamity of modern times?"”
_Skinper: “The terrible fire in Australia,
sir.”

BMr. Quelch: “This is news to me, Skinner.’

Perhaps vou will enlighten me! T have not
heard of any particularly devastating fire
in Australia.™
Skinner: “Buat there must have bhecn one,
sir—because our cricketers wenb out to try
and recover the Ashes!”
(tigeles from the class.
] * E
Mr. Queleh: “Now, Hurree Singh, recite the
first verse of ' Casabianca.' "
Hurree Singh:
“The esteemed and Iadicrous hoy stood eon
the burning deckiulness,
Whenee all but he had seooltfully fled;
The worthy flame that lit the battle's
wreckfulness
Shone over those who were cxpirefully

deaxd I
Collapse of Mr. Quelch!
= = +
Mr. Quelch: “Thiz morning, Field, as I
passed along  the passage, 1 heard  you
address Bunter as * Procrastination.”  Why
should you eall him by suel: an  absurd

e

Squili : * Bunter pinched my  alarm-elock
this mornine, sir. That's why [ called bim
Procrastination. He's the thicl of time!"

AMore merriment!

HOW I SEE OTHER
FELLOWS!

By Frank Nugent,

73
[
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| SO CIALISM! By oS

HERBERT SKIMPOLE
(S5t. Jim"s.)
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4 KEEP SMILING! ¢
By Dick Penlold. E’ii‘:
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When you're feeling sick and =orey,
When yvou've gol the blessed hump,
When you're crazed with care and worry
And your spirits sort of slump,

It's no earlhly use repimng
Or feeling crushed and cowed;
There's a glorious silver lining
To every gloomy cloud!

When a sour, ill-lempered masler
Has been slanging you since nine,
When you meet with dire disasler
All alﬂng the blessed hne,
When you're sad and stale und weary,
And the clovds seem dark all dav,
Just determine to bo cheery
And to drive duall care away .

When you're hungry as a hunler,
And on going in to lea
You lind 1?mt. vilinin Bunier
Tas devoured enough for three,
You can biff him, you can bumpe him,
You can slang and yon can shake,
You ecan throtile him and thump himn,
Dut it won't restore your cake!

When the winds of March are blowing
And you wish that it was June,
When it's sleeting and it's snowing
And the world seems out of Lune;
When every prospect tcases
And only man 15 vile,
Then the only manly wheere 13
To try and force a smle!

Oh, T know it's oflen cheerloss,
And the way is dark and long;
I3ut it pays you to bo fearless
And to langh when things go wrong,
[n the pages of the poet
Some solace you will find,
I'or when winter comes, why, blow 11,
Spring can’'t be far behind!

SPECIAL NOTICE!

I've just hieard from the Editor of Lhe
Companion  Papers  that,  in view  of tine
enormoens  sueeess of  the Grand  Celoaped

Eneine Plates now being given away with tie

“Topular,”  he §s  making  the  neecs=ars
arrancementz for extemBioe fhe serics fro
ten to filteen plates.

[ eull that =z rippine idea, Tve pob the

erwine plates o far published huag e 1
my stwdy, Linvieg monnted them on o sl
of white Dristol board, 1 shall he jelly xhl
to cet aunother fve extra plates, T oean teli
N,

1 think tiw real fdea in the Bditor’s hrain-
hox is to give cvery reader of the “Macoet
Library ™ a eltanee to possess a line colleciiss
of plates, althwongh they might Tave il
the firat few plates.

Several of our chaps are ordering copics of
fie Y Popalar ™ now. My owdviee B vou ds
to oo atnl do the same!

HARLY WILAGRTON.

Tur Macxer Lineapy.— Mo, 779,
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'WEATHER FORECAST
FOR THE WEEK !

By Our Tame Optimist.

MONDAY.

A slight “brecza ¥ may be’ expected
in the Hﬂmmc Form room, especially if
Quelchy is in one of his usual Monday
morning moods! Thers will be thunder
in the air, and the Form-master will
supply the rumblings.  If Dilly Bunter
should offend by eating toffee in class,
the outlock will be stormy, and there
will boe violent squalls !

TUESDAY,

It will be very dry to-day, as Mrs
Mintble will have run out of her supplics
of ginger-pop. The drought will be felt
all over Greyfriars

WEDNESDAY.

Billy Bunter’s Christy Minstrels will
bo giving an entertainment in the Rag
this evening, so it will be rather “a
frost.” Sliding will be in full swing, and
the bannisters are being greased n
readiness. There will also be “skating ™
in dhe fags' Common-room, provided the
fags are able to calch sufficient skate in
Pegg Bay in the afterncon!

TITURSDAY.

It will be decidedly wet to-day, as
Tubb of the Third intends to take his

annual bath. Still, we have no wish to
throw cold water over Tubb’s heroic
deed.

FRIDAY.

I anticipate that the al.nm:iphe-re will
he very sultry to-day in the Remove
Farm room, and very close in the Close.
Mr. Quelch however, will bhe extremely
“eold” It is alse safe to predict a
heavy downpour—of impositions !

SATURDAY.

There will be 2 sudden change to-day
——into foocter teps! There will also be a
certain amounl of “wind up” on the
virl of our opponents.  There will he a
g drop in the temperature, owing to
ithe fellows who are down with "Huo taking
a turn for the better. So far as Billy
Junter 15 econcerned, we shall make
things “ very warm "’ for him if we catch
him study-raiding !

SUNDAY.
Gosling, the porter,

lhc- wealher to-day will be either
v “hitter.

informs us that
“mild "

SPECIAL
BOAT RACE
NUMBER ||

of the Greyiriars Herald

NEXT MONDAY!

Tue Macxrr Lisrasr.—No. T39.
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CAN forgive a study-maite mueh. Buat
when that study-mate hlossoms  out
inte a foolish, fatuouvs, fatheaded

_optimist, there is some excuse for my
gebting rafiled.

You ‘d never suspeet honesft George Bul-
gtrode of heing an mntnmt would you?
In the ordinary way, he's a decent enough
fellow, but inclined to be gruff and surly.

However, about a weck ago Bulstrode was
moved by the desire to become an n[]t-im[st.
Aud for sorme days he behaved like a raving
lupatic. He's cured mow. I eursd him.

The first hint T had that DBulstrode had
become an optimist was on the Monday morn-
ine.

You know what the average Monday morn-
ing is like, don't you? Pelting heavens hard,
as the saying goes, and suflicient puddles
lying about to float a squadron of battle-
CTisers.,

Well, that's what it wag like this particular
Monday morning. A morning of nsery —=a
mornineg of damp and «luesh and depression,
Groo!

With one exeeption, everybody
he depressed by the weather,

The excoption was Balstrode,
of hed as (rvisky as a two-vear-old.
was prinning broadly.

“Beast of o mornine,
minrked.

“Ehr"

“"Look af it—simply pelting dawn!™

Bulstrode lcoked out of the wmndow, and
nodded.

"Ripping I he said.

I fairly gasped, wondering if 1 had heard
arichit.

“Hurely
claimed.

“No—rippios ™ osaid Bulstrode.
will do o lot of good.™

“You-—you—"

“The Tarmers have heen gasping for it [or
some Lime."

“And you'll he gasping for it, ,,cn?}. er you
don’t dey up!" 1 said grimly. “Youw'll be
gasping for merey!  Ripping, indeed: W]irn
ever heard of rain being nppiog? It's
alwarys a thumping nnisonce. 16 spoils ot
door sport, and it males everybody miser-
able.”

“Personally. T like it,” | said  Bulstrode,
“I'm an  optimist, you know. 1 can  see
good in everything. The furmers will hless
this rain.”

1 gazed at Bulstrode in opea-moullied
amazement. Tut the sound of the breakfast-
gponyg put a period to our eonversation.

That morning, in class, cverything went
Wrong.

Ouelehy, onr respeeled Formemasier, was
very mmeh on the war- patin. e pounced
ppon me for inattention,

“ Brown!™ he snapped. “You are day-
dreamine again! Take a humdred lines!™

By the time morning lossons were over the

imuf:t had been inereased to three hundred
lines. And I felt jolly savage about it, I can

tcll you
Witen the class had fished,
eame up to me with a grio,
“1 sav, Browney, youre
he said.
“What do you mean?”
“You've zob three hundred lines to write,
“Dvoun eall that lucky, you  frahjons
ahump?”

coenied to

Ite leapt ont
And he

ol

you mean Cfdeipping 3T ex-

"This raln

Bulstrode

in teek's way!"”

L]

mant” 1 ore-

By TOM BROWN.

“Yes, rather! You gee, it might hiave been
ever 50 much worse. You murﬁ" have got &
licking, or a gating. You shonld always look
on the bright side, you know. You =zhounld
be an optimist—like me. Life’s ever so much

I:etter and brighter when you tule 2 chieerful
111:\1.’ of it.”

“You—you——"

At a loss for cohierent speech, I paszod an.

My troubles reached their mm.L & few
days later,

Whilst playing footer in the Claze, 1 had
the misfortune to punt the ball  into
Quelchy’s face.

The ball was in a fearfully muddy ean-
dition at the fime, and it Telt a hrown

imprint on the Fornt-mazter's ehivvy,

Az zoon as Queleliy had sufiiciently re-
covered from the shock, he commanded we
to fellow him to his study.

I mumbled something about
been a pure secident,
no We with Quelehy.

"I will teach youn to he more
future, Brown!" he =ald grimiy.

Arrived at his study, Le sclected hia most
Tormidable-locking ¢ave, and administered
21X feariul swipes on ecach  hand., I was
pretty well doubled up by the time he bad
finished, I can tell you.

As I staggered out of the Fornpeuuizier's
presénee I bumped into Bulstrode.

The same fatuous erin was on Bulstrode's
face, I felt that for two pinsg 10 Lkaock
it, ofl,

* Halln,

it= having
hut my mumblings cut

erarcfal in

Brownoy ! he sald  c¢heerfaliy,

9 Licked

2 Gllli.r'—jlfﬁ :I-!
Bulstrode tlimmped me on the buack.
“Congratalations!” Lo eaid,

I stared at him o Dlonk amaze.

'I'IE. ip usual to conpratuiate o fellow on
being licked?” I asked,

“No, it isn't uwsual. But, thep, you zee,
I'm an optimist. I realise that things mizhe
have been a jolly sight worse. You werg Jotb
down  jolly lightly."”

“Let down lightly ! § almost

Bulatrode nodded.

“Yes,” he said.

sereained,

“It mizht bhave ended
very differemtly.  You micht have been ex-
pelled, or hauled up for a publie fiogzging,
You must look on the bright gide, you know.”

That was more than flesii and bleod could

,stand.

I dashed my elenched fist into Bulstrode’s
grinning face, and sncccedod in knecking it
off —the grin, not the face,

Bulstrode went sprawling. And I followed

up, and gave him the bigeest hammeriog le'd
had for many o long day.
“Yow! Wharrer yvou up to?” lie panted.

“What's the little g_,Lm‘-"'

“T'm <uring you of your eoptimiam!” 1
replied primly.  “Take that—and that-—and
that !

Bulstrode lay in a groaning Lweap in ioe
passaze when I had finished with him.

“Ow! T bhelieve you've given e 4 ldack
eve, you madman!™ he moaned.

“Cheer up!” I said sarcastically. *H
might have been a couple!  You st Jook
on the bright side, you know!"

Bulstrode's optimizm  Detered
that. And I am thankiul to v
eeome o tolerable mewber of zociety
e, _

Optimism's all very well, in w way,
one can have too much of o good thins!

[buypfﬂ:ruuiﬂ T

ot after
eay  he s
e

H uh



THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

By JOHNNY
BULL.

"

id IVE bob going begoing!™ exclaimed
Fisher T. Fish. “daucss I'm froes-
ing on to this!”

“Same here!”

There was a crowd of juniors gathercd
around the deor of Study No. 1, which is
also the editorizl office of the *“Greyfriars
Herald.” Pinned to the door was a sheet of

paper, bearing the following announcement :

“FIVE SHILLINGS FOR A FOOTBALL
FORECABT!
“The * Greyfriars Herald ' will pay the
above sum to the person who sends o correck

forecazt of the match to be played on
saturday between the Remove Form  and
HRookwood. Actuzl score must be givern.

s Aembers of the Memove Eleven are oob
allawed Lo compete.

“ Al estimates to be delivered in sealed
envelopss to Harry Wharton by eight o'clock
Priday evening.™

The announcement caused considerable ex-
citement, The prize was nob an enormous
one. Htill, as Skinner remarked, five bobs
didn't grow on every bush.

“What's your estimate of the result, Bol-
sover?'t Skinner inguired.

Bolsover grunbed.

“You don't suppose I'm going to shout it
from the housc-tops, do you?* he sakd. "1
shall keep it to mysell—what I think the
actual score will be, anyway. Any [oaol
knows that TReokwood will win. They're
hringing over a jolly strong team—the same
feam- that made St. Jim's bite the dust last
week.”

wihat's 50"t =aid Stott. TTo my mind,
it's simply a question of how many goals
Daokwomnd will score, The Remove won's
pet any. Their forwards will he bottled up.”

The majority of the fellows woere veory
pessimistic as to the probable result of the
matel.

Jimmy Silver & Co., of Rookwood, bl
he going preat guns of late. And when o
team has struek a winning patel, it takes
a jolly pood side to lower its cclours.

Altorether, there were thirty forecasts
sent in, No less than a dozen of them gave
Nookwood to win by two goals to one.

Bolsaver major, possibly with a view to
showing  his  supreme  contempt  for the
Remove cleven, prodicted a score of 7—0
in Roolkwood's faveur.

Sl-ipner's foreeast was a 5—0 victory for
Rookwood. And Fisher T. Fish, after careful
copitation, put it at 5—1. He considered
that the Remove ought to lluke onc roal
in the course of the pgamde.

The obher competitors were not quite so
pessimistie.

Donald Ogilvy gave the result as a draw
of 1—1, and Dick Russell also predicted a
drawn game, of three goals apices.

Micky Desmond went a step farther, He
actunlly gave the Hemove to win, by a ol
to nothing.  After all the estimates had been
nanded in, Micky told Bolsover major what
he had done. :

“You must he potty!” growled DBol=over.
"You've pot bats in your hellry. If the
Remove win, 1'11 eat my Sunday topper!”

vFaith, an” 1 hope you'll find it digestible I
gaid the Trizh junior.

Nobody had taken iato account the fact
that Rookwood mipght not be able to field
a full side

As a matler of fact, they were without

Supplement iti.]

Tommy Dodd and Kit Erroll, two of lbeir
star  performers. Their team was muceh
weakened In consequence.

The Remove, on the other hand, were at
full strength, What was more, they were
on the top of their form.

The forwards played a masterly game,
They were all over the Rookwood defenee.

Five minutes from the start, Wharton
scored with a terrific drive [rom twenty
yvards out. And that waos the heginping of
the end.

The Rookwood plavers were rushed off their
feet., They strove vainly to stem the rushes
of the Remove forwards.  They might as
well have tried to stem the advance of a
mighty torrent.

At half-time the Remove led by three goals
to nothiog. And all the fellows who had
piven Rookwood to win looked preliy sick.

“The Rookwood team’s gone all to pieces!”
growled Bolsover major.

“Who ever would have thought it?7 said
Skinner.

"I gpuess nobody- will ave o
cas=t,"" said Fisher L.
won't be awarded.”

corrcet fore-
Fi=i1, “=20 the five bhob

In the gecond halfi Dookwood were sGill
furtber weukened by au ipjury to Jimmy
Silver.

With the wind at their hacks, the Remove
forwards played with rare dash, and piled
on four more goals.

The fnal scoré was 710, Bolzover had
oiven that score. But e hndd given it in
favour of Rookwood, instoad of Greyfriars!?

“Waonder i aprbedyz o forceasted  bLhe
gorrect scorey” remarked Bob Cherry, s the
Famous Five, minddy and trimmphoot, maede
their way lo Study No. 1.

“1 don't Lhink =0, =aid Wharlow " Nearly
everybody plumped for Hookwood,”

(n rodnge throuch the estimstes, however,
Wharton diccovered ong which was perfeetly
correct.

He hawmded the siip of gapsr ta his clinms,
amd  they gazed at  the  worids  nscribicd
thereon.

“REMOVE, 7; RONRKWOGLD, O,
“This is my 4-cast of the rrate mateh.
Yorsined) WL G BUNTER.

“pPuapter ! gosped Frank XNogeat, * Bunter's

won the five hoh! Wonders  will newver
cease ™’

The door opencd  sueddeniy, and the [at
junior himsell rolled into the stisdy, His

faer was wreathed iu s=iniles; lis ripghl Dol
was oubstretelied.
“Five hoh, pleasc!”
Harry Wharton hindesd
ont of the funds,
s Congratulations. Bunty !V

W =aidd.
T

the money

Ioe siidd T artily,

“You were the only real optimist in the
Remove. Nearly everyhody  else  thought
oolkwoodd would win!”

aiill emiline hreadly, Billy Bunier rolled

away to the tuckshop with a couple of half-
crowns elutehed in his palm.

Thase half-crowns were
optimizm.  Or shall we say
lgnaranee?

the reward of
e reward of
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OUR CYCLING COLUMN!
By PETER TODD.
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(M course, on the ailernoon that tho
Remave Cyeling Club hal arranged
elorious spin, it pelted with rain.

Thal's always the wav. Wedneday
alternoons are always wel, when youd
have something special on,

VWhen we assombled in the school gate-
way with our bicyeles, we appedred lika
so many dravwned rats,

I
THHHH S

=

The skies were woeping copiously.
And these was no sign of the run
ahatmg. .

“Beastly  aflernoon,  you fellows !’

rrunted Harey Wharton, Shall we call
ik oft ¥’

“No, Might as well defy the rilidy
rain,” said Dol Cherry. “It will be
more like o swinnning gala than a cyching
spin; but it’s better than being cooped
up in a stufly study, anyway.”

“Yos raiber!” said Dick Penfold,
whose face wore a beaming smile. **Let’s
be optimistic.” _

“Tat lot to he optimistic aboutl”

rowled Johuny Bull

“We can imagine it's » nice fine day,”
snid Penfold. “1U's eastly done, if you
concentrate vour mind an il.  Try lo
imagine that the sun’s shining ploriously,
and that the skv's Llue, amd that the
roads are nice and dvy.”

“Chuele it1? said Tlarry  Wharlon,
“YVou can’t el away from the sohid—or
rather, the liguid fact that t's raining.”’

We mounled our machines, and starled
off on our =pin.

Tt was pretty heartbreaking, T can teil
YOIl

The rein came down in sheets, and
oven {hose of us who had {uken the pre-
caution of wearing coveling-capes welo
soon drenched to ithe skin.

The poing was very heavy. Huge
puddies of water confronted us as we
wenl.

Fvorybody was thoroughly miserable—
excend Penfold.

Pen seemed lo regord it as a great
joke, He chmekled aloud.

“Siap that cackling, for goodness’
cake ! snid Wharion irvitably.

“1 ean't help it ! was the reple. “I've
convineed myself that the sun’s shinng,
and ihal il's a vipping afternoon.  I'vo
heeome o grldy optinsi, 1T tell you!
"This is a rlorious spin!  Hurrah 17

We wore abonl lve miles from Grey-
friars, when an epidemie of punciures
Liroke ank.

Tarey Wharlon was one of the vielims;
Vernon-Smith was annther,

S Pash T prowied Wharton, dismount-
frigr.

g her 17 eald Veirnion-Smith,

S Thon L seel annoved, you fellows,” said
Vel Predol:d, YN oshonkd act as af
the prnciares didn’t exist. You sheald
tahe a loaf aul of 1wy book, and be opti-
miastie, von know

That wis alozeiher tao much fer
Whartan ol Smithy. They were fairly
lone-sullerige, as a rale, bul Penfold’s

aplimizm bl got on therr nerves.

The poct-laurezie of the Remove was
dragged aff s maeline, and dumped un-
ceremoanionsly inta the nearest puddle.

Splash !

“Yarooooh "™ velled Tenfold, ** What
are vou up to, yoiu hooligans?"

“We're damping vour onlimism,” ex-
plained  Vernon-Sosthe U Prlaps you il
dey up, alter th=!7 .

Al TPevifold dadd. He considered it a
jolly sicht sefer o heeome a conlirmoed
messiprsd !

Vit Mansrr LIBRARY.—No. 139,



&ﬁl;_ LJIE‘%HEH%EE:LWEJL—EEE

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

T T L L e P A e e D T s e
A R RSRS R LR SR S ERsRS énrlr:ﬁ-

HERY does Kipps get to these
days?” inquired Harry Wharton.
“We never see him on the footer-

“W
fleld. And he never shows up in

the Common-room.”

“ Ask me apother!” said Bob Cherry. "The
Kipps bird 15 always doing sometbing
mysterions.”

“Let's po along to his study and investi-
gate,” sugrested _Eugent.

The Famous Five went along to the study
ocecupicd by OMiver Kipps of the Remove.

A queer fellow was Kipps. Very likeable,
and 21l the rest of it, but somewhat inclined
to keep himselfl to himself. He was o pretty
good sportsman, but for some days past he
had not put In an appearance at practice.

Harry Wharton & Co. burst into Kipps'
ptudy without ceremony.

Kipps was seated at the table, on which
lay o copy of a sporbing pericdieal ealled
“Football Flashes."” _

Just as the Famons TFive disturbed
peace, Kipps sprang to his feet.

"EEt it-'"" he exclaimed triumphantly.

L ': ?ri

“What have you got, Kippy?"

“The solution to this piddy picture!" said
Kipps. “There are twelve pictures here,
each representine the name of a Leagiue
footballer. And you've got to solve the
pj::tl.:?res. It's o competition, you know."

(1] h!ll

“I've heen working on it for some time—
ever sinee I picked up this copy of ° Foothall
Flashes " in the Close. T'p till last night
I'd found eleven zolutions, but the last pie-
ture has given me a lot of worry. However,
've solved the thing at last! Huorrah!”

Kipps seemed very  excited. And  the
juniors hegan to suspeet that he had caught
a bhad sttack of competition fever.

"Tet's have a look at the picture-purzzles™
said Harry Wharton.

Kipps handed over the paper.

“The first one’s awlully simple.”
“A brick wall and o lion's-den.
Walden, of course.”

"What's the next one—three Happerz, wilh
an arrow pointing to the one in the contre?”
asiced Bob Cherry.

“That's Middlemizs."

“Good!  And what's
haversack on his shoulder

“Walker, yon chhump!” g

“The fourth picture puzzles me,”  sabd
Harry Wharlon.  “It's a heap of old iron.
What ever can it represeng?

“"TFord!" said Kipps.

And there waes a ripple of merriment.

“What's thiz picture of o stace, with all
the actors and  acbtrezses in oa tanlean?”
irquired Nuwent. )

“Rirton,” sald Iipps.
vou see.”

“Tell na what the other: are,” said Jolinoy
Bull., “We'll fatthinlly promise not to com-
pete or to oive the zhow away.”

Kipps eheerfully sepplied the information.

The last picture wns not really a picture
at afl. 1t wazs n bhlank square. Wipps hind
been searching his foothall ammuaal for the
name of “ Blank.,” but he found no plaver of
that name. Finally, he had hit vpon the
eorrect solntion—XNixon.,  There was nothing
on the zaquare, 80 “Nix on ® sounded a very
probahle solution. e

Tiur Macxer Liprany.—No. 730,

his

[ Eaidd.
That's

this Tellow with a

—Trotter?”

“The play's over,

“You've unravelled these things very well.”
said Harry Wharton “Dashed if 1 should
Liave the patience to worry out the solutions
to a dozen pictures! What are the prizes?”

“Look at the top of the page, and you'll
gee,'” said Kipps. " First prize, a magnificent
motor-bike. Second prize, a ripping air-rifle
Third prize, a bicyele-lamp.”

“Well, you ought to be certain of a prize,
if you've got the whole jolly lot right!™ said
Boly Cherry.

“Yes, rather!”

Kipps was confident that he would win the
firat prize. He simply oozed optimism.
Nothing wonld convince him that he was
roing to bhe upnsuccessful. He had solved the
twelve pictures, and it was only a guestion
of time before he received the reward.

Poor old Kippy! It is indeed a sad story
which I now have to relate.

About a fortnight later, Kipps received a
letter bearing a Loodon I}D‘%tlllﬂrk

Eagerly he opencd the missive, and his
face glowed with delight as he pnmsn}d the
following letter:

“* Football Flashes,’
Fleet Street.
London, E.C.

“Dear 8ir,—We have greab pleasure in
informing you that you have been successful
in correctly solving the whole of the twelve
picture-puzzlies in our recend issue.

“You are the only competitor with every
solution correct, and we shall therefore
despateh the First Prize to you in the course
of the next few doya.

“With henrty congratulations
SUCCCES,

on  your f

“Yours faithinlly,
“Pue Epiror."

Kipps was promptly transported into the

aeventh heaven of delicht. And there was
cocdd Teason for his jobilatien. He bhad won
the magnoiflcent motor-cycle!

“It'1l be here by Saturday!” he said joy-
(ully. “"I'Il o down to 1he t,t.ut.i[m H3 I

fetelr 16 on Baturday afternoon.

When Saturday afterncon eame, however,
Kipps  found  hime=elf  under defention.
Queichy had given him five bhondred lines for
repeated inattention in class,

Kipps therefore foind it necessary to =ond
a deputy to the staticn Lo collect his motor-
hike,

The majority of the
be on the football-fiefd.

The only person who eame near the deten-

fellows happened to

tion-room during  the afterpoon was  Billy
Hunter.
Kipps hesitated a long time hefore de-

cidine to zend the fat innior 1o collect his
mobor-hike. Bunter was a notorions Tool,
and the machine would not be safe in his
hands

1t was either a case of sending Dunter, or
waitine till Monday, And lippes was not dia-
poaed to do that.

“1 suy, Bunter!™ he eatled fo the ot junior,
who was hoveriine in the doorway.

“You want me, Kippy?"

“Yez, There's a unmotor-hike waitine for me
at the station. It's the first prize in a com-
petition that 1've just won., You've heard
abount ik of course? Well, 1 want yvou to
oo and ealleet the bike.™
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Billy Bunter heamed. )

“With the greatest of pleasure, old chapl
e said.

Kippe raised a warnine [uger.

“You're not to try and ride it, mind!" he
said. “You're to posh the machinge up to
the school from the station. And if you de-
liver it here intact, L'll give you a hbob for
your trouble.”

Billy Buanter nodded, and rolled away on
hiz misslon.

The fat junior had been ahseat nearly
half an hour, when the Famous Five caime in,
fresh from their exertions on the football-
fleld. On their way te the building they had
mef the postman, who had handed them a
letter for Kipps. :

“Letter for wyou, Kippy,”
Wharton, handing it over.

Kipps perused the letter in great agitation.
His face clouded over. He became angry.

“Oh, what a sell!” be growled, at length.

“Anything wrong? inquired Bob Cherry.

"Oh, no!” said Kipps sarcastically. “I've
been dished out of the first prize, that's allf”

“My bat!”

Kipps permitted the Famous Five to read
the letter. It ran thus:

“The Editor of " Foothall Flashes ™ beos to
inform Master Kipps that he has been in
communication with the headmaster of Grey-
friars. This pentleman statezs that MMaster
Kipps ia not yet old enough to have poasession
of a mntﬂr-c}'clc- Moreover, the air-rifle
which is being awarded sy second prize iz too
dangerous a weapon for a bovy of fourtecn

gaid Tarry

to tmudle
“At the sucgestion of the headmaster,
therefore, 16 has heen  decided to award

Master Hipps & special prize, consisting of a
magnificent tuck-hamper. Thiz hamper 13
being put on raill at ocnee, addressed o
Master Kipps at Friardale Station.”

"Well, I'im jizgered!” gasped Harry Whnr-
ton, when he had digested that conimunien-
tion. “This is shocking bad luck, Kippy, if
yon like!™

Kipps rave a hollow rroan.

“Cheer up, old sen!” said DBob Cherry,
“After all, you've won a tuck-hamper.  And
that's a jolly sight bebter than nothing!”
U You—you don't understand!™ groaned
Iipp=. “Whom do vou think I've sent to
the station fo eollect my prize?  Bunter!
There won't be much left in the tuck-hamper
hy the ftime that fat pig has had a go at
the contentst™
"We'll dash down to the station anpd see
it we ean save the hamper!™ saild Harry
VWharton, Y Come on, you tfellows!™

The Famons Five sped away nt top speed
in Lthe direction of the station. But thew
were too Iate.

Midway hetween the zehool and the station
they found Billy Bunter, sitting on the SEATEN
tinishing off the contents of Kippss™ hamper,

Thiy remonstrated with Benpter. Thew
hiffed him.  They bomped him.  And they
froc-marched hon back to the schon,

All of which was vory necessnry,
was precions eold consolstion for Oliver,
ocne-time optimist!

But it
tha

[Supplement iv.



Tuck Hampers and Half-Crowns Given Away

BAGGING BUNTER! |
]

| Continued from page 8.)

said Raby genially.

somewhere, then,” E _
to me bikeliv., But 1

“1t doesn't secm
wish yvou luck.”
“Well, say three—o
“Say anylhing you
“T mean twe,” said Bunier haslly,
“1 meant to say ilwo all along. Yoo
fellows can lend me a couple of quids, 1
suppose ! I will send the postal-order
straight on without cashing 11,7
“Might Dbe difficult to cash it,” re-

like, old scout.”

marked Tovell thoughtfully. “’1"]1&3
wouldu't cush 1t for you at the post-
office wnless you produccd the poods,

would they?”

“Make 1t 2 quad T
heeding. " What o
old fellow "

“Look here,”™ said Jimmy  Silver
abruptly. “1s 1t straight poods about
those bounders coming over 1o play larks

Lalh

this afternoon?

“Honest Injun!” said Bunter. * Most
Likely thev're at Roakham before this.
You'll see them trotling along the lane
Q0.

“We'll jolly well keep an eye open for

gald Bunier un-
you say. Jimmy,

them, then,” said Jimmy. “If they
come, we'll pive ‘em japes—and after
welve seen them, DBunter, we'll talk
about that gquid.”

¥

“QOh, really, Silver—

“It sounds rather steep, you hnow,
said Jimmy.  “ You may be pulling our
lers—I mean, you may have made a—a
mistake ! Seeing i "bhelieving. We'll
watch for the bounders, never fear—and
if they come——"

“They'll e glad lo po,
“We'll see!™

“Like to take a rest in the study, or
will you come along and look for the
enemy 177 asked Jinmny Silver.

“T'Il take 2 rest in the study, thanks,™
said Bunter hastily.

And  the Owl  of Greyfriars  was
eseoried 1o the end study, where the
Fistical Four left him i the armchair,

id

" said Lovell

After that, Jimmy Silver & Co. held a
conncil of war. DBunier’s warnmmg was
certainly  very surprising, Lot if there
was anylhmg ol the Rookwooders
were quile prepared to act npon it In-
deed, as that alternnon was o half-
holiday, 1h{* hivel no abjection whatever
to a “raec” Lw} wav of eatertainment.
“Looks to mo hke gannnon ! saad
T.avell. “But of 1t°s true, we'll make
the checky rvolters sil up ! Let's tuke
half a doren fellows, aud wat for them
imm the lane. 1f they come along, il will

prave that Bunter’s fald ws the truth.
H they don’t, we'll comne back and kiek
junier out.”

“That's a good idea,” agiced New-
(RN LR

Jimmy Silver nodded.

Mammgton and Conroy and Rawron
vereg  called in, and they joined the
Fistical Four on that httle excursion.
Seven sturdy junicrs were ready to denl
with the Greyinars cnemy—if the eneiny
arrived.  Billy Bunter, from the windaow
of the ond study, watched them start,
aned he grinned a fat grn of satisfaclion,
ile had little doubt that the Buanter-
hunters wonld run him dovwn that after

noon. and he was guite sabishod with his
mpasterly stratesy an providing o warm
reception for them.

MEXT

MONDAY .

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Diates for Bunter!

€d EASTS Y
B That was Dunier's observa-
tion as he biinked into the cup-

board in the end study.

There was nothing there in the way of
catalles. In similar circumstances duar-
ing his visit 1o Bt Jim's, Dunter had
done remarkably well.  DBut his luck was
out at Rookwood. .

e volled out of the end study n a
discontented frume of mind. It was not
an  hour sinee dinner;  but  tea-time
secired a very long way off to Billy
Bunter. He lonked mto Study No. 6;
but Flynn was there doing  lLines, and
Bunter retired.  Study No. 5 was drawn
blank, and in Study No. 4 Irroll was at
home,  Stuwdy No. 3 was unoccupied, and
Liunter rolled in.  But before he had time
to begin investigations, there was a step
and a sturdy junior

in l,h-r~ doorway,
came in.  Ile looked at Bunter.

“Want anything here?” he asked
pointedly.

“Nunno!” stammered Bunter.

“Take it and go, then!”

Bunter went.

He looked into the next study, where

hoe found Putty of the Fourth. That
youth pave him a genial smile and a
nod, and Bunter felt encouraged. He
rolled into the study.

“ Dropped in to see me, what?” asked
Pulty Grace pleasantly.

“ Ya.es—just so!” said Bunter. " 1-—1
wasn't thinking of looking into the
r:upb{m.rcl, of course iy

‘Of course not,” said Putty. *“Jolly

good of you to give me a lookan,
Bunter! Feeling rather peckish, what?”

“That's it,” eaid Bunter. 1 didn’t
get much of a dinner, you know!”

“1 noticed that,’ assented Putty. I
remember sayivg to myself that a chap
who ate ro little must be rather delicale,
You look delicate, old chap.”

“Well, I'm fairly hefty ! said Bunter
modestly.  **Pretly hefty at football,
you know, and cricket and rowing and
runming and swimming and all that. At
Greyfriars I'm considered the champion
juntor athlete. But a fellow needs some
rrub to keep up  his elrength, you
know !

“T kpow,” said Putty sympathetically,
“What 1 shonld: likke, Bunter, would be
to stand vou a jolly good EF]’["‘II’].

Written by the
mizsioner of the ' Penny
Pictorial," who has just re-
turned  from  America, this
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Bunter's fal face brightened.

“You're avwiully good,” he said.

“Not at all. What do you =ay to ham
and becf?”

“Good!™

“Puckles and pork-poes ¥

“¥os, rather!”

“A b plum-cake ¥

“Oh, nippsg!”

“Three kinds of jam??

“Oh I pasped Buntler Pcnlilliful.nj.

“Mervngies and jam-tarts ¥

ch "ﬁplenmd [*

“Langer r-popo-say a dozen bottles
“Topping ™

“Youd hke a spread like that 27
Putty.

“You bet! Go ahead !

“You don't ithink 1t's foo scon aflor
divmer ¥

“*Not al all!”

“Good ! said Putty. ““I'd really Like
to stand you that spread, Bunter!”

“Pile m ! said DBunter,

“*Only—-"

“Only what ?”

“Only I haven't any of the thinga I've
mentioned,”  said DPutty  regretiully.
“Unfortunate, am't it ¥"

“SWha-a-at

Billy Bunier glared at the humorist ol
Rookwood with a glare that nearly
cracked his speclacles, It dawned upon
him that Putty of the Fourth was pull-
ing his leg.

“Take the will for the deed, you
know,” said Putty gemially. “In a legal
sense, I believe, a will 15 a deed. Ha,
ha !

Buntler did not lauvgh; he had not
come there to enjoy Putty's punning.
He glared. Putly of the Fourth rose
to his [feet. Ilaving enjoved his little
joke at DBunter's expense, he seemed to
have had enough of the Owl's fascinating
COMNPAany.

But in the doorway he paused. Ile
looked back at Dunter, who gave him a
morose blink.

“Care for dates?™

nslied

asked Pulty.

The Owl of Greyiriars brnighlened
AL .
“Yes, rather,” he answered. “1I'm

jolly fond of dates! Cot any?”
“Lots!” saud Putty. “If yon'd really

care for some dates, Bunter, 1 can see

vou through. 1 can give you a paper

full af dates, if that's any good ¥

“Hight-ho!”  said HBunter. " Where
are thoy * ™
‘T'll get them al once, old fellow!
Wailk Eere for me!™
Puity  strolled  away, and Bunter

waited for him in the passage with hopo
and doubt allernating in s fat breast,

[t was ten minutes before Putty  of tha
Fourth retwrned. e came with a parcel
m hie hamd, Tt was Gied with string,
and  Dhnder biinked at it naggunimegly.
It was rvather a large parveel, and if
was [ull of dales it was a very welcome
parcel,

“THerve vour are, old {op,” sand Pully
vheortlv,  * Uve wrapped the lot up {ov
varr, M there's too many——"

““Iheve won't be too many.”

“Alore than thiee hundred and fifty,”
sand Pulty,

Bunter’s eyves plistened.

Three hundred and ity
cpaenlatied.

“*Nes, more.”

O, good!

a few ' asked
lomed generosi iy,

“No, thanks - not so saon aller dinner,
Bostides, 'm roingr o, You're very
weleame, olid tap D7

Putty banded the parcel {o Bonter and
sirolled awav, whisthng,  The Ouwl of
Greyfviars hurried back to the end study

THE JUNIORS OF GHE'!’!—HIHHﬂ.
By FRAMNK RICHARDS.
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dates ™ he

I—I say,

Lunter,

wou 't yvoun have
with  unacens-
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with his prize. He laid it on the table
and jerked off the string, His fal face
was beaming now. Pully of the Fourth
was the only. fellow at Rookwood so
far who had shown anything like real
hospitality, and Bunter felt almost
graieful,

He unfolded a shect of Lhick brown
paper, expecting to lind the dates inside.
Next came a folded newspaper, and
Bunter unrolled it with surprise in his
fat face. There really was no newd for
Putty to have wrapped hiz dates vp so
very carefully, so far az Doanter could
see,

In=icde that wrapping there was another
wrapping., and then another. Iilly
Bunter looked more and more astonished.
lle was gelticz to the middle of the

arcel now, and there dixl not seem to
EE‘ much room left for sueh a stack of
dried fruil as  three hundred dates or
more.

Another wrapping ecame off—and an-
olther ! With an extraordinary expression
on his face, Billy Bunter finally turned
out the contents of the parcel—a ealendar
for 1022,

He blinked al at.

“The—the awful beast!
dates " he gasped.

Where's the

Tt was a full minute before Pulty's
little joke dawned upon Dunter's fat
brain. The dales were there —more than

ithree hoandred and fifty, as Pulty had
said-—-three hundred and sixty-five, to be
exact! Only they were not edible dates.
Putty certainly had presented the fat
junior with n paper full of dates—but
even William George Bunier was nof
melined to eat those dales!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Merely a Mistake !

L3 ERi they come!”
“Collar them!"
Jimmy Silver gave the word.

Seven Rookwooders were on
the wateh in the lane—not guile sure
that the Greyiriars enemy would arvive,
but prepared to deal drastieally  wilh
ithem if —and when—they did arrvive.

IHappy and unsuspecting, the Famous
Five of Greylriars walked right into
the ambush.

Bunter’s warning was well fonnded—
at loast, s¢ il scemed (o Jimmny Silver
& Co. For here were the Greylnars
fellows—coming on to Reokwood, just as
Bunter had sand. And convineed at lasl
—frr seeing was belioving—Jimmy Silver
& Co. acted promptly and deastically.

The rush of the Rookwooders was a
ereal suecess,  Ilarry Wharlen & Co.
went sprawling on their backs in the
dusty road, and their hats flew far and
wide. The grinning crowd of Reok-
wooders sprawled over them gleefully.
The enemy had been captured at a blow,

“Pin "em down!” roared Lovell.

“Gol "em ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why—whal—hew—vho -—"
Harry Wharton,

crasped
“ Hallo, hallo, halla! Are vou fellows
eff your silly rockers?” rowred Bob
Cherry. “Legeo! Gerrap! Ow!”

“J1a, ha, ha!”

“Give "em socks!” yelled Dob,

Mornington had a knee on Dob's chest,
but Bob was not casy to hold after the
first surprise. IHe made a terrific effort,
and hurled Morny off., There was a
howl fromi Morny as he landed in the
road.

“Collar him!" shouted Raby,

Bob Cherry was on his feel before he
could be collared. Raby and Newcome,
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rushing on him, were met by Bob's
right anc left, and they went fairly.
SpIInIng,

“ Back up ! shouted Bob,

o rushed recklessly on the enemy,

The Iamousz Tive had been commng
along to pay quite a friendly call on
Jimmy Silver & Co. of Rookwood. Dut
there was no time io ask questions or
to give cxplanations—the attack had
been tao sudderi for that. They bhad not
expectad a hostile reception, but having
received one, they put up a stout Tight
in defence, Bob Cherry's attack was
prompl and vizorous, and there were
loud yells as he got to werk among the
Rookwooders,

“Collar him!™ roared Lovell. *Oh,
my hat! Ow! My nosc!”

“Yarooooh !

“Oh erumbs!”

IMolding the other four Greyfriars

fellows was quite impossible, with Bob
Cherry raging rvight and left, In a
minute or less Harry Wharton & Co.
were all on their feet, backing up Bob
Cherry’s altack. )

Instead of an easy caplure, it had
turned out to be a battle-royal.

The Rookwooders were seven fo five;
but the quintette wero five of the very
best in the scrapping line,

Jimuny Silver & Co., however, had no
idea of retreating. They had intended
a rag on the raggers: bul they were
guite prepared to fight it out before they
ragged the invaders.

It was a terrific combat.

0Odds began to tell; but the Famous
Five drew together in 2 body, and they
held the Rookwooders well at  bay.
Nugent went down, with Conroy sitting
on him; but Neweome was knocked out
of the strugele by a vight-hander from
Wharton, and depesited in the ditch—
fortunalelv dry,

“Come on!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Down them !” velled Lovell. “Rush
the rolters!” )
The Rookwooders ecame on with a

determined rush.

IFour of the Greyfriars party were
driven back lo the hedge: Nugent was a
struggling  prisoner,  Huorree  Jamsel
Bam Singh went over, and Raby sat on
him and secured hun. But Wharton,
Jahnny Bull, and Bob, standing together
with their back to a big tree. held off
the assailants in great stvle. There were
ctreaming nosez on all sides now.

“Down  with  ihe roliers!”
Lovell,

“Bael un, Greyfriaes 1"

“Cowe on "

There was another vush, and this time
the odds told move eflectively. Wharton
and Johnny Ball wenl down, fighting
hard, and were prompily =at upon. DBob
Cherry swaved to and fro with Jimmy
Silver and Lovell chinging to him, and
al last he went down again with a crash.

“My hat ! gasped Lovell. *"Sit on his
neck, Jimmy! He's the most Lrouble-
some beast of the whaole gang.”

“Ow! Grooogh!™

“Gob the rollers!" gasped Morning-
ten,  “Now we'll jelly well make an
example of themn. by gad!™

“Yoes, rather!™

“Lemme gerrup, and T'll jolly well
make searecrows of any two of you "
bellowed Dob Cherry.

Jimmy Silver chuckled I}t‘t‘!ﬂ.ﬂl'ﬂssl}'.

velled

“You're safer where you are, old

NSWERs
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top ! e replied. “Keep quiet, or I
shall have to tap your napper on the
road—like that—""

“Ow I

“Or like that—"

“Whoooonop " _

“Now we've pot the bounders,™ said
Jimmy, “we'll make Tem jolly sorry
they came over here vagging, what?”

“You silly chump!” gasped Harry
Wharton, “*what the thump have you
started this game for? Is this what vou
call politeness to visitors ¥"

“Ha, ha! Yes, when visitors comae
rageing,”  chuckled Jimmy  Silver,
“¥You're caurght out, you see.”

“We were coming——"'

“Yes, yes, we know all about it"
chortled Lovell. ** Little bird whizpered
it to us, you know."

“Thore's a pond in the A[eld,” said
Mornington., “We'll duck the bounders
to begin with.”

“Hear, hear!”

“You silly owls!" roared
““what on earth are you up to?
coming——-="

“0Oh, we know why yvow were comin’,
old bean.”

“Duck ‘em!”

“We were
Johnuy Bull,

“My dear man, we know all about
it,” said Jimmy Silver. “You haven't
exaclly caught us napping, vou know,
The boolt was on the olher foot, what¥"

“But we weren't—we didn'i—we

Wharton,
We wera

coming——"  gpluitered

Ty

“You silly jabberwocks!™ howled
Johnny Bull.
“No good yolling, old [ellow. You're

for il,"” said Jimmy Silver. “Think
twice before you come rageing al Rook-
wood again.”

“Will you let me speak?” shricked
Whartorn. “What put thal silly idea
into vour silly head? We weren't com-
ing on a rag at all.”

“CGrammon!"”

“You thundering idiols—

“Ii's Dunier!” suddenly yelled Dieh
Cherry. “That fal brute has bLeen
pulling their silly legs.”

“Oh ! gasped Wharton,
tell you-——"

“So yvou knew
exclaimad Lovell. _

“Yes, ass—we've come lo felelr bun
back——"

“Fetch him back ™ repeated Jimmy
Silver,

“Yes, you owl. He's run away from
school, and we've aller him——""

“Great Scott 1"

And then it dawned upon Unele James
of Rookwood that there was o slight
mistake somewhere,

an

S Did Bunter

L b

Bunler was hoere?

——

THE HINTH CHAFTER,
A Bumpinz for Bunter !

6 E—we—we've been spoofed!™
‘:‘( stammered  Jimmy  Silver,
And he rosze rather hastily
from his place of repose on
DBob Cherry's neck.
“But—" began Lovell
“Bunter was pulling our lezs, cf
conrse,” said Jimmy, “If the fal i1diot
has run away from school, and these
chaps are alter him, ha would.”
“Perhaps it's these bounders who are
gammonng us,” said Arthur Edwarid
Lovell suspiciously. “ Bunler said they'd
come=—and they've come——-~"
“He knew we were after him, you
born idiot ! hooted Johnny DBull,
“'hen wvou didn't come here on a
rag?*" demanded Lovell,
**No, nss.”

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.
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“You weren't our the war-puth at all ¥"

*No, idiot,” :
“Well, that's all very well,” said
Lovell, “But I've ot a busted nose, ane

I think we'd better rag the bounders ol

ilie same,”
“Tathead !’
“look hul.r:, Jinuy—

zal:d ..]m‘um, =ilver,

“Pax!” gaied Jinmny., “Let them gel
on thowr ,bing,  you fellows, It's all a
nistake,’

el thnL.—— heran Lovell wrathinlly.

“"-..h:mh! Don't veu begin to thiuk,
old top—it’s not in your line, Let themm
alone,” sard Jimmy Silver,

Arthur Bdward Lovell snorted, not at
all convineed. DBul the word of Uncle
James  was  law, and 1he Greviriars
meJq were released. They rose to their
feet, dusly mu] dishevelled, and gasping
for breatl, and greatly inclined to renew
ihe combat,

YAwfully  sorry, old zeouts!7 sard
Jimmy Silver, “I we'd known, you
know-—— But Bunter told us von were
coming over on the war-path——"

“He =zaid we'd believe it when we saw
them,” said Lowvell. “Well, we saw
them, didn't we? And I think——""

“I've told vou already not to think,
oled man; your brain sn't used to it,"”
eaid Jimmy Silver soothingly., “Give it
a miss. L' really sorry, Wharton——
‘s‘w"ﬂ'i.!mught vou were on the war-path,
you know.’

“Why didn’t you explain?
Rab ;

.II. lot of time vyou gave us Lo explaim,
{]Elht"i you " gasped Harry, dabbing al
his nose wilh his handhlerchief.

" demanded

“Um-—perhaps we didn't,” admitted
Raby. *5till-—

“Of all the born idiols—"" said Baob
“herry

r?

“Of all the fvabicus dummies——
marked Nuogent.

“Can it !” prowled Lovell
at all sure vet, and I thinlk——

“You think?” snorted Johnny DIull,
“¥You couldn’i i

re-

“T'm not
11

“T.ool here, Vol Greyfriars
[_'h'l'l]ﬂ!'l_”

“GGo and eal coke, vou Rookwoaod
Jummy 1M

“T'1 jolly well—""

YShut un!™ rvoared Jimmy  Silver.

“It's pax, I tell vou.”

“Well, that silly ass—-"

“That howhne wdiot "

“Order!” said Wharton. “For good-
ness sake don’t begin again, We've gm:

to bag Dunter, and get him away yet.”

“Has Lhal t'ai duffer really run away
from school, then?” asked Jimmny Silver,
m amazement.

“IIP holted yesterday,” growled Whar-
lon. **We routed hun ‘out at St. Jim’s
and then followed him here. Our hf:.rm-
master sent us affer him. Tt's the sack
for him if he doesn't come back at
once, "’

“And he had the neck {o come to
Rmkwcmd when he’s run away from
Er:huull ejaculated Jimmy.

“*And—and he sel us on to these chdps,
becaunse they were after him!” mur-
mured Mornington. “Jolly deep of
Bunter! T'lIl jolly well kick him when
I get back to ginﬂkwuml "

“Same here!”

“The samef ulnl:-ss
Hurree Jamset
esteemed chums,

tery iﬁc,” g el

Singl “My
th{tre has been slight
mistakefulness, but let bygones be by-
roneful. We have not time now to
wallop these esteemed and ludicrous fat-
heads,”

"1t 1sn’t only time you want!” snorted

18

Lovell, “1 think
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rﬁf"’t",,.'
1!"? up

z~”‘

driven back to the hedge.
panted Bob Cherry.

The Rockwooders came on with a determined rush, and the Famous Five were
“* Down with the rofters ! ** yelled Lovell,
make ‘em sorry they came here ragging, what ? »’

L1 we_'lll
** Back up, Greyiriars ! **
(See Chapter 8.)

YA it agam !V eatd Jimmy Silver.
“You'll burst your brain-box at this
rate, Lovell.”

“Look here—"" bawled Lovell.

“BShush! You fellows will come on Lo
Roockwood, won't vou?’ said Junmy
Silver.  *'We'll be plad if you'll come to

tea, and we'll hand Bunter over—vou're
more than welcomme to him. There's a
pond handy—better have a bit of n wash
——we all look a hittle in want of runnine
repairs.”’

Jimmy Silver’s suggeslion was too
good not to be acted upon, The juniors
adjourned to the pond, where, with the
hzﬂ-fp of their handkerchicfs and plenty
of waler, ihey removed so far as possible
the lraces of the combat. But there
were plenly of traces leit that could not
b removed. Thal could not he helped,
however; and by the time they had
iinished  their ablutions good-huwinour
was restored.

Billy Bunter's little scheme had been
guite deep—for Bunter. But it had been
a fallure; the Buniler-huniers were not
barred off. Bunter had heen as strategic
as the circumstances allowed, but his
masterly strategy had fallen short of
8ICCess.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked on lo
Rookweod with the Reookwooders, even
Arihur Edward Lovell having reached
an wmnicable frame of mind by this time.

The wrath that remainced was directed
towards Willlam George Dunter. DBaoth
parlies promised Dunter the kicking of
his life when they should see him at
Rookwood. ~As a matter of fact, Bunter
saw them first—from the window of Lhe
end sludy—and his round eyes almost

heheld the Tamoirs Five crossing the
guadrangle with Jimmy Silver & Co,

“Beasts ! he pasped.  And the Owl of
Greyfriars blinked round wildly for some
place of concealinent,

Jimmy Silver ushered his guests inio
the house, the Rookwooders displaving
their very best and polilest manners
now. They could not help feeling that
their first receplion of their visitors had
lacked hospitahity.

“Bunter’s in our study,’

siid Jimmy

Silver. “You'll find him there all right,
I think. We'll keep him there while we
have tea. and see that he doesn’t bolt
again, This way!”

The Fistical Four awnd their [five
visilors avrived at the end study in the
Fourth Form passage. The door was
closed, but they conlid hear a sound of

hurried breathing within.

“He's there!” prinned Bob Cherry.

Jimmy Silver threw open the door,
The jumors crowded . But Punier was
not to be seen. 'The sound of hurried,
g.’:.:-:ping breathing was still audible, and
it came from under the study {table,
Bunier's place ol concealment hardly
necded pointing oul.

“Bunter I roared Dob Cherry.

Gasp, from under ihe table.

“If there's anyhody under the table,”
grinned Lovell, “ I'll scon rout lim ont.
The kettle’'s bahing, 'l just chuck
some hot waler under——"

“Yarooooh !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A fat Fgl:w rolled oul from under the
table 1n a great hwrry.

“1—1I say, youn—you fellows!” gasped
Bunter, “Fuf-fuf-fancy seeing you here!

bulged through his spectacles as he

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNICORS
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“You fat fibbar!”

“Oh, really, Cherry—I didn't see you
from the window, and T wasn't hiding
under the quhlr*—nnly ;z-:.m;_, to give you
a surprise, vou know !" pasped Bunler.
“I-—-d'm jolly glad to see you fellowsa

hera !

“You must be ! satd Bob. “ You look
glad 1"

“Yes, old chap=—j-j-jolly glad, vyou
Lnow 1" said Bunter. *“I1--I say, vou
fellows, I hope you haven't been

scrapping [

“You bope we haven't—when vou set
us at it 1" roared Arthur Edward Lovell,
“You spoofing fat walrus——"

“0Oh, really, Lovell—-7

“Look at my nose!” hooted Bob
Cherry.

Bunter blinked at il. There was a
consiclerable  swelling on Bob’s  nose,

where hard kouockles had landed, and f
dind nob look beanliful—and it felt pain-
ful. Bunier grinned,

““Ts that 2 nose?"” he asked.

“What?"

* Looks more ke a beetrool to me,”
said Dunter. * He, he, het"

“Why, you—you—"" splutlered Bob,

“DBump bhim ! growled Johnny Bull.

“I think we ought to scrag him I said
Jimmy Silver, with a wod, * Bump hin
hard, but mind yon don’t burst him
aover ane stuldy cirpet 17

“ Ha, ha, ha !

“1—I say, you follows—-—
Bunter.
whole matier -[mp
hygones, you know.'

“You told us these fellows were com-
1ing here on the war-path, and made us
jemp on them ! reared Lovell.

“Only—only pulling your legs, vou
know,” murmared Bunter feebly. 11—
IT—— Can't you take a jolie, vou chaps?
I never roally meant vou to scrap wilh
them. I dudn’t rr:*ul‘i:.r think that wvou'd
wallop them and make them clear off
voll know,
H*ﬁught of anything
be suspicious, you

“Bump hia !’

“Look here! Oh—ah—ow!

Bump, bump, bump!

TH

stultared

Let bygones bae

ol Hm sort! Don't

oy .

[elp 1"

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Homeward Bound !
JIMMY SILVER & OO, were soon

busy preparing the spread for their

ruests.  Dilly Bunler was busy at

the same {ime—aitling on the
carpel, gasping and spluttering, in search
of his second wind,

The Greyfriars Iugitive was nol really
enjoying his visit to RHookwood, after all.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were bestowing
plenty of hospitality on the Famous
Five, and they seemed to have none lefl
over for Dunter.

The Owl of the Remove had recovered
himsell & little, however, by the tune the
spremd was on the table, and he jomead
the lea-pariy. Hut even the spread,
though 1t was an ample one, failed
whaolly to comfort Bunter. The wander-
ing Owl had been ran to earth agamn,
and this time he could not help feeling
ihial the Bunter-hunters woald lake good
care that he did not escape themn.

Indeed, even eseapo from the hunters
was 1ot u'hculh.r ian attrnutim prospuect, us
Bunier W Hi{':li]}f, and had not wvet
succeeded in Taising a loan at Rookwood.
Raising a loan was evidently out of the
fqueslion now ; staying at Rookwood was
equally 1mpossible. Nol only was 1l
clear that Jimmy Silver & Co. intended
to hand him over, but it was ecnually

NEXT
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“I—I sav, I-=1'd rather let the |

Nothing of that kind! Never |

clear that they would be immensoly
I;Isluﬂeni to see the last of him. Some.
ww, with all his  striking  qualities,

Bunter lncked the gift of making h:m
self popular, Wheneuvr he paid a visit
he could alwaye confer pleasurs on his
hosts—Dby taking his departure !
Bunter’s reflections were gloomy; but,
fortunately, they did not ifmpair bis

excellent appetile. Ho did remarkably
well at tea.

The Greyiriars fellows and the Rook.
wooildera kept up a cheery buzz of talk
over tea, while Bunter dovoted his atten-
tion Lo more solid considerations. By
mutual consent the serap in Coombe
Lane was forgotlen on both sides, and
harinony reigned.

After tea, ullvn [arry Wharion & Co.
rose fo [E-m'e, DBilly Bunter boestowed a
dismal blink upon Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy gave hitn a cheery smile.

“Ready, old top?" he aslked,

“I—1 suppose you couldn't fix it with
your hendmaster for me {o stay here a
few days, Silver?' murmured liunter,

“Hight on the wicket!” said Jimmy,
“T couldn't 1"

“o yon mean to say you don't want
to!?!"” snapped Huniﬂr,

“Well, [ wasn't going lo sav so,
Jimmy, Iaughmg :
pressing, 1 will!

aaid
“But since you're so
I don't want to.”

“THa, ha, hat"
“ Beast 17
HThanks!™

“You fat doffer!” said Bob Cherry.
“If you dop’t watk oul yvou're going to
be carried!”

“Yah!"

“Ready " said
“Come on, Banter !

“I've got somelhine lo say 1o Silvaer
before—-—"

“Go ! sad Jimmy,

“ About that pound——"

‘”'l.'lr'hich':”

“Oh, w'l\ Bilver——  Yarcon!
Legeo, Bob Therr =, you beast!”

Bob's grasp closed on Danter’s collar,

“IWim on!” ho said tersely.

Haurry  Wharlon,

Santer  accompamied Dob  inle  the
passago, and  the crowd of jumors
followed, Putty Grace was in  Lhe

I"'ourth Form passage, and ho srailed as
e glaneed at 'ﬂ-untm
“Lake the daies?’

* Benst !"

“You've been siving Dunter
asked Jimmv.

“Three hundred
swered uaity,
ithanks me."

“Haa that fal inbberwoek got ontsnle
three hundred and sixiy-five dates?
ejaculated Boly Cherry.

" lie asked.
dates?"

and sixty-five,” an-
“and that's the way he

“Yah! 1L wias a rotten calendar 1he
beast gave me!” hooted Bunter.
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Iamous

IMive.

“Dlessed if T see anylhing Lo cackle
at! I call it n ]-L"'“l"'ll joke " prowled
Bunter. “I don't think much of Rook-
wood manners! Never saw such a lot
of rotters! Even vou fellows ain't such
rotters ns-—  Yow-ow! Legeo my
neck, Bob Chlerry, you beast—yvou're the
worst _rotter of the lot!”

“hRin on'”

Jinmmy Silver & Co, walked down to
Coombe  wilh the Greviviars  erowd.
They saw  the TFamons TFive—and
Bunter—inin the tram f[or Rookham,

and waved adicn to them on the plat-
[orm.,

Billy Bunter id not
rood-byve.  Tle pave
Cn. a glare from the carriace window,
and that was all. Ths fecling towards
Rookwand and all Rookwooders was one
of utter disgust,

trouble {0 say
Jirnmy Silver &

-n jolly long holiday, you knaw,

“Jolly gled to geot shut of  that
crowd ! he remarked, when the train
started. “Awful lot of rotters! I say,

you fellows, I've got an idea!”

“Boil it!" said Bob Cherry.

“It was like your cheek to come alter
me,” said DBunter., **Bul I'm an easy-
gomng chap. [ forgive you!”

“Wea couid have managed fo worry
along somehow, c%en 1if you didn't!” re-
marked Johany Buall

Tt was hike Quelchy's check to send
vou after me, too!” continued Huuim‘.
“If I go back to Greyfrinrs, 1I'm not
going to stand much of Quelchy's rot,

I can tt"'”. vou
“Nao Fif’ about it,"” s=aid Bal.
“You're going straight back, you fat

m-..! and just in time to save the s J -
“1 tell you 've gob an wdea,” said
Bunter. “Yon fellows ain’t very keen

on getting back to lessons, are you?”
“Not exactly.”
“Well, then"”

said Bunler, *supposs
wo don't go back at all? 'nm Cal WIre
to CQuelchy, or telephone, that you
mhszed me at Hookwood—"
“What?"
“Tell him T've gone to—to Devon-

shire,” said Dunter brightly, “Teli him
vou'ra still after me, sea?"

My hat”

4 You get o long holday that way, and
so do L, said Bunter. “We'll trave!
torether. I shall stand the whole ex-
penses of the tnp”

“What with?"

“Later. You fellows would hnva to
find tha {nah just at the moraent,” said
Bunter. T should settle lanter.  You
could keep on wiring to Quelchy, =ay,
ance a day, that von were =till on the
track, and keep him quiet while we had
Whatr?'
inquiringly  at  the
Famous Five as he propounded that
astubte scheme, They blinked at him.

“We—wa're to tell Quelchy a string
of lies daily for the pleasure of your
company on a holiday and the joy of
watching  you  feed " ejaculated TDaob
Cherry.

U, really, Cherry

Iy aenin ! supgested Johony Bull
sareastieally.

“If wvou beasts think vou're pomg o
take me back to Greyfriars, you're ]t:r'lh
well mistaken!” hooted DBunter. 1%
rather o home, 1T it comes to that !

“But it 1=0't & matter of chowes,”
Harry.

“The pater wounld bhe waxy, bhul very

Bunter bhinked

¥

Flﬂill

likely T conld get vound him,” sand
Bunter thoughtfully. * The mater wonld
mut in a word for me, tco. On tho

whole, I'd rather fuce the pater than that
Hun Quelchy., Tven if he trota out the
strap, it's better than the Head's birch.
(ln  the whole., you fellows, when wao
chanpe at Rockham, I'll take the tram
for home.”

“1 don't think 1" chuckled Bob Cherry,

“ Boast !’

At Rookham Bob linked his arm in
Dunter’'s, and Bunter did not change for

home. He changed for Grevfriars.
There was anciher change, and
ancther, before 1the juniors wers in the

express for Courtfield. At each chango
Billy Bunter found his fat arm locked in
Bob Cherry’s, and there was no dodging
for him. He was in 4 state of simmering
fury when he found himself at last in the
express, and gliding swiftly through the
landseape of Kent,

“Courtfield "

“Here we are again!”
Cherry cheerily.,  “"Roll  out,
only a walk home now !

Billy Banter rolled dismally out of Lha

said  Bob
Bunter—

A SPLENDID TALE ©OF THE JUNIORS OF Er{E'l"FHlﬁnS

. THE GREYFRIARS EXILE!" ¥

By FRANK RICHARDS.




Tuck Hampers and Healf-Crowns Given Away in the ' Gem Libravy !

lrapeand out of the station,  His fal [ace
was tore disvaal thaoo ever as he started
to walk to Greyiviars School.

“I  say, you Jellows? mumbiled
Bonter, when the school came m sight,
“1den’t be rotten Dbeasis, yvoun know!

You kuow that awiul rotter Quelchy is
goihg to give me a logeing #

“Better that than the sack, fatlheac

“I don't think o, 1 suppc}sn I can
decide whether I'd rather be sacked cr
not ! howled Bunter.

“Not a Lit! Il you don’t know what's
rood for yvou, yvou must |Li.11-’ﬂ it to wisar
heads,” said Bob kindly

EXuh M

The pates were in sight now.
Buntler made one more effort.

“T say, hold on a minute!” he gasped,
“Lisien to me, you fellows! Don't let’s
o in! Let’s all run away together.™

“What?”’

“And—and becomeo
Bunter breathlessly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A vell of laughler
dramatic suggestion.

“Took here, you rollers—

“(Oh dear!” gasped Bob Cherry,
wiping his eves.  * DBunter will ba the
death of me yet! Come on, you giddy
fat pirate —come on, you bloodthirsiy
barrel ! Ha, ha, ha!"

And a chuckling crowd of juniors
marched William George Bunter in at
the gales of Greyiriars,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
More Tanirums !

i oDD 1
“Yeas, s !
“Have you

linest"

“Oh dear ! murmured Peter Taodd,

My, Quelch raised a commanding hand,

“You will bring your imposition lo
my study at once, Todd !

The Hemove maszler
Peter could answer,
grunled dismally.

Mr. Queleh’s ““tantrums ™ secemed to
be lasting. There was no doubt that tle
I'orm-master was in 2 state of great
annoyence.  Bunter's holi, and the pro
longed absence of the Famous 1Mive,
worried him, and all that day his temper
had had an edge to it.

Peter Todd had hoped that the Foims.
master I!]lp;ht forget the impos=ition of
the morning, Peter argued that A
Quelch had plenty of other mallers to
think about now.

But evidently My, Quelch had fourd
time to think of Peter, too. Fifiy hnes
had heen imposed” an Peter for tulkine

] prf

Billy

pirates!” saud

greeied thol

ar

written  your

And Peter Todd

dlang in the TForm-roowm, and the hfty
lings were wanted. Unfortunately, nane
af them had been writien out so far,

Qo it was  diffieuli—indead, impossible
lo take themn to Mr. Queleld’s study o

once: and lo keep Mr, Quelch wailing,
in his  present mood, was dangerons,
Peter rubhed hiz hands with dismal

anticipalion.

“He's still got "em, hasn’t Let™
marked Skinner pof the Remova, with a
crmr, Y IF 1hat fat ovsier doesan'l come
home, Quelehy will take it all oub of ns
one after another.™

“All your fault!” pranted Pefer,

Skinner rmsed lns eyebrows,

“How do you make that out?" he
sicpaered.

“You made Bunler swamp Quelchy in
rstake for Coker—Dunter sawd =0, al
least, You agreed {o whiztle when Coker
was coming, and you gave him the signal
when Quelchy came along.”

“What a yaurn!” yawned Bkinner,

“1f you had any decency you'd

NEXT
MCHDAY !

Ige=

QW Il

walked on before

np, s Lhal fat duffer i= going {o be
Nocoed for 4,7 sond Peter tartly.,
*Aud wel o flogeine myzelf ™ grinped

Skinmer.  **Dear old man, you've simply
bursting witl: good wdeas to-day !’

Petor snifTed, awd walked away io his
study.,  1le had Oty lines to take Lo Ar.
(Juelch, and he =at down pen iir hand.

Jut he paused, Fifty hnes was a task
ricpuiringg time, and he simply could not
vonlure te lLl_"l."l:I AMr., Quelch waiting
while he wrote them out. The allerna-

tive was to  present himsell in Mr
Quelch’s study without them. It was
not an attractive alternative.

Suddenly Peter’s eves glunmered. He
had an 1dea.

“It's rnisky,” he murmured. “Buat—
but it might work!™

He wrote a single line, bloiled i, and

hurried downstairs.  Wilh the zheet ol
foolscap in his hands, and his very
meekest expression on his faee, he proe-
sented himself 10 lue Form-masier's
study.
Mr. Quelch’s gimlet-eye lurned on him,
“Your lines, Todd ¥

“Uy  line, siv!” murmured DPater
vespeciiully.

“What? I do not undevstand you,
Todd.”

Mr. Quelch held out his hand for the
paper, and Peler passed it to him, and
stood waiting, with downcast eves.

The Remove master glanced al the
paper, His expreszion became exira-
ardinary as he iread:

“Blang must nol be spoken in Lhe
Form-room fifty times.” -
Mr. Quelch pazed at that line, and

then he gazed at Peter. IHis gimlet-eye
seemed to be boring a hole in Todd,

Li

“What
asnod,
VOIco.

Ay -y
T-Lui:]

“T gave you hfty lines, Todd, for
speaking ﬁ!‘mg m ihe ]mm roon. "’

“1)dladon’t you vememboer,

“What?"

“You said, * You will write out, “ Slang
mmizt not be spoken 1 ihe Form-room
fifty times,” 7 sie P muarmuorved Peler,

* Bless my soul '™ sand My, Queleh.

He still gazed at Pelev., Cerlainly, his
words mirhl have borne the construction

does  thizs mean, Tedd®' Lo
vwith the romb'e of (hander 1 Los

ppal, sl muimared

*[l _____ _I:l

Todd had put vpon them.

“You appear to have misappichended
my meaning, Todd.™

“Oh, sl

“My mtention was that xyon should
write out, * Blang must not be spoken
the Form-rrom,” hfty tunes.”

““Yea, sir., That’s what I've done, sir.”

Mr. Quelch laid down the paper. Pefer
hoped that his next remark was goig (o

be: " You may go.”
Poter's hope was il-founded, M.
Quelch’'s next remark was: “1lold out

vour hand, 'ln::u_h]“’

He [uL-ﬂ‘d up nis cane,

“This mizapprelension on your part,
my bhoy, is very remarkable,” sarcd Alr.
Quelch, ** Were it gennine, I should con-
sider vou a very stupid boy, Todd, You
are nol, I think, a very stupid boy ; but |
fear you are a very unpertinent one. I
shall cane you, Todd. for leaving your
nnpostlion unwrilten,”

Swish !

“And T shall cane you for
ence.”’

Swish !

“And I shall caue

impertin-

you once more lo

i
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““ Bunter ! ** said Mr. Quelch,

running away from school.

“*you will not be flogged.
cane you very severely, as I have Skinner, for your deflance of authority in
Hold out your hand ! "
of swishing recornmenced.

I shall, however,

The rhythmic sound
(See Chapter 13.)
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impress upon yoar mind that your very
peculinr senss of humour should not be
excercised al the expense of your IForm-
master,”’

Swish !

“You may go, Todd,
remember this.”

Peter Todd squeezed his hands in
anguizh as he went down the passage,
There was no doubt that he would re-
member it—for some time, at least.
Peter wandered disconsolately in  the
dusky quad, rubbing his palms, and he
was still mumbling when he heard the
vinging of the porter’s bell, and half a
dozen juniors came tramping in in the
dusk.

“Hallo. hallo, hzallo!” sang out bBob
Cherry’s  cheery voice. " That you,
Toddy? We've got our prize porker!”

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Quelchy’s just in a humour for huim "
grunted Peler,  “I've had some of his
rruel on accomnt.  Ow!  Bal I think
there's plenty left for Bunter.”

“Is the beast waxy?" asked Billy
Bunter anxiously,

“ Frightiully !

“Oh erumbs !

“He's beon rampaging all day,” con-
tinued Peter cheerily. I think h& may
let you fellows off, as you've brought the
porker home But Bunter—hbetter make
vour will, Bunier!™

“Dh deart I—T say, vou fellows, I'm
not poing to see Quelchy ! T—1"11 hide
in a box-room €ll morning ! pasped
Bunter. " You—you can tell Quelchy 1
—I fell out of the train before coming
home. Say I've broken both my legs!
That will touch his heart, perhaps.”

“Tathead!™

“1 say. Toddy, old man,” groaned
Bunter, “ecan’t you help me prove my
mnocence?  Isven Quelchy wouldn't want
to flog an innocent chap.”

“T'vir been thinking it over,” said
Peler Todd. *“There's no doubt that
Slkinner helped that fat diol into this
serape,  Bkinner ought to own up, and
take his share of the medicine.”

“Catch  Bkinner!" grunted
Dull.

“The ealchfulness will not be terrifie,”
remarked Hurree Singh, with a shake of
his dusky head. -

I trust you wili

¥

Johnny

daom

“Alight be  persuaded,” said DPeler
Todd. “Bring Bunter to the Kemove
passape firsl.  Quelchy doesn’t know he's
here yel. We may persuade Skinner to
do the right thing, and he can go slong
with Bunter {o see Quelchy.”

“We'll try,” said Harry
doubtfully.

And the recaptured Owl was hurried
into the Remove quarters, where tihe
relurned travellems called upon Skinner
in Study No, 11, to see what could be
done with that wouth before making
their report to 3Mr, Quelch.

Wharlon

rr—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Yields to Persuasion !

KINNER was at prep with his study-
S mates, Snoop and Stott, when his
study door was hurled open, and a
crowid  of juniors marched 1in.
Hlinner grinned at the sight of Wilham
George Buntel,

“So you've got him!" he remarked.

“The gotfulness is terrific!”

“You're for it, Duntly, old bun!" said
[lkinner comforlingly. * Quelchy is liko a
wild Hun, raging for gore!”

“Oh dear!” groaned Bunter,

“But what have you brought him here
for?” asked Skinner politely. *““Awfully
rlad to see you, of course, you're all so
nice to look at, especially you with that
nose  vou've found on your travels,
Cherry! DBut I'm at prep, if you don't
mind my mentioning 1it."”

“You're iu this, too,” explained Harry
Wharton,

“Don’t quite see 167

“%¥on spoofed Bunter inlo chucking
his silly mixture over Quelch when he
was in ambuslh for the Coker animal,”
said Bob Cherry.

“You know you did!"” hooted Bunter.
“T1 was waiting in the dark for him, and
vou saiid you'd whistle * Rule Britannia’
when Coker came up the staire, and you
whistled, and Quelchy got 141"

“Ind 1" yawned Skinner,

“You know yvou did!"” howled Bunior.

“What 1 know isn't evidence, old
bean,” said Skinner cheerily.  “*Shuat the
door afler you, won't you?t”
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Havry Wharton & Co. exchaoged
glances,

“It's up to you to own up, Skinner,”
said the captain of the Remove.

“Dear man ! murmured Skinner.

“Bunter's for il, and it's vour fault,
You ought to take your share,”

“This ablative absoluie i1s a regular
twister,” remarked Bkinner, apparently
veferring to his prep. “Bit difficult 1o
work 1t out with so many chaps talking
in the study. Would you fellows mind
travelling along?”

Snoop and Stoll grinned. DBul ihe
visitors to the study all looked quite
sOr10USE,

“We're not travelling yel,” smd Peler
Todd., “Bunter’s my study-mate, aund
Thoe fact
that he's a silly ass and a fat rotter
doesn’t make any difference.™

* Oh, really, Toddy—"

“He's gol 1o zo 1o Quelchy now,
Skinner,” conlinued Peter. “1 nsk you,
as a decent chap, to go along with him
and take your share. You can go halves

“with Bunter,”

“1—1 say, vou fellows, I think Skinner
pught to take the lot!”

“Shut up, Dunter [

* Beast 1"

“Well, what do you say, Skinner?”
asked Harry Wharlon.

Skinner yawnied,

“This ablative absolule——

“Never mind the ablative absolute
now.”’

“Put T must,” smiled Skinner, My
kind Form-master will be annoyed 1f 1
don’'t! Don't vou want me to be a good
boy 1" .

“Are wou gong
demanded Peter Todd.

““1 rather think not. Bunler’'s com-
pany isn't attractive; and I'm not yearn-
ing for Quelchy's. I'm denying my:zeli
both pleasures.  This 13 my self-denial
week ' explamed Skinner blandly.

“Then we're poing to persuade you Lo
do the decenl thing,” said DPeter Todd
grimly.  *“*Keep that door shut, soma-
body. Hand oever that fives-bat to me,
will you, Snoopey?”

“Here you are!” grinned Snoop.

Skinner jumped up.

“ Look here, you rotlers——

“Lay him over the armchair,” sain
Pelor, “A baiting 1sn’t so bad as a
Hogging, but 1'll do my best to make 1t
501, After about a hundred swipes
Skinner may decide to go to Quelchy with
Bunter I’

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunler.

“Stand by me, you chaps!" exclaimed
Skinnoer.

Snoop and Stolt shook their heads.
They were nol likely {o scrap with Lhe
Famous Five on Skinner's account.

“IVs up to vou ! said Snoop.

“That's so," agreed Slotf.
had your hittle joke, Skinner !
time to pay! Hather rotlen
Bunter in the Inreh like Lhis 17

L

with  Dunler?”

L}

“You've
Now's the
lo leave
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wou wanl any more, say so! The rest
of the goods will be up to sample [

“Yow! Leggo!”

“ Are you going to Quelchy 7"

"“No!"" howled Skinner,

Whack !

“Oh! Oh! Ow!®

“T'll make it fifty, and then ask him
again,’” said Peter Todd.

“ Leggo!” roared Skinner, ‘“‘I—I—T'll

o to Quelchy, if you like, you rotiers!
L-huLk it 1"

Fifty with the fives bat from Petler's
sinewy arm would probably have been
more severe than anything to be expected
from Mr. Quelch. The hapless Skinner
made up his mind to the inevitable.

“ Honest Injun¥" demanded Peter.

“Ow, wyou rotter! VYes!” groaned
Skinner.

“If you don’t _play up when you gel
te Quelchy, you're going to have fifly,
and fifty more! Mind that!"”

“Hang you!”

Skinner was released, and he rolled off
the chair. His light persifiage had quite
disappeared now, Skinner was no longer
humorous; he was, indeed, the most
serious fellow in the stud

“Come on,” said Bob éhﬂl‘l‘j’ genially.
“You'll be glad afterwards that you've
done the decent thing, Skitner.”

“Rats !"” growled Skinner.

But he came on: there was no help
for that. With Skinner and Bunter the
Famous Five went downstairs, and made
their way to Mr. Quelch’s study. The
Owl of the Remove was looking rather
more hopeful now; that dreaded Rogging
was a little less of an awful certainty.
The cloud that had left his brow scemed
to have settled on Bkinner’s.

Tap !
aald Mr.

“Come in!"
volce.

‘Harry Wharton & Co. marched in with
their two prisoners. Mr. Quelch’'s eyew
glittered at the party.

“Oh, wyou have he
exclaimed,

“YE-E, Eerlr

“You have very greatly exceeded my
ingtructions, "'ﬁrhnrtmx in remaining away
from school so long.”

“QOh, sir!”

“As you have brought Bunter back
with wou, however, 1 will say nothing
niore on that point,” said Mr. Quelch.
“You may go!”

“Yery well, sir!”

“But what 1s Skinner doing here?”
added Mr. Quelch. ** Skinner has nothing
to do with the matter, I presume "

“It turns out that he has, sir,” said
Harry Wharton. *“IHe wants—I mean,
he is going to make a confession, sir!”

“Indee Very well, you may go.
Skinner and Bunter will remain.”

And the Famous Five faded out of Lthe
study, hoping for the best for Dilly
Bunter, if net for Skinner.

Quelch’s deep

returned !”

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Manty of Skinner !

'R. QUELCH fixed his eyes upon
M Willam George Dunter, [t
geemed to the recaptured run-
away that they were burning
holes in him,
“Bunter "
“Ow! I mean, yes, sir! I—I hope I
find you well, sir!” stammered Bunter.
H-Eu K
e I’ve- been thinking a lot about you
while T've been away, sir!” ventured
Bunter. “I—I'm very glad to see you
looking so well, sir, and—and so young
gand—amd blooming, sir 1™
“Bilence, Bunter!” thundered Mr.
Quelch.

“Oh, ah! Yes: sir!”

“You have dared to run away from
school, defying the authority of your
Form-master and your headmaster ! ex-
claimed Mr, Quelch in a ternifying voice.

“Not at all, sir! I—I wouldn’t do it
for anything !” gasped Bunter,

“*But you did so0 1"’

“Oh, no, sir! I—I—— The fact 1is,
sir—~the real fact is, that I was—was
sleep-walking, sir!"

“You were what ?"

“ Sleep-walking, sir,” gasped Bunter,
“I—I walked in my sleep, sir! Suddenly

I woke up——""

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Quelch
dazedly,
“ It—it was awful, sir! I—I woke

suddenly, and found myself at St. Jim’s.
I—I Eﬂul{.lni magine h::ru. I got there,
sir!  Bleep-walking runs in our family.
I remember my great-grandfather—— »

“Iow dare you tell me such falsehoods,
Buater? You ran away from school to
escape a just punishment. You drenched
me, sir—drenched me with a vile con-
coction of various disagreeable fluida!
You would have been expelled, but for
the fact that you intended this outrage
for a Fifth Form hoy, an-rl assaulted me,
sir, by mistake! But——

“IE was Skinner, sir ! groaned Bunter.

“Nonsense! Do vou know anything
ahout this affair, Skinner? 1 do not
quite see why you are present.”

Skinner licked his dry hips. He had to
go through it, or there was a still more
painful altermative to be faced afterwards.

“The fact is, sir, I—I was partly to

12

blame,” starnmered Skinner. “I—I'm -
mufullj' sorry, sir——"

“You were 'l.!rh::rllgr to blame !” hooted
Bunter. * You—

“8ilence, Bunter! You may continue,
Skinner!”’

“I—I feel that T ought to confess, sir,’
said Skinner, more confidently. “Its
been werglur:g on my mind a lot, sir,
and I felt that I ought to tell you I.he-
whole truth, sir, to—to make you gb
easier with Bunter. I—I only want to
see Justice done. My conscience—'"

" What have you to tell me, Skinper?”

“I—I was going to give Bunter the
signal when Coker came up the staircase,
sir [ faltered Skinner. *And—and I
happened to whistle when you ecame up,
sir, so-——""

“Bless my soul! You deliberately
tricked this foolish boy into throwing the

JE:tIvn;m: tron over me, Skinner!”

“You are much more to blame than
Bunter ! exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
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“I—I felt that I ought to come here
with Bunter and confess, sir!™ said
Skinner meckly,

Mr, Quelch lixed him with his eyes.

“Upon my wdrd, Skinner! It appears
that l.hls wretched, stupid boy was to
some extent a victim in the matter, as
well as myself. I shall not request the
Head to flog Bunter!”

“Oh, good!” gasped DBunter
‘Ir'D]LlT]tdI‘I!‘F

“T1 shall cane him,” said Mr. Quelch,
“and I should cane wou also, very
severely, Bkinner, but I feel bound, affer
yvour very frank and manly confession, to
deal more leniently with you. But for
that, I should give you such a lesson,
Skinner, as you would be unlikely ever
to forget.”

Bkinner’s knees knocked together,

““1 was only pulling his leg, sir.

in-

I—I

didn’t really think he would be ass
enough to chuck the mixtare over
¥ oi—""

“I hope that statement iz ecorrect,
Skinner. Certainly you have acted in a
manly way in coming forward new,” said
Mr. Quelch. ““Bunter, vou will not be
logged! 1 shall, however, cane you
very severely, both for the nutruga and
for vour defiance of authority in running
away from school.™

“I—1 say, sir, ec-couldn’t you cane
Skimner instead——""

“I am goinz to make an example of
you, Bunter.”

“If—if you den't mind, sir, I—I'd
rather you made an example of
Skinner i

“Silence !

“You see, sir, it was all his fault—"

“Silence, Bunter! You shonld be
ashamed, sir, to attempt to throw the
blame on Skinner, when he has owred up
to the truth in this manly way——"

“Only because TPoddy was whacking
him with a fives-bat!” haoted Buarter.
“Catch Skinner owning up——"

“ What—what——""

Mr. Queleh understood a little mare
clearly now,

His eyes glinted.

He rose to his feet, and selected his
stoutest cane.

“You first, Skinner!” he said. *I
fear that you have attempted to deceive
me. I fear that it will be necessary for
me to be very severe with you, Skinner.'”

Skinner feared it, too: and his fears
were Justified. For several minutes
there was a thythmical sound of swishing
in Mr. Quelch’s study, and a series of
fearful howls from Skinner. Never had
a humorist so deeply repented of mis
directed humour, as Skinner did just
then. When he had finished, Mr. Quelch
looked a lLittle breathless, and Skinner
looked as if he found life o weary burden
on his shoulders,

“You may go, Skinner.”

The hapless Skinner crawled awaxg.

“ Now, Bunter——"

“I—I say, sir b

“You nead say nothing, Bunter! You
are escaping very cheaply, considering
your offence. Hold out your hand!”

The rhythmie sound of swishing -re-
commenced.

William George Bunter crawled inteo

Study No. 7 in the Remove, and
collapsed into the armchair. Peter
Todd gave him a sympathising nod.

““Bad?" he asked.

*Yow-ow-ow 1"

“¥You were locky to get off tha

flogging |

“Yow-ow-ow "

“You've got off pretty cheaply, old
chap, considering.”

(Continued on page 20.)
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20

BAGGING BUNTER! |
(Continusd from page 19.) I

“Yow-ow-ow!"

“You'll feel betler presently.

“"Yow-ow-ow!"

“You're making a thundering row, old
chap. :
feelings,” said Peter generoudly.

“Yow-ow-ow !"”

Harry Wharlon looked in at the door-
way, with Bob Cherry. Bunter gazed at

LE

THE MAGNET

But keep it up, if it relieves your

LIBRARY.

“Feeling the draught, old bird?" -asked
Bob.

“Yow-ow-ow

“Better than the sack!” said Wharton,

“Yow-ow-ow !"

Bunter’s vocabulary seemed limited.
But his remarks, such &s they were, were
expressive, and full of deep feeling.

“We're standing a little supper in
Study No. 1," said the captain of the
Remove.

Bunter pricked up his ears.

“Tggs on toast, and a big plum cake,” |
siiid Bob Cherry, ““and three pounds of
strawberry jam."”

“Yow-ow! Good!™

[!I'l

“You're coming, Toddy,” said Whar-

ton. “I was going Lo ask you to bring
Bunter, but if he feels too bad Lo
come-—""

“1 don’t!” said Bunler prompliy.
“Sure!"” asked Iarry.
“Yow-ow! Quite!”

And Bunter came!

It is said that after the feast comes
the reckoning ; but in this case after'the
reckoning came the feast; and life ‘was
once. more bright to William George
Bunter,

THE ERKD.

(Another splendid, long, eomplete
story of the Remove ehums next week,
entitléd " The Greyfrinrs” Exile,"' by

them with deep woe.

Frawl Richavds. Order your copy iow.)

1226

is all you pay for our No. 3004 lady's
or gentleman's Mead ™" Marve] **
the finest cycles ever dffered on
such exceptional lveasy terms. Built
to stand hard wear. Brilliantly
plated;  richly enamelled, exqui-
sitely lined in two colours, Sent
packed free, carriage paid on

16 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.

Fully warranted, Promptdelivery
Money refunded if dissatisfied,
Big bargains in  slightly factory
soiled mounts. Tyres and
Accessories 334% below shop
prices. Buy direct from the
factory and save pounds.
How a seven-year-oldl MEAD
which hnd traversed 757000 miles,
beat B0 upsta-date machines and
roke the world's record by covering
JALAGR miles in 365 days is explained in
e Ourart catalopué, Write TO-DAY
for free copy—brimfnl of in-
formation about bicyeles and
containg  gigantic " photge-
graphs of our late st models.

MEAD CYCLE CO. (Inc.)
{(Dept. BAOT )
Birmingham

NERVOUSNESS

is the greatest drawback in life to any man or woman. If you
are nervous, timid, low-spirited, lack self-conlidence, will power,
mind concentration, blush or feel awkward in the presence of
olhers, send three penny stamps for particulars of the Mento-Nerve
Strengthening Treatment, used in the Navy lfrom Vice-Admiral to

Seaman, and in the Army from Colonel to Private, D.8.0.7s, M.C.'s, .

M.M.'s, and D.C.A's. — GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH,
Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C. 4.

REPEATER WATER PIiSTOL 1/9. Postage 3d.

All metal. Ejects 6 poweriul sprays with one loading.

POCKET CINEMA

Complete with 230 Films, 1/9, postage 34.

“THE PLURASCOPE" 2/3. Postage 3d-

Contnin: 8 instruments in one: Combined
Opera and Field Glasses, Telescope, Slereo-
goopn, Microscope, Eye-Mirror, Compass.
Invaluable for. examining flowers, corno,
microbes, olo.

To all purchasers of our goods we will glve one of the following gifts
absolulely FREE: Z2-Blande Bteel Pocket HKnile (bone

Ltd., 627,

FRE

handle;. Vuleanite Fountain Pen. Powerful Microscops, P-ntrpl
Lighter. Whin oriering, select gitt reqguired. 1922 Catalogue of
Electricas, Mechanical Models, Novelties, ete. Now ready, 3d. post free.

Our Guarantee 1 Satisfaclion or money refunded.
B, Theobalds Rond
BENNETT BRQS-; Hol h'uru. London, w'.u.1.
—Get my Simple Home Cure for

AHE Yuu HERvuus Timidity, Hervousness, Blush-

ing. Scod 2d. stamp.—V. J. D., 12, All Saints Road, Si. Annes-on-Sea.

CUT THIS OUT

# The Magnet.” PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Bend T of theso coupons with only 2/9 direct to the Fleet FPoén Co.,
119, Floot Street, London, E.C.4. You will reccive by return o Splendid
Hrittsh Made 14-cf Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/E6 (Fine,
Medium, or Broad XNib). If only 1 coupon iz aent, tha price is 3/9, 2d. being
allowed for each extra ¢oupon up Lo 6. - | Pocket Clip, 44, Bxtra. ) Thia Ereat
ofer i3 made o introduce the [amous Fleet Pen (o the MAGRET readers.
Baliskaction guaranteed or cash returned. Forelgh post extra. g
Lever Seli-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.
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A Model STEAM ENGINE

Complete, ready for work, 15/-, 21/., & 32/.. Rails, 64. per length.

Post extra 1/-." BLECTRIC LIGHT! -Battery, Switch, Wire, Lamp,
Ecflectar,

Huolder, Instructiona, elo., Iﬂﬂéﬂnnulnm 6d. Larger slze

8/6; postage . - SHOCEING CcolLi
set of Parts Tor making, 1/9. Battery
Parts, 1/6; postage 3d. esch.- Eleolro
Magnet, 10d4.; postage 2d. Lifta 1 1b.)
Box Electrical Experiments, 2/9; poslaga
Ad., -Vertical 8team Engine, ?.I'E-:'lflﬂﬂlll'ﬂl.'
ete., 9d. [Catalogue 4d.) 4-Yolt Dynamo,

12/6. SBERND NOW. - 1

The HARBORNE SMALL POWER Co,
T, [38) 38, Queen’s Rond, Aston, Birmingham:

MAGAZINE REPEATING PISTOL

PRICE ‘No Licence

1[6 Required.
CARRIACE PAID, British
WITH AMMUNITION, | Manufacture.

PULLEZEE, LTD., 45, KING STREET, BRIGHTON

BE TALLER —Height will make wvou respecled inm business and
- * _private lile. Studenta of the Girvan BScientifio
Treatment report from 2 to 5 Inches increase, with far better health. Thesa
advanteges can Le yours also If you are undef 40. Over ten YOATS" ‘Un-
blemished reputation. The inerease s quite porwanent. Seod P.C. to-d

for particulare amd our £100 guarantes to BN BT, M. I,J
17, BITROUL GREEN EOAD, LONDON, N.4. i el

HOME E}IHEHATQGEAPHE from £1; with AUTOMATIC Ne-winder,
from £3. Accessories, Flandard Films, Illustrated Catalogus Frep,
Desk E, DEAN CINEMA CO., 94, Drayton Avenus, LORDON, W.13.

MONTHLY PAYMENTS

Masters’ Double Life Gents' Boots, Dri-ped Water-
proofl Soles, also Ladies’ Boots, Shoes, 5/- monthly.
Also Suits, Overcoats, Costumes, Wintér Coats,
Blouses, Bedding, Blankets, Rings, Bracelets, Jewellery, Gold and
Silver Pocket and Wrist Watches, Clocks, Cutlery, Plate, Accordeons,
Gramophones, ete, Everything in our Price List on Easy Ternts.
Write for a FREE Copy. (Estab. 1869.)

MASTERS, LTD., 19, Hope Stores, RYE.

L] —Learn the Wonderful Japanesa
DuN T BE B"LLIED ! Art of Selfl-Defence wlgtlmut-
Weapons, For small boys and men (also women). Send NOW Four
Fenny Stamps for Splendid ILLUSTRATED SAMPLE LESSONS, or
3/6 for Liarge Portion of Course,—Dept. M.G., SCHOOL OF JUJITSU,
31, Golden §q., Regent St., London, W.1. Person«l Tuition also given.

Yentriloquist's

MAG I c TR I c Ks 5 'f:::a-tl'._*rl.}1I nt:trfﬁiﬂ' Izlilfi*aiﬂ’lrg: Imitate Birds.

Pricedd. each,4forl/-.—~T.W.Harrison,239, Pentonville Rd.,London, N 1.

26~ WONDERFUL WAY TO INCREASE YOUR HEICHT

(2to5inches guarantead). Thousandsof teatimoniala from Rovalty downwards.
Send stamp for particulars. Write: Percival Carne, Caerphilly, Cardiff 2.
CONJURING.—IProfossional will pive away. MA
FHEE TRICK Abscolutely Free! Send utnmpadﬁ:ddr&s;'-}dﬂaﬁ#ﬁ:ﬁ]ﬁ

for particulars.—Professor A., 12, Bt. Ann's Road,. London, 8,W.18.

.. Hsuzw"l O-n-1’

= i ok SAW. Screwdriver, Chisels,
: ] pag ‘1imlet, Bradawl, Gouge,
s =¥ Nailand Tack Lifter. Eto.
The Screw.Up Case (7 ins.
%Iun:h encloses all Ten Tools

: whon not in wse, and also

forms Handle for ecach when in
use, Quite as Scrong and much
handier than Single Tools 8d. tol /- each: Only 111

or with Hammer Head extra, to fit on top, 2/2. Part post.
With Hammer| o0 and packing on cither, 3daExtra. Delight or Monvy Baock,

———————
| PAIN'S PRESENTS HOUSE, DEPT. 0T, HASTINGS. (/tius. Catalogue Pree.)
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