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TOM CLAY, OF THE BPURS.

A SURPRISE COMINC FOR BUNTER, THE AMATEUR BURCLAR!

(A humorous incident from the long complete tale in this issue.)
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2 Something To Look Forward To!

FOR NEXT MONDAY.

“PE VERE OF THE REMOVE!”
By Frank Riehards.

That is the title of our next grand,
long, complete school story of Harry
Wharton & Co. of Greviriars, and a new
boy.

Mew boys come to Greylriars occa-
sionally, of course, but it 1s many years
since a new boy like De Vere turned
up at the famous old schosol. e Vere
ought to be a knut, according to Lhe
name he hears, and he i a kout., In
fact, Bob Chesry has it that he is the
knuttiest of the knuls,

The worst part of De Verd 1s that he
is a frightful snob, The best part about
him is—— DBut you must read next
Monday’s splendid story, and see [for
yourself exactly the kind of fellow 1s
this new boy in the Remove.

VERY SPECIAL “ GREYFRIARS
HERALD !

Nexlt week's issue of the “Greyfriars
Herald " is something guite extra special,
For Harry Wharton once more vacates
the Editorial chair to give someone else
chance to shine. And bicky Nugent, the
imky, cheerful, irrepressible brother of
Frank Nugent, takes over the Herald
for one week only.

Dicky has somie wonderful deas. He
has some wonderful contributars with
wonderful ideas. Altogether, T think,
Dicky has turned out the most amusing
“Herald " we have as yet published for
the Removites,

On no aceount musb you miss this very
special number !

OUR FREE GIFTS!

This waek you will have oblained a
wonderful action pholo of famous Tom
Clay, of the Spurs, with this copy of the
Macxar Library. Next Monday's 1ssue
will centam TWO REAL PHOTOS—one
of James Gill, and the other of Andrew
Wilson, two very
who play for Cardiff
brough. Qrder your copy now,
make caertain of them.

In the current issue of the “Doys’
Friend ” you can obtain yet another
FRELE REAL PHOTO of a rising box-
ing - slar, Jimmy Iligginsg, wha hails
from Bonnie Scotland. Nexi week the
“Boys" Friend ™ 1s presenting every
reader with a FREE REAL PHOTO of
Seaman Hall.

To-morrow's issue of the * Popular™
will give you yet another splendid
COLOURED ENGINE PLATE, which
will show you what a Great Southern
and Western Railway Co.'s express loeo-
mokive really looks like. Next Tuesday
there will Eu another splendid engine
plate for your collection,

Wednesday  morning  will  sea  the
“fem 7 Librarvy on sale, and with that
famous school story paper will be given
absolutely free, TWO TFREFE REAL
PHOTOS of J. McIntyre, of Blackburn
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Rovers, and D. Howie, of Bradford.
Nexl week there will be given a special
action photo of W. N. Blythe, of the
Arscenal,

Readers are strongly advised (o order
their copies of these famous periodieals
for boys and girls. Only by doing that
can it be certain that they will not have
to listen to “Bold out, sir!"

THE MOST SUCCESSFUL READER?®

[nformalion has come to my know-
ledge of the great success of a MaoNeT
reader, and [ am wondering if this
reader 15 the most successful of all
MacNET readers.

I refer to Mr. W. C. Butterworth, of

TWO REAL PHOTOS GIVEN
AWAY FREE - .

ANDREW
WILSON
OF

|. Middles-
brough.

llllll

IN NEXT WEEK’S ISSUE.

22, Chivalray Roead, Wandsworth Com-
mon, 3.W. 11. Mr. Butterworth is just
twenty-two years of age, and has been a
reader of the Magwer Library for no
less than eleven years—and he still con-
tinues to read szbout Harry Wharlton &

Co. with all the old un_}qyumnt.
Now I learn that this My,

Butter-

worth has formed an orchestra of no
less than eighly | instruments! Just
think of it. my chums! Eight
musicians, who have performed with

great credit in publie, and got together
by one of your [riends, who is only
iwenty-two years of age!

It is really amazing, the success of My,
Butterworth, [ have learned, too, that
Mr. Buatterworthh nsed to conduet this
orchestra himself, but, [inding that his
musical skill was required other than in
wiclding the baton, he prave up that
position to another mwman, and he himself
13 now solo violin, leader, and director

_ | that :
Camatenr edilors,

1| lelters.

Two Free Real Photos—

of the Butterworth Rembrandt Or-
chestra,

1 have before me several programimes
of the concerts given by this, the
largest, orchesira in South London, and
[ sce our friend's name is extremely
prominent. I desire io ofter my
heartiest congratulations to Mr. Buller-
worth, and I shall have very much
pleasure in sending him a small donation
to his orchestra’s funds.

Mr. Butterworth, I should like to
point out, is prepared to consider
applications from readers over the age
of sixteen who wish to join an or-
chestra. The subscription is purely
nominal, as no member is paid for his
or hor services. . Particularly interestimg
to Mr. Butterworth will be applications
from ladies, for he is now seriously con-
sidering the possibilities of a ladies
orchestra.

And now I shall be interested to know
if any reader of the MacxeT Library can
point to such great success as Mr.
Butterworth has achieved!

MY LETTER BAG.

- w = i - - L] .d
It is, I believe, generally 1magine
editor has a soft-job. Merely

that an 1
R _ in  the morning
getting out of bed in letters,

faivly late, answering a fow _
indine fault with the “‘copy”™ sent n,
just to encourage the writers, and then
going for a nice, health-giving ride in
his powerful motor car.

But it is not really like that, not a
bit. I was running through a fresh
bateh of letters yesterday. They came
from all parts of the world, and they
wore all ns welcome as the flowers n
May, but they meant no end of hard
thinking. The writers wanted to know
a fow things, IHow Bunter Immmgnd to
get throngh his journalistic job when he
holied from Greyfriavs?  Well, haileft
most of his work to his subs, but he was
only away a couple of days.

The next was 2 leaser, but I conirived
to satisfy the correspondent. He was

| going lo aet as best man at a weddirg,
and would the editor send him a suit-

zble speech, Think of that now ! After
came requesls for  articles from
I am always willing
Lo l:-hligfh

There are grave letters, witly latters,
all sorts. Where counsel is asked for I
do my best, Troubles are better shared.
We all know that,

Of course, I appreciaie complimentary
One such from Cape Town,
written by an engineer, would have put
heart into a cow down with the flu,
There. was the real ring in it.  The
writer tells me he has read the com-
panion papers since he was a boy, and
he has some particularly cheery things
to say about. the magnificent coloured

plates of railway engines in  the

i . " N q . .
Popular.” Those plates have won all

along the line, I have widened the

scope of the series, so as lo bring in all
the tyvpes of locomolives. What tons
of real romance there 15 in a raillway
engine! Just lonk at some of the olg
piclures of the snorty little buzz boxe
of the ancient days, and see the immens
sirides made in engineering, It i
always a treat (o see one of the b
express engines of owr day gliding ou
of a terminus, 48 fresh as pamnt, and o
illustration of power. (o say nothing of
the ['_1;1'i1. of the engineer who designed
the mighty grevhound of the iron road,

Your editor.,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Something Like a Film !

H‘THE (Muatch of the Crook ——"
[ Eh ?:rr
“*The Clutch of the
Crook ' "

“The which of the what?"” ejaculated
Bob Cherry.
“* The Clutch of the Crook !" " snorted

Billy Bunter. *Just you listen, and
don’t interrupt. * “The Clutch of the
Crook!" grand mnew Curdle Film,

featuring Snicker Snaggs, of world-wide
fame—" "

“Cheese
Wharton.

¢ A thrill every minute, a throb every
second,” "' continued Billy Bunter, read-
ing out the arresting advertisement in the
columns of the “Courtlield Times."”

“My hat! That sounds spasmodic

“¢‘ Now showing at the Courtfield
Picture Palace,” "' went on Billy Dunter.
“ ' Bonls one-and-threepence to ten-and-
six, including tax——" "

“ Iinished " asked llarry.

“Yes. And-—— .

“Then good-bye!”

“J say, you fellows

“Good-bye, Dunter!” said five voices
in unison.

“1 brought this paper {o you specially,”
said DBunter, unheeding, *because I
thought wvou oughtn't to niss  this
thrilling new film. It starts at two-thirty
this afternoon——"

“And vou're going 1o stand us all
geats 7" anguired Johuny  Bull,  with
playful sarcasm.

“Exactly. T wanlt all vou fellows to
come,” smid Bunter. ‘Bnicker Snuaggs
15 a lerrifically famous film-actor, you
know, This iz the first time he's been
seén on this side of the Atlantio——"

“Let's hope 1t will be the last, too!”
remarked Frank Nugent.

“Mx dear chap, yvou don’t know any
thing about it,” said Bunter. * Snicker
Snages 15 as famons in tragie parts as
Chumpy Chepling in eomedy. e does
Wild West rustlers, and cronks, and pun-
men, and that kind of thing. He's a
crook in this film play—a cracksinan,
you know; and there's a murder in nearly
every scenc

“Groooh 1"

“Resides burglaries and  death-traps
#nd chaps dropped mto wells with clock-

it!"  suggested  Harry

0

L
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| to miss it

weights tied to their feel, and other chaps
pushed into fery furnaces and under
cireular-saws——"'

“What an exciting life!” vawned Bob
Cherry. “Now, you chaps, are we
going out on the bikes or are we stay-
ing 1in to watch Bunter exercising his
chin®”’

“Bikes for preference!” said Ilarry
Wharton, laughing.

“1 prefer the esteemed bikefulness!”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Hold on!" exclaimed Bunter.
“You'rs coming to the pictures with me
this afternoon. It's my treat, you know."

“We know!" assented Dob Cherry.
“We know your treats only too well
old porpoise. When we get to the show
you'll find that you've left your cash
in the study—what?"

“ Oh, really, Cherry i

“Anvhow, we're mnot specially in-
terested in crooks and their clutches,”™
said Wharton. “ And that kind of rol
won’t do you any good, Bunter.™

“Tal this one iz a regular corker!”
urged Bunter. “I don't want you fellows

Onlv one-and-three for the
_.,

seats, ncluding tax—

“T'd prefer a seal that didn't include
tacks,” smid Bob Cherry, shaking lus
head seriously. " Must be jolly uncomfy
lo sit on.”

“Tax—not tacks!” hooted Dunfer.
“Only  one-and-three lo  see  Smicker
Snaggs—they're  featuring  him, you

know-——""

“Then they ourhin't te,” =said Dob,
shaking his head agamn,

“Why not, you ass?*”
“PBecause  there isn't a verh ‘o

r

feature,” " explained Dob, " It's an oud
rage on the King's English.”

“Oh, vou're an ass!” sandl BPunter,
“Thev're featuring Snwcker Bnages as
the cold-blooded eronk.  Real Amerean
thrilling film, vou lLrow—Dbursting with
thrills and throbs and things. Makes vou
jump every olher minute, and gives you
the nightmars for davs aflterwards——"

“ A nightmare is jolly dear at one-and-
three [

“You see, 1175 20 exciting. Now, ['ve
wanted (o see this film for a long time,”
spid Dunter,  “Tt's the chanee of a life
bime, too, as it's only showing at Court
Geld for three davs, and to-dax’s Lhe
second  day. Jollv lucky it's a half-
holidav., Never mind vour silly old bikes,

come along lo Courtheld and see Snicker
Snaggs. His pgel-aways are sunply
marvellous. ™

“His what?" velled Dob.

“Get-awavs.”

“What the merry thump 15 a pet-
away 7"

DBunter sniffed. His Glin knowledge
was evidently greater than that of the
Famous IMive.

“It's a hairbreadth escape!™ he ex-
plained. *“In one act he leaps from an
express lrain, and just catches hold of a
rope dangling from an aeroplane passing
overhead. Ile's carried up to the sky,
when the engine bursts——"

“My hat! How does he ' gel-away’
from that?"”

“Talling through space, he lavs hold
of the leg of an eagle,” said Dunler
trinmphantly.

“(Great pap 1™

“Ilolding on to the egeg of the leagla
—I mean, the leg of the eagle—he sweeps
through the air till a chap shoots the
cagle, and he drops——"

“1 should think that would be a drop
too much, even for Snicker Snaggs.”

“MNo fear!” said Dunter. *It's only
another of his marvellous get-aways.
You see, he falls straight through a
chimney into a bank. Drawing his re-
volver like lighining, he shoote the
cashier and the manager through the
head, stacks a pile of gold into his
pockets, and walks ont quietly into tha
strect, stopping a policeman outsude 1o
ask him for a lght for his cigarelie.”

“Ila, roared the Famous
Five.

Bunler stared.

“You silly nsses. vou don't laugh at
that!"  he  exclammed  witheringly.
“That's where yvou thrll ™

Wt the Famons TFive showed no sign
of thrilling., They chortled,

*Tellow who's zeen 1t lold me abonot
said Bunter., ** That's only one scene,
ton: thera’s aboul twently scenes Just as
thrilling, YVou simply can’t alford to
miiss thiz, Alnkes von as creepy as any
thing, 1'm going, anyhow; but 1T dao
want von fellows to come,  Tt's my treal,
[¥ash i all, it's only seven-and-six for the
six of us—cheap, 1 call 1. That will
ieave me hall-a-erown out of my postal.

ha, hal™

' it

order.  Tt's for ten bhob, von know."”
SGreal Sentt ! Tlas vour postal-orvder

Tur Mascxet Lipwary.—No. 748,
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4 Don’t Forget!

come 7" exclaimed Bob Cherrgz.  “ This
beats Snicker Snaggs.™

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter coughed.

“It's not exactly come,” he admitted.
“It's coming by the next post. The un-
fortunate part 1, that if we're to be early
for the film, we can't wait for the post
to come . Dut it comes to the sume
thing—vou fellows pay for admission, and
I'll settle up when we get back to Grey-
friars.”

“Sing me the
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“The samefulness of tho old song is
terrific ™

“Oh, really, von fellows——"

“After all, may as well po,” said Bob
Cherry. *I like a funny film——"

“Tt 1sn't a funny film!” yelled Bunter,
"it!'rs t}:filling and tragic and dramatic
and—

“What's the odds, zo long
a fellow laugh?” zaid Bob.

pra

same old song

as 1t makes
“Who says

who was thrilled and attracted by Snicker
Snaggs in the characler of the cold-

L Elooded crook with a cluteh, and his mar-

vellous  robberies, murders, and get-
AWy, Country folk and town folk,
Greyfriars fellows and Higheliffe fellows,
were in the throng going in lo see the
wondrous film, which was warranted to
cause nightmares for a week alter being
seen.

The show was due to begin, and on
the sereen was appearing a series of local
advertisements as a preliminary when
Harry Wharton & Co. took their seats.
The audience had the pleasure of learn-
ing from the screen that practically every-
thing with a name could be obtained at
Chunkley’s Stores; that Filings' tea was
the best; and that they could not' do
better than go to Mr. Boxem for an
elegant but inexpensive funeral. The last
of the adverlisements switched off as
ITarry Wharton & Co. took their seats,
a fat youth in uniform wailed for the
Inst time * Cheocklits,” and the title of

The * Popuiar ’’ is Still Giving Away Grand Free Engine Plates !

rushing express trains, cracked safes, and
slew hapless foes with pistol, knife, and
poison.  The funeral expenses alone of
his vietims must have smounted to o
very considerable sum.

In unexplained wavs the cold-blooded
crook appeared at high windows and on
roofs, or in the strong-rooms of banks;
for no discoverable reason he was seen
racing in big motor-cars; and, apparently
as a variely of ““physical jerks,” he
climbed along telegraph wires and swung
h'il]InEEif mto tree-tops [rom high window-
sills,

Why he did all these things was not
explained 1n the sub-titles, and could not
be guessed from the pictures; but the
impression given was that the crook with
a clutch led an exceedingly exciting life,
full of variety,.

When there was a pause in Lhis re-
markable entertainment Billy [Dunter
gave a deep, deep gasp.

“1 zay, vou fellows, isn't it ripping?"
said Bunter breathlessly.

==

—— ==
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TOM CLAY, THE FAMOUS “SPURS” FULL BACK.

All about the Famous Footballer who forms the subject of our Free Real Photo.

RN T

HEHE s probably no more popular

I spur team than Thomas Clay,
the right {full-back, who last
season pluyed for Epngland against Scot-
land, and who has also won  other
hoonours, on the football field. He is what
one ought to call a polished, rather-than
a thrilling full-back. This means that he
i& no disciple of the fdea that the full-
back's frst duty is to kick the ball as
hard as he ecan.  Rather does Clay look
upon himself as a sort of fourth half-
back, and, whenever it is possible for
him to do so, he dribbles the ball a
little way up the field to put one of his
own forwarnds in possession rather tlian
adopt the usual method of just clearing
Lhis lHoes somehow, anyhow,

Fair-limired, and rather on the slender
side, he 18 also a master of the art of
position playv, and he Knows all the tricks
of the offside rule.  In fact, in this
respect he has more than once bheen
referred to as a secomnd MeCrackem, A
mative of Leicester, he wns for
time associated with the Leicester Foszse

member of the Tottenlinm Hot-]

ROTIE

eleven; but early in 1814 the Spurs were

drawn  against Leicester in the first
round of the Cup.
The first game between  these two

clubs was one of the most remarkable
Cupties on record, for, after the Spurs
had twice been two goals in arrears,
they made n mozt dramatic rally in the

cloging stapes, and the filnnl ecore of
the first mateh was five all,  During
the replay at Tottemham, which the

Spurs won, the White Hart Lane officials
wFrE s0 impressed with the play of Clay
that they induced the Leicester Fosse

Cpeople to part with the ripht full-back,

and frem that day to this Clay has
never heen left sat of the Spurs’ side
except through injury.

mome [oothall enthusiasts around White
Hurt Lune are apt to bhe of the opinion
that Clay oecasionally takes more risks
than & full-back should do in order to
keep the ball in play; but, on the other
hand, there mozt be a lot of admiration
for a fellow who strives might, and main
tey keep the game poine. At Tottenham
he has also developed into o penalty-

kKick artist, and last season he took all
the kicks of this sort which were
awarded to the Bpurs, and oonly failed
once to find the net from the spot—a
most useful man to have in the side for
these occasions.

First gained recognition from the Inter-
national Belection Committee in 1920,
when  he played for Ebgland againsg
Wales, and late in the season just closed
he also playved against Scotland. Clay
confesses that the worst day of his foot-
ball carcer was on the oceazion of the
Spurs’ fourth round Cuptie against Aston
Villa in 1920, when, by an accidental
kick, he sent the ball past his own goal-
keeper,  and  thus  logt  that  most
Important mateh for his side, that being
the only goal scored during the after-
noon. However, Clay had his hit of con-
solation in the following season, when he
helped the Tottenham Hotspur team to
suceess in the Cup, and a Cap-winner’s
medal is his prondest poszession, Is also
a pretty [alr cricketer, but his other pet
hobby is fishing, though he has been
known fo try his hand at golf.

| W N A T rmwmmmmmwmwﬂ

Snicker Snagps and clulching crooks for
the alternoocn?"

“Let's!" assented Wharton.

“You'll only have 1o put {hreepence
sach to pay for me,” said Dhilly Bunter,
“T don’t mind going into the cheap seats,
Not likely to meet anybody T know, ex-
cepling vou fellows, of course; amd, of
course, vou don’t count! Shouldn't like
anybody that mattered to see me in the
bob seats. But it will be all right.”

Whiech was Willlam George DBunter's
polile way of making himsell agreeable!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
“Some ' Crook !

(1 ALLOY, hallo, hallo! Here we

H are!”  said  Bob  Cherry
cheerily,

Harey  Wharton & Co.

arrived at Courtfield Picture Palace, and
[ound a goodly crowd going in, Evidently
W. . Bunter was not the only person
NEXT
MONDAY!
Tue Macxer Liprary.—No. T48.

 the

world-wide
filirn-elernamn

greal,  famous,  and
celebrated  Snicker Snages
appeared on the screen:

“TIIE CLUTCH OF TIIE CROOK!
SNICKER BNACGGS AS THE COLD-
BLOODED CROOK WITII A
CLUTCR T

The Famous Five grinned. Thrilling
American lilm-drama had that elfect on
tien:,

But Biily Bunter did net grin. IHis
ful face was fairly wound up into intense
seriousness and earnesiness,  Evidently
the Owl of the Remove was in a stale
of greal expectation.

The filn-drama started.

It was in the accustomed style of the
Transatlantic erook play, only perhaps
a little more so.

Snicker Snaggs, as the crook with a
clutch, elimbed perpendicular walls, hid
himself in planos, jumped on and off

i

“Very!” yawned DBob. *“So ripping
that I wonder it doesn’t rip the screen,
Shall we stay for the rest, you chaps?
We ean get oul now.”

“You awful ass!” said Bunter. **The
ereal safe-cracking episode 15 1o come
vel—the one where he puts the three

dead bodies inlo the sale afler collaring

the securities,”
“There’s been about twenty casualties

already 1" remarked Johnny DBull. “YWe
can do withoat the olher three.”
“I'im ogetting rather fed up!” yawned

Nugont,

“The fed-upfulness is
marked IMurree Jamset Ham
“The boshliulness 15 also great ™

“Oh, don’t be asses!” szaid Dunter.
“Stay for the fimsh, It's simply ripping
—topping—marvellous! 1 specially want
fo sco how the crook opens the safe,

lereific ! ro-
Singh.

ton.”

“Why, wyou fat duffer?” asked
Wharlon.

“Well, it's worth  knowing,”  said
Bunter,

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GCREYFRIARS:

""DE VERE OF THE REMOVE!"

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“#What?"
“1—I mean—-"" o
Wharton looked at the {fat junior

curiously, Dilly Bunter had the kind of
brain that is greatly impressed by the
“ pictures,” and it was quite certain thal
the sensational rubbish he had been
watching was not likely to do the fat
junior any good, ‘

“Phere's a decent picture after this,”
gaid Bob Cherry, looking at his pro-
gramme. “ A school film. I'd like o see
that.”

“Wae can sit this out,” said Wharton.
“There it goes ngain, anyhow.”

The lights were lowered, and the filmn
recommeoenced.

Once more Billy Bunter watched the
screen wilh his eyes and his speclacles
glued upon it.

The fal junior seemed
breathe as he watched.

The crook with a elutch was going
stronger than ever. He was revealed
kneeling before a safe, which he opened
with surprising ense. Stacks of securities

hardly 1o

were transferred to the crook’s capacious !

pockets, Three men rushed iu apparently
from nowhere—only to fall before the

rapid pistol-shooting of the crook. That
gonlleman calmly stacked the dead
bodies into the safe and locked it. In the

next scene he was sliding down a rain-
pipe, to land upon ihe shoulders of a
policeman,  Thero was a desperate
struggle, but the crook tore himself loose
and leaped upon a passing motor-car, and
awas whirled away in a cloud of dust.
The next scene showed the chauffeur
hurled from the car, and the crook
sitting in his place. For reasons known
only 1o the film producer, he drove the
car on & road leading to a precipice, and
went hurtling over it, ear and all.

This ought really to have been the end
of an ordinary crook, bul to Snicker
Snaggs it was but a trifling incident;
for in the next scene he was clambering
into o boat, where he disposed of three
terrified fishermen with his trusty bowie-
knife. o

DBy one of the sudden transitions so
natural in the film world, he was next
geen on the deck of a ship, which he
succeeded in blowing up. Whether the
explosion landed him safe ashore was not
clenr, but the next picture showed him
walking down DBroadway smoking a
cigarette, none the worse for his perilous
adventures.

The chums of the Remove were not
sorry when the craok film came to an end
and a more enlerlaining picture appeared
on the screen. Dut Billy Bunter hardly
looked at it. ‘

He sat in deep reverie, evidently hiving
over again in his fat mind the thrilling
adventures of the clutching crook.

He was still in a state of reverie when
the show closed, and the juniors quitted
the picture-palace. )

e walked back to Greyfiriars with the
Famous Five, hardly uttering a word the
whole way — a  most extraordinary
circumstance for William George Buntier.

“Jolly near tea-time,” remarked Dob
Cherry, as they turned in at the school
gales, “I'm ready for tea, for one.
Better see if vour poslal-order’s come,
Bunter.”

[1] E'h?-ll

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
ing " grinned Dob,

“T say, you fellows, wasn't it won-
derful ¥ said Dunter, waking up at last,
as it were. * Did vou chaps quite spot how
he gol the safe open? [ wonder——""

“WWell, what?” asked Wharton.

“0Oh, nothing !"

Billy Bunter rolled away, his fal brow

NEXT
MONDAY!

dream-

Still

with a dark frown.

Billy Bunter folded his arms across his ample chest, and stared at Peter Todd
“‘ What's a man’s life ? "’ he exclaimed.
and out it goes, like snulfling a candle ! ™’

Todd, staring at Bunter in utter amazement.

““One bang
“ Oh, my hat ! ** murmured Peter
(§ce Chapter 3.)

still! wrinkled in deep, deep thought.
S0 preoccupied was the Owl of the
Remove that he even forgot to ask him-
selt to tea in Study No. 1! Something,
evidently, was working in the Owl's fat
brain; tut the Famous Five did not give
the matter any attention; their own
thoughts just then were occupied by tea
im the study. That visit to the Court-
field Picture Palace, however, was des-
t.ned {o have its effects. The example
of the crook with a clutch had not been
lost on Billy Bunter’s receptive mind.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Begins !
P ETER TODD, in Study No. 7 that

evening glanced several times al
the Owl of the Remove, 1t was
prep time, and Peler was at work
at one corner of the table, end Tom
Dutton, th= deaf jumor, at another.
The t'ard oceupant of Study No. T,
Willham George Bunter, was in the arm-
chair, and the wrinkle in his fat brow
showed that he was thinking; but appar-
¢ntly h2 was not thinking about prep.
It was guite unusual to see DBunter
thinking, so Peter could not help heing
surprisecd. He inlerrupled the deep
medidations of the Owl of the Remove
al last.
“Hadn't you better tackle your prep.
Bunter?” " he inquired.
Bunter came ouf of his reverie with a
start.
“Prep!” he repeated vaguely,
“Yes prep!

“ Blow prep ! said Bunter irritably.

“PBlow it as hard as you like, but
vou'd better tackle it, all the same!"
sugzested Peter “ There’s Mr. Quelch
to tackle in the morning, you koow, my
fat old bean!”

“ Blow Quelchy !

Peter Todd shrugged his shoulders,
and his attention returned to his own
oceupation.  Bunter blinked at him,

A bitter and sardonie smile curved his
podzy lips.

“Prep!” he said. *“Ia, ha!l"”

Peter looked up. startled,

“What's the cackle about ?” he asked.
“Nothing funny in prep, is there?”

“Ha, ha!" said Dunter,

He rose from the arinchair with that
sardonic laugh.  Peter stll looked at
him. He eould not help seeing that
there was somelhing very unusual about
his fat study-mate.

“Quelchy ! pursued DBunter. A
dashed schoolmaster ordering me about!
Ha, ha!"

“What the thump—"
plexed Peler.

“He'd beiter take care!” said Bun-
ter, in a fone of deep menace.

“Who? Quelchy*” ejaculated Peter.

“Yes. Let him beware !

“ Beware!™  said  Peter  dazedly.
“Quelchy beware? Whal's Quelchy to
beware of "

“Doom !"

said the per-

saicl Duntler,

“Eh?"

“Doom ™

Peter Todd's glance became  quite
anxions, DBunter folded his arms across
his ample chest, and stared at Pete
with a dark frown.

“What's a man's life?" continved

Bunter.
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6 Something To

“What ?" _
“One bang of a pistol and out it
poes "

“Out —it—it goes?” slammered
Poeter Todd, ,
“Like snuffing a ecandle!” said
Bunter,

“My only hat!”
“Quelchy doesn’t understand the kind

of chap he has to deal with!” sawd
Bunter, blinking at his amazed study-
mats A bullet through the brain
would soon bring him to his senses!™
“ A—a bub-bub-bullet through the
bib-bib-brain |7 stutfered Peter Todd.
Y Yes!”

“T don’t quite see how that would
bring anybody to his senses!” said the
practizal Peter. “ Maore likely to scatter
them, I should think! Would you mind
telling me what vou are burbling about,
Bunter?™

“To ecram
cuphoard-————

“Eht"

“And leap from the window

“What¥"

“And  Jump

car—-—

“Wha-a-at?”

“Would be the work of a moment,”
said Dunter. It would be a complete
get-away 1™

Peter Todd could only stare.
ran to have serious doubts
Bunter's sanily.

“1 ran away from Greylriars once,”
satdd Dunter moresely. 1 was a fool to
come” back! 1 see that now!”

“You diudn't come  back: vou were
brought,”  saul  Peter. “Wharton
brought you home by your ears!”

“1 ought to have drawn my trusty
revolver " said DBunier,

“Your what?"

“My trusty revolver.”

“Great Scott!”

“1 had a chance then,” continued
Bunter. *“ School isn’t the place for me
—not for an adventurous, daring, des-
perate  character, you know!  There's
ne scope for me here. 1 see now what
I ought to have done. 1 ought to have

his bedy  inte ithe easel

Lh]

on  a  passing

He bo-
of Dilly

motor-
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“My hat! T hope not!” gaid Toddy.
“It's different with me,” said Bun-

ter. ““With my boundless courage—""
“ Phew 17

“My resource
recklessnogs ——""

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Peter,

“Nothing could stop me! TLet
Quelehy beware! Let the Head bewarve !
Let 'em all beware! You beware, too,
Toddy! You den't know whom you're
dealing with !”

“TI think T do,” said Toddy. “I'm
dealing with a fat dummy who ought
to be in a home for idiots, judging by
his style of conversation,”

‘* Bah!™

With fhat monosyllable, utlered in
tones of the deepest scorn, Billy Bunter
turned to the door.

“What aboul prep?” yelled Peter,

“ Ban 1™

DBunter rolled awav,

“Well, my only summer chapeau!”
murmured Peter lodd. * Fairly off his
crumpet at last! I've thought a lot of
times that I've seen if coming on, and
now it's come.! Poor old Bunter!”

But whether Bunter had taken leave
of his sanity or not, prep had lo he
done, and Peter Todd got on with it
Aflter prep, however, Peter's thoughts
reverted lo Bunter, and e strolled along

and my desperate

Another
Magnificent
Gaft
Next Week!
See Page 2.

captured a molor-car and driven off =

“You couldn't drive a motor-car !”

‘“Oh, really, Toddy——"

“And if you tried, you'd jolly soon
run it over a clif or something!”
grinned Peter Todd.

“SQuppose 1 did?” said Bunter.

“Well, that would be the eénd of the
fattest ‘diot that ever was outside an
asylum !"

“Nothing of the kind!
into & boat——"

“Eh

“(Clambering inte a beoat, T should
hur! the fishermen into the seal!™

“They'd let you?"” asked Peter.

“They couldn't help 1t if 1 drove my
bowie-knifo—-"

“Your which

“My bowie-knife into their hearts!”

“AMy only Aunt Sempronial!” ejacu-
lated Peter Todd,

“Then 1 could get on board a ship,”
satd Bunter, *and if they weren’t civil
1 should Blow it up!”

“Blow it up!” said Deter Tadd, like
a fellow’ in a dream. “Get on a ship
and blow 1t up! And what next?”

“Siroll along, smoking a cigaretie,”
saidl DBunter,

“Ta that the unsual result of an ex-
plosion at sea?” inquircd Peter,

Clambering

n i

4 You don't understand !” sand DBun-
tor scornfully.  “ You're commonplace,
Toddy! You're nol a desperate charac-

ter!  Nothing could possibly turn you
into a cold-bloaded crook !
NEXT
MOMDAY! :
Tye Macrer Lieraky.—No,
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48,

the Remove passage to Study No, 1, and
looked 1n. Wharton and Nugent were
there, and they nodded cheerfully to
Toddy, who came in.

“Seen my fat rabbit? asked Toddy.

“Not sinee wo came back from Court-
field,” answered Wharton, * Anylhing
the matter with him?"

“Balmy !” explained Peter. “Talking
about pistols, bowie-knives, and dooms.
He's not done any prep, and he's think-
g of shooting Quelchy in the morning.”

“What!” velled Wharton and Nugent
simultancouosly,

“And cramming his body In a cup-
board and escaping in a motor-car! 5
he savs., at least. Something's happened
to him to-day to make him pottier than
ushal, It's a pity. He was potty enough
before. But I'm blest if I know what’s
turned his brain now!”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Tt was the pictures,” he saud. ' IHe's
dreaming of the piddy crook in the
American film play.”

“We took him to the pictures with us,”
pxplained Nugent,

“0Oh!” Peter Todd whistled. *““That
mucl that's advertised on all the dead
walls in Courtfield and Friardale! Some-
thing about a clutchy erock, or a crooked
cluteh,”

“That’s it!"”

“Oh, rood!” said Toddy, relieved.
“He's gpot the crook film on the bram,

I suppose. He'll forget 1l by morning.
I'm glad it’s nothing worse. I was really
afraid his brain was gone this time.
(zlad to fnd that it's only addled.
Thanks "

And Peter strolled out of Study No, 1,
relicved 1n his mind. He was satisfied
that the effects of the thrilling film would
wear off bhefore morning.  But on that
point Pefer Todd was mistaken. 'The
desperate  domngs of the cold-blooded
erook had made a deeper lmpression on
Bunter's mind that Pefter could suspeet,
[ollowing the rule that the softer the
material the deeper the impression, In
his mind's eye, Billy Bunter saw him-
self in the midst of desperate deeds, and
making marvellous pget-aways, without
stopping to reflect that whal was so easy
on the film was likely to be extremely
cdifficult in aeal hife.  Prep, of course,
was far beneath the notice of an enthu-
sinstic imitator of Snicker Snaggs in his
chacterisation of the erook with a
clutch.  DBunter was otherwise occupied
that evening,

e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
To Arms !

R. PROUT, the master of thae
M Fifth Form at Greviriars, re-
posed in a comfortable armchair
m his study, puffed at his pipe,
and regarded the trophies that adorned
the study walls, Mr. Frout could always
derive satisfaction from regarding those
irophies, There was a splendid set of
antlers over the doorwav—all that re-
mainegd of a bounding stag that had
fallen before the sportsman’s rifle on
some distant date in the dear dead days
bevend recall, Skinner of the Remove
declared that he knew the very shop n
Courtfield where Mr. Prout had pur-
-hased. those anilers second-hand. DBut
it was just like Skinner to make that
statement. On the other hand, every
master and prefect at Greyfriars, and .a
good many juniors, had heard from Mr,
Prout’s own lips how he had shot that
stagr just in time to save his own life,
[t was an odd coincidence, but nearly all
the sporting Form-master’s victims had
been shot only just in time to save his
life. It was so with the stag, wiih the
creat elk, with the grizely bear, and with
many more hapless animals that Mr,
Prout had massacred in his early career.
On the study walls hung the weapons
with which he had done these fearsoma
deeds. Three or four rifles and a toma-
hawk and a bowie-knife in a case and a
Turkish yataghan adorned the walls, and
in a place of honour on top of the desk
was the hoge revolver with which
Mr. Prout had once held o gang of
Pawnees at bay in a pass in the Rocky
Mountains,  Whether Mr. Prout had
really done these things in lis hectio
vouth. or whether time had mellowed and
amplified his remembrances, cannot be
said.  Clertainly Mr. Prout believed in
thern himself, though his hearers often

resembled the Thomas who doubted.
Indeed, Mr. Prout, though a bald and
pacific stout gentleman in these days,
sometimes adopied guite a iruculent tone
in conversation, as befitledd a man who
could tell from experience, like Othello,
of Antres vast and deserts idle, and who
had had so many hairbreadth esecapes
in the imminent deadly breach. )
Sitting in his armchair, puffing at his
pipe, Mr. Prout saw old scencs again
in the =moke—with the help of his
imagination, Once more the deadly
grizzly rushed on him on the rocky
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ledge; once more he levelled his rifle
in the nick of time; once more the drenad
quadruped rolled at his feet, teaning up
the earth with thrashing claws, just as it
had happened onee upon a time—perhaps.
A slern smile vlided over Mr. Prout's
somewhat plump features. Once maore he
was the active, enterprising sportsman,
and he forgot the passage of the years
that had passed since he had last seen
s kneos.

His medilations were interrupted by
a tap on Lhe door, and it opened to admit
William George Bunter of the Remove.

Mr. Prout did not look pleased. Ile
did not speak: his glance dwelt inter-
rogatively on DBunter.

“I hope vou'll oxcuse me,
Lbegan the Owl of the Remove,

“What do von want, Bunter?”

“T heard Coker of the Fifth say he'd

F.i L]

soen your revolver, sir—the one you shot

the Indians with,” said DBunter. *I—I
wondered whether you'd show it to me,
gir.”’

Mr. Prout relaxed at once,

A fag in the Second Form could have
pulled Mr. Proui's substantial leg by
asking to see some specimen from his
deadly array of weapons. It was quite
easy for Bunler.

“ Certainly, my boy!" said Mr. Prout.
“There it is on the desk. You may hand
it to me.”

Bunter blinked round and discerned the
big revolver. Ile lifted it and handed
it ncross the table.

‘15 it loaded, sir?" he asked eagerly.

Mr. Prout smiled,

“No, Bunter. I should hardly be
likely to keep loaded fircarms in a place
where there are bovs who mizht obtain
access to them,” he said. “It 13 not
loaded.™ _

For some rcason Bunter looked dis-
appointed, :

“Dut you've got cartridges to fit
he said. .
“Vos. T keep them in a box,” said
Mr. Prout. “Safely locked up, of course.
Tn these davs it is not impossible that
I mav have to use my old weapon again.,
I wish T had been in the bank at Court-
ficld when it was held up the other day,
with my revolver!” Mr. Proul’s eyes
glinted behind his speetacles. Xk was
vory unfortunate that I was not thr.'!.'l:'l.;l

“Would you have shot the man, sir?
usked Dunter, _

“Dead!” answered Mr. Prout, with
calmness. ““This weapon has seen much
gervice, Bunter. You may handle it if
you like. seven  ferocious  DPawnee
Indians, yelling their war-cry, fell before
that revolver twenly years ago. Ia!
They were glorious days!” _

Mr. Prout meant that the days in ques-
tion were glorious days for him. The
Pawnees could not have enjoyed them,

“P'r’aps you'd show me how to load
it, wir?" sugpgested Bunter,

“ (Certainly ! You move the cylinder—
Hn?l1

Mr., Prout kindly explained the re-
volver to Bunter, who listened with an
altention he seldom bestowed upon any
subject that was explained lo him.
Certainly, he had never honoured his own
Form-master with such rapt attention.
But Mr. Quelch, of course, Ex%ﬂuinmi

it

only such subjecls as grammar and arith-
melic, EETD{T{.‘I'H had never been men-
tioned in the Remove Form room,

“If you'd be so kind, sir, perhaps you'd
let me see you load 1t?"" said Bunter,
encouraged.

Mr. Prout shook his head.

“It 18 not safe to handle loaded fire-
arms, Bunter,” he said. *“DBut I will
tell you what happenéd when 1 lust used

NEXT
MONDAY!L

before you wers born, my boy.”

Bunter's enthusiasm  paled o little;
help or rescue for him. Ile stood first
on one levr and then on the other, while

had told some humilreds of times already,
and which grew maore and more fearsome
every time he told it

There were old inhabitants at Grey-
friars who could rememiber when only
two Pawnees bhad been killed i that
ereat light mm the Rocky DMountains.
The number was now seven. Gwynne of
the Sixth, who had a pretiy wit, had
caleulated that, at the same rate of pro-
cress, in len years lime the Pawnee
cazualties would amount to fourteen and
a half. It was by some sub-conscious
process that Mr. Prout elaborated his

yarns. He was always remembering, or
thinking he remembered, some fresh
detail.  For fifteen minules now Dilly

legs, while Mr. Prout fought that old
battle over again,  He might have been
kept another fifleen nurutes, but, forlu
nately for him, Wingate minor of the
Third arrived with a message lo the
effect that Mr. Capper was expecting Mr.
Proul.
“ Bless
potten !”

I had quile for-
the IFifth Form

m:y soul!
exclaimed

master, starting up from his chair. “1
will come at once! Bunter, please re.
place the revolver on the desk! I will
tell you the remainder of the slory
another time, my boyv.”

And Mr. Prout hurriedly left ihe

study to keep his appointment with the

this revolver in the Rocky Mountains—
but he was in for it, and there was no

Mr. Prout told that old story, which he

Bunter wasz kept standimg on alternate

7

Billy Bunter picked up the revolver,

He did not replace it on the desk.
He slid it under his jacket, gasping with
oxcitemaent.

Tt was the chance of a lifetime for a
fellow bent upon imifating the exploits
of the crook with a eluich.

The fai junior peered out ol the door-
way. Mr. I'rout had slready dizappeared,
and the ecast was elear,

Keeping the big revolver concealed
under his jacket, Bunter stepped ounl of
the sludy. He thought of rooting
throurh the raoom in search of the hox
of cartridees, but he U.i-'n*h' left that for
another opporiunity. He had seciered
the revolver, which was a considerable
Hem to hesin with, e rolled away
down the passage in a state of greal
satisfaction, feeling himself already well
on the way to becoming a cronk with a
cluteh, He, gave a jump as he nearly
ran into  Monsieur Charpentier, the
French master. at the eoarner of the
passage He stepped just in time, eluich-
ing al hiz jackei Lo keep Mr. Prout's
revolver aul of sight.

“ Ah, it is vou, Buntair!” saud Aon-
sietr Charpentier, 1 have expect you
in my study, You have done zose 1m-
position zat 1 have give vou, ves?”

“Nunno, sir!” gasped Bunter. French
impols had gone out of his mind as com-
plelely as prep.

“¥You shall not have done him?" ex-
claimed the French master sternly,

“]—I haven't had time, sir.”

e at is an impertinent answer, DBun-
tair' You have had all zia aftairnnon,
vich was enre hali-holiday!" saud Mon-
sieur Charpentier sternly.  “Now you
will come wiz me!”

Fourih Form master.
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Monsieur Charpentier dropped his hand on Bunter’s shoulder.
time Bunter slipped Mr. Prout’s ancient revolver under his jacket. ** You
shall sit at ze table in my study, and write out zose lines undair my eyes ! ™

said Mossoo sternly.

Only just in

(See Chapter 4.
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8§ Don’t Forget!

“I—1——="" stammered Bunter.

“YVou shall sit at ze table in my study
and write out zose lines undair my eyes,
Buontaie. ™

“(h dear!" gasped Bunier,

“Come viz me!"

Maonsieur Charpentier  drepped  his
hand on Bunter's shoulder. Now was
the time for the amateur erook of Grey-
friars to play his part. There was a
revolver at hand. It waz not loaded,
certainly.  But even an unloaded re-
volver would have made JMonsieur l':'i]_:tr-
pentier jump. It was in Bunter’s mind
{o level the deadly article, and rap out
“Hands up!” in ringing tones. It was
in his mindd, and it remnained there. What
he actually did was to walk along with
Maossoo to that gentleman’'s study, just
as if ‘ne were not a daring and desperate
crook, but only a fat schoclboy, aflter
all !

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Tribulations of an Amateur DBesperado !
0 ERE vou will sit, and write out
Z ~ zose lines, Buntair!” said Mon-
steur Charpentier slérnly.

Bunter sat down.

He was scowling, but it was quite
comnmon for him to seow!l when he had to
work. So Mosson naturelly did not guess
that it was the scowl of a desperate
cracksman.

The revolver was causing Bunter
great discomfort by this time. The
cracksman of the filln carried such an
article in a hip-pocket. DBut Bunter had
no hip-pocket.  And the thing was
heavy. very heavy, It was large, and it
bulged under his jacket. It was really
surprising  that Aenzieur Charpentier
had not already observed that the fat
junior  was concealing  something, It
nearly slipped away as Bunter sat down,
but he managed {o cateh 1t an his knees.
Keeping his knees under the table. and
the revalver on them, Bunter kept it out
of sirht. while he tank a pen and dipped
it dismally into the ink. :

Monsieur Charpentier took up a Paris
newspaper, 1o read while Bunter did his
lines. The hapless Owl of the Hemove
travelled slowly through the * Henriade,”
and his pace grew slower and slower,

There was a heavy foolstep outside
the study, 2 knock, and the door oper.ed.
My, Prout, the master of the Fifth,
stepped  ponderously  into  the study.
There was a frown oo his plump face.

Monsieur Charpentier rose politely,
Bunter ought to have rizen at the
entrance of such an importanl personage,
but e could net rise without letting
the revolver slip from his knees to the
floor. I[e falt a tremble run through his
fat lunbs at the sight of Mr. Prout.

“LExcuse e, Monsieur Charpentier!”
said Mr. Prout. 1 was looking for
Bunter, and Wingate mentioned that he
had seen him with you. [ fear that this
bovy has abstracted something from my
stuwdy.”

“Aon Diea!” said Monsieur Charpen-
tier. ‘' Buntair i

“ Bunter !’ rapped out Mr., Prout.

“Ye-g-es, sir?”’

“Stand up when you speak to me,
Bunter!”

“Oh, ves, sir ! munbled Bunter, By
this timo he had shpped the revolver
under his jacket again, and he stood up,
keeping one arm close to his side to
retain the arlicle in its place of conceal-
ment.

“T1 left you in my stiedy, Duanter,” sud
Mr. Prout. *“Did you, or did you not,
take away my old revelver with you?®”

“Oh, no, sir! Certainly not!”

“It was missing when I returned to
my study Bunier”

“W.w-was it really, =sir¥”

“Tt was, Bunter!” said Mr. Proul
sternly. _

“F.f-fancy that, =ir!” mumbled
Bunter,

“1 do not see who could have ab-

stracted it if vou have not done so,
Bunter. ' resumed Mr. Prout. * What is
it you are concealing under your jacket
at the present moment?’ he added. in
a thunderous voice, glering at the Owl
of the Hemove.

“N.n-nothing, sir!” gasped Dunter,

“Roy, how dare yoa tell me such a
falsehood ™ thundered Alr. Prout. I
can see your jacket bulging where you
ara holding vour arm, sir.”

“Oh. that,” gasped Bunter—"that—
that—that’s only——"
“What?"

“Only a hump. sir!” gasped Bunler,
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“I—1 fell downstans, and—and made a
large bump, sir”

Mr., Prout blinked at him.

“Are you outl of your =enses, Bunter?
Do you wish me to believe thal you have
sustained such a bruize as to extend your
jackel several inches?”

“Ye-es, air, exactly.”

“Bless my soul! Come here al once,
Bunier!”

Billy Bunter approached the Fifth
Form master in a very gingerly manner,
Mr. Prout dropped & heavy hand upon
his shoulder,

“T am sure, Dunter, that vou have
abstracted the revolver from my study
to play with, and that it 15 concealed
under  your Jackel at  the present
moment.”

“(h, no, sn! Nothing of the kind!
[—I hope you can take my word, sir.”

“Then whar 15 under your jacket?”

“It's a—a—a cake, sie.”

“A cake?” repeated Mre. Prout.

“Yes, sir. I—D'm going lo take it up
to the study for supper.”™

“A moment ago vou told me it was a
bemze ! roared Mr, Prout.

“I—I mean—->"

“Hand me that revolver at once,
Bunter, you mendacions young rascal !’
thundered the Fifth Form master,

(1] I_]-_”

“Do you hear me?”

It would have YBeen difhicult not to
hear Mr. Proul; he could have been
heard at the cmd of the corridor. But
Bunter did not hand over the revolver.
He had made hs f6irst step towards
carrying out his film-anduced ambation gf
becoming & desperate eracksman. To
retrace the hirst step Lefore he had made

a second was unthinkable. [t was a
time for bold measures—worthy of
Snicker Snagpes on the scereen.  DBilly

Bunter jerked his shoulder away from
Mr. Prout’s grasp amd rushed for the
doorway.

Mr. ’'rout staggered back in astonish-
ment. Bat Monsicur Charpentier made a
jump and caught Bunter by the collar as
he was escaping.

“ Buntan i

“Yaroooh !

“You vicked garcon

“Leggo!” roaved Bunter.

Monsicur Chavpentier, instead of letiing
go, swimg Dunter back into the study.
The fat junior eame round with a spin
and collided with the French master. Ho
clutched at Mossoo to save himself, and
the revolver no longer having  any
vigsible means of support, shpped from
under his jacket and erashed down,

The next imstant there was a fiendish
vell from Monsicar Charpentier. The
revolver would have erashed on  tho
floor had not Mossoo's foot been there.
But Moszo0's [oot was there!  So the
revolver erashed on Mossoo's fool, just
where Moszoo kept his favouvite corn.

The httle pentleman released Buoter
ag suddenly as if the at junior had be-
come red-hiot,  He danced on aone le

¥y

and clasped  the other foot with bot
hands.
*Wow ! Wouw ! Waow 1" yvelled

Mossao, i anguish, " Yooop! Whoop!
Nom d'un noam dun nom! I am keel!

I am eripple! Oh ! Ah! Yoop!
Woooop !
“Upon my  word!”  gasped Mr

Prout, staring at the French master.

With the agility of his race, Mossoo
was putting up an imprompln dance on
one ler, while he clisped the damaged
foot and wailed,

“Helas! My foot—zat poor foot! 1
am it cripple—1 aim bt ! T qun simash of
zc toe!”

(Cantinued on page 13.)

THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.
By FRANK RICHARDS. -
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CRICKET IN THE FUTURE!. Cricket was played under precisely the same conditions as of yore, except for the fact that

there were automatic bowling machines, and flying fieldsmen.

eye and sound judement. tere necessary

The ball would come whizzing down at a ferrific pace, and a quick

[ 1 LI} Lashem iz late thiz moruwing,™
remarked Micgs minor, of the He-
move,  “He's generally in the
Form-room sharp at nine.™

“P'r'aps his aeroplane has broken down,”
sugeested Harry Hawkins, the skipper of the

Horm.

“Berve him jolly well right!” crunted
Jimmy Carr. “He should get o new machine.
o you Enow, he's had that old bus for

donkeys’ years! It was manufactured
back in 1022."

“Faith, an' if Lashem has a apill, it'll be
his own funeral, entireTy ! said Pat O'Leary.

The Remove saf restlessly awaiting the ar-
rival of their Form-master.

Of course, the Form-room wna  vastly
different from what it had heen in the old
daya. It was a huze, spacious room, with a
olazs ronf. Eleetric Tans were constantly re-
volving, and cooling the heated atmosphere.
The atmoszphere gencrally  wanted cooline
wlhen Mr. Lashem waz on the warpath!

Presently there was a shatterine of plass.
The fragments showered upon the seated

way

juniors.  There was a chorua of angnished
ejaculations.
nﬂ“.!"'
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“Waow "

“¥ arooocop !t

“What the merry dickens —"

A terrified ficure in o pown, amd with a
pilot's eap eneasing  his  head,  desecendol
thronsh the aperture o the slass ronl, amd
fell with a sickening thud on to the Aoor of
the Form-room.

Mr. Lashem bad arrived!

The untortunate PForm-master Do i'_u!]t'li
froomr o terrific height. Had the mishap
acenrred in the oblilen days, he would have

heen Rilled,
the Bemove
waonders!

In an inztant, liarry ITawking and Micos
minor were heside the prostrate form of the
maszter. With the toueh of mamicians, they
resict s fractured Dombs, amd stitehed him
up where necezsary,  Then they adminizterod
it powerful restorative,

Liat modern surgery—in which
hnd  been well coached-—did

Inm a matter of moments Mr, Loashem had
completely recovered
“Thank you, my bhovs?!" he said. “That

wasa rather o nasty tumble.

"Your acropline went wrong, sir?” ventured
Jimmy Carr.

YO, no! said Mr. Lasliemn, with erushing

sareasm. " Cerfainly not!
it just for fun!™

“Faith, an" it's time vou pawned that old
bas, sic!™ sand Pat O'Leary,

“Take o million lines, O'Leary, lor
prrelenee ! Amd deliver them to me i
aerind chambers thiz evenine.”

The Trish junior grinoed.  He considerad he
had eot off lichtliy,

I davs cone by o miltion Tines wonld Loy
heen reaarded a5 an impossible tash. But
uneler meodern conditions they could he dashed
off inoa few moments. By means of a wonder-
ful  duplicating  apparatus, the feat  was
ediaily performed. Fellows hiad been known to
tackle o billion lines n oday.

“1 shall have to buy a new
murmured  Mro Lashem, “
somne excellent  machinea ot the
factory twoenty-dive shillinegs new
tecn-and-sispener seconndhand,

“The old mizer's bonnd to get
hand one!™ routtered Mizes minsr.

Mr., Lashem frowned,

“What did you sav, Mipgos?

“1 saigd, * 1T hope you zet o grand one,” sird”

“1T regret 1T ocanwot believe you,” said Mr.
Lashem. “ You made an impertinent remark,

Tur MaGSET Lisnany.—No. 748,
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acroplane,”
there are
Courtlieid
and seven-
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a second-
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Fhiel ealle Tor eondion punizliment. =tep
iito tue pubishment-box!™

L erambst” :

AMiews nunor stepped into a hox which was
viry similar to the public '|_'I_'li_"|'lll¢."[il:'-llt!.‘-.f.-:‘-':'l
vinployed in the olden days, except that 1t
Wila Hpore speiciolls, It hiced siass doors, =0
that everybody could sce what was going
{10,

lnside the hox there was an auntomatic man
wio wielded a4 cane.

Mr., Lashiemn pressed a
mediately the wan's arm rose sod fell

The cuane deseended with cloekwork regu-
larity upon Mires minor's gutstretelied pabom.

Aawish, swizh, swish!

" Yow-ow-ow!™

The unhappy junior stagzgzered cut of the
punishiment-box, squeezing s hands togethier
i oanwish,

“Mornine lessons will now proceed,” said
AMr, Lazhem.

The flirst sobject was advapceed aviation.
The timwe would come when the juniors would

hutton, and im-

cinter  the sixth Form,  and  each Sixthe
Former possessed his own acroplanic. It was
highly  pecessary, therelore, that  every

juior should be instructed in the theory and
techiaigue of Hyimng.

Mormng lessons paszaed without inewdent.

Wien they were dizmissed the juoiors went
out into the Close, and woatehed some of the
prefects start off o their acroplanes  for
Courthiell. Fags were ebzagod to swing the
prropel lera,

Then vzme Jdinner.

The old fashioned meal of roast beet and
vorkshire, or stenk-and-kiduey pudding, was

forh TR e I,

Moals were taken in tabloid form. Twor
tahloids were served. The first contained
vesenees of heef: the sceond was a lruit

tahilodd.

Dinver in Hall pever occupied more than
Len seconids, (dolly rood tiine Billy Bunter
wis born wearly o hundred vears inoadvance
of this period!—Ed.)

It happened to be o haglholiday that day.

“Better put in some ericket practice, you
Fellows," said Harry Hawkins,

Cricket was  played under  precisely the
s conditions as ol yure, coxeept for the
lact that there were automatic bowling-
mestchiines.  The ball would come whizzing at
a0 terrific pace, and o quick eye amd sound
suddznieit wore neQessary.

Vithoush the rules of the game remained
i ltered, however, the standacd of play had
pnproved considerabiy.  SBtone-walling was a
Lhing of the past. The hatsman’s one object
was to eeb runs: amd some mighty scores had
brait recorded. In the preat Test mateh
which had just been played at Lord's, the
Australiuns had  put together a total of
000, and their skipper had made over 1,000
not out, Gone were the davs of scratching
amd seraping,  The batsmen bit Justily, and
ericket wis therefore a much brichter and
nore exciting game, from  the spectator’s
podinit of  view.

When the praetice was over the juniors had
tea in their studies,

(e tahloid, containing essence of dough-
nut, was consumed.

“What shall we do fhis
feltows ™ inguired Jimmy Carr,

“Wa nicht walk across to Boulogoe,” sug-
ezl Migos minor.

“{rond wheere!”

A party of juniors set oni for Peoe.
they donned their sea-walking shoes,

[t was now possible to walk on water, or
tor elide aseross it at terrific speed. From
Poor Bay to Boulogie amd hack was o
Tivounrite  evening walk of the Greviriars
Jtijors.

Harry Hawkins & Co,
friars  jnst  in time for
ey woere escorted on to
e of the prefects,

The cricket eld served the purpose of an
apen-air dormitory.

Gione were  the days  of  =tulfy  indoor
sleoping quarters. Everybody now slept in
the open, aml by this means physical fitness
was hrousht up teoa very bich standard.

Light sleeping bavs were provided o the
simener, amd thick far sleeping bags for the
winter,

0f courze railway-trans were a thing of the
{HESS

Wien the vacatton arrived the juniors weng
to theie lanes by mrship,  Tihe air service
wes nposk eflieient. e eonzld el 1o one’s
homne in the North of Epglamd in oo matter
of antovinnend =, )

Harry Hawkins & Co. often amnsed then-
selves hy pavine o visit to the =chool Hbrary,
where there was an ancient bhook  entitled
“I'ne History of Greyfriars.” written hy a

Tue Macxer Lispikry.—XNo 748,

cvenine,  you

There

ot back to Grey-
calling-over. Then
the cricket ficld hy

THE GREVYFRIARS HERALD.

e

master named Quelch, who lived in a past
generation.

It always tickled the Greyfriars juninrs to
resul of those prehistoric days, when thg
fellows diped on heavy fare, when punish-
ment-hoxes were unkpowin., and when it was
tnipassible to get aeross Lo France ¢xcept By
hoat.

“The History of Groyiriars”
ol gome curious characters. There wis i
fat hoy named Billy Bunter, renowned for
the enormous quantity of tuck he eomsumed,
There wus a fellow called Harry Wharton,
who once scored 156 runs in a cricket mateh,

How the juniors ehuekled! Such a score, (o
modern times, would have heen greeted with
hiowls of derision.

Mention was also made, in Mr. Quelch's
history, of s wonderful humourist  who
Hourished at that time--a fellow who used
to write side-splitting stories for the "“Grey-
frinrs Herald.” The name of this brainy
merchanf wias Tom Brown.

(stow it, Browney! ‘These columns are not
thrown open to yon for the purposes of self-
advertizement, you Koow! I think you've
told us guite enouzl aboni Greviriars of the
future.  Most of us wonld prefer it under

ade mention

exizting conditions !'—Ed.)

THE EXD.
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LITTLE while age Tom Brown
A get ws all laaghing with his
seTearing farce, entitled,

“Greyfriars ‘n the Stone Age.”

The popularity of this feature has led’

me to ask Browney to write an article
on * Greyirviars of the Future.” He has
done so, amd his contribution appears in
this issue. ‘

1 suppose most of vou, at this period
of the year, are engrossed with thoughts
of summer holidays. I can picture
scorcs of my chums, c¢lad in their cricket
or boating flannels, having a high old
time al the scaside, or in some country
retreat. May one and all enjoy thew
sumper holidays to the full, and may
the “Greyfriars Herald 7 contribute
largely to that enjoyment!

Happy letters are reaching me from all
parts of the country. One of my chums
tells me he is spending the best part of
the summer wilh a party on a house-
boat. Jolly nice, too!

A couple of adventurous readers, who
are fortunately possessed of £ s, d., 1n-
tend to tour the country in a motor-
caravan. Penned in a stuffy study,
seribbling  this  editorial, the mere
thought of such a tour males me green
with envy! Think how jolly it will be,
rushing along the roads early in the
morning, before the rest of humanity
are astiy; halling at some secluded spot
when the sun is high in the. heavens;
fishing, and feeding, and frollicking, and
playing an occasional game of cricket.
Jove, how dehghtiul!

One of these days the Famous Five
of the Remove may set out on such a
tour. If we do, you will hear all about
it. I have no doubt My, Frank Richavds
woull get to hear of our adventures,
and doseribe them i his intmitable way.

Utner readers rot blossed with a super-
abundance of what is known as *splosh,”
will organise walking tours, cycling
spins, and so forth. And I have no
doubt they will know how to get the
maxinim of  enjoyinent  fromo

holidavs.  Amateur photographers will|
also be busy,  Swimmers will flock to
sea and river. Cricket weeks will be
arranged.  Verily, this is going to be a

great summer !
Hearty good wishes to all our readers,

and may they drink their fill of pleasure |

this suminer!

HARRY WIHARTON,

thear |
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BUNTER—THE MAY
KING!

By Dick Penfold.
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If you're waking, call me early—call me
early, Cherry, dear,

For to-morrow will he the rippingest day
of all this ripping year.

Of Nineteen-twenty-two, Bob, the mad-
dest, merriest dav,

For I'm to be King of the May, Bob—
I'm to be King of the May!

They'll set a garland-on my head, and
flowers upon my feet,

And they will bear me shoulder-high
upon a cushioned seat.

They'll eart me off to the ericket-ground,
and chant * Hip, hip, hooray ™

For I'm to be King of the May, Bob—
I'm to be King of the May !

You must admit I'll fill the part as well
as anybotdy ;

Better than ugly beasts like you, and
Vernon-Smith, and Toddy.

They want a handsome chap, you know,
on that auspicious day,

When I shall be King of the May, Bob—
I shall be King of the May !

Hanpy-—oh, happy I shall be when sit-
ting there in stale,

With those fresh flowers upon my feet
and the parland on my pate.

No cloud shall dart seross my sky, 1 shall
be bright and gay,

When I'm crowned the King of the May,
Bob—erowned the King of the May !

Oh, some will sntff and some will snort,
and soime will scoll and sneer!

But loval pals will lift their caps, and
give me cheer on cheer.

Cherry, old chap, it's bound to be a
!Iill'i{'[_‘-].l!'l"i-'.“- hf:l-li'ilﬂ__vr

For I'm to be King of the May, Bob—
I'm to be King of the May !

S0 mind you Jrop upon one knee, and
gj\.'[‘. IT1Ex I]{'Jl]lagl'! dlIJ.

For if vou don't, or can't, or won't, "twill
be the worse for you'! ]

[ want vou all to ecringe and erawl
beneath my regal sway,

When I'm the King of the May, Bob—
when I'm the King of the May|

HOW I SEE OTHER
FELLOWS!

By Frank Nugent.

DICK PENFOLD.
[Supplement i3,
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BOB CHERRY.

T was really Mr. Wally Bunter's fault.

Form-masters should wol use slang
phrases.
If Mr. Bunter had not referred to

Treasury-potes as “ Fishers,” the misunder-
standing would never have arisen.

It was Wednesday afterncon. Mr. Bunter
wialked to the door of his study, and glanced
along the passige.

The anly person in stght was Alonzo Todd,
the dutfer of the Kemaowve.

“Just A moment, Todd,” said Mr. Dunter,
beckoning to Alonzo. "I want you to do
something [or me."

“It will he an  incalenlable and  an
inestimahble pleasure, my dear sir!  said
Alonzo.

“{ireat Scott!™

“What is it you wizsh me to do, =ir?”

*1 want you to zo to the bank in Court-
field, and cet me three * Fishers” ™

Alomzo gusped o bittle at the requoest, which
struck him as rather strange.

But he did not stop to guery the instruc-
tions hie had received. 1t was quecr that Mr.
Bunter should want three Fishers.  But it
wias not Alonzo's buosiness to guestion the
matter. Hiz not to reascu why. His but to
do or die—or, rather, to hring those three
Fishers to Greyfriara at the earliest possible
moment.

Alonzo liked Mr. Bunter, and was only too
eager to do him a serviee. He promptly
sprinted off down Lhe passagc.

“1i! Where are vou goine?” called Mr.
Bunter. “They won't give you the money
unlezs you take a cheque, you young duifer!
And 1 haven't made one out yet. Come
buck!™

But Alonzo was already out of earshot.

Mr. Bunter's Hrst and natural impulse was
to start off in pursuit of Alonzo.  But he
realized that it would be very undignifted for
a Form-master to he seen chazing a junior

along  the paszsage. Those sort of thines
weren't  done.  He  must  remember  hia
position.

Mr. Bunter had recently opened a hanking
account with the London & Kentish Bauk in
Counrtheld ; amd he was in need of ready ecash.
It had been hiz intention to write ont a
cheque, and gei Alonzo Todd to go and draw
the money. Lint Alonzo had prematurely
popped oft, withont waiting for the cheque.

"The mad dulter!” growled Mr. Bunter.
“He thinks he ean get three pounds simply
by asking for it."”

Alonzao, hawever, as he sped away in the
direction of Courtfleld, was not thinking
about money.

Not for one moment did he suppose that
that was what Mr. Bunter wanted. The
youn Form-master had said " Fishers ™ quite
distinetly. Aml  Alonze lhad taken him
literally. as he always did. A fisher, Alonzo
reflected, was a person who fished. It was
stranze that Mr. Bunter should send him to
a hank, of all places, for three fishermen. He
would he far more likely to find them on the
jetty at Pezg.  Still, as we previously re-
marked, his not to reason why,

Breathless, amd rather exhausted, Alonzo
presented himsell at the bank in Courtlield.

A young bank clerk eame forward.

“Yes?" he said,

“1 want three fshermen, please,” panted
Alonzo

dil “'Th.'Jtu?"

“They're for Mr. Bunter, of Greyiriars.”

The bank clerk frowuoed.

Supplement 11i,]

“Ts thiz a leg-pulling stunt?” he demanded,

“Not at all' Mr. Bunter asked me to call
at the hank and get threc hshers.™

The clerk tapped hia forehead significantly.

“Heems to me that you've pot batzs in
vour belfry ! he said. " We don't keep fisher-
men in stock, You'd better try Pegg Bay.”

Alonzo, hallled and perplexed, gquitted the
hank, and zet off in the dircetion of the little
tishing village of Pepg.

When he arrived. a bhoat was just bheing
Beachied.  And out of it stepped three ancient
and weather-beaten fishermen, elad n oll-
skins, Alonzo approached them.

*Will you come up to Greyiriarg, please?”
he ingdired timidly.

“Wallor? growled
mariners,

“Mr. Bunter wants you.”

“Who he he?

“(ne of the masters, you know.
three fishermen at once.”

The men exchanred rlances.

“Which he's cot a job o work for us, most
likely," said one of them. " We'd best po
alone.”™

S0 the three fishers accompanied Alonzo
Todd to Greyfriars, squelening water ont of
their sea-honts as they went,

Mr., Wally Thunter was standing at the
zehool gates when Alonzo ‘Todd, accoampanied
hy the three fishermen of Pezg, came down
the lane towards WGreyfriars. There were
erins on the facez of the three ancients.
Evidently they were anticipating a good job,
with a handsoine tip.

They came to a halt before the First Form
mastoer.

To say that Mr. Wally Bunter was
astonished was to put it mildly, He was
fairly overcome,

*"Who—what " he gasped,

Alonzo Todd smiled.

“1 have not been long, have T, sir? he
snid. "There were no fishera at the hank, so
I had to look elsewhere. 1 found these three
on the share at Pegg™

“You—you—" Mr. Bunter was almost at
a lozs for words.

Alonzo regarded him in alarm.

“W.w-what have I done?” he faltered.

“0Oh, you champion idiot' When [ said 1
wantedl three Fishers, I meant Treasury-
notes!™

“Oh dear!™

S Aud you've heen and brouneht me three
velerans af the seashore!  Well, I'm dashed 1

The lishermen were annoyed at  havine
tramped  all the way to  Greyfriars for
nothing, Bot they were somewhat mollified
when Mro Dunter “tipped ~ them.

Alonze Todd was ecovered with dismay and
consternation.  And when Harry Wharton &
Co, heard what had bhappened they langhed
lond and longe.

Poor old Lanzy! I'm eertain he'll be the
death of ug hefore lone!

one of the aocient

He wants
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THE SPORTSMAN’S
NOTEBOOK !

Pithy Paragraphs Concerning
Current Sport.

VERNON - SMITH.
(Sports Editar.}

By H.

now, of course, in full
the Rermove have just
eained triple honours. We have :cored
successive  victortes over the Upper
Fourth (Greyfriarvs), Courtfield Counts
Council School, and Rookwood,

Crickei is
SWithe, And

£ L] =

The Upper Fourih eame a dreadful
eropper.  Against the bowling of Hurree
Singh, our dusky, ericketful chum, thew
wickets fell ke ninepins. They were
all oui for 44, The Remove passed that
tolal for the loss of only one wicket,
Harry Wharton was in great form, and
made 30 not oul.

L M "

The match with Diek Trumper & Co.,
the sturdy lads of Courtfield, was a
sterner affair., The Hemove rattled u
120, but the Courtficlders battled gal.
lantly, and with a little luck might have
pulled the game out of the fire. 'They
made 112, and Trumper was very unfor-
tunate in being given out *Lb.w.” It
was a doubtful decision, and the Court-
field skipper has our sincere sympathzes,

3 # %

Rookwood brought a sirong side over
to Greyfriars. Jimmy Silver and Putty
Grace batted grandly for them, and they
ran up the big tolal of 188. It seemed a
forlorn hope for Greyiriars, for we lost
Wharton and Cherry before a run had
been scored. Then came a wanderful
partnership between Mark Linley and
Frank Nugent, who for over an hour
deficd the Rookwood bowlers, and laid
the foundations of a Ilemave. vietory.
Plucky batting by Penfold later in the
innings turned the scales in favour of the
home team.

“ | x

The Remove swimmers have heen busy
of lale. Long-distance swimming in tha
sen has been indulged in every morning.
There are zome spiendid new swinuners
springing uwp 1n our aanks. Wibley,
Ogilvy, Russell, Newland—to menilion
only a few. "These fellows are bonnd te
win honours belore ihe snmiuer is over.
As for the old brgade—-\Wharton,
Cherry, Linley, ele.—they are going as
strongly as ever.

] L ]

The weather has been ton warin for
evoss-countey runs to be induleed o, Bt
there have been goveral fine sprinling
exhibitions, and a new HRemaove record
has been set up by Bob Cherey, wha chid
ihe hundred wvard: in 10 4 5t seconds.
Itab was aided by o clrone wind, But
this does nol aller the faet ibat he has
put up a great . feal.

L L L

This will wndoabtedly he a preat
summer for sport, and | shall have plenty
of intoresting facls to record Teom time
to tune, The duties of a Sports kditor
are very jolly and pleasant, except when
he has to record defeats. But, so far as
the Greviviars Hemove 1= concerned, that
15 not often,

THE Maicxer Liprary.—No, 748,
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" ADVICE
TO PUGILISTS! |

By Billy Bunter.
(The well-Frown Jowrnalist and Editor §

——

(NOTE,—~The editor of the * Grev-
friavs Herald " does not share the views
of his podey contributor,)

NEVER challenre anuther fellow to a
fAeht until you have satisfied vourself that
he 1s younger, smaller, and lighter than
you. If he shonld be deformed or dis-
abled in some way, se¢ much the better
for you.

A challenge shonld always be issewed
in publick,  The best plaice is the
crowdead dining-hall,  In the middle of
dinner yvou should spring to your feet
and vrosclaim: *“Now, John Juggins,
I challenge vou, 1n the pressence af three
hundred witnesses. to meet me in the
Jim oat seven o'eclock; or, if voun prefer
i, vou can meet me in the woodwork
shop, where I will proseed to malke
shavings of yvou!”

IF, after the challenee has been made,
you s=hould have any doubts as to your
abillity to lick vour opponent, the best
plan is to make yoursell scarce.

IF your opponent will agree to fight
vou for high steaks, so much the batter.
Personally; I should prefer ta fight for
a rabbit-pie or a current-cake,

MAKTE sure that the referee iz a
personal iriend of vours, Take him to
the tuckshopp just before the fght comes
off, and stand him a snack. Then if vou
should happen to be nocked down in
the corse of the fight he will count a
hundred instead of ten, and you will thus
have time to recover,

THE Jim i3 always the best plaice for
fights, thangh when the kitchen eat was
questioned on the subjeckt she sajd that
Lthe hest plaice for “seraps " was under
the table.

OI" carse, the hest of pugilists are
liable to get hard knoeks at times. When
I was at Folkestone, last summer, T had
n “blow ™ on the Front. I also had a
“smack " and went fishing in i,

II' you ecan’t bLeat your epponent by
fair means, hit him over the head with
some blunt instrument. For instanse, an
Army razor.

WHAT a lot of sneaking goes an
nowadays! Lven the blows which some
boxers inflict are “tlelliny " ones.

USE your right, and you'll never get
left. An eggsellent motte for aspiring
puirilista

Bl vour own Press agent. That is to
say, when you gain a hansom victory in
the ring, write up a thrilling report of
the firht for mv “Weekly,” or the
“Grevfriars Herald,” My “Weekly "
for prefzrense.

WHEN you are down, it is wise to stay
there, Don’t behave like present-day
food prices, and start rising again,

IF my readers will send me a fee of
half-a-guinea, 1 shall be pleecsed to give
them further useful hints——  (T'hat’s
guile  enough.  you moneyv-grabbing
porpoise.—Iin.)

Tue Macxer Liprary. —No. T48.

THE GREYFRIARS

ANSWERS TO
CORRESPONDENTS!

(On the subject of Fisticuffs.)

| By Bob Cherry.
_{Eﬁur Fighting Editor)

—

HERALD

i"OUR CLEVER
CARTOONIST!

A Chat about Frank
Nugent and .i’u'::_ Art.

By Johnny Bull.

“Novieo " (Chester) asks: ““Is it pos-
sible to learn boxing from a book?’"—
Ves, 1t 1s possible, DBul a lot of the
finer points  of ringeraft ean’t  be
explained in a handbook. Tt is far the
better plan, therefore, to take practieal
Iessons at o pymnasium. I shall be
pleased to hear of my chum’s progress.

H. P. (Kingston-on-Thames).—*" Thera
is a beastly bully at our school. He has
started a sorl of reign of terror, and none
of us 18 strony enough {o lick him, Will
you take on the job, Rohert?”—No, sir!
I have my hands full at Greyfriars.

Arthur II. (Westminster).—“If Bol-
sover major came into vour study and
squared up to vou, would von shoat out
at the door?”-—Ne; 1 should shoot out
mny left.

“Victim 7 (Leeds).—* My pal has just
given me an awfuol black eye, and my
nose is swelling visibly., He also punched
me on the jaw "—Queer sort of “pala”
some people manage to get hold of!

Angela R, (Lincoln).—*"1 consider you
ara» & disgusting person. You seem
always to he fighting.”"—Quite so! It
‘s meat and drink to me, dear lady,

“Sirategist " (Bow).—“Haven't vou
heard the old proverh, * He that fights
e 1d rans away mayv live to firht another
day " 7""—IIe that fights and does a
Lunlk is an outsider and funlk.

“Youngster 7 (Coamberwell).—*T am
coing in for the flv.weight competition.”
—Gond! Wha's the spider?

“Poser V" (Preston),—“1If Dick Russell
can lick Peler Todd in six ronnds, and
Harry Wharton ean lick Dick Russell in
four rounds, and you can lick Harry
Wharton in ihvee rounds, how many
secnnds wonld it take voun to lick Petey
Todd?” —Your conundrum gives me a
headache. The answer's a lemon,

“DBatthing Jim ™ (Southsea).—“I'm a
perfect terror when I'm roused! T can
lick anything on two legs!"—Is that a
threat?

“Weakling ™ [(Windsor).—*1  ean't
ficht becavse I aaffer from o weak
beart.” —Sure vou don’t mean eald feet?

“Critic 7 Salisbury).—* Do you know,
Bob Cherry. T believe vou're a hit of
a bully on the aquiet!” —Since when has
our name heen Perev Bolsover?

“Heraldite ”  (Hastings).—* Can Billy
Dunter fight:"-——Can a brick Aocat?

Gerald . (Tooting)—"T'm a nice.
omel.  moffensive,  peaceable  sort  of
chan.” —-S0  are we unlil somebody
declares war on us. ]

(Manvy rephes have been held over,
owing to the Editor’s blunt refusal to
allow me more than one eolumn.—
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RANK NUGENT is the Tom
Woebster  of  Groylriars. His

weekly cagtoons are a source of
endless amusement to thovsands
of boys and girls.

Franky has all the essentials of the
clever cartoonmist—a sound knowledge of
pen and ink sketching, and a keen
sense of humour, He can see the funny
side  of things, and of ' people, In an
mnstant,

I was chatting to Tranky on the
subject of his cartoons, and he informed
me that Lie first started doing them at
the tender are of seven. A very stout
uncla paid a visit to the Nugent house-
hold, and Franky drew a most exagger-
ated picture of him. Unfortunately, he
left the cartoon on the dining-room
table, and when Unele Tubby came in to
dinner he had several sorts of a fit!
I'ranky was  duly placed across  his
uncle’s knee and corrected.

But he could not be prevented from
drawing ecartoons. He carricd on with
the good work, Of course, he has
improved with advanecing years, and he
1s now far and away the best car-
toonist in the Greyfriars Remove.

The life of a cartoonist, however, is a
dangerous one. He is for ever ruffling
soma=body’s feathers.

The other week” Franky drew a car-
toon of Mr., Prout playing golf. The
master of the Fifth was fearfully and
wonderfully attired. An enormous pair
of spectacles was perched on his nose,
and he was engaged in hitting a large
clod of earth into the air. It was g
very humorous cartoon—but not from
Prout’s point of wiew! He reported
Franky to Mr. Quelch, and the cartoon-
ist was ealled ever the coals.

On another oceasion our: artist drew
a sketch of the Head wielding a formid-
able birch-rod. The victim of the
castigation was hoisted on Gosling's
shoulders, and fearful yells of anguish
were  issuing  from  his  mouth.  The
ITead was represented as a towering
giant, with enormous biceps and a face
like a hatchet.

The sketch, when completed, blew out
of the window of Study No. 1 into the
Close, where it was found by Loder of
the Bixth. Loder, like the cad he i3,
took it to the Head., Frank Nugent was
sent for, and we will draw a veil over
the painful scene which followed.

“Yes, 1t's a dangerous game!” Nu-
pent remarked to me. *You never
know whom you will offend next. The
worst of it 13, I never deliberately try
to hurt anyvbody's feelings., All my
cartoons are done purely in fun, and
most people accept them as such., But
every now and then somebody pets his
wool off, and then there are ructions.”

“Are you going Lo be an artist when
vou grow up?”’ I inguired.

“Well, T don’t know. T may becomea
an artist by profession, if T am able to
sell enough sketches. Would you like to
look through my cartoon album??”

“1 should Iove to!” I replied.

And I spent a most enjoyable even-
ing in the sociely of the Greyfriars car-
toonist, whoze clever work has won him
hosts of admirers in all parts of the
Fmpire.

[Supplement iv.



Many Splendid Cash Prizes in a Novel Competition in the ‘‘ Popular ”!

BUNTER THE CROOK'!

( Continued from page 8. .:l

r —_—

“Bunter, vou young rascal M
“JNon Diea! Nom  dun chien!
Woooow 1V

The luuhﬂ' lay on the study [lioor.
Mr, Prout strode forward, and stooped
to grasp it. Bunter made a wild plunge
for it at the samae moment.,

Crash !

SO roared Mr., Prout, as Dunter's
head came with a terrific impact on his

own. “0Oh! Ahhhbhbhlihbhh ™ i
“Yoop " spluttered Bunter, *“Oh
crumbs ! Oh dear! Wooop !™

Mr, I'rout clasped his head and stag-
ered apainst the table. There was no
ﬁnuht that Bunter's head was the thicker
of the two'!

Bunter sat down from the shock, vell-
ing. But the prized revolver—the first
step w the equipment of the rlU¥r1'izu‘.-:
crook—canght his eye.  He clutehed at
it—quite in the manner of a erook with
a clutch—caught it up, and rolled
breathlessly out of the study, Mr.
Prout leaned on the table, rubbing his
head o Il..li}';'ulhh, what itl‘n-"' Monsienr
Charpenticor Jazzed on one leg and awoke
the echoes with  his  lamentations,
Neither was in a state ito deal with
Bunter—amd the amatcur crook fled at
top-speed down the passage and escaped.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
“Hands Up!"™

INGATIES of the Sixth strode

\;‘,ﬂ' into the junior Common-room

with a frowning brow. It was

close  on bed-time ;3 but 1t
wanted vet ten Itl1I1I.:|I:+:-4 to thE half-hour,
and two or three voices informed lh("
prefect of the fact,

“Not half-past nine vet,
saicd Bob Cherry.

“Only twenty minutes past,
yawned Lord  Mauleverer,
depths of an armchair.
yet, old bean.”

“l1s  Bunter
Wingate.

“PBunter ! repeated Harry, Wharton.
“No: he's not here, Wingate, Haven't
scen hir since prup.”

“Is Bunter wanted?”
Todd, rather anxiously.

Peter felt a sense of 11=:=.pn:nsihi]il_}' to
some extent, for his fat and fatuous
study-mate.

“Yes!"” growled Wingate,

Wingate !

hegad,”
fmm the
“Can’'t move

e

here rapped  out

Petor

asked

“T'he fab

iliot's pot to be fouml. He's taken the
old revolver from Mre. Prout’s study, and
cut off wirh at, anln(‘rﬂ knows why.
Mave you been playing Indians?"
“Plaving Indians? Nol” _
“Well sorme of you lind DBunter,” saud

Wingate. “Ile =cems to have n.!rnnnwl
the thing on Monsieur Charpentier’s
foot, and to have butied Mr. Prout with
his silly head. 1 believe that fat dulfer’s
off lna chumip. Fiaed him, some of
¥Oou.

And the captain of Greyfrinrs quiticd
the Comimon-room.

“Well, my only hat 77
Cherrv.,  * What ecould the dufier pos-
sibly want with Prout’s old rvevolver?
1t doesn't work: 've looked at it, and
the trigger won't pull, atd the eylinder
won't o round.”

ejaculated Bol

“Prout gzot i too cheap,”™  said
skinner, with a grin. " He should have

sprung another bhob while he was about
t- LA

MEXT
MONDAY!

“T1t's the revolver he had when he was
young,” said VWharton.

“Rot! There weren
those days.”

“Ha, ha, ha!'"

“But what could DBunter want
it 77 said DBob perplexed.

t revolvers in

with
“He wouldn't

dare Lo sell it. Desides, it’s not warth
anything. Lven VFishy wouldn’t give

anvthing for it, would you, Fishy ¥
i'isher T. Fish shook his head.

“1 gruess not,” he answered,
Prout gave more than hall a crown, he
was done brown.,  DBlessed if T see nt
matters whether Bunter has it or nor.”

“1t's the giddy ol assocltions,” saud

il

Vernon-Smith.  “That's  why Prout
prizes it.”

“Uiddy old rats!”" seolfed Skinner.
“Prout i‘rmsn't had it more than a few
terms, and 1t's e half-century at least
since he was yvoung.,  He buys these
things ~umn:ilmm£ and dreams  the
asseciations to smt.”

“Better let um hear you say =ol”
grinned the Dounder.

“* Hallo, hallo, halla ! Ilcre's

Bunter ! exclanmed DBob Cherrey.

Every eye in the Common-room was
turned on Billy Buunter, as he rolled i,
lushed and breathless amnd  perspiring.
e bhinked round at the staring juniors
through his big spectacles,

“Uld Prout been here?” he gasped,

- Wingate has." said Wharton; “and
you're wanted.”

Bunter gave a scornful laugh.

“So the:,r ro a.l'tm me  already, are
they f” he said, *On the track, what?
et "em truck me te my secret lair ! Ha,

Elﬂ- 12

“Your what?" roared Squilf.

i "'I-I}.' secret Jair ! sandl Bunter scorn-
full “Ha, ha! 1 shall know how to
cleat{ with them !

“What is he babbling about 7V
latodd Dolsover major.

Dok Cherry chortled.

“Seene ten of the film,"” he explained.
“The Clutching Crook’s Secret Lair!
Bunter's got it on the brain.”

“Not on the brain!” said Vernon-
Smith.  *“Couldn't be done without a
brain. Have you got old Prout’s pop-
gun. Bunter '

‘Silence !

“Wha-att"

“Hist ! They ecome!" hissed Bunter.

There were footsteps in the passage.
The Removites fairly gapod ac Billy

= ool sl
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Bunter. That fat youth seemed actually
to 1magine that he wis on the [ihins at
that moment, Grasping the aneient and

unworkable vevolver n his fat  paw,
lhtuu- faced round to the -.|-:mnm:,
“Nunter, you potty chump ! shricked
Potor Tadid,
" Pak 17

“ Y ou— you frabjous bandersaatel !

*Ealenee, a.Ing i

“Wha-a-at 77 babibled DPeter
“Silence, dog-—— Oh, 1wy bhat !
faivly off his erumpet ot lase D™

Wingate of the Sisth veappeared in
the doorway., Ilis face was very angey,
unn there was an ashplant in s Tand.

“*1 saw DBuanter— he begpan. Vhen
hi= glance fell on ithe warlike fipure of
the fat jumior. *"Oh. here you are, you
voung sascal !

“Srand baek !

“Whar?" yelled Wingate,

* Hands up !

Wingate did not put his hands up: he
atmost  fell down 1n his astonishment,
Bunter hifted the ancieut revolver in hia
fat hand.  In the excitement of the
moment, living, as it were, temporarvily
the exciting lhife of the pictures, Bunter
forgot that the revolver was not loaded,
that it wouwld not “go off 7 even if it
vas loaded, and that he cevtainly could
not have hit any target morve than a yard
away even if it would have gone off,
These trifles escaped the excited mind of
the film-struck junior. The revolver was
too heavy for Bunter {o hold it steadily
at o level. It samged and swaved. But
Bunter glared over it at the astounded
captain of Greyfriars, with a roll in his
rourud Cyes worthy of Smicker Snaggs
himself. TTe was persuaded that he
fuirly looked and lived the part of a
clutching eroolk.

“Hands un'!™ he roared.

“Ha, ha, ha ! shrieked the Removites.

The ‘otund figure of Dunter in that
warhke attitnde was too much for them.
Thev shrieked and they velled. Wingale
stond rooted to the floor for several
moments, staring blankly at the Owl of
the Remove,

Then he strade towards Bunter, heed-
less of the rusty old avticle in the fat
hand, and grasped him by the eollar,

A powerful shake made Bunter’s fat
knees Lnoek tegether, amd he gave a
gﬁspin" herwl,

* Grooonooh !

Alr. Prout’s relic went with a erash to
the floor.  Billy Bunter was jerked to the
able. A swing of Wingale's powerful
arm  stretched him oon u, face down,
Then the ashplanl eame into play.

Whaek, whaek, whaek!

What the evacksman crock would have
done in those circumstances Bunter did
nol know. ‘There was really no cholee m
the matter, A powerful arme held
Banter pinned down,  Another arm, that
seomed  still more heflty, was laying on
the ashplant, Bunter could do nedhing
bul wriggle amd roar; and he did both
wilth vurour,

“Yoop! Help! Resene! Yaroooooooh !
(b erumbe!  Stoppit !

‘ﬂ.'h.l{ de, wheek, whack!?

"Yow ow.ow- um-nuuﬂnﬂﬂ

Whiaek, whack, whack!

Mr. I"rout's heavy step was heard, and

Tacld.
He's

Py

the  Wifth Form  master looked .
Skinner, with an air of great respect,
picked  up the ancient revolver and
harided it 10 Me. Prout,

“Your property, s, sl =kinner
meekls,

“Phank vou, Shinner! T ocee, Win
cate, dhat oyon sre adminmerersgeoan

A SPLENDID TALE 0F THE JUNIOHS OF E"l:"nFI'-'LIFlH‘"
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14 Something To

adequate punishment to (hat reckless
and stupid boy.”

“Yes, sir!” pasped Wingate.

Whack, whack, whack !

“"Yooop!  THelp!  Five!
Polien!  Help!  Woooooop!”
Bunter., 1 say, I won't do
more! Yarooh! I didn't mean--
woooop !-—1 never meant-— Oh, my
bat! T wasn't—I didn't— Yaroooooh!”

Whaclk, whack, whack, whack !

“T think that .will do, sir,"” said
Wingate, stopping at last, a httle out
of breath with his muscular exertions.

Mr. Proutl nodded.

“Certainly, 1 think the punishment is
adequale,” he said, rubbing his head,
“Bunter, T trust this will be a lesson
10 you."

“Yow-ow-ow

Thicves!
roared
It any

lH‘

Mr. Prout departed with his relic,
Wingate remained to shepherd  the
Remove off to their dormitory. With

the rest went Dunter, no longer a bold,

bad film character. but a groaning fat
junior in the depths of .woe, The pre-
fect's ashplant had had the effect of

recalling Billy Bunter to teality. e had
romne down from the weird film warld
to common earth with ajump.  In ‘the
Remove dormitory it was quite a hittle
time before DBunter's resonant snore was
heard. He groaned Gll he snored; but
he snored at last, and he found solace
in his dreams, which were filled with
detonatinr firearms, racing molor-cars,
eracking safes, explosions, and conflagra-
tions, There was a smile on hiz fat face
as he =lumbered, Tn dreamland at loast
the films became real, and Billy Bunter,
the Owl of the Remove, was a ﬂarmg,
dashing, and desperate desperado!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Going Tt!

ILLTAM GEORGE BUNTER
was somewhat subdued in the

Remove Form room the next
morning,

Mreo Queleh eved him several {imes

with a grim, gimlet eve. Mr. Quelch

had heard something of Bunter's remark-
able proceedings on the previous evening,
Dunter’s motives he did not know, and
could not guess: butb in case of any
firther nonsense on Dunter's part, Mr,
Crielch was prepared to deal with him
drastically,
Forlurately for Bunter there wnla no
easl,

more nensenze —lhat mormng, at
Wingate's thrashing still lingered in his
Memors.

The effect was wearing off, but it wns
not quite worn off yet. Towards the
end of morning lessons Dunter bucked
up a hitle,

He was fed up with lezsons. He
wanted to be up and out and doing—on
thoe lines of the film ecrook., But there

was something very daunting in Mr.
Quelch's gimlet eye.  Bunter had a
powerfal and fervid imagination, but he

conld not quite imagine himself telling
Mr. Quelch to put his *“hands up.”
Nearly, but not quite.

So morning lessons ended without any
demonstration on the part of the film-
siruck junior, which was fortunate for
Lim. DBut he was growing very discon-
tented and exasperated, and the Remove
were perhaps dismissed -::n|_1.+ just in time,
Bunter gave an expressive snort when
he 1olled out of the Form-room,

“I'm not standing much more of that,
Todd+ ! he said,

“OF what?" inquired Peter.

HEXT
MONDAY!
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Bunter jerked a fat thumb towards the
I'orm-room,

“0Old Quelchy and that rot,” he
answerad, “Funcy giving me two
hundred lines for missing my prep last
night 1" .

“*Might have caned you!"

“Lucky for him he didn't!” said
Bunter darkly. *“I'd made up my mind
what to do if he did!”

“And what was that?”

“Stun him o with an  inkpot,”  said
Bunter calmly. “Then I should have
hooked 1t—I mean, I'd have made a

quick get-nway.

Peter Todd chuckled. DBunter's words
vere ferocious, Dut Peter could not
quite sce the Owl of the Remove stun-
ning anybody with an inkpot. That
dramatic scene was never likely to be
witnessed at Greviriars, at all events,
Dunter at present seemed lo be existing
in the realms of fancy and imagination
where luz fat feet did nol touch the
ordinary earth,

“1t’s nol a laughing matter, Toddy,”
saitl Bunter, frowning, “You w{mldnt
laugh if you saw Quelchy on the floor,
weltering in his gore!”

“Nunno,” aygreed Peter. “I'll be
jolly serions when I see that—awfully
serious.  Just at present TI'll smile,
seel"

“You little know !" said Bunter,

*“LExactly '™ u.u;rupd Toddy. *““Sub-title
number fourtecen, '].hEJ.r ‘little knew !
I’n- seen it many a time.”

Time will show,” said Bunter.

“My dear porpolse, are you going to
talk for the future entirely in sub-
titles*” asked Toddy,

“Yah!”

With that retort, which was certainly
not a film zub-title, Billy Bunter mlled
away from |his derisivo study-mate,
Manv a time had William George Bunter
felt that he was misunderstood and mis-
prized at Greyfriars. e felt it now
more than ever. Even Toddy, his study-
male, who knew him best, was not 1n
the least impressed Dby  the latest
desperato developments of his character!
But, as Bunter had said, time would
show.

There was a vacani place in the Remove
FForm room that afternoon. Mr. Queleh’s
grimlet eve glimmered round in search
of Bunter, but without alighting on that
Jat voulh, " The gimlet eye finally rested
on ITarry Wharton,

“Wharton, do you know why Bunter
iz not in class?®"”

“No, sie.” .
“Do vou know where he 15%”

i Nﬂ-, Ei[' i

“Has any boy here szeen DBunter

recently?”" asked  Mr. Quelch, looking
over the Remove.
“ Yaas, sir,"” said Lord Mauleverer.

“When did you see him, Mauleverer?”

“At dinner, sir,” said his lordship
innocently,

Mr. Quelch gave an impalient sniff.

“I saw him myself at dinner,
Mauleverer ! he snapped.

“¥aas, sir. Sodid 1.

““Has anvone seen Bunter since

dinner:” mnpml out the Remove master,

“I saw him poing down to thE _gates,
sir; about half an hour ago,” said
Skinner.

“Ihd he go out of gates?”

“1 think so, sir.”

Mr. Quelch compresesd his lips hard.
Bunter, apparently, had decided to
“eut " lessons that afterncon—a very
serious  procesding  on Bunter's _part,
Mr. Queleh hinrmF up his wrath, which
became more potent in storage. Nobody

in the Remove envied Bunter at Lis
next interview with his Form-master,
The Owl of the Remove did not appear
during afternoon classes, He missed Mr,
Quelch, and he missed Monsieur Char-
pentier in the French lesson. When the
juniors came out at last, there was a
general  discussion on the subject of
Biily Bunier Peter Todd was quite
concerned, wondering whether it was
possible that the fatuwous Owl had run
away from school again. Peter went
down to the gates to look out for him,
and after a time he was relieved to see
a fat form rolling up the road from

Courtfield. There was a rapt expression
on Dunter’s fat face as well asz dew-.
drops of perspiration. His thoughts

were far away somewhere. He hardly
secemed to notice Peler in the mateway,
bt he noticed him gquite suddenly when
Peter grasped a fat ear and brought him
to a halt.

“Ow ! whooped Bunler,

“Where have you been?” demanded
Peter Todd,

“Pictures ! snapped Bunter. “Leggo
my ear, yon cheeky beast! Don't you
know when you're in danger?”

“Danger!” repeated Peter.

“ Yes, Lucky for you I haven't a
revolver just now,” said the fat junior
truculently,

“More pictures and more potty
idiocy—what?" said Petor Todd. * You'd
better me clear of the cinema, Bunty,
when thc;.r re showing American crook
films."

“Bah!"

“Your brain iz too eoft to stand it,”
explained Peler.

“Unhand me, villain !

*“Wha-a-al?" gasped Toddy.

“Unhand me!” roared Bunter.

“Oh my hat! Sub-title number ten,
* Unhand me, villain? I knowt”
gasped Peter. “You l'mhjﬂus pﬂlly,
burbling jabberwock——""

it ﬂ-“ﬂ-j 11

Bunter jerked himself loose, and
rolled on, majestic. He was stopped by
Gosling, the porler. '

“ Master Bunter

“ Unhand me—I mean, don't worry!”
snapped Bunter,

“Which Mr. Quelch says—*"

“ Blow Quelch!”

“Hay !"” stuttered Gosling.

““And blow you!" said Bunter.

“Which I'll report yer——"

“Ha, ha!" laughed Bunter sardoni-
cally. . The fat junior's brain was full
of the pictures now, and once more his
fat imagination had transported him far
from common earth.

“Don't wyou larf at me, Mastér
Bunter I aaid  Gosling indignantly.
“Mr. Quelch says ihat ;,nu re to go to
'im at once. You ’ear me?”

(11 Ihh !:I.I

Bunter rolled on, and Gosling blinked
after him, If it had been “possible to
suspect a junior in the Lower Fourth of
drinking,. Gosling certainly would have
suspecled then that Dilly Bunter had
i:}m;n looking on the wine when it was
red.

“What's the matter with

"im. Mastor

Todd?” gasped Gosling, in wonder. “Is
he orf his onion, sir?"
“Only a bit more than usual”

answer Peter. “IU's the merry plr_-tuma
old bean, the giddy films! Bunter's up
in the clouds at present. Mr. Quelch will
soon bring him down again,”

“Well, iny heve ! said Gosling.

Billy Bunter rolled into the School
House, bt he did not go to Mr. Quelch’s
study. He made his way to Study No. 1,
in the Remove passare, where W harton
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—of Famous Footballers Given

and Nurent were at tea with their chums
—Bob Cherry and Hurree Singh and
Johnny Bull. The Famous Five looked
inquiringly at the Owl of the Remove as
he came 1n,

“Seen Quelchy yet?" asked Nugent.

Bunter snorted.

“Noj; I've no time to wasleon Quelchy.
T"'ve been to see Snicker Snagegs again.
It’s the last day lo-day, you know, and
I wasn't going to miss it, just for
lessons. In faet, I'm not going to do
any more lessons!”

“ Not ' ejaculated Wharion.

“No. Fed up!”

“Nobody to consult about it, except-
ing  your fatheaded self?” inquired
Johnny Bull.

“Np,” said Bunter calmly. “I've

made up my mind. As for Quelchy, let
him beware! 1 shall not stick at trifles!”

“Faithead !

“Take care, Cherry

“Kh? What am 1 to take care of 7"

“Vengeance !

“Q0Oh, my hat!?™

“Mind how you speak to me!” con-
tinued Bunter. “I'm not in the mood
to take any cheek! DBeware of my
sudden and terrible vengeance !”

“Ha, ha, ha'!” roared the Famous
Five.

Bunter frowned portentously. When
the clutching crook threatened people
with sudden and terrible vengeance they
cdid not lauwegh. The Famons Five did.
Somehow there seemed a lack of con-
cordance between film life and ordinary
life.

“But I'm not here to bandy words
with  you,” resumed DBunter. “1've
made up my mind! No more lessons
for me! No mare school! To-morrow
the new life hegins !

And with his nose in the air Bunter
slalked out of the study.

|:|j

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In the Dead of Night !

HEN Billy Bunter was seen with
_ a prefect’s hand on  his

shoulder, being marched off to

his Form-master's study, quite
a crowd of fellows gathered round. By
that time the news of Bunter’s latest had
spread, and all the Remove had chortled,
and were still chortling, over *Clutch-
ing Bill, the Greyfriars Crook,” as he
waz heard to call himself. It was
not an uncommon thing for faneiful
fellowz to be affected by the piclures,
but it was rather stariling to =ee the n-
Auence of the films carried to the length
of “Clutching Bill,” Skinner remarked
that he'd read of such cases in the news-
papers. and said that there were lots of
Bunters in juvenile prisons, and opined
that William George would arrive there
sooner or later Other fellows wera of
opinion that Bunter was more likely to
arrive in a home for idiots, or a lunatic
asylum.

Meanwhile, he arrived in Mr. Quelch’s
study. There was no help for that, as
(wynne of the Sixth had him by the
shoulder, ard Gwynne was not to be
argued with. Tle was, as the hmmnorous
Skinner pointed out, a prefect with a
clutech, and Bunter at present was 2
crook without a cluteh, and a very dis-
concerted-looking erook at that. In spile
of his desperate designs for the fulure, it
was evident that the disciple of the cold-
blonded erook dreaded that interview
with Mr. Quelch, perhaps because he was
not providcd with an antomatic pistol, a
howie-knife, or 2 homb, or any of the
other paraphernalia of a flm  wvillain,
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a flendish yel from Mossoo.
keel! I am cripple !

Bunter clutched at Mossoo to save himself, and the old revolver slipped from
under his jacket and crashed down on the French master’s foot.
*“Ow ! he cried.
Ow ! " (See Chapter 5.)

There was
“Nomdunnom! Iam

Though what Dunter would have done
with those dreadful instruments, if he
had possessed them, was rather a
mystery, for certainly the mere sight of
a real bomb would have started him run.
ning as Tast as his fat little legs could go.

He disappeared into Mr. Quelch’s
study, there to answer for having ecut
classes in the afternoon.

Whatever explanation Bunter gave, it
could not have been satisfactory, for
sounds of woe were heard proceeding
from the study soon afterwards {o the
rhythmic accompaniment of a swishing
Cana,

A The giddy crook's gelling it!" re-
marked Skinner. *‘Listen for the [atal
shot! Surely it’s time for him {o pot
Quelchy, if he's going to be any shakes
of a erook ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Sounds as if he's going througn it.”
remarked Bob Cherry, as a series of fear.
ful howls came from the study. * DBut
more power to Quelehy’s elhow. DBunter
really wants it this tine.”

“The wantfulness 1s terrvific!” re-
marked Iurree Singh. *“The lessonful-
ness mav do the esteemed fathead good.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he comes!”

Mr. Quelehy's study door apened, Billy
Bunter emerged. He had his fat hands
tucked under his arins, and seemed to be
trving Lo tie himself inlo a sailor’s knot.

“Bunter!” came Mr. Quelch’s sharp
volee Tvom the siady.

“Ow! Yes, sir?”

Tt was quite a submissive answer for
a desperate character like Clutehing Bill,

A SPLENDID TA

" DE VERE OF THE REMOVE!" Y

“You have left my study door open,
Bunter."

LK ﬂ“' !!.-

“ Close that door at once, Bunter!”

Bunter paused.

Clutching Bill was by no means dead.
The epirit ¢f that desperado rose up in
Bunter, and impelled him to defy his
Form-master.  Bunter's bps opened to
hurl forth the defiance,

But the ache in his palms reminded
him that it would not do. The defiance
remained unhurled, as it were.

Instead,of wtterine threats of ven-
reance, and warning Mr. Quelch that
the time would come- probably in the
dead of nmight—Bunter said :

“Yes, sir

And he drew the door shut.

There was a chuckle {rom the juniors
in the passage. Billy Dunter blinked at
them mm'ﬂw]y.

Now that the door was shut between
himself and his Form-master he felt less
discouraged. When there was no danger
Bunter could be as bold as a hon,

“Yon can snigeer ™ said Bunfer,

“Thanks, we will 1" saul Skinner.

[}

“The hour will come !
“I1allo, hallo, hallo ! Not cured yet?”
“Mv hat!

exclaimed Bob  Chevry.
You've had a bumping aud a licking!
What more do you wani?"”

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Ha., ha, ha! That sounds like the
merry old Bunter agamn!”

“T.et him beware!” said Bunter, un-
heeding.,  “ Vengeance is on his track!
Revenpe 13 sweet ! Ha, ha!”

LE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.
By FRAMK RICHARDS. i
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“ Sub-title number twently, * Revenge
is sweet !’ " said Petor Todd.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Let him wait a bit,” went on Bunter.
“The cup of vengeance 1s overflowing.
But it isn't full yet.”

“ My hat! Isn't that a bit mixe

“Let him beware of Clutching Eill in
the dead of night !” said Bunter, “Ow!
Wow, wow !" he added, as he rubbed hr=
fat hands. **Yah! You cackling asses!
(o and eat coke!"”

Bunter rolled away, nursing his hands,
and pgiving the Removites, as he went, a
glare in quite the style of the crook with
a clutehh -

In Study Ivo. 7 he =zat in the armchair
and nursed his fat paws; and judping
by the portentous frown upon his face,
deep and dark thoughts were passing
his brain. Peter Todd ventured to
interrupt  hia  meditations with a
reminder of prep. Dunter gpave a scorn-
ful, sardonic laugh.

“Prep! Ha, ha!
me "

“But toe-morrow——" urged Peter,

“To-morrow 1 shall
Bunter,

““Thinking of running away from
school again, old bean?” asked Peter.
“Better think (wiees”

“Bah!”

Todd eyed him very thoughtfully. In
his present exalted atate, with his brain
stuffed with film-thrills, there really was
ne telling what Billy Bunter might or
might not do. It was not unknown for
actual crime to be committed by weak.
headed persons as a result of watching
exeiting erook films—-and DBunter cer-
tainly was film-struck to the greatest pos-
sible extent. Peter Todd realised that
there might be a serious side: to the fat
Owl's extraordinary oulbreak. He deter-
mined to keep a fatherly eye on
Bunter.

Wingate of the Sixth saw lights out
in the Remove dormitory that night,
and Bunter eyed him morosely. After
lirhts were out, there was a cheery buzz
of talk in the Remove, mostly on the
subject of Bunter, and crooks, and films,
Bunter listened to the chipping of the

] N}

No more prep for

Removites without a word; but Peter

Todd noticed that his snore was not

audible.

Dunter was remaining awake.

Next to eating, sleeping was Bunter’s
chief delight, and 1t was very remark:
able indeed for him to keep awake of
his own accord. After the talk had died
away, and the juniors one by one
dropped off to sleep, Peter hiskened {or
that echoing snore.

But it did not come,

Bunter was awake—and Peter was
awake, too. Tt was nol easy to remain
wakeful, but Peter did 1.  He was
really anxious about Bunter by this
time, and he could not help suspecting
that the fat junior had some hare-
brained scheme in his mind,

It was nearly eleven o'clock when
there was a creak as tha Owl of the
Remove sat up in bed.

“Yeou fellows asleep?”
cautious whisper in the gloam,

Peter Todd chuckled softly.

“ All but little me!” he answered.

Bunter jumped as he heard that un-
expected reply. Tle blinked through the
darkness m the direction of DMeter's bed.

“Yeu beast, Toddy! What are you
staving awake for?”

4 Keeping an eye on you, my fat

came ik

pippin '’
“What for, you rotler?”
“Tn case vou get out of bed.”
answered Peter cheerfully. “If you do,
NEXT
MONDAY!
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be afar!™ =aid’

dear bay, I'mi goin
pillow, That's the
for potty porpoises !

“ Boast 1"

Bunter settled his head on his pillow
again. [Peter Todd rubbed his eyes, and
remained awake, though with ingreasing
difficulty., There’ was a deep snore .from
Bunter's bed at last.

It came as a relie! to his watchful
study-mate.
Peter could sleep; and Toddy closed his
eyes af once, and in less than a minute
he was in the arms of Morpheus.

But though Peter slept, it was not

for you with a
t eure, I think,

with an easy mind; and about half an

hour later he awakened. He yawned
and rubbed his eyes, and, remembering
Bunter, he histened for the fat junior's
snore. -But there was no snore to be
heard. Peter sat up in bed,

“ Bunter "

No answer—and no snore !

Peter slipped out, groped for a box of
matches, and struck one. The hght
glimmered on Bunter's bed—which was
empty !

Peter drew a deep breath.

“My hat! He's gone!™

Not only was DBunter gone — his
clothes were gone, too. The match went
out.

“Pulling my leg!"” murmured Peter.
MORE REAL
FOOTBALL
PHOTOS FOR |

YOU! |

o9
SEE PAGE

2.

“That fat bounder ulling my leg!
Mine! ['ll spiflicate !IEFI"I A 5y R
- Peter realised—rather too late—that
Bunter had not slept, after all. The
snore had been deceptive. With unex-
pected ennping, the Owl of the Bemove
had simulated slumber, and completely
taken in the watchful Peter.

Where was he now ¥

As Peter stood thinking that problem
out, he heard twelve strokes from the
clock tower.

It was midnight.

At that hour all Greyfriars was asleep
in bed, the last light had long been
extinguizhed. Where was Dilly Bunter
at that late hour—in the dead of night,
as he would have put it?  Obwviously,
wherever he was, and whatever he was
“up to,” he had to be stopped. Peter
Todd crossed over to Wharton's bed, and
shook the captain of the Remove by the
shoulder.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Caught in the Act!

i BEOOOOH "
G Wharton came out of the
Land of Nod. He mumbled

and tlinked up at the shadowy

junior who was shaking him.
“Wharrer marrer?”  he
drowsily,  “House on fre?"”

murmured

If Bunfer was sleeping,

Grand Free Engine Plates!

“No. Turn out, old said
Peter quietly,

“What for?™

" Bunter '

“ Bother Bunter !

“He's left the dorm,” said Peter,
“He's up to sometling—goodness knows
what,  He was talking this evening
about cracking the Head's safe and bolt-
ing. Turn out and lend me a hand.”

Wharton sat up fast enough at that.

Y“Bure he's gone ¥ he asked.

He was wide awake now.

“IHis bed’s empty,” said Peter.

“Where can he he, then?”

“ Blessed if T know—unless he's carry-
ing on a film stunt, and eracking the
Head's safe.”

“ Greal Beott!"

Harry Wharton jumped out of bed,
There was a yawn from Bob Cherry: the
voices bad awakened him,.

“Who's up?” yvawned Bob.

“Little us,” said Peter. “*You can
turn out, too, old top—we're after a”
fitm-mad dummy, and we've got to catch
him before he does any harm,”

“0Oh, my hat! Bunter—"

“"He's gone ! 2
~ Bob jumped out of bed. The three
juniors dressed quickly in the darl. The
affnir had its ridiculous side, there was
no doubt about that; but it was quite

chap,”

{ possible that it might turn out serioualy

enough—for Bunter., Bunter was down-
stairs at midnightt, and he was “up ':f to
something—that was certain.  What he
might be doing was really an alarming.
conjecture since the films had plainly
confused his sense of right and wrong,
ever \'E‘.‘[:_'_'," ﬂIEﬂI’.

The three juniors moved quietly, so as
not to awaken the others. They left the
dormitory almost without a sound.

All was dark in the passage ontside;
not a glimmer of light came from the
slalrcase.

“Whither, O Toddy ?" murmured Beb
Cherry, '

" Better look in the Head's
first,” whispered Peter.

*But—but you can’'t think——"'

“Let's see. anyvhow,”

“(h, all right!"

Without a sound, in their socks, the
three Removites crept down the stairs.
They reached the corridor upon which
the Head's study opened. And they
canght their breath as they discerned a
glimmer of light under the door. The
door was closed, but there was a light
within.

“He's there!” whispered Wharton,

“Hold on!” murmured DBob Cherry.
“Buppose the Head's sitting up late
there—if we butted in on the Head at
miidnight——""

i Ph{-“_ 1'-”

“It isn't the Head,” whispered Peter.
“If the Head was there the electric
light would be on. That's only a glim-
mer of a candle,”

“Right again! Come on, then.™

The three juniors tiptoed to the study
door.  Peter Todd turned the handle
softly and silently, and opened the door
a few inches,

‘That gave the three a partial view of
the interior of the study.

A candle stood flickering on the Head's
desk, shedding a dimm and wavering
light through the room, and over the
book-lined walls.

In the wavering light they discerned
Bunter.,
fully

study

The Owl of the Remove was 1
dressed. He was standing with his back
to the door, and did not =zee that it was
opened, and that three pairs of eyes
were fixed on him. '

LE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.
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All the échool knew that there was a
safe in the Head’s study, and knew
where it was. DBunter was sitting be-
fore it, blinking at 1it. Having arrived
s0 far, the Greyfriars eracksman seemed
rather at a loss,

On the hlms he had seen the screen

crook open safes as easily as any other
fellow would open a sardine-tin. But
standing before an actual safe, the pro-
position seemed somewhat different.

Obviously the Head's safe was not to
be opened like a sardine-tin. Bunier
had a screwdriver in hiz hand, borrowed
from some fellow's tool-chest., DPerhaps
1t was for use d4s a jemmy. But the
amateur eracksman had much to learn,

even about the use of a jeminy., It was
clear that he was at 2 loss,
"::h-:::an*{l and stariled as they were,

the juniors at the door could not heip
grinning.

Never had a crook started on the
downward path S0 inadequately
equipped for a croocked life as William
George Bunter,

The fat junior was muttering to Lim-
sclf, and his words reached the ears of
the trio,

“Hotlen! Blessed if [ know how to
stick the dashed thing into the dashed

safo! I don't know the ecombination.
I—1 don’t even know whether i's a
combination lock ! I—I wonder how

you tell whether 1t's a combination lock
or not! Oh dear!”

Bob Cherry suppressed a chuckle.

“That film chap does it with a turn
of the hand!” resumed Bunter. 17
blessed if I quite see how! Sometimes
he blows a hole in the door with dyna-
mite or something! How's a fellow 1o
o that without dynamite? I-—T1 sup-
pose it would wake evervhody up if 1
hammered it? Oh dear!”

It really locked as if the Head's safle
was  quile  secure  from  Bunter the
Cracksman after all!

The fut junior sat on the edge of the
writing-table, still with his back to tho
door, and blissfully unconscious of the
fact that three pgrinming faces were
watching him. He took a chunk of
toffee from his pocket and gnawed it
meditatively.,  This was not quite in
keeping with the character of a filin
crook. Certainly he had never scen a
crook gnawing ioffee at the pictures,
But there was still a great deal of Billy
Bunter about Clatching Dall!

Peter Todd signed to his companions,
Im the passage Todd whispered to them,
and there was a seft chuckle.

“Go it ! whispered  Baob.

They approached the door amain.
Bunter, rezting an the cdge of the tablo,
was still  meditatively gnawine tolfee
and staring at the safe, Peler Todid
had shipped off his jacket., Holding it
in hiz hands, he tiptocd noisclessly mio
the study. Hiz socks made no sound
on the carpet.  He reached the weitine-
table, on the other side of. which saf
Bunter. Harry Wharton and  Baob
Cherry walched him breathlessly.

With a sudden plunge, DPeter Todd
wenl sprawling acrass the table, and the

jacket  was  suddenly  thrown over
Bunter's head and face from behin.
There was a whoop from  Dunter,

mufiled in the jacket as Peier closed it
round has face.

The amazed Owl  sirogelod in the
jacket, but Peter had him fast. Ilis
arms were thrown™round Dunter's head,
holding the jacket over his face, and
completely  blindfolding him.  Wharton
and Bob Cherry rushed in al once, and
grasped Dunter's fat wrists, |

“Groooooh! Mooooooh !

NEXT
MONDAYI

Carnne

muffled accents from under the folded

j:w]-w.t-.

“"Bilence, on your life!” a voice
Ium’::f in Bunter's ear.

Y Ow 1M

“Not a word! Struggle, and my
trusty hlade drinks vour gore!” hissed

the voice.

Bunter trembled.

Peter Todd had adopted a deep hass
voice for the occasion, quite nnlike his
psual tones, and the blindfolded Owl
had not the faintest suspicion that he
was in the grasp of his study-mate.

The unfortunate amateur cracksman
could only suppose that he had been
seized by a real cracksman, which was
alarming enough to clear all the misis
of film romance away from even
Bunter’s obtuse brain. The real thing
was even more thrilling than the pie-
tures, But 1t was not an enjovable
thrill ! Far from that! There had been
no moment in DBunter’s Iife which he
had enjoyed less!

He did not resist. He realised that
he was n desperate hands, and he stood
unresisting, while the grasp tightened
on his fat wrists, and the jacket was
wound more tightly round his head.
And over the head of the blindfolded
Owl three juniors grinned at ona
another, and found great difficulty in
suppressing their laughter,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Enough for Bunter !

ILLLY RBUNTER blinked and
gasped under the muffling jacket,
not even aware that it was a

jacket. He knew that he was
blindfolded, and that he was in the grip

17

of daring and desperate hands—hands
worthy ﬂf the elutching erook who had
been his own model.  Bunter felt at that
moment that he hated cluiching crooks.
It was really hke a film drama in the
Head s study, featuring Bunter ! Bunter

ought to have been pleased! But he
wasn't ! He would have given all the
precture palaces in the wide world, at

that moment, to be safely back in bed
in the Hemove dormitory.

Deep and menacing, the voice
in his ear again:

“Bpeak o whispers! . One ery, and
my bowie-knife is stained to the hilt with
vour fat—1 mean your gore. Ha!l”

“Ohwe I

“Who are you?"

“* B-b-by-bunter 7

“What are vou doing here?"

“N-n-nothing !

“The truth, caitiff, or my automalie
dashes your brains—i{ any—over the
carpet !

“Ow 17

“Yaon
truth !

“Yo-e-e8!” pasped Dunter.

“Good! E{}Ll shall join our band!”

“Oh dear!

“We are known as the Bloadthirsty
Three ! went on the deep, harsh voice,
“Are you willing to beocome the DBlood-
thirsty Fourth "

s {}Ill'l' rl‘l

“Will you join ug, and swear to keep
the laws of the deadly band? Your life
15 at stake!™

“Yes: " gasped Bunter, “T—I—T'll do
anything you like. I—I—T'll join you
with pleasure !”

“Then from this moment we becomae
the Bloodthirsty Four, and youn are a

[]MH

hissed

are a cracksman? BSpeak the

e
o

)

**And stand back !
Removites.

Bunier glared at the astonished captain of Greyfriars with a roll in his round
eyes worthy of the great Snicker Snaggs himsell.
There was a yell of merriment from the crowd of

**Ha, ha, ha!”

**Hands up ! ’" he cried.

(See Chapter 6.)
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member of the band. Where is your
revolver ¥*
“I—I haven't one
“Your bowie-knife, then?”
“I—I haven't a bowie-knife ["
“Your automatic?”
li]:__I' ha‘,en't‘_____!l
“Then what do vou
murders with ¥’
iii____I__I_'___'_lF
“Dare you say that vou have never
committed one, murder—even a small
one " demanded -the voice.
“Ow! N-n-never!" pasped DBunter.

“Yet you aspire to become a member

joer

commit your

of the Bloodthirsty Four! Bah! How
old are you?”

“Fuf-fuf-if-fuf—"

“Whatt"”

“ Fuf-fuf-fifteen !” _

“Pah! At fifteen I had committed
seventeen murders—one for each year
and a couple over!"”

“Wow I”

“ At the age of six I slew my great-
grandfather with a tin-opener. At ten
I poisoned all my uneles with a tin of
American corned beef. You call your-
self a crook, and you have never killed

anybody—not even a blind man?®”
“Oh dear! Ow! Nunno!” _ :
“Then you 1nust begin to-night!

Where does wvour headmaster sleep?”

“In—in bed!"

“You silly ass—I mean, don’'t palter
with me, base caitiff. Do you know
your way to his room? Could you cut
off his head at one fell swoop, if T lend
you a bowie-knife?”

“Wow! No!"

“Bah! You are not worthy to
become & memhber of the Band of the
Bloodthirsty Brothers ! You must
die !"

“Yarooooh!”

“Don't you know how a crook should
carry on? Have you never scen a thrill-
ing American flm?"

“Oh dear! I wish I hadn't!”
groaned Bunter.

“Listen! If you would have us spare

your life, yon must swear never to
reveal this meeting.”
“I—I swear,” stammered DBunter,

“T—Y say, lemme go, and I'll go back
to bed at once, and—and never say a

word! I—I don't want to he a crook.”

“He Yknows too much!” 1‘.‘.:1‘()](!5! _in
nnut}i’wr voice. ““Betier blow his brains
oul.,

“Yow-ow-ouw 1" )
“Silence, Gory Jim!

Don't interrupt

Look Forward To!

yvour dread chief! Grunter—did you
say your name was Grunter——"

** B-b-bunter.” i
i “W’e!}, Bunter, we will spare wyour
ife—

*“(Oh, thanks!” pasped Bunter.

“¥You will guide us to your dormitory.
We shall see that vou go to bed. Blow
out thal eandle, Dabbled Dave, and put
it in your pocket. Grunter will guide
us in the dark, Remember, Shunter,
that if you show treachery, my bowie-

knifa is only an inch from wour
weasand ! Bewnare! Revenge is sweet !
Ha, ha!”

The ecandle was blown out. Then the

jacket was slipped from Bunter's face,
angd he was able to blink round him in
the dark, discerning nothing but three
very faint shadowy forms. all of which
had a grasp on him with unseen hands.

“Lead the way, Gunfer! Not a
sound !

“Oh dear!™

“Silence on vour life! Iead on!"

Billy Bunter led on., Trembling in
every fat limb, the Owl of the Remove
groped and stumbled his way up the
staircase, and reached the dormitory.
passage with hizs econductors, One of
them opened the door of the Remove
dormitory.

“‘Ts this the room?" came the deep,
harsh voice, ’

“Ye-p-ps5," pgasped DBunter. *I-1
say, don’t speak so loud, or wou'll wake
up the fellows."

“Tt would be easy (o shoot the
with my trusty automatic.”

“Oh crumbs!”

“Where is your bed, Shunter?”

“I—I'll show you.”

Bunter led the way to his bed, 1n the
deep pgloom of the domitory. He
bumped on it, and stumbled, and a

voiee came from another bed.
“Hallo! What's that row?"

Bunter did nolt answer, Ha turned
into bed without stopping to remove
his clothes, and drew the bedclothes
over him. Johnny Bull sat up in bed,
half-awake, but conseious that some-
thing was going on.

“What's that row?" inguired Johnny.
“Some of you fellows up?”

Bunter squeezed under the bedeclothes
with a pasp of terror. He fully expected
now to hear the automatic, But no
sound of a firearm disturbed the
serenity of the Remove dormitory.
Quite a different sound was heard, =

lot

Two Free Real Photos—

prolonged -chuckle, or, rather, thres
prolonged chuckles in uanison,

“All serenp, old top!” said Beb
Cherry's voice. ‘ Bunter’s been on his
travels, and he's just come back.”
‘Bunter gave a jump.

He heard a match scrdtch, and he
quivered. Now that the three cracks-
men could be seen, surely the Blood-
thirsty Three would begin with thewr
automatica !

But they didn't!

Bunter, amazed now more than he
was alarmed, ventured to peep but of
the bedclothes.

He peeped, and he blinked. No
desperadoes were in sight. By the
glimmer of a eandle-end Harry Whar-

ton and Bob Cherry and Peter Todd
were throwing off their clothes, pre-
paratory to turning into bed again,
Bunter blinked round him. He had
not heard the deoor—yet the Blood-
thirsty Three were evidently gone. Ha
ventured to put his whole head out into
view,
“I—1 sav, vou fellows I"” he gasped.
““Hallo, halle, hallo! Anything the
matter, Bunter?®"
“D-d-did you
“Bee whom?"”

zep them 7"
asked YWharton,

* Those—those desperadoes——"'
“Which?"
**The — the Bloodthirsty Three!”

gasped DPunter,

“The what?"
his bed.

Half the Remove were awake now,
wanting to know what was the matter.

“I—1 went down," stammered
Bunter, “I—1 was collared by three
savage crooks &

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“I—I fought like a lion,” gasped
Bunter. “ But what could T do against
three ruffians with automatics and re-
volvers and howie-knives? They got the
best of me, and s

“Go to sleep and dream again!™” sug-
gested Squiff,

“It's true!” gasped Bunter. * Thes're
still in the house somewhere. They—
thev seized me in the Head's study s
“And what were you doing in the

Head's study 7" demanded Peter Todd.

howled Nugent, from

{LI__I_I LR ]

“(Crackine the safe?” asked DBob
Cherry gemally.

“Nunno! I—I—"

“Silence, on your life!” said the

{Continued on page 20.)
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“ THE REST IMPRESSION ! ™

By Harry Wharton (Leader of the Lions).

AMPING, though an art in itsell, is
made up of other arts, or crafts.

Some of these so-called erafts we
have already dealt with. Such as
fire-lighting, tent making and pitching,

weather-lore, ete. But there are one or two
thines which we have not yet touched, and
must do, hefore we can =ay that we have
gone through the first stages of camping.
One of these remaining arts i3 commonly
known as * Handicrafts." ;

The name almost suggests itz meaning.
Handieraft—handiness in the camp. Making
little things that will Tmprove yonr camp to
make it o success, and, lastly, to give you
something to do.

By this latter 1 mean this. When yon
go on a4 camping holiday, whether for a

couple of days or a couple of weeks, you will
always find that you have plenty of time ob
vour hamds after xon have secn T0 Yyour neces-
sary comforts. You will find that there is a
gap between carly-morning brekker o luneh,
and from luneh to tea, and from tea to
sppper.  And it is how you. occupy yourselp
during these hours that realty half  the
success of the camp is going to depend.

How you ocenpy  yoursell! It's a great
question, which should receive careful con-
gideration amd thought.

I was speaking to one of the fellows ab
school a0 short while back concerning  this
very subjest. He and his choums had just re-
turned from a few davs' camping., 1 looked
them up oot their return, and asked them how
they luad enjoved themselves,

=0, fairly well!” one remarked. "We
didn't fimel much to do. Lot of lazing about,
and all that!"

I was certainly surprised at learning this,
but on further conversation I found that this
wias only foo true.

“You evidently didn't go the right way to
wark, my sons,” T swigd.

“Not the rizht way to work? Int, my dear
chap, we did it exactly as you teld us 1o
dot"

“* Nao. I'mn afraid vou did nok, or yon
wouldn't have told me what you «did just now
—that vou hadn't muel to do. Youn see, if
you had zone the right way to work, you
woulil never have swid it There's never
* Nothing to o ' 1" =

“Waork!” repeated my listener, absolute]y
astounded. ' What  do you  mean—work?
Do you think | went to eamp to work? |1
went for a rest—a holiday !

“True, von wens for o rest, as vou eall it

I zaid. * But vou took your rest in the wrong
way. When vou o to camp you have. thal

*pest impression ' lirmly wedzed in your mind.
That's gquite a1l richt. 1lave your rest, or
shall we eall b change '? | prefer the word
my=elf, although it means the same thing
ha ™

Now, there is one thing T hate to see, amid
that is a camper lving on his hack in the
prass, withe his hat over his eyes, or a hook
at. his side. That’s sheer lariness, ol rostinge
at all, He has got hold of the wrong meaning

EIMIOR'S NOTE.—All my readers who
: i who dre
camipingy and {n {he * Greal Ouei-Doors
will find
of articles full of useful tips.—Eb.

interested in

|

aof “resting,” in exactly the same way as my
friend who had just retorned.

Trie, you say, when vou go to eamp it is
for a complede rest; but why not say for a
complete change? A change from your usual
dally routine is really a rest.

Then comes the question, what do you mean
wlien vou say o change? [ mean, “Something
to o

[t's a wery eurions way of putting it, hut
there lies the whole szecret of the success.
Awvain yon pause, and say: “ But what can I
do? There seems nothing to do but just sit
ilown on the zround after you have cooked
y!?ur grub and eaten it, and look at the
ghv."”

Nothine to do? Why, rreat Seott! Look

- . =
aronnd vou, and see whether there's nothing
to do. There's 1 hundred and one different
way ol oceupyving yourself. Bnt all the time
your will he having your rezt, but in another
wiy, in a more beneticial manner.

Now we come fto the way ont of our
dificully. The word “Camperaft™; and
under that heading you can go on, like the
proverhial brook, writing down the arts and
crafts which come under it. I eould give you
a whole list of them, but at the present we
will content onrselves with dealing only with
one.  The others will follow In subsequent
artickes,

The first “something to do ™ on that list
ig “handierafts,” the meaning of which we
have already stated—makiog things for the
camp ont of wood, a4 materinl which iz sur-
rovnding you on all points of the compass,

In the followine article on " Handicrafta,"”
Donakd  ©gilvy, whe is the leader of the
Pewits, a patrol in the Grevfriars Scouts, only
recently formed, hag piven ns a number of
naeful little articles which can he made from
wood with only the use of one or two fools.
In a most unique manner he has solved an

Ihiz Lirile seriea

[ 3 1 - o
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impartant problem—the tool qguestion, All
your pemd, 1 think e siays, is a penknife, a
hammier, some tacks, amd a sharp axe. 1 will
lvave vou Lo it!

H. W.

—_— s =

HANDICRERAFTS IN CAMP !
By Donald Ogilvy (Leader of the Pewits)
= ARRY WHARTON ealls it a “some-
thpna-to-de " arl, amd 1 think he =

vidht when he calls it that, At the

several eamps [ have attewded with

the Lions, Harry Wharton, the leader, has
heen. very  strict coneerning the question of

Ingines=. Noft that any of the members of
the patrol are lazy, really. Buat there are
cerfain times during the Jdav  which  will
heeome “empby,” as you might say, unless

vou have been properly guided into camping
the right war, Camping should never hecone
i hore Lo yoal. It zhwonlid be Blled with nn-
bonmaded pleasure, amd with plenty to ocenpy
voursell hetween the varions meala in the
davtime., You can do many things which are
a real pleasure, and which are at the same
time wvery helpfal; and  whilst yom are
oecupied in’ doing these things you are having
A rippine ceat,

I have zone in for many things sinee [
tartil  camping. For inatance, hotany,
natural history in all its forms, woodwork,
painting  and  desizwng,  amdl  many  other
mterestine amd  instrnetive hohbies, These

hobhios omr leader ealla the W something-to-
do * arts, o pickname well suited to them.
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This week I have picked out the Handi-
craft, to ecommence with, and T hope 1 shall
be asked to write comeerning the other erafts
which I have been studying for some time.

The articles 1 have deseribed Dbelow
have heen made at all our camps, and
have proved very suceessful, Without them,
[ think, we wonldn't have carcied on so well.
The heanty of the whole thing is that only
abont three tools are necessary for their con-
struction, and a bag of amall nails or tacks.
The tools I used were an ordinary, but
sharp, penknife, a small hammer, and o sharp
axe. With these I have been able to make
many other things as well.

THE WOOD SLEDGE.—The question of
conveyance of wood from one place to another

has always heen somewhat of a difficulty, and
nntil the eamp sledge was thought of it was
rather a laborious task. Now, all that is re-
quired is to take the sledge to thé woods,
oather the branches, and stack them om the
sledge, then drag it back to the camp. To
make the sledege vou firsh of all require &
large forked branch ef ash and about half &
dozen crosshars, ent from the same wood. I
eay ash, hecause it v gasier to eut and 1s
stronger than other wood, and is more pliable.
Fiz. 1 shows how the forked brameli is cut,
and Fig. 2 depicts the method of lashing the
crosshars to the fork with rope or thick
string. Then you wilk need a longer picce
of rope to tie at the end to enahle you to
drar the sledge over the ground. As a
finishing touch yoir ¢um whittle and paint a
design on the fork.

CAMP CANDLESTICHKS.—Two extremely
useful and easily-made candlesticks are de-
picted in Fig. 3. For the first, you will wamd
a piece of wood about one amd half to two
feet in length, with one of the ends pointed, to
atick in the ground when complete. Then
nail a dise of wood (B), about four imchés in
diameter and one ineh in thickness, to the
end af the stick, upon which the candle will
stand. C is the wind-puard, and is made from
gither a piece of eardhoard or from a strip
of hirch-hark. Cut the shape as shown In
the sketeh, and tack it round the dise. If
youu are good at designing, yow can improve

the appearance of the candlestick by
whittling a design on the stick and pamting
it.

The seeoml eandleatick ig ent from a yonng
sapling where it widens wvear the grownd.
This wider part forms the base, as shown.
In the top of the atick eunt the hole (E)
with your penknife for the candle to be
plaeed in. Fig. 4 shows the candlestick com-
pleted, with o desizn whittled round it.

A BIRCH-BARK DRINKING.CUP.—It may
happen that you are ont away from the camp,
thae day hat, amd you are very thirsty.
Being away from the camp, you are naturally
withent a drinkine-cap,.so the only way ol
procuaring a drink of water from the stream
iz by using vour hands to form a rnther cride
drinking-vessel. But liere I have a better
ntethod of obtaining water,

First, of all ewt a strip of hireh-hark with
vour knife, then place it on the ground, and
eutl a eirenlar piece from it.  Find, roughly,
the ecentre of the dise, then cut a picee
Voshape from it, ag shown (F) in Fig, 5. Next
hend it round £o make a cone, and pin with
a piece of bwig, or, better still, a rose-thorn
{(t1). Then ent a plece of stick, with «
twoeinch slit down the centre from one end,
ard fix it on to the cone (H). This makes a
very useful drinking-vessel, and Is quite clean.

A TOOTHRRUSH.—Have you ever left your
tonthibrugh behind? 16 may happen that in
pasking  yvour kit together the toothhrush
glipa vemr memory. amd von arrive at camp
withont one.  But this shoonld not worry yYoar,
For it is very easy to make o good suhstitntoe.
Fie., 66 will wive vou an idea how a toothbrizsh
can be ent from a picee of young woodd.
TaE Macwer Lisraky.—MNo, T43,
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'BUNTER THE CROOK!|

{Continued from page 18.) l
deep, harsh voice suddenly. “One

word, and my bowie-knife clr1nk=: your
gore in the best film style.”

Bunter's eyes seemed to bulge out of
his head. It was the dread voice of the
crook, but it procesded from FPeter
Todd'! Bunter blinked at Peler Todd
as if he would never leave off blinking.

“You!". gasped Bunter, at last,
“Little me,” said Peter cheerily,

“You—you

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.
“Little us, Bunter! Do you think it's
ebout time vou gave up playing the
goat, old porpoise? Or shall we
mention to the ITead that we caught
you monkeying round lis safe?”

“You—you—you—" gluttered Bun-
ter dazedly. *‘It—it—it was you—you—
you—-""

“Us—us—us!" chuckled Harry Whar-
ton.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“Ha, ha, ha'"
“0Oh dear!™

Billy Bunter did not seem to be guite
able to get the facts into his fat brain
for a full minute. Bat when he finally
got them there, ho felt relieved. It was
a relief to know that there were no such
persons as the ‘Bloodthirsty Three in
the house, and that his fat leg had been
pulled in ‘the scene in the study.

“But what was Bunter doing in the
Head's study ?" asked Bolsover major,

“I—I say, you fellows, mum’s the
word !" gasped Bunter, in alarm. 'I—
| say, I—] won't do it any more! 1

I-—-1—I don't want to be

(L

Wwon 1-. really !
a crook! I—I don’t really!

“Bit too exciting—what?" grinned

1 Bob.

“Oh dear! I—1'm glad it was only
you beasts!" -gasped Bunter. "y
~I—  Of course, I wasn't really

frightened——""
“Ha, ha, hal"

Bob Cherry blew oul the candle. Five
minutes later Bunter's deep snore
sounded through the Remove dormitory ;
and this time it was genuine. Not for
worlds would William George Bunter

have left theﬁ shollor _nf the Remove
dormitory again that night.

" ] [ ] L] r [

Bunter was cured.

He was unusually thoughtful the next
day, but he was not thinking of film
stunts, cold-blooded crooks, or exciting
get-aways.  His . fright in the Head's
study at midnight had opened his eyea:
the lesson was not lost even on Bunter's
obtuseness., Tis fat leg had been
pulled, but it had seemeod like a dread-
ful rra.hf. while it lasted, and Bunter
had q:.n{e lost all desire to figure as a
crook, or to be known as {}iutthm{(
Bill! Which was all to the good, thoug
il was a long time before the Removiles
allowed the Owl to forget his amazing
antics of the time when he was Film-
Struck !

THE END,

(Next Monday's grand, long complete
story of Harry Wharton & Co. concerns
the arrival of @ new boy in the Remove.
The story is entitled ** De Vere of the
Remove!" By Frank Richards. De
Vere i3 going (o amuse and aslfound
you! Order your copy now!)
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!{-o 0.4, You will receive by return a Splondid
Gold Nibbad Fleot Founiain FPen,
If omly 1 coupon i sent, the
[ FPockel LH:J,
offer is made to lniroduos the famous Fleet Pen to the MAGNET readors.
Foroign post esxira.

Lover Ball-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.

118, Fleet Streat,
Britlsh Made 14-cL”
Magium, or Broad Nib).
alldwed Tor eachoxtss coupon up to 6.

ndon, E

Batiafaotion guaramieod or cash returned.

PN

happ

flnder,

OuUT

Value 2d.

metal body.
PRICE: Yest Pocket, for pletures l; ¥ 2

They are simple
completle with m:tnmliunl.

= | FOLDING CAMERAS, 9/6

Buy your Oamera now, and save money. The lu'mmur is
here, and you will wlnh photos to rrmmd\:w ol 1he
timea you have durlog the holldays

supplying a New Model
rapid shutter (for sapaps or time e¢xposures), direot view-

o A% now
Folding Camera. with speolal

leathar bellows,
In two alzea,

finasat lans, with sot focus and

. B/8
" 12/8

supplied
and focusing

Larger size, ,, * 5;
paaAy 1o rn-mi'pulatm an
tlnr‘.h: alida

wereen, Postage 9d. each. The 2§ X .h iz standard,
value 10/6 ([Fine, and more generally used.
ries i3 3[9, 24, being . FREE|—3end to-day for our new prics list,

d. axtra.) This great

o) 'l'-"'t““' A By

S MAGAZINE 4-
F-'I.'EEIF.'IILE

"

l"
w iy T

room lamns, dishos, frameas, olo., all at rock-bottom
GRAMAM & CO0., 5, Devonshire Street, Holhorn,

whowing o full range of Fllim and FPlate Cameras
[or overy requirsment. Arneunrlnl, plalos, ﬂn&

HDﬂH. w.C. 1.
10-6-22



