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SAM CHEDGZOY and TOM CAIRNS!

All about the famous footballers who form the subjects of our Grand Free Photos.

SAM CHEDGZOY,
Everton and International Qutside-Right.
HE story of feothall is full of real-

life romances, not the least
interesting of which is the record

of  how  Sam  Chedgeoy,  the
Everton outside-right, took his first step
up the ladder of ifame. Born at Elles-

mere Port, Cheshire, (hedgzoy uzed to
spend  his eparce time watchine a elub
connected with a loecal ironworks, and

when they were practising he would kiek
the ball back to them from belind the
moal,

One afternoon it :o happened that this
ironworks team were o oman short, and,
in order to make up tlie eleven, they
asked the boy Sam if bLe would play
Tor them at ont=ide-right. The Iad did
%0, aund shaped so well {hat for the
remginder of that seazon Le waz never
again abzent from the team,

That waz Lhe begiuning of a wonderful
career an the foothiall ficld for the fellow
“with a name likc a sureze,” az hie has
been ealled. As timte went on, the play
of this outsideright of the local iron-
works team bogan to attract the  at
tention of several hig elubs, and he waz
practically on the point of signing for
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Blackpool * when the Everton officials
came along with a better offer. This
was in 1910, and though Chedgzoy had
to wait for some little time bhefore get-
ting a regular place in the Everton first
team, his chance came in due courze, and
he accepted it with both feet, as we
might aay.

He firat gaioed real recognition as a
gtar performer in 1915, when he was
chosen to play for the English League
arainat the Scottish Leapue. Then came
the war to ioterrapf hiz career; but he
found time to play for West Ham oacca-

admirable, he has also played for Everton
ab eentre-forward,

At one time last zepazopn 1 wasz sug-
gested that he Wwas not =0 good as he
used to he, but after a short lapse he
was  Testored to  hi: position in  the
FErerton side, dud plaved az well as ever.
He stands 5S0t. Bips, and weighs
10=t. 7lh, WILi]r_' hie modesty  makes
him a favourite among foothallers every.
wlhere,

TOM CAIRNS,
Ingide-Leit of Glasgow Rangers,

HE Glasgow Rangers club  has

ever heen noted, in scotland as

a =ide which possessed Torwards

of the very top class, and against

sngland last season four of the forwards
of the Rangers played [or Scotland. One
of them was inside-leit Tom Cairns, who
is a skilful plaver worthy to take rank
among the hbest who have represented
the Hangers from time to time. Like
mest players who have learned the game
in Seotland, Cairns is deeidedly of opinion
that foothall {a a zcientific rather than

sionally while getting ready for the | 4 mere  kick-and-rush game, and in
fighting-line. Since the war was over, | recent vears he has often been pointed at
and he returned to Evertom, he has | as just the sort of copybook playver young
eained several International caps, and, | lads of Seotland 5I1m|5)ﬂ wateh,

i addition to playing at outside-right, ?fer.f ;‘lt« férﬁrtnﬁﬂ, Gjﬂei:neﬂ ﬁ."ﬁt tnhu-
e R : n AITEeTs sey i o
where his speed and ball comtrol are ];E-l.'i-‘té rosthioiy ) P }.-3. Fekalns

Mace in the first feam in the following
aeason, he had never since been passed
OVer, e:u:em when injury has compelied
him to stand down., During his carecr
hé has been a most consistent goal-getter,
}Jl_im. i ]J{I-"nli"E]‘fuI shot on the run, and the
anccess which hds atténded the efforts
of the Bangers in Cup amd League
matches sincé the war iz partly duoe td
the zeheming brain of Cairnsg in the for-
ward  line. Well  hrilt, he stands
5ft. Sins., and welghs 1136, 12 1b.
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A greal sensalion is caused at Cireys
frive= when Mauleverer 15 discovered in-
sensible on his study carpei a Tew minudes
black-bearded
“If you do not hand me over
tenn thousand pounds, vou will not return
That
and it was
the forerunner of a series of the most

This i3 a splendid story, and quite ane

I!:'i."i

riven ns, and 1 am sure it will meet wilh
a cordial reception at the hands of IHjF

]

THE “GREYFRIARS HERALD.”

Theve will also be the usual four-page
1 he found in the

Wharton,
“Lirey-
" tells us thal next week’s
tcsie will he a Special Dream Number.
Ieom that you can expect greal things.
Tom Drown. the irrepressible humorist of
tFw Remove, has someihing to say about
"and there will be many other

laughable features mm our famous school-
Altogether, next Monday's

will

le one of the bhest isEnes of your favourile

~Your €ditor,
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—{he Famous International, in Acﬁun, in Next Week’s Issue! 3

e

A Magnificent, Long, Complete Story, de

RICHARDS.

aling with the Holiday Adventures of Harry

Wharton & Co., the famous chums of Greyfriars, telling how Lord Mauleverer makes
his list of guests for his Yachting Tour for the Summer Vac.

e a—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Very Desirable Acquaintance !

e AULY, old man!”
M Lord Mauleverer groaned.
The sight of Billy Bunter
never gave him delight. On
the present occasion it seemed to fill him
with dismay,

His lordship was sauntering at ease
under the old elms in the Greyfriars
quad. But as Billy Bunter appeared in
1he offing and hailed him, his lordship's
casy saunter was changed inlo a rapid
walk—not towards Bunter.

“Mauly ! shouted Bunter.

Lord Mauleverer walked more quickly,
still with his back to Bunier. He seemed
to be deaf that afternoon. There were
occasions when Billy Bunter's acquaint-
ances found it convenient to be deaf.
This was one of the occasions.

“ Beast ! murmured Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove rolled in pur-
suit, He had a most particular engage-
ment with Lord Mauleverer just then,
and Mauly seemed to have a most par-
ticular cngagement somewhere else—
anywhere else so long as Bunter was not
there !

“Mauly !" yelled Bunter.

Still his lordship was deaf. He walked
slill more quickly, and DBunter had to
break into a run to keep pace.

Lord Mauleverer broke into a trot.
He hated exertion, but he was capable
of it in emergeney, and it seemed that
this wasz an emergency. He trotted past
the elms and dodged into the Cloisters.

There he pauvsed and locked back.
Billy Bunter was not in sight, and his
lordship breathed a sigh of relief.

“Thank goodness!” he murmured.

“1 say, Mauly!” It was the voice of
Skinner of the Remove, and SBkinner
spoke In his most dulecet tones.

“Oh dear!” said Maulevérer.

“Looking for wyou!” said Skinner
affably. “Come for a stroll in the
Cloisters, old man. Cooler than in this
dashed heat.”

“I—I'm just goin’—="

= mis

“Come on!” said Skinner, unheeding,
and he took Mauly's arm and led him
O1L.

Mauleverer succeeded in detaching his
arm, but he walked on with Skinner,
There was an apprehensive expression
on his face, but Mauly suffered from a
constitntional inability to say “No ™ to
anybody. He resigned himself to his
fate.

“I hear you're making up a party for
the vac, old man,” said Skinner. '

“It's made up!” said Mauleverer
hastily.

“Cruise in your uncle's yacht, what?"
said Skinner,

“Yaas."

“Jolly lucky bargee to get a yacht to
cruise in for the midsummer holiday,
old man.”

“ Yaas.” *
“Taking a good many friends, what?"
“Only six.” '

“Wharton's crowd, 1T hear.™

“Yaas. "

“They're five,” said Skinner. “Whar-
ton and Nugent and Bull, and Cherry
and Inky, what?

1] Ya{l‘s.!!

““And one more {o make six!" said
Skinner. ‘““Now, this is really kind of
you, Mauly.™

“Is it?" ejaculated his lordship.

. “Yes.  The fact is, I shall like it
mmmensely.”
EiEh?il

“It’'s jolly good of vou to keep the
sixth place for me,” s=aid Skinner
heartily. . “ Fver so much obliged.”

“ But—"" '

“Not & word, old fellow; T'll come!”
sald Bkinner. “We'll have no end of a
good time. A life on the ocean wave,
what? And a home on the giddy rolling
deep. When do we start?”

Lord Mauleverer looked at Skinner.
Harold Skinner was famed for his
“neck,” but this was rather too cool.
even for Bkinner, Mauleverer nerved
himself to resistance.

“The fact is, my relation Vivian is
the sixth, SBkinner,” he said.

“Oh, is Jimmy Vivian coming?™”

(11 YEEB_ 1¥

“That will make seven, then?"

“It won't!’ said Lord Mauleverer.

“Look  here, Mauly—" began
Skinner persuasively.

“QOh dear, here comas Bunter!” Lord
Manleverer departed at a rapid walk
before Skinner could get any further,

“Mauly 1" howled Bunter.

But his lordship was in full flight.
Skinner was lefi scowling, but Bunter
rolled in pursuit. His lordship escaped
from the Cloisters, and in the gquad he
came on Snoop and Stott, who were
lodking for him. They barred his path
at once, with smiling faces,

“Mauly, old man—-—"

“I say, Mauly—"

“Sorry, got an engagement!" gasped

Maunleverer. And he rounded the twa
Junmora and hurried on.

The persecuted nobleman sought
refuge in the School House. On the

steps he was stopped by Bolsover major,
who caught him by the arm as he was
hastening past.

“Hold on a minute, Mauly!" said
Bolsover, his wusually surly manner
changed for a sweet affability.

“I—I'm imn rather a hurry!” mur-
mured Lord Mauleverer, with a hasty
glance behind, Bunter was in full pur
siif, and coming up hand-over-hand, so
to speak.

* Well, Jyou can spare me a minute,

old chap,” said Bolsover major good-
humourediy.  “T  hear that vou're
having the vacation on vour unele's

yacht.”

“Yaaz,” groaned Mauleverer, -

“Cruising around, and touching at
places on the French coast?”

“Yaas.”

“1f you'd lLike 2 chap to rome along
who speaks poed French and could act
as interpreter "’

“Yaas; Wharton's goin’ to0."”

Bolsover major frowned.

“1 wasn't thinking of Wharton. The
fact is, Mauly, I'd like to come.”

Toe Magyer Lisnany. —No, 755.
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Bob Cherry picked

countenance, Swish | Splash !

features,

up the syphon and directed
There was a
soda stream caught him on his fat little nose, and cascaded
* Whooooop !

it towards Billy Bunter's fat
wild yell from Bunter, as the
cver his podgy

(See Chapter 2)

“ Would you realjy®"
fechly.

“1 would, really! I4it a pol?’

“No, deav boy, it isn't a go!” said

suid his lordehip

Lord  Mauleverer, making an cffort.
“I'm takin' six, and e sy are sottled,
Awi'ly sorry. Otherwire delightcd, of
vourse,”

*Look here— began Bolsover, his
ﬁiu-uit atlability dropping from him like a
CIOHL K,

But Lord Mauleverer did not “look
there.”  He seudded into the House,
and escaped inte the Remove passagre,
Just as he entered i a bony  hand
clutched  him by the shoulder, and
Kisher T. Fish greeted him with an
cffusive smrile upon his bony face,

“1 guess you're the very galoot 1ive
becn s'arching for, Manly ™ said Fisher
L. Fish joyfully. T year that You are
taking a leetle pariy——"

Fisher 'T. Fish gol na Furthoer, because
Mauleverer did. Mauly jerked  his
thoulder away and fied,

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
A Liberal Helping !

ARRY WHARTON locked out
of the window of Study No. 1
i the Remove, Lhe following
day, and smiled, '

It was a half-holiday at Greyfriars;
the Jast before the school broke up for
the midsummer holidays, The July sun-
shine blazed down on the oll quadrangle
" und the playing-fields.

There were five juniors in the atud y—
the Famons Five of the Remove. There
were also a soda syphon and a bottle of
limejuice. The Famous Five were te-
freshing themselves with those cool and
comforting  heverages, preparatory to
proceeding to Little Side for the last
ericket-match of the term. Tt was mot
an important match—only a little fixture
with the Fourth Form, whom the heroes
of the Remove were accustomed to beat.
It was not an oceasion when, as Bob

NEXT
MMONDAY!

THeE MacxET LiBRARY.—No, 7

Cherry put it, it was hecessary for the
Remove to pull up their socks,

© “What's on?"  asked Bob  Cherry,
catching the smile oan Wharton's face, as
the captain of the Remove slood at the
study window,

“Bumter!"” said Harry, laughing.

His chums joined him at thae window,
and looked down. Lord Mauleverer was
in view—and so was Billy Bunter. His
lordship had been coming out of the
house. when Bunter was aboui to enter,
and the Owl of the Remove had fastened
on him at ance. It was really rough on
AMauly, whe hated saxing “ No,” that
Bunter was a fellow who could not take
“No ” for an answer, Bunter appar-
ently was prepared to listen to any
number of “Noes ' in the hope of hear-
g an ultimate * Ves.”

“Poor old Mauly!” grinned Bob
Cherry. “His hair will be turned grey
hefore tMe school breaks up, at this rate.
Looks as if Mauly will break up first,

“Ha, ha, ha "

“He could take half the Remove with

him on the giddy yacht, if his uncle
would stand it!” chuckled Johnny Bull,
“Some of the Sixth, too! Loder has

been awfully polite to Mauly ihe last fow
days.”

“Coker of the Fifth called him
chap " this

“ old
mormng I remarked TFrank

Nugent,
“Ha, ha, ha " _
“Mauly  ecould never have known

before how jolly popular he was!” snid
Harry Wharton, laughing,

“The popularity is terrifie,”
Hurree Jamset Ram =ingh,

“Nice for little us. that Mauly has
such jolly good faste in picking out his
shipmates,” remarked Boh Cherry. “1t
will be ripping to have a jolly good
cruise; and lovely not to see Bunter
again till next term!”

“Hear, hear ™

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculuted Bob,
as the Owl of the Remove rolled mto
Study No. 1, **I{as Mauly escaped
already "

grinned

Bunter frowned,

“Same Fifth Form cads have collared
him, and cut off our conversation,” he
satd. I was having a pleasant chat
with Mauly when Coker and Poiter and
Greene came up. Cheeky cads butting
in when old pals are having a talk, you
know! I was telling Coker what I
thought of him, when the beast kicked
me—me, you know! And Mauly only
laughed ™

“Ha, ha! That wasn't very pally,
was 117" chuckled Bob.,

“I say, you fellows, I'll have zome of
that limejuice,” said Bunter, “But I
say, do you know, there seems to ba
some sort of misunderstanding. Mauly
forgot to mention to me that T was to
como with the yachting-party,”

“What a memory!” said Bob,
“Of course. I'm coming,” said Bunter,

-.I:{-_h'llhl.' ?I']F-i'llllff liICIE:':.]'Iri. EDETn EQHIEI]D“' lﬂ
understand——"

“Tla, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if T can see anything to
cackle at! T hope you fellows hLaven’t
been making mischief hetween me and
my old pal!” said Bunier, shaking hia
head seriously at the Famous Five.

“Why, vou fat chump——""

" Eome sort of a misunderstanding has

arisen, anyhow." sajd Bunter, " You
know how attached Mauly is to me——"

“Only semi-attached, T should think,”
said Bob. “You don't think enough of
others, Bunter! Just think how a fellow
will enjoy 1ot seeing you again till next
term !

“Beast! Help me to that soda,™ said
Buntler. 1 Eupﬁnﬂﬂ you don's want the
whole syphon, erry !

Bunter pushed his glass of limejuice
across, for Bob to put in the soda.

 Bob Cherry’s rugged face was a study.

“I'll help you!" he gasped,

And he did—bui the soda-waier wia
not directed towards Buntor's glass, i
was directed towards Bunter's fat
countonance.

Swish! Splash !

* Whooooooop !" _ .

There was a wild yell from Bunter, as
the soda stream caught him on his fat
httle nose, and cascaded over his podgy
features, .

“Hold on; vou're wasting that soda!™
exclaimed Johnny Bull,

“The esteemed Bunter asked for it, "

Sploooosh |

grinmed the Naboh of Bhanipur, “The
askfulness was terrific |

Swish! Bplash !

“Yoop! Leave off —gerraway !"" yelled

Bunter, staggering away. BRob Cherry
followed him up vengefully with the
svphon. “Groogh! Qoooch! Beast )
I'm soaked! (irooch ! Gug-gug-gug—
leggo! Leave off—beast! Wooooooch '

The Owl of the Remove fairly fled
from the study, streaming. Bob Cherry
jumpad to the door after him, and gave
him the final squirt of soda in the back
of the. neck as he fled, Bunter
travelled along the Remove passage to
tho stairs at a terrific rate, -

" There!” gasped Bob, as he slammed
down the empty syphon on the table,
“It was a waste; but—"

“Well, he distin{rﬂ;.r asked for it,"” said
Harry, laughing. ‘““Now you've done
helping Bunter, and there's no soda left,
we may as well get down to the cricket.”

And the Famous Five picked up their
bats, and strolled out of the study, and
the School House, and headed for Little

Side. ;

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS,

" THE MYSTERIOUS FOE!" Y

By FRANK RICHARDS. 1
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Consolation [or Bunter !

WY =AY, vou fellows 2
Harry Wharton & Co. were on
the juntor cricket-ground, waiting

for Temple & Co. of the Fourth

to turn up, when Billy Bunter joined
them outside the pavilion.

Bob Cherry made a motion with his
bat.

Bunter's face had a newly-washed
appearance, doubiless due to his liberal
allowance of soda-water., But instead of
looking wrathful —a: might have been
vxpected—Willinm George Bunter wore
a  reproachful  look. He gave Bob
{-1}'". T!'\- ki | [Il"-"l"l.'ll.il,_.‘[i 1.]]'i]"|h..

”I say, vou fellows, don’t be heasts,
H:ru L‘lr}'.'. " auid Buuater. 'The fact s,
1 want vou to put i a word for me”

“Hualio, halln, hallo! What's  the
trouble now " asked Dob, letting his hat
drop again,

“ About Mauly =

“Fatheoad ["" said Wharton. “Mauly
invited his guests himsell; we can’t do
b for ham 7

“And we wouldn't!”
Hu]l

“Daut vou nught puat 0 a word,” urged
Bunter. “You can explain to Mauly
that you won't enjoy the tri}} uniess I
cotne along :

“Couldn’t tell
whopper a: thai!™ =aid
ahakmg hiz head.

rrunted Johnny

such  a

Bok

thumping
Cherry,

“Tell him wou'll feel insulted if he
leaves vour best” pal behind!™ urged
Bunter. **After all I've done for you
fellows, vou know—-""

done for any-

“What have vyou ever
demanded Johony

body, you fat fraud?”

Bull.

“Oh, really, Buall

“You see, Bunter,” said Harry
Wharton, “yvou're such a dashed wun-

pleasant sort of a bounder——"

“Oh, really, Wharton

“*You spoil a holiday for everybody
elsq concerned, you see, If you wouldn't
be such o seliish little fatr beast '

“Pile 1t on!” said Bunter, with
dignified resignation.  *“When a chap's
down, pile on him!”

““Asa!" said Wharton uneasily. * Mauly
couldn't stand vou on the holidays, and
you know it, and it's your own fault.
But—Ilook here—if you'd like to play for
the Remove eleven for once, we'll give

you the chance, as—as a consolation
prize.” _ _

Billy Bunter brightened up wonder-
fully.

Certainly he did not abandon his
inteniion of “planting * himself on Lord
Mauleverer for ihe vacation, if that
could possibly be contrived. [iut he was
glad to bag whalever was going, as it
were, It wis Bunter'a preat ambition
to *swank ” as a fellow who plaved for
his I'orm in big matches® and he had
long felt that he was a deeply-injured

vouth in being excluded from the
Bemove eleven.
“Done!” he said at once.

Havrry Wharton's comrades gave him
gritn looks. Tempering the wind to the
shorn lamb was all very well; but cricket
was erickel, And Billy Bunter played

ericket aboul as well 45 he did every-}

thing else—which was
enough for the Hr-mmn.
“You ass—' an Jolinny Buoll.
“(Oh, draw it m:lcf Wharton ! chimed
in Vernon-8mith. ** We don’t want the
F{rluri-h to wind up the term by beating
us!”
¥ Look here——"" gaid Bob.

NEXT
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not quite good

“Peace, my infanits " said the caplain

of ‘the Remove soothingly. *“We can
beat the Fourth playing a man short 1™
“Yes," said Iiob; “but—
“You're not going to 1:111\? a man
short ! =aid Bunter, in surprise.
“Playing you Dbecomes the
thing,"” explained Wharton.
“Oh, really, you know——"
“(Oh, give him his head !”

Sarmao

sard Frank

Nugent. “ We can beat the Fourth, any-
how. Here they came.”

Temple & Lo, sauntered on to the field.

The two skippers tossed for nnings,
and it fell o the Remove to bat first.
The innings opened with Bob Cherry and
Vernon-Smith. Doth these balsmen were
well above the weight of the Fourth
Form bowhng, and they proceeded to
knock up runs ot a rate which wounld have
muade 1L =afe (o play two or three Bunters,

Cecil Reginald Temple, who patronised
cricket in a lofty way, and did not believe
in making work of 1, was not likely to
wind up the term by beating the Remove
—much as he hoped to do so.

The Remove {ellows were watching
Dob and Smithy making the fur fly,
when DBally Liunter entered the pavilion
artaved for cricket, with his bat under
his arm,

The fal junior blinked at the ficld of

play  disapprovingly  through lus  big
glo=aes,

“Tlalle! There goes Smithy!" ex-
claimed Peler Todd, as the fat junior
joinéd the cricketers by the pavilion.

The Bouunder was out for 27 runs. He
camne cheerify back to the pavilion, and
Wharton passed him, going in.  Billy
DBunter began to put on his pads. The

fat junior was very keen on showing the
Remove that afternoon what real batting
was litke, and he passed unheeding the
grins of the other cricketers.

As soon as he was Il'ixhr to go in he
'a.ﬁh hed eagerly for a wicket to fall. PBut

Temple, Dabuey & Co. were kept busy
leather hunting, and th"z did not seern
able to touch either Bob Cherry or Harry
Wharton. It was not till the score stova

at 55 that Bob Cherry was caught out,
and came strolling back {o the pavilion.

€ Hullu, hallo, hallo! Where's Bunler
going oxelaimed Bob, as the Owl of
the Ha*mma ﬁ’ldlll‘r-l for lhﬂ wirkets,

“T'm going in!" snorted Runter.
he weni.

“ Might have kepl the idiot for the tail
efid of the iunings, anyhow !” Bob com-
mented.  *Stll, it will encourage the
Fourth a !i’rtl{:, They want a little e
couraging.’

“ And Bunter's always m;.th watching
with a bat in his paws!” grinned e
Bounder.

And the Remove fellows watched, quite
interested in Billy Buntler as a erickoter,

A i

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, the Cricketer !
BIIT Y BUNTER probably felt him

celf the eynosure of all eyes, as he
He held his
and blinked

He paused
who was at the

rolled to his wicket.
fat little noze high,

the blink of self-importance.
as he passed Wharton,
pavilion end.

““Just & word,” he said.

“(ret to your wicket,” said ITarry.

“1I'm gomng to tell yvou what 1 want,"
said Buanter, blinking at himi. *“I don' t
want any of your showi ing off, Wharton.’

“What !’

“ Leave Lhe run-getting to me——

[y ]’1‘1"’-"11

“What I wani is some good, steady
stone-walling,” said DBunter calmly.
“You can do that! Just stop the leather
and keep up yvour wicket, and leave the
rest to me. T'll pile up the runs. See?"

“Ho that's what you want?”’ gasped
the caplain of the Remove, staring at his
valnable new recruit.

“Yes, that's just 1,” assented Bunter.

“Well, what vou'll get is Enmct-him:
quite different, if you don't shut up,’
said Harry, “You'll get a tap from my
hat ! Catch on?”

‘IYahTf!

L

il ! i
\‘. 0 i .
I|::':-; J Y r.'.: i II oy

il B A
KI..II'I uh' i .;l..'iu i.[. L

i ||

with a worrled brow.
lordship had been the apple

Loder and Carne looked after
of their eombined
the school tuckshop could provide was on

during tea as if his
Every kind of delicacy that
table, (See Chapter 5.)

There was no help for it. Mauly had to stay to tea, so he sat down to the table :
'I:

-_*i
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With that scornful monosyllable, Billy
Bunter marched on to his wicket, loftily
mdifTerent to the fact that he was keeping
the feld waiting. They could wait for
an important person like Bunter, and f
they didn’t like it they could lumyp it
WYhat was how William George DBunler
fcoked at it

llowever, he teok up his stand at last.
Harry Wharton had the bowling in the
new over, and he received the ball from
‘Femple ¢f the Fourth, and drove 1t well
away. I1le started running.  DBilly
Bunfler didu't. He Bblinked round him.
and blinked ai Harry Wharton, and stood
his ground., Wharton was half-way along
the pitch before he realized thai his fat
partntr at the wickets did not intend to
FHI.

He was powerfully moved to complete
the run, and lay lus bat about William
(George Bunter; but instead of that, he
turned and raced back. But for once a
Fourth Form fieldsman sent in the ball
smartly, and the wicket-keeper repped
ihe bails.

“How's “Htt ?H

e B 1 b :

Rilly Bunter smiled screnely.

Perhaps he felt that, with a fellow hike
himself in the game, one wicket more or
less did not matter very much.

Hlarry Wharton's feelings were too
stcep for words as he carvied out his bat.

Frank Nugent gave hun a sympathebie
prin @8 he went 1n io lake his place.
Frank took a single for the next bali,
Bunter condescending to stir from s
wicket on {his occasion, and rolling along
the pitch like a very active snail. How-
ever, he gol home 1n time.

Then Le stood up to face the next ball

L

“Now look out for fireworks ™ mur-
mured Bob Cherry. .

Temple of the Fourth grinned as he
prepared {o deliver the ball. Ife had not
had much luck with his bowling so far,
but Cecil Reginald felt that he could deal

PR
NEXT
MONDAY !
Tag Macwer Ligrary.— No. 755,

T,

“THE MYSTERIOUS FOE!"

with a batsman like William George
Bunter.

“The fireworkfulness will be terrific!”
remarked the Nabob of Bhampur.

T'emplae took a little run, and sent down
the ball like a bullet.

Bunier was ready for him.

He made a terrific swipe at the bail,
e put all his beef into thai terrific
swipe.

(Crash !

What happened next Bunter hardly
knew.

His bat seemed to get mixed with the
wicket, and himeelf with his bat, and
where the ball went Bunter did not even
hegin to think of trying {o discover.

‘All he knew for certain was that he
came down upon the solid earth with a
tevrific bomp—and uever had the earth
felt so solid !

“Yoooop ! roared Bunier.

“1Tu, ha, ha!” velled the whole field.

“Yaroolt! Oh, iny hat! Waw 1"

“Iow's that 77 shrieked Termple,

“1¥a. ha, ha !

Bunter zat up and blinked round him
dezedly.  1llis wicket was o wreck, and
he felt like a wreck himself.

“1 say, you fellows !’ he gasped.

Ot 1

“YT'm not onf 17 gasped Bunter. My
~my [oot caught i somellimg -—%

** ITa, ha, ha 1"

“ Ot 17

““ Clear off, Bunter !" said Johnny Bull
coming out to take the place of the Ow
of the Remaove.

Bunter scrambled np indignantly.

“I'm jolly well not clearing off I he
exclaimed hotly. * You get out of the
wav, Bull!”

“You silly ass, you're oul!” roared
Johnny.

“Rats!
anvhow "

“1la, ha, ha'!”

Johnny Bull did not argue the point

T

That was only a trial ball,

“I'm going to
eane you for
not doing your
lines I said
Loder, and he
strode round
the takle and
caught Mauly
by the collar.
Whae k!
Whack ! Loder
started with
the cane. There
was a yell from
the and
the Famous
Five flung open
the door.** Come
on, you fel-
lows I*"  (See
Chapter D.)

] Aanswer,

Grand Real Photo of J. G. Cock—

with Bunter. He trusled the matter to
his bat. Dilly Bunter gave a ferocious
vell as the end of the bat collided with
his fat ribs.

“Yah! OUcooop!”

“Is thut out, or will you have some
more " asked Johnny Bull,

“ Beast I

One lunge in the ribs was enough to
convince Bunter that he was out. He
rolled back t¢ tho pavilion, gasping with
indignation, followed by a roar
laughter.

Billy Bunésr retired from the cricket-
field in indignant wrath. Ile left the
match to go to pieces without him, as
he confided to his minor. Sammy of the
Hecond Form, He admitted that he was
sorty, but, in the circumstances, he felt
that he was jusiified in letting the match
go to pot.

But as it happened, Bunter’s valuable
aid was not missed by the Remove
cricketers.  They succeeded in beating
the Fourth by a comfortable margin of
40 runs—a result which was surprising to
Cecil Reginald Temple and to William
George DBunter.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Tea in Loder’s Study !

‘e l ODER#”
[ 'I-"':.ﬂ.!!
*“(th dear ™

Lord Mauleverer sighed, and
Sammy Bunter grinned. Sammy of the
Second had brought the message (o Study
No. 12 in the Remove, and evidently 1t
was not a welcome message.

“Don't worry!” grinned Sammy.
“Loder of the Sixth looked quite good-
tempered—for him. It ain't a licking.”

“] know it ism't!’ mumbled Lord
Mauleverer.

“Phen . what’s the worry?” asked the
fat fag. ‘I say, I believe Loder is going
to ask you to tea, Mauleverer!”

Another sigh from his lordship.

It was rare for Remove fellows to be
asked to tea in Sixth Form studies, but
in the present circumstances it was not
SUrprisug.

Since it had leaked out that Mauleverer
was taking a parly of fellows on a yacht-
ing cruise for the vacation, Maulevérer
had not only become the most popular
fellow al Greyfriars, but he had dis-
covered Iriends—indeed, bosom pals—in
all Forms—even the Sixth!

Lord Mauleverer sat up with a dismal
countenance, His study-mate and rela-
tive, Sir James Vivian, looked at him
across the table.

“What's the worry, Mauly?” asked Sir
Jimmy.

“Lats! I suppose I've got to go.”

“Well, Loder will come and look for
you with a cane if you don’t!” grinned
Sir Jimmy “Put if it's tea, it's all
right. You Hen't often get asked to tea
with the Sixth.”

“Thank goodness!” mumbled Lord
Mauleveree. * Bother his tea! Bother
Loder! Bother the yacht! Oh dear!™

Sir Jimmy chuckled. :

¢ (Oh, that's it, is it?" he said. “Mind
you don't =ay ‘ Yes,” Mauly! Couldn’t
stand T.oder on a holiday. You nearly
said * Yes ’ 1o Coker of the Fifth yester-
‘-]H-:r'a”

“It's so beastly to say ‘No’ to a
chap !’ groaned Lord Mauleverer; “and
some chaps won’t take * No' for &n
Bunter, {'rinstance.”

“2hall 1 come and say ‘ No ’ for you?”
asked Bir Jimmy.
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“Begad, nn!
you with a cane.

“Oh,

Loder would lay nto
T supposze I must go.”

P L

here wou are! came Billy
Boanter's voice from the doorway.
But Lord Mauleverer hurried past
Bunter before that [lascinaling youth

could proceed further.

With slow and lingering stepe, after
he had reached the Sixth lorm passage,
his lordzhip approached the door ol
Loder's study. But he arrived there at
last, and tapped.

“Come in!” called out Loder, and the
genitility of his tone showed that he knew
who was af the door.

The schoolboy earl eniered. Loder
and Carne were in the study, and
Loder’s fag had spread the iable for {ca.
The two Sixth-Formers nodded to
Mauleverer in a very genial way.
Geniality was the last thing that Loder
and Carne. as a rule, thought of wasting
on the Remove. The motive was only
too apparent to his lordship.

“Qh, it’s vou, kid!"" asaid Loder. “Trot
in! 8it down! Give DMauleverer a
comfy chair, Carne.”

““Here you are, kid,” said Carne,

“Thanks!”

His lordship sat down. He was glad
to rit down, at all events. Tle always
preforred sitting to standing,

“You're goirg to have tea with us”
said Loder jovially. *“The t{ruth is,
Mauly—1 mean, Mauleverer—we haven't
seen encugh of you. To my mind,
there's too big a gulf between the Upper
Forms and the Lower. Prefects and
juniors ought to cowme a bit more into
contact—in a social way, I mean.”

“Good for both sides, you know,’
Carne.

“That's what I mean,” said Loder.
““ Good for the school in every way. Of
course, 1t isn't every junior with whom
a prefect of the Sixth could be friendly.
But there rre exceptions.™

““Aauleverer is one,” remarked Carne.

“ Exactly, Do you lake sugar,
Mauleverer?” '

“Yaas, pleaze!”

Lord Mauleverer resigned himsell to
his fate. There was no getting out of
tea in Loder's study, at all events. He
did not object to tea, so far as that went;
but he could not help feeling that he was
getting a **whack” in a Bixth Form
spread under false pretences. For he had
no intention whatever of issuing the in-
vitation for which the two seniors were
fishing. Refusing anybody anything was
painful to Mauly; but having Loder and
(larne on his uncle’s yacht during the
holidays would have been more painful

L

sald

still. tter anything than that!
But he couldn't very well ray so,
before the fishers had approached the

subject. 8o he sat down to tea with a
worried brow.

Loder and Carne looked after ILord
Mauleverer during tea as if his lordship
had been the apple of their combined
eyes, ‘

They helped him to everything, and
would not let him raise a finger to help
himself, if they conld prevent it. And
every kind of delicacy that the school
tuckshop could provide was on the table.
Loder and Carne had gone o quite a
little expense. It was a sprat to catch
a whale, an¢ they did nol know yet that
. the whale was not to be caught.

So genial were the two prefecis thal
Mauly cheered up a little, and even
began to hope that Loder and Carne
would not approach the dreaded subject.
It was barely possible that these two
geniors had been misjudged, and that
they were really very nice fellows at
bottomn, and that their unsuspected
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Mauleverer
made a jump

backwards as
Loder came at
him with the

cane, He landed
in the thickets,
where the two
Bunters were
erouched in
cover. There
was a yell from
Sammy Bunter
as the school-
boy earl landed
feet foremost on
his chest. ** Oh,
gad ! gasped
his lordship.
{See Chapler 9.)

niceness was now displaying itself, Lord
Mauleverer fervently hoped sa, bul he
could not help feeling a lingering doubt,

Tea was nearly over, and Mauly was
nearly at his ease, when Loder came io
the subject of the wacation. Lord
Mauleverer pricked up his ears, rather
like a rakbit that hears a doz at hand.

“You'll be coming up to Sceotland with
me for the wvae, Carne®’ Loder re-
marked.

**Oh, yes, old fellow !

Lord Mauleverer smiled with reljef. 1f
Loder and Carne were going up to Scot-
land for the vac, he was safe.

“Now, I wasz thinkin® that Mauleverar
Tl]ighi {!ﬂﬂll"":‘ .‘j-i.lii]. ]-Jf]{'i{']". rr“?hﬂ'. fi.'l'}
vou say, kid? We should be glad if
vou'd be our guest.”

“Pleased!” eaid Carne. *“ Mauleverer
would have & gm}d time. no doubt about
that, And we'd like his company.”

“It's settled,” said Loder. *“You'll
rome, kid?” *

“Thank: awfly!" =aid Mauleverer.
“It's jelly kind of you to ask me!™

“Not at all. You see, we like your
company,’

“That’s it !"” observed Carne,

“But wyou see, I'm booked for the
vacation,” explained Lord Mauleverer,
“otherwise I should be dehghted.”

“Rooked *" said Loder, with a glance
at his comrade, *“Is that really so,
Mauleverer 7"

“Yaas! BSorry!”

“Couldn’t you cry off ¥ aszked Carne,

“ Not very well—you sce, I've invited
a little party,” =aid his lordship.

“Well, that alters the case,” said
Loder thoughtfully. “But I'd really
like to see mord of you during the
var, kid. Perhaps we could manage it
the other way round?”

“That's an idea!” remarked Carne,
“ Instead of Mauleverer eomin’ with us,
we could go with Mauleverer, if he cared
for it."

“Not a bad idea!” saiﬂ Loder,

Lord Mauleverer set down his tea-
cup. It had come at last, and he realised
it. Without being unduly suspicious, he
could not help being pretty well aware
that Loder and Carne had arranged
that little chat about taking him to
Scotland for the holidays in order to
bring in their real aim a little less
obtrusively. Mauly was a slacker, and
he was not very keen; but he was no
fool. :

“Might be armnged,” said Loder, in
a reflective sort of way. “1I slould have
to put in =pme time in Scotland, but

no doubl we ecould fix it up. Where
will you be on the vac, Mauleverer?”
“At sea,” answered Mauly, quite

aware that Loder knew that already.
Otherwise, why had Loder been so gra-
cionz for the past few days?

“At sea!” repeated Toder, as if it
were news to him. 1 don't guite catch
on! Gon' abreoad?”

“Myv uncle’s takin’ me on his yacht,”
said Mauly. .

“You've gol =o many uncles,” said
Loder, with a smile. “ Which uncle is
this 7"

“Sir Reginald Brooke.”

“Ah! I think I've met him—he came
down here once or twice,” said Loder.

1*wWell, T think I could put in a few
| weeks on the yacht, if it comes to that.”

“I think I could manage it,” saud
Carne thoughtfully. *But Mauly hasn't
asked us wet, old fellow,” he added,
with a genial smile. "

Loder laughed pleasantly. :

“J1 forgot that! I suppose Mauly is
eoin’ to ask us. That is, of course,
if he cares for our society.”

Lord Mauleverer blinked across the
table at the itwo seniors. It was an
awkward position. Mauly hated to hurt
anybody's feelings; and now that the
iwo ixth-Formers had fished so
openly, it would have been humiliating
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for them {o meet with a refusal. But
the s=lacker of the Remove could be
firm-—and he did not think of yielding.
He did not want lLoder and Carne for
the holidays, and he was not going to
have them—fished they ever =o palpably.

“TI'm sorry——"" began Mauleverer.

ik Eh ?.HI

“The fact i1s, the party’s made up,”

said Meuleverer uncomfortably. “Tt's
limited to six—all  juniors; other-
1“}."&1.-1_51_!,

- Lioder set hisz lips, and Carne scowled.
After their genial condescension to a
mere junior, a fag of the Lower Fourth
-—Lhat was a facer for the Sixth-Formers,
Besides, they wanted a yachting cruise
for tns vacation. A few weeks on Bir
Reginald Brooke’s superb steam-yacht
attracted Loder and Carne wvery much.

“Come, kid,” said Loder, with deter-
mined good-humour, **you don't mean
that wyou prefer fags' society to ours.
That's cot very complimentary, is it 1"

“You—vyou see—-—"

“Bring the fags too, if you like,” said
Foder generously. * Now, shall we call
it settled, old chap?”

“I'm afraid not,” zaid
“¥You sce, I—i—the factk i1s—ahem—I
can't add fo the party. Awflly szorry,
and all that. Otherwize, T—1I should be
delighied.”

He rose to his feet, fecling that it
wowd be prudent to be prepared for a
hurried departuie,

Loder and Carne looked at him. Pro-
bably they had expected to wind the
easy-going Mauly round their fingers
without difficulty. The honour of SBixth
Form socicty on the vacation ought to
have overwhelmed him—he onght to
have jumped at this chance. The dis-
appointment and the annoyance that
they felt showed only too plainly in
the seniors’ faces, woder rose to his
feet and made a sign to Carne, That

outh strolled across the study and
eaned his back against the door.

“Oh, gad!” murmured Lord Mau-
leverer, in dismay.

“Ho you've taken onr little joke
seriously., you voung ass?" =aid Loder,
changing his tones quite suddenly.

“({th, you were jokin'!"” ejaculated
Mauleverer.

“Do you think we'd really spend a
viie with a Remove fag 7" snapped Loder
conlempiunously.

“What?" roared Loder.

“I—I mean—-"

“ Cheeky cub !” said Carne. * Amusin’
to pull his leg, and all that, but I can’t
stand cheek from a fag, Loder.”

“Rame here!” said Loder “ Have you
done your lines, Mauleverer

“My-—my lines?”

“Yes! Have you done them #"

“I—1 haven't any lines!”

“Didn’t I give vou fifty lines vester-
day for :liding down the banisters?”
asked Loder pleazantly.

" I:lcgml. I never s]itl?}dnwn the banis-
lers . !

Mauleverer.

Too much fag!

“10d T give you liues or not?” roared
Lodder,

*Nunno !

“¥Your memory’s bad, my boy,” said
lLoder, taking up his cane. “I'm sorry
to have to lich you after a pleasant tea-
partv, but duly must be done. Can't
let fags kick over the traces just because
we're al the end of the term.”

“Wouldn't do at all,” remarked Carne.

““Hold out vour hand, Mauleverer!”

“0Oh, rad! Look here, you're not goin'
to cane me because I won't take you on
my hands for the vac!” exclaimed Lord
Mauleverer indignantly,
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“ You checky young scoundrel,” roared
Loder, “T'in going to cane you for not
doing your lines! Tl give it to you
extra stiff for your cheek, too. Hold
out wvour hand!”

“ Look here

Loder sirode round the table, cane in
hand. Lord Mauleverer made a jump
for the door. Carne seized him by the
collar and spun him back.

Whack ! whack! whack!

Loder started in with the cane, and
the voice of Lord Mauleverer was raised
in tones of woe.

“Wow, wow, waw !”
“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
it!"” roared a wvoice In

“Come om, you fellows!”

The next moment the door of Loder’s
study was hurled open from without, and
IHarry Wharton & Co. rushed in.

»

They're going
the passage.

— e —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Lookinz After His Lordship !

i ESCURE!™
R leverer.
“Pile

Cherry.

“ (et out of my study !” reared Loder.

“Hands off Mauly!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

roarcd Lord Mau-

in ! roarcd - Bob

The famous football player of
Chelsea and England, is the
subject of
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“You cheeky fa

“¥eou rotten bully 1" relorted the ecap-
tain f the Remove undauntedly. * Let
Mauly alone! Hands off, T tell you!”

Loder brought the cane down with a
slazh: Harry Wharton caught his arm
in time, and dragged it aside.

Having capt . red the Bixih-Former's
arm, re hung on to it. Frank Nugent
captured Loder's other arm.

ord Mauleveier wriggled
gazping. _

Carne ran al the juniors, and the next
nioment was struggling with Johnny Bull
and Bob and Hurree Singh. The struggle
landed him on the carpet, with the tEree
junicrs sprawling on him.

“Let go!” roared Loder f{furiously,
strugglhiag with Wharton and Nugent.

The powerful Sixth-Former had almost
succeeded in shaking them off, when Sir
Jimmy Vivian obtained a grasp on his
collar behind. Loder went over back-
wards with a crash.

“Oh, gad!” gasped Lord Mauleverer,
blinking at the exeiting. scene, almost
unprecedented in a Sixth Form siudy at
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AWAY,

“Gerroff ! roared Carne,
“Yow-ow-ow ! shricked Loder. *TII
smash you! I’'ll =erag you! I'll—Tl--

| ¥
L

I'll—yoooooop
“Ha, ha, ha!” :
Loder and Carne rolled on the study

carpet, with six juniors scrambling; over

them. _

Chairs went Aying right and left, and
the table rocked as the combatants
crashed against it. There was a clatter
as cups and saucers shot to the floor,
~ Loder and Carne were helpless now,
in the grasp of so many assailants, Harry
Wharton jumped up.

“HMook it I he said briefly,

“Come on, Mauly!” grinned Vivian,

Heo caught the schoolboy earl by the
arm and dragged the dazed youth out
of the study.

The Famous Five covered the retreat,
backing to the door in a solid phalanx,
ready for an attack in the rear if it came,

But Loder and Carne were not think-
ing of attack, They lell {oo used-up for:
that, They sat on the floor, dazed. and
dizzy, pumping in breath. They only
gasped and blinked as the chums of the
Hemove retreated.

Harry Wharton was the last to léave,
and he slammed the door, after waving
his hand in farewell to the Sixth-Formers.

Then the Removites hurried away to
their own quarters, anxious to get out of
the Sixth Form passage. Lord Maule-
verer was in a breathless and dizzy state
when he arrived in the Remove passage.

“Thanks awf'ly, you chaps!” he
gasped.  *I—I was goin’ through it, you
know! Oh dear! Oh gad! But—but

how did you come to be near Loder’s
study just then, what?"
Harry Wharion laughed.

“Vivian gave us the tip,” he ex-
plained.
“ Little me 1" chuckled Sir Jimmy, "I

knew what Loder wanted, and that he
would cut up rusty if he didn't get it.
S0 I hiked along to these chaps and told
them, and we all waited in the Sixth
Form passage till the row began.
Savvy?’

“Jolly lucky for me ! rasped Maule-
verer. ‘‘But, I =ay, there'll be a row
about this. You can't handle a Sixth
Form prefect in his own study, you
know !®

“(Oh, we'll chance that!” said Harry.
“You haven't asked Loder for the vac
on the yacht, I gather from what hap-
pened.”

L.ord Mauleverer grinned,

“No, Loder isn’'t comin’ 1"

“Good ! said the Famous Five, with
onc voice. “If you'd let him plant him-
self on the party, Mauly, we'd have
seragged you !

*8Bealped you bald-headed ! said Sir
Jimmy. * And, look here, if Loder kicks
up a row about that scrap, we’ll let every-
body know what the row was about, 1
fancy he will keep off the grass if he
thinks of that.”

“Let's hope 20,” said Bob Cherry.

As a matter of fact, Bir Jimmy Vivian
was right, Loder's first thought, when
he got his second wind, was to seize his
ash-plant and rush instantly to the Re-
move passage and wreak vengeance.
Fortunately he had second thoughts,
which are proverbially the best, in "time
to stop him. Te realised thal it would
not do. Not that Loder was inclined to
forgive. He was prepared to let the sun
go down on his wrath any number of
times, and his wrath, like wine, would
grow more potent with age. But for the
present Loder, like Brer Fox, lay down

{Continued on page 13.)

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.

~ THE MYSTERIOUS FOE!™ ,

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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SKINNER IS NOT PLEASED! Hurree Singh's left-hand bowling was a revelation.
Courtenay’'s middle stump to perform gyralions in mid-air.

frem the pavilion, looking anything but bright,

“ Hurrah!

Well bowled, sir I ™

His very first ball caused Frank
Harold Skinner stood watching

{9 HE Remove will lese this after-
I naon!” said Skinoer, with cheerful
conviction.

“Rats!” growled Bolsover major.

“1 tell yon the Remove will lose! High-
clife will lick them to a frazzle!”

“More tats!™ zaid Bolsover.

Skinner smiled.

“I suppose you wouldu't care to bet on
it? he anid.

“I don't bet!” said Bolsover curtly. “It's
not in my line. But I'll tell you what. If
the Remove lose, I'll stand you a feed!”

“Good!"”

“And if the Remove win, you must stand
me one.”

“0Oh, certainly!” said Skinoer.
you to anything you ecare to order.
a go?”

Bolzover nodded.

“You won't be able to back out of it,
mind,” zaid Skinner. “Snoop aod Stott, here,
are witnesses."”

Bolsover’s lip curled contemptuously.

“1 sha'n't try to back out of it!" he dnid.
“If the Remove lose, I'll keep the compaet,
and stand vyou a feed.”

“Good enough!” said Skinper.

And he strolled out of the study, chuckling
softly to limself.

Skinner had very gound reasons for sup-
posing that the Remove would lose their
cricket-mateh with Higheliffe.

The Remove's beat bowler

Supplement 1.

“I'll treat
I that

was Hurree

Singh. Without Inky, the attack would be
deprived of ita sting. And Inky was erocked!

There had been an aceident that morning,
of which Bolsover major knew nothing.

Hurree Sihgh had been in the act of
entering 3tudy No. 7, and Billy Bunter, who
for reasons of hiz own did not wish to be
distnrbed, had foolishly slammed the door.
The result was that Inky's right arm—his
bowllng arm—had been esomewhat erushed.
and he was compelled to earry it in & sling.

Rolsover major knew mothing of this until
diopertime. Hurree Singh sat next to him
at the Remove table, and Bolsover noticed
the injonred arm for the first time.

“Hailo!" he ejaculated. “ What's
pened, Inky®™

“1 met with a slight nceident this morn-
ing,"” explained the dusky junior. "My
esteemed arm was crushed in a door.”

“0h crumbs! That means you won't be
able to play this afternoon?"

Hurree Singh smiled.

*I shall play.,” he egaid, “but I do rot
supposcfully apticipate that 1 shall be able

hap-

to do much."
Bolsover glared aeross the table at
Skinner.

“1 can sece, Dow, Why ¥You were so Con-
fident that the Remove would loze,” he said.
“Yon knew all about this accident to Inky,
and you dida't tell me.™

“You should bhave kept your eyes open”
gald Skinner. “0Our little compact still holds
good. No backiog out, mind!"

Bolsover gave a snort.
“I promised you I wouldn't back out of it,

and U'll keep my word!" he said. *But it
was a rotten trick on your part!" ]
skinner chuckled, and went on with his

dionner. Hard words pever hurt the ead of
the Remove.

After dinper, Highelife bLrought a stroog
eleven over to Greyfriars.

In spite of the injury to his arm, Hurree
Singh’'s name was down to play for the
R_.Hmm-'lz. The majority of the fellows con-
sidercd that Wharton was mad to include
him, for he would be a mere passenger.

Wharton coolly informed his critics that
he knew what he waz about.

Winning the toss, Greyfriars decided to bat
first on a good wicket.

The Highelife bowlera were Irank .
Courtenay and Rupert de Courcy—commonly
called the Caterpillar. They bowled ex-
tremely  well, amd Harry Wharton  and
Vernon-8mith, the opening pair, found run-
getting a difficult proposition.

‘Wharton showed all hiz uwsual skill
sclence, but, =omehow, he could not
roing. Every time he hit the ball, it
pounced upon by a fieldsman.

Highelife were brilliant in  the feld.
They were eager and alert, and oa tiptoe
the whole time. Their skipper had vrged
them to keep the runs down, and they rose
to the oceasion in Bplendid style.

At last Frank Courtenay sent down a loose
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Vernon-Smith sn'cked a few singles, but he
wis far from comfortable against the High-
clifc bowling. He batted nearly half an
hour for only a dozen rung, and then he was
smartly caught at the wicket.
. Bob Cherry [ollowed on, and cauged great
jubilation by hitting his first ball out of
ithe ground. In trying to repeat the per-
formanee, however, Bob was stumped.

After this, wickets fell with alarmiog
frequency.

Fellows who eould usually be relied upon to
hit up twenty or thirty were sent back with
smoll scores. Mark Liuley, Johnoy RBull,
Frank Nugent—all failed.

Tom Rrown, going in at the tail-end,
canged a lively diversion by hitting three
f] I:;:luh_nne nlvir.t Then he was clean bowled,

g Bine wickets were dow ; i
e N 1 for the paltry

h“ﬂ::}lyl iﬂ:ﬂ more wicket to full,
chortle e Caterpillar. “Send your la
"“ﬁn in, Ervht:'artunl"r' y 3

Harry warton, who was still at
w;:;ke‘t.?. started to walk to the pavilion. the

We've no more batsmen,” he' said.

But there are ooly nine wickets down!”
"rl;lh']’kr isn't batting. He's got a gammy

“Then why
Courtenay,

“Youw'll gee directiy!”

=kinner, lounging on the pavilion steps,
smiled an expansive smile.

. “Bolzover will have the pleasure of stand-
mmg me a first-rate feed!" he murmured.
"1t won't take Highclifie long to knock up

begad!”

play him?" ipquired Fraok

Inrl;j: rung. Inky won't be bowling, and
that'll make all the differcnce.”
But there was._ a sarprise for Skioner

shortly afterwards.

When the lemove went out to feld,
Hurree Singh took up his position at the
towling-creaze.

“What the merry dickeus?”
Skinner in. amazement

And then, as in a tash, the truth dawned
upon him.

Hurree Ringh was going to bowl with his
left arm! .

“By Jovel I dide't thiok of that!" mur-
mured Skinner. “The fellow can use his
left. But he won't be nearly so elfective.”

That was what lots of fellows thought, io-
cluding the Higheliffe batsmen. But they
were sadly mistaken.

Hurree Singh’s left-handed bowling was a
revelation. His very first ball eaused Frank
Courtenay’s middle stump to perform gyra.
fions in mid-air,

“Hurraht"

“Well bowled, sir}”

Gradually it dawned upon . the spectators
that Hurree Singh was just as effective with
his left arm as with his right. On this ocea-
kion he was even more go.

The Higheliffe batsmen gave an {uclerious
display. Against Veroon-8mith, who bewled
at the other end, they could do littie.
Against Hurrce Singh they did less than
little. They did nothing.

If the Greyfriars total had been poor, the
Hégheliffe total was atrocious. They were al|
out, for 17! And Hufree Singh had the
lﬁ:unf}erml analysis of seven wickets for 7
IHTES.

Skinner rubhed his eyes in a dazed sort of
way, and sthggered away from the scene of
the mateh.

Hiz caleulations had been rudely upset.
And his expectations of securing a free feed
at Bolsover major's expense were doshed to
the ground like n house of cards.

As Skinner maved away from the pavilion,

muttered

thhere was o tap on his shoulder. Turning,
he confronted Bolsover major. wha was
grinning hroadly.

“This way te the tuckshop!” ehuckled
Bolsover.

And Bneop and Stoit, who were with kim,
eackled delightedly.

“I—I didn't know that dusky bounder
could howl left-hinnded!” sfammered Skinner,

“And 1 didn’t know that he’d hurt his arm
untit I saw him at dinner,” said Bolsover.
“What frightfully igporaut duifers we are!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Snoop and Stott.

Qroaning inwardly. Skinner suffered RBaol
5]:1.:“ major to lead him away to the sehool
sl

“What are you going to have? he mut-
tered, licking his dry lips—*a bun and a
elass of ginger-pop#”

“Great Scott, no!” sald Bolsover., 1 want
a full-course dinner! I'm jolly peckish!™

Tiae Macner Lisrary.- No. 755,

and Wharton seut it to the ropes for |

“Ha, ha, hat”

Mrs. Mimble bobbed inte view behind the
counter, . '

“Have you a nice rabbit-pie, ma'am?"
inquired Bolsover’

"Yea, Master Bolsover.”

“Trot it out, them. Apd fruit salad to
follow ¥

“Certainly, Master Bolsover!”

“And a shilling ice to wind up with?”

Mra. Mimble podded. and beamed.

Skinner's face was a study. He clutched
Bolsover major by the arm.

“Go easy. old man!’ he mottered.

Bolsover looked grim.

“You wouldn't have
Remove had lost,” he
going to spare yon!®

It was a truly delightfu! feed that was aet
hefore Bolsaver major—a feed that would
have satisfied even the boundless appetite of
Billy Bunter.

Skinner was called upon to part with three
half-crowns at the finiah. And it was worse
than haviemg three teeth out.

After paying the bill, the ecad of the Ee-
move hadn't even the price of a bottle of
ginger-pop wherewith to drown <his sorrows.

And if anybody ever wishes to goad Skinper
into a state of ungovernable fury, it is only
necesgary to mnrmur softly in his ecar the
innoeent question @

“Ta Hurrese Singh a good bowler?”

if the
I'm oot

spared me
gaid ; " and

sEDITORIAL!e
ﬁ By Hurree Singh. &é
PEPE PSP HPF I ETEHYHE

To all my edteemed chinmes, =cattered

throughout the lengihifcloess and  the
breadthfulness of tlhe Betish  Fwpire—
grectings !

The worthy Wharton has this week

vacatefully given up the editorial chair,
in order to give me an opportunity of
editfully running the GREYFRIARS
HEerALD,. '

I do not claim tc be a great journalist,
but 1 have a good and masterly com-
masid of the beautiful English language,
having been instructfully taught by the
best native teachers in Bengal. My
spellfulness is the eorrect spellfulness,
not the Billy Bunter style. And my
grammar 13 theé correct grammar, not
the Tdicky Nugent type.

Little did I dream that the Nabob of
Bhanipur  would ever occupy the
estecmed editorial chair.  But here T am,
and here [ shall stickfully pemain, for
some silly asi has smeared some secco-
tine on the chair!

1 hardly know what to talkfully jaw
about in this brief space. PBut I should
like to say that I like English boys and
English customs, and everything that is
English., When I first came over to this
esteomned and  Indicrovs  country 1
thought T should feel like a fish out of
water, but the kindness and generosity
of evervone towards me has been terrific |

At Greyfriars I have made many
friends. The Cherryfal chum comes first
on my list. and then Mark Linlev. Thev
arc both splendid fellows. For Wharton
and Nugent and Johnny Buall T also have
a warm place in my heartfulness,

I partweularly like yoinr English games
—vour cricket and football and hockey.
I li'ke to shoot for goal kickfully, and to
thump the leather smitefully. And my
esteemed chums tell me that my bowlful
ness 1s terrific. ;

I wish to thank all my chums for their
timely help in producing this worthy
number. 1 could net have done it off
my own batfulness. I hope yon will all
joyfully revel in our stories and articles,
and that during my week of editorship

1 shall manfully keep up the high tradi-

tions of the paper.
HURREE BINGH,

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

EXCELSIOR!

An Up-ta-Date Translaticn,

By Hurree Singh.

The shades of night were fastfullv falling

As through an Alpine o went
crawling

A vonth, who bore "mid snow and icefyl-
Less,

A banner, with this strange devieeful-
Ness

B
I'I-.Iil-;:'..l':lq

“ Excelsior 1"

His brow was sad; his glecaming eyeful-
ness

Flashed like a comet in the skyfulness.

And as he staggered up the heightful-
ness

He shouted asut with all his mightful-
ness :

*“ Excelsior |I”

In happy honies he saw the lightfulness
Of houschold fives gleam with the bright-
fulness. :

A tear stood in his ludicrous eve,
DBut still he muttered. with a sigh:
' “Excelsior "

"“T'vy not the pasz. you silly ass!

Take my advice: keeo off the grass!™

Thus did the old ma. loudfully ery,

But the elarion voicefu'ness made reply:
“ Excelsior I”

“?l'h stay ' the maider muttered moan-
11 i
"Clirﬁb not the mountain
fully !
Or you may stumhl tripfully,
And then come sliding slipfully 1
“* Excclsior I

pase  alone-

That worthy and esteemed voung chump
Went elimbing on., then came down
bump !
And az he sank to Mother Earthfulness
They heard him gasp. 1 tones of mirth-
fulnees ;
“FExcclsior 1™

The ambulance ther, bord him off
(Weep, gentle reader, do not scofl 1)
And in the stillnes: from afarfulness

A voice came like a falling starfulness:
: “ Excelsior !

HOW I SEE OTHER
FELLOWS!

By Frank Nugent.

-

HARQLD ‘SKINNER.
[Suppiement id.
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WHAT IS GREYFRIARS !
COMING TO ?

By HAROLD SKINNER.

;,S-I"-II"-I‘I‘-I-"‘-I e A i ) e ] A :.i

TIIE official prospectus of Greyfriars

!
:

describea 1t as “'a school for the
sons of gentlemen.”

But iz 1t ¥ When [ look around,
and see some of the specimens who have
been permitted to enler this historic
foundation, 1 can't help regarding Grey-
friars as a dempng-ground for foreign
riff-raff.

How many fellows in the Remove canh
claim to be pure English? Not a great
number.

Ogilvy is Scotech.  Desmend is Irish.
Morgan 15 Welsh. Sqmff 15 an Aus-
tralian., Tom Brown is o New Zealander,
Fisher T. Fish is an American. I don’t
suppose one is justified in calling theso
fellows foreagners, but the fact remains
that they aren't English,

Scottish people  aven’t so bad. 1
shouldn’t complain if the whole Form
was composed of Beottish fellows—Harry
MacWharton, Johnny MeBall, William
Gearge MacBunter, and so fm'tth.

Neither should I grumble if the Form
was made up of Irish fellows—bBob
(’'Cherry, Dercy (' Bolsover, Sidney
'Snoop, ete. .

I can tolerate Welsh people, too. They
arc civilized, at any rate. And the same
vemark applies to Australiang and New
Zealanders, and Colomals generally.

But when we coms to negroes, 1 think
it time to draw the line!

In my candid opinmion, Hurree Singh
should never have been admitted to the
school. Neither should Wun Lung, the
Chinee. Faney a refined, gentlemanly
fellow like me having to rub shoulders
with the likes of these! TIsn't it enough
to make youn shudder !

They say that Hurree Singh has got
pots and pots of money., DBut that's no
reason why we should pander to him,
and accept him as one of ourselves. They
say that Wun Lung, too, 18 very well off ;
but the fact remains that he's got yellow
skin, and a pigtail sticking out of his
nut.

If things go on like this, we shall have

@ ;Izuveruﬂ.ra admitting coolies and can-
nibals and RBRedskins and chocolate-
coloured coons!

Greyfriars should exist exclusively for
the sons of Fnglish gentlemen, and all
others should be shown the way out.

We want fellows here with grand old
English names, like Skinner and John
Bull. We have no use for Wun Lungs
and Chang Foos; and all niggers should
be shown the door.

[ intend to draw up a petition io the
Head on this point. And I shall expect
every decent fellow in the Form to sipgn
iL, _

Let us keep Greyfriars free from con-
tamination. Let the sons of gentiemen—
like myself—be welcomed with open
arms, and let all others be given the
order of the boot! Then, and not until
then, will Grevirars be a school fit for
heroes {o live 1,

(T wonld point out to the caddish and
hidierons SBkinner that I am not a negro,
but an Indian, and a loyal member of the
mighty British Empire. I do not intend-
fully propoze to take this mnsult lying.
down, and I must request the writer of
this article to meet me in the gym, where
I ehall have pleasure in dotfully punching
his nose, and adminislering & pairful
couple of black eyes |—ED.}
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TLLY BUNTER halted in the Close.
outside the open window of the
prefects’ room, and pricked up his

i LI

CirE,

Harry Whartoen was talkiug on the tele.
phone.

“Is that the Courtfield garage?” he was
paying., “Semd a taxi alons {o Greyiriars,
will you? I shall want the driver to take
a packing-casg to——"

Billy Bunter could not eateh the name of
the place Wharton mentioned. But he was
interested —profoundly  interested. A pack-
ing-eare anggedted possibilities of tuck.

Bunter, ever on the look-out for o oa
feed, resolved to keep his eyes open.

Half an hour later a taxicab came rumbling
over the flagetones of the Close. And then
fhe Famous Five appeared, carrying between
them a huge packing-case.,

The case was heaved into the vehicle, and
flarry Wharton gave some directions to the
driver. Billy Bunter was not near enough
to hear what the directions were. .

Having disposed of the packing-case, the

[reo

The taxi-driver pounced

on Bill
Bunter. " Come hout!” 'ﬁ ruﬂrecf
“ Come hout of that there car 1"

Famous Five turned back
building.

Save for Billy Bunfter and the faxi-driver,
the Close was deserted. And the driver was
engaged in examining hizs petrol-tank.

Billy Bunter advanced on tiptoe towards
the stationary taxicab. The door was open.

With fast-beating heart, Bunter stepped
into  the vehicle, and made himself as
inconapicuous as possible. The packing.case
hid him from view to a large extent.

After a brief interval, the driver slammed
the door of the cab, without looking
inside. Them he ftoock his place at  the
steering-wheel, and starbed on his journey.

Evidently the man was determined to get
the job throurh as quickly as poszsible.

The taxi swerved dangerously through the
school gateway, and Billy Bunter {tlr.ag
to the packiopp-case, feeling like a seasick
passenger in mid-Channel.

“Wish he wouldn't drive szo fast! mut-
tered the Tat jumior, the perspiration break-
ing ¢ut on his brow. “He'll have the whole
box of tricks in the diteh in 2 minute!”

The taxi sped at a terrific pace along ihe
country lanes. It rocked perilously from
side to ride, and the inside passenger was
quaking with fright.

Billy Bunter had no ehanece to open the
packing-cazse and sample the good thiogs
which he helieved it contained. In any
event, it would have been impossible tu
The jolting and

inte the school

b v,
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By TOM BROWN.

swaying of the vehicle temporarily deprived
Bunter of his appetite.

“Wonder where he's going?' mused
Bunter. “ We've left Greyfriars miles and
miles behind!™

The fat japior was not cnjoying his tide
a little bit His position was cramped and
uncomfortable, and at any moment he ex-
pected the tuxi to come to grief in the
diteh. s

Bitterly Billy Bonter regretted having
hoarded that taxicab! He had experienced
some nightmare journeys in his time, but
nothing to compare with this.

At lazt the taxi slowed uwp, and came to
a halt cutzide &2 wayeide inn.

The driver left bhis seat., and went into
the hostelry in quest of refreshment.

Thiz was Billy Bunter's cpportunity!

Now that the jolting and swaying had
peaged, lis appetite had returned to him.
And hiz euriosity to see what was inside
the packing-case was keener than ever,

Bunter slipped out of the wvehicle and
fetehed the erank-handle. With this useful
implement he wae able to prise open the
lid of the packing-case.

e thrust and pulled feverishly.  Thero
wis a spligtering of wood as the lid yielded.

Then Bunter's jaw dropped, and he uttercd
an ejaculation of dismay.

For there was no tuck inside the packing-
case—not the faintest suspicion of tuck!

Thie case contained a number of
theatrical costumes, and there was a note
on the top of them, addressed to Tom

Merry, of 5t Jim's,

The fact of the matter was Tom Merry's
concert-party was giving a special per-
formance that evening, and Tom had tele-
phoned to Harry Wharton for the loan of
the costomes.

“h, what a =ell!™ groaned Bunter.
had this rotten journey for nothing!™

He was contemplating the contents of
thie paching-caze with a ruecful stare, when
the tuxi-driver soddenly returned. Instantly
he pounced upon the fat jumior.

“Hout of it!”™ he roared, seizing one of
Buntar’s fat legs and giving g tremendous
tug. “Hout of it, I say!” _

wailed

"Yow-ow-ow!  Leggo!T
Bunter.

But the driver, fortified by a mild stimu-
lant, tugged harder than ever, and Billy
Bunter war hecaved out of the wvehicle, to
land with n terrifie concussion in the road-
WAaY.

“Yaroogooh !

“Which I've a good mind to put ver
hunder Tharrest!"™ eaid the taxi-driver.
“Peepin® an® a-pryin’ into other people’s
property !

However, there was no eonstahle in afght,
g0 the irate driver contented himself with
plauting a hefty boot against Billy Bunter's
riba.

With a wild vell, the fat junior scrambled
to his feet, and aprinted off down the road.

The driver returned to his seat, and the
taxi sped on ita way to St. Jim's.

Billy Bunter was faced with the terrible
prospeet of tramping all the way back to
Greyfriara.  He inguired the distance of a’
couutry yokel who was passing, and was
informed that Friardale was fourteen miles
distant “as the crow flies.” Bunter sullenly
pointed out that he wasn't a erow!

We will draw a veil over Billy's long and
painful tramp back to Greyfriara, on an
empty stomach. Bufflce it to say that at
ten o'clock that night a fat and forlorn
porpoise drifted in at the school gates, and
Billy Bunter crawled away to the Remove
dormitory, to aequaint hia sehoolfellows
with the tragic tale of his misadventures
on the road!
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CANDID CONFESSIONS

By Our Special Representative.

:

HURREE SINGH.

QLR RO

AT e s s neG

€ [T down squatfully, my esteemed
S and ludicrous chum, and make
yourself at homefulness !™
Such  was Turree Singh's
cheery greeting as I tripped into Study
No. 13.

“Thanks, Inky !” I said, sinking inlo
the wawning deplhs of Lthe coal-scuttle,
and producing my nolebook and pencil.
“1I expect my face is familiar to you §"

[Turree Singh nodded,

“ I have seen ils csteemed counterpart
at the Zoofulness!” he snid.

“IKh? What do you mean*"”

“You remind me of Tarzan of the
Apefulness 0

* Look here——

“No offence meant, my worthy chum,
Mayv I pass you a slice of cakefulness?”

“You may!” I said promptly. * Pass
the whole cake, if you don't mind. Itll
save yvou cutting it.  Thanks!”

I munched away for some momentis in
blissful contentment, Then ¥ remem-
bered that I had a duly Lo do.

““Aa the special representative of the
GrEYFRIARS Llegawn,” I said, 1 wish
1o azk you a few pertinent questions,”

“So long as they are not imperiinent
ones, I do not mind."

“TFirst of all. T believe your initials
are H. J. R.? What do they stand for—
Hot Jam RBoll#"

“Certainly not ! My full
Hurrece Jamset Ram Singh.”

“And you're the Crown Prince of Cal-
cuttu, aren't vou? v is it the }Head
Cook and Bottle Washer of Bombay 77

“ Neither,” =aid Hurree Singh., with
dignity. I am the Nabob of Bhanipue,”
~"And wyou have aboui a nullion sub-
jeels under you ?"”

“*More or less.”

“Then why don't vou o oul and look

after 'em 5"

“I am compelled to e in Bngland, ta
be educatefully brought up.  Then I
shall returnfully go back to my awn

1

nime 13

people.™
“Isee. Ilow do you like England §*
“* Muchfully,”

“And Grevfriars?”
“ Also muchfully.”
“But 1t musi be a fearful handicap to

vou, nobt being able to speak our
anguage.”
“What do vou mean?” demanded

Hurree Singh wrathfully. * 7T speak the
very best and choicest English language,
a3 unpartfully instructed by my native
tutor in Bengal™

“That {utor of vours oughi to have
been sacked. e didn't know his job.
In England, we never use such phrases as
“T'he blankfulneas of the esteemed and
ludicrons blank is terrilie!” And we eall
things by their proper names. We don't
call a spade a spadefulness.”

“You are being rudefully impertinent
to PSR 1

**Not at all,  T'm never impertinent
when I appear before crowned heads.
What is your favourite sport #"

*The esteemed cricketful game.”

THE Maguer Lisuary.—No. 755.

“1 suppose it's your ambition to be-
came a sort of second Rapj¥”

“My worthy chum has hit the nailful-
ness on the headfulness.”

* What is your favourite dinner 7"

“Bananas and nuts.”

“But you can’'t make a
those !

“I much prefer them ta the steakiul-
ness and chopfulness.”

“ My hat! There's no accounting for
tastes.  YWho is your favonrile poet @™

* Dick Penfold.”

“"Asz! I mean classic poet.
only a ballad-menger "

Hurree 8Singh stroked hiz chin
pondered.

“1 think I like the worthy Tom Ieod
bezl,”" he said at length.
larly fond of * The Song of the Shirtful-
ness.' I starts like this, if I remember;

dinner off

Penfaold's

and

“fWith fingers weary and worn,
With eyelids swollen redfully,
A woman sat, in unwomanly rags,
Plying her needle threadfully.
Stitch, stitch, stitch!
In poverty, hunger, and dirtfulness.
And still in a voice of dolorous pitch,
She sang the Bong of the Shirtful-
ness,

“Ia, ha, ha! I don't think Howml
would fecl Hattered if he could hear your
version.

Hurree Singh looked surprised.

“Have I not rendered the esteemed
verse correcifully 7"

“No, you havent! You've put in a
lot of words of vour ovhi.  But no matter.
That native tulor of yours is responsible.
If I were you, I'd give him a jolly good
bumping on my return Lo India. Now,
just a few more questions, and then T'll
fade away. What 13 vour favourite
song ]

“"Many Brave Hearts are Sleepfully

Slumbering in  the Esteemed and
Ludicreus Deepfulness.™

“*Ha, ha, ha!"

“Why do you laugh?” demanded

Hurree Singh.  “ Ii is not & comic song.”
“The way you render it, it is. If you
attempled to sing it like that at a school
concert. you'd be mobbed. By the way,
who 1s your favourite master "
“Mr. Wally Bunter.”

“You couldn’t have made a better
selection.  And your favourite prefect?”
“Wingate.”
“Good again !
aversion 7" _

* Newspaper representatives,”

+F.Eh?r!‘

“ Fellows who come into my study and
bombardfully pester me with &stupid
(questions |

“Here, I say

“1 must azsk you to retirefully with-
draw,” said Hurree Singh. *Otherwise
I shall be compelled to chase you from
my study with a cricketful stump !'*

I didn't wait to be chased with the
cricketful stump. Shutting my notebook
with a snap, T rose from the coal-scuttle,
and fled !

What is your biggzest

¥a
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INKY'S MAXIMS!

Collected by Bob
Cherry.

A Ystitch ™ in tim2 prevents a fellow
from winning an esteemed Marathon

race !

o & .

It’s nover too late to mend—unless
your bike has bheen borrowed by Billy

Bunter!

L] ;] :

Never put off till to-morrow the Ttons
you are wearnng to-dey. In other words,
if an esteemed midnight feast has been
planfully arranged, go to bed with your
clothes on!

L 4 E L]

Absence makes the heart grow fonder
—especially when the absent person
happens to be Quelr_iu]f Sabibt

iy E

Let dogs delight to barkfully bite;

ol : - but 1f yvou're wise vou'll never fight!
[ am particu- | " -

* 3 ¥

Jilly Bunicr, not Procastination, is the

thief of time. He “horrowed ™ my
watch vesterdaw !
L. W B
Never keep tame rabbits.  The love

of bunny is the root of all evil!
. * ¥ L

All that gleamfully glitters is not gold.
Skinner's watch came from a brass

foundry !

* ¥

“I's easy enough to be pleasant
When lile Aows alwg like a songful-
ness ;
But the ehap wha's worth while iz the
chap who can =.niie
When every sum is marked “Wrong-
fulness !”11+

%

L ]

Sweel are the uses of advertisement ;
but T'm not allowing Fisher T. Fish to
publish any in this issual

% 4 W

Many a warm heart beats beneath a
tattered coat. This 15 a compliment to
the esteemed aﬂd luaicrons Gosling !

* * '
In the midst of life we are in debt.

Billy Bunter is, anvhaw !
* L i
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'MAULY’S PALS!
’ {Continued from page 8.) ‘

and said “ nuffin’.”  And Carne followed
his example,

Lord Mauleverer, as he slretched his
weary limbs on his study sofa and
watched Sir Jimmy at tea, was greatly
relieved not to sce Loder come visiting.
But his lordship was not left withoui
visitors.

Coker of the Fifth dropped in to speak
to him, with a genial smile on his rugged
face. Lord Mauleverer sighed, and Sir
Jimmy grinped; and Coker, apparently
puzzled both by the sigh and by the grin,
looked from one to the other.

“I've been thinking about the vac,
Mauleverer,” he said in his lofty,
patromsing way., " Bteam-yacht—cruising
around for weeks—that’'s your
gramme, I undersiand §”*

“Yaas,”

“Mauly isn’t asking any of the Fifth,"
put in Sir James Vivian,

Uoker stared at him.

“I suppose a Remove fag wouldn’t
have the cheek to ask a Fifth Form chap
lo come on a holiday with him,” replied
Coker, “Jolly likely to gei a thick ear
H he did, T think.”

“0Oh, my eve I gaid Sir James,

“But,” continned Coker, turning his
attention to Mauleverer again, “althongh
it would be cheeky of you to ask a Fifth
Form chap, there’s no reason why o
Fifth Form chap shouldn’t condescend to
come with you, if he fancied the idea.
Now, I've thought about it, and I rather
like the idea, Mauleverer, and, in short,
I'll come.”

Coker made that siatement with much
graciousness of manner. Apparently he
expected to see Lord Mauleverer over-
whelmed with thankfulness at his con.
descension.

“I'm not askin’ any of the Fifth! 1
wouldn’t be found dead on a vao with
anybody named Coker! See?” suid
Mauly.

“Catch on?” chuckled Sir J immy,

Coker did not seem to catch on im-
mediately, He blinked at Tord
Mauleverer blankly, as if doubting he
evidence of his ears,

" You cheeky young sweep!™ he roared
at last. “ Are you askine me to give you
a thundering good hiding 7*

Five prinning faces looked in at the
doorway. The Famous Five had spotted
Coker on his way to Siudy No. 12, and
they understood that they might be
wanted. So thev were eruising in the
offing, as it were, prepared to dea) with
Horace (Coker cven as they had dealt
with Loder of the Sixth,

Coker did not see them, as his back was
to the door. But Mauly saw them from
the eofa, and he beckoned.

“Trot in, you fellows!” hae vawned,
" Would you mind chuckin® Coker aut on
his neck? As a special favour.”

* Any old thing,” grinned Bob Cherry.

Coker of the Fifth spun round,

“Now then, you grubby fags——"" he
began truculently.

“Are you going out on your feet or
your ueck, Coker?” inquired Harry
Wharton politely. *Take your choice.”

Coler’s answer was a rush at the cap-
tain of the Remove. The next moment
Coker was mixed up almost inextricably
with the five juniors, and the whole
party strugeled and rolled through the
doorway. The next that Coker knew, he

NEXT
MONDAY!

pro-

was rolling down the Remove staircase,
feeling as if he were in several pieces,

Lord Mauleverer settled down on the
sofa for a rest, Ile felt that he desorved
a rest,

e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Deep-laid Scheme !

1 AMMY, old fellow——7
S “Can 3! satl

Iminor,

Bunter minor's response to his
major’s affeciionate greeting was short,
if not sweet,

Sammy knew his major, DBrotherly
love was not a distinguishing character-
istic in the Bunter family. When Billy
addressed Bammy as “old fellow,” it
meant  that  Billy  wanted something.
And Sammy Bunter's reply was in the
negative, even before lie knew what was
wanted,

“Look here, old chap——"" said Billy.

“Can it 1" said Sammy again tersoely.,
" Dottle 1t! Wrap it up and bury it ™

Billy Runter breathed hard,

“1 want wvou " he recommenced,

“I know ! said Sammy, with a nod.
“Nothing deing! The fact is, [ was
going 10 borrow something of you, only

] Nothing doing,

Bunter

you're so jolly mean,
Cilly ! So can it!"
With that unswer Sammy Bunter
rolled away. DBut Bunter major fol-
lowed him, and caught him by a podgy
shoulder, i :
“Hold on,
Punter,

you fat bounder 1™ said
“I've got something to say.”

“Well, you can say anythimg you
like,” said Bunter minor, “I'm not
going to lend you anything.”

"I don't want yon to. In fact, I'm
going to put you on a good thing,” said
Billy Bunter impressively.

“I don’t think !” remarked Sammy.

“1've got an idea—-*"

“Theaw it mild 17

“You kuow Mauly's going en a yacht-
ing cruise this vae, Sammy,” said Billy
Bunter, unheeding his minor's disre-
spectful manner.

Bunter minor chortled,

“I faney the whole school knows it,"”
he said,

Bunter did not answer that,

“OFf course, I'm going on the vacht,”
gaid Billy. “1I couldn’t possibly think of
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deserting o pal like Mauly, because of
fellows he hardly knows butting in.
Don’t cackle when I'm speaking to you,
you little fat beast! Now, as Mauly has
been influenced against me, 1I'm going
to work it.”?

Sammy looked interested at last,

" You generally manage to squeeze in,

if there’s anything going,” he admitted.
“I say. could you work it for me, too?"”

“ Mauly couldn’t take a Second Form
fag. Besides, it's impossible,

“Then what the dickens doos jt matter
to me whether you work it?” asked
Sanmmy discontentedly,

“Well, as my brother, yvou're bound
te back me up——"

“Rats ! wag Sammy’s
reply,

"I want you to help me work it,” ex-
plained Bunter. :

“ And where do T come in 2"

“FEh! You don’t eome in at all!'"

“Then yeu ean jolly well leave moe
out of your precious scheme, whatever
it 15, said Bammy promptly, “ Nothing

doing, ™ 2

" Well, Took here, Il do what 1 can, if

wedge in—I mean. if | get Maunly to
—to treat me as a pal, as he really would
like to do,” eaid the Owl of the Remove.
“Desidrs, if I don’t eomo home for the
vac, I'll lend you my Like for the holj-
days, ™

Sammy Dunter seemed to relent.

“Well, it would be mice not to have
you home for the holidays,” he observed.
“That’s warth a little trouble. What's
the stunt "

Billy Bunter blinked round him
cautiously. Evidently what he had to
say was for Sammy Bunter's ears alone.

Having made sure that there were no
eavesdroppers, he drew his minor to a
seat under one of the old elms.

“Now, you listen,” he said. “T'm
going to touch Mauly's heart, and make
1L practically impossible for him to treat
me n this scurvy way. Von can help,
old chap. T've thought it out carefully,
and it's bound to go without a hiteh, if
you play up. Mauly’s going to the bank
at Courtfield to-morrow,"

“What about it?” yawned Sammy.

“He will have a lot of money on him
when he comes back.” said Bunter.
“Now, it's rather lonely whore the rogl
goes over the commion hotween here and
Courtticld. Mauly might be attacked on
that road.”

Sammy Bunter jumped.

" You—you're thinking of
Mauly " he gasped.
“¥You silly ass !

conrse not !

“Oh! Then what’s the same?"

“He's atltacked by a footpad, YOu
thundering idiot 1" said Bunter, *I'm
on hand, and run up and save him.
EEE?H

“More likely to run the other way, [
think.™ :

“It won't he a rteal footpad,™ said
Bunter impatiently. “It’s a spoof to
take Mauly in, of course. He'll let mo
knock him down and rescue Manly all
right,”

“Oh, 1
do it ?"

“That’s it.”

“And wha’s the chap?”

“You!" said Billy Bunter,

" No jolly fear 1 said Sammy emphati-
callv. *“Cut it cut! Catch me plaving
a eilly mug’s game like that! Why.
E!Hll]i? could knock me into a ecocked

at !

“He wouldn’t dare,” said Punter. *1
ean fix you up in disguise, of course.”

brotherly

robbing
T 0f

roated Buanter,

see! You're gelting a chap to

“Rot!" zaid Sammy.

ALE OF THE JUNIDRS OF GREYFRIARS.
By FRANK RICHARDS. -4
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“1 know where they |kKeep the
dramatic zociety thangs,” urged Bunter,
“T can get at the .box in Wibley's study
and bar a false beard and moustache
and some rough clothes, I'll make you
up on ihe common, and Mauly won's
know you from Adam. Yon brandish a
big bludgeon at him——"

*“Oh, my hat!”

“And say, ‘Stand and deliver——

““Real footpads don't say ‘Stand and
deliver " 7" objected Sammy,

“Well, say anvthing von like,” said
Bupter impatiently. "It won't last a
minute, anyhow, 1 rush up and knock
vou down 12

“Do voul” said Sammy warmly,

“I must keep up appearances, of
course,””

“1 know I shall piteh inta vou if vou
knock me down,” sand Sammy, uncon-
vineed.

HTook here, Sammy, if you're going
tee spoil the whole thing——"

“You ain't going to knock me down,
unlezs you jolly well want a dot n the
cye!” said Bunter minor obstinately,

PBunter gave an angry grunt. It was
really exasperating. for trifling  objee-
tions like this to be raised. when he was
outlining a masterly scheme.

“Well, we might leave out the knock-
ing-down part,” he said reluctantly.
“Only 1t ought to he lifelike.”

“Make it a= lifelike a= you can with-
out that!"" suggested Sammy. © Mind,
I haven't said yet that I'll do it at all I

“Well, you fall over when I push
vou,"” zaid the Owl of the Remove.
“Yell as if vou were hurt, vou know.”

“T could do that!” assented Sammy,
“I get off lickings that way in the
Form-room. That's casy.”

“Then yon holt. and leave Maulv with
lis brave resener,” said Donter,
that he can’ heln askiny me for the vae,
can he? Common decency, you knew,
and gratitode, and so on.”

“It might work " =aid Sammr,

“Ti will waork all right if vou back me
up!” «and Billy Bunter confidently.

“And where do T eome in?”

“Now, look here, Sammy! If you're
going to be =clfich and merconary-——"

“Can 177 sad Bammy. “TIs it worth
ten bob 7

“I—I haven't ten Lob ™

kS

“ Afler

* It ikt works vou can touch Mauly for
ten bob  easily enough,” said Sammy
brightly. _ .

Bunler considererd. .

“Yes, there's something in that,” he
assented. " He could_scarcely refuze to
cash a postal-order for me after I'd res-
cned him at the risk of his hife. 1f it’s
a success I'll make 1t ten bob, at least.
'There ! :

““And yvour bike for the holidays, any-
how, whether 1t's a zacceszs or not?”
asked Sammy cauliously,

“Ya.o8"

“T'll do it,”" said the lat fag. * Alind,
I don't think there's much in it. You're
such a silly ase, Billy.. But I'll do my
part all right, and you can do your best.”
He rose from the scat under the tree.
“1 say, Billy, ran you lend me a tanner
off the ten bob®”

“No!" growled Bunter.

“Now T eome to think of it, T've got

an engagement for to-morrow  afier-
noan !’
“Look here, Sammy——"

* Look here, Billy M

Billy Bunter groped in his pocket, and
produced a sixpence, which he dropped
into his minor’s fat palm. And so the
affectionate brothers parted.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In Deep Disguise !

FTER dinner on the following day
A Billy Bunicr disappeared.

H= was not missed, :
Fellows who were honoured
with Dilly Bunter’s acquainlance never
miszed hitn when he wasn't present. If
they thought about him at all at such
{imes, it was only {u hope that he
wouldn’t tnrn up. o
Ho it was quite casy for the fal junior
to abstract himself from Greyfriars with-
out anybody taking the irouble to
observe the fact.
Sammy of the Second found it equally
L B
Noth-the Bunters were gone after
dinner, secretly and mysteriously, and
(Grevfriars School went rn the even tenpr
of itz wav, knowing it not. :
Cerlainly, Lord Mauleverer, knowing

P~ TR
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nothing of the Buniers’ kind intentions
towards him, did nct think of them.
Besides, hiz lordship had plenty of foaod
for thought just then. '

He bad to go to Courtfield to visit the
bank, for the purpose of collecting a
handsome little sum  of ready cash.
Flenty of fellows would have been
pleased to take the task off his noble
hands, and would not have regarded it
a8 an infiction. But Mauly had never
been short of money, and, to him, the
visit to the bank was one more trouble
added to the already innumerable
troubles of existence.

Still, he nerved himself for the effort.
The debate in his mind was on the per-
plexing problem, whether to walk or to
bike it.

Biking it was swifter: the infliction
would be over all the sooner. On the
other hand, there was a fairly steep hill
on the road to Courtfield, and Mauly
hated driving a bike uphill, and had
another hatred {for pushing :t up on foot.

Walkine was a slower means of con-
vevance. but a fellow could sit down at
intervals and rest, and take the hill by
easy degrees.

After bestowing upon this imporfant
problem a great deal of cogitation, which
ita importance deserved, Lord Maule-
verer decided to waik.

S0 he walkad.

At an easy rate of progress, his lord-
ship strolled out of gates, and followed
the road across the common.

His leisurely pace gave the Bunters
plenty of time to get ready for him.

Bunter major and minor were not

weight they had to carry was against
it. But on ihis. occasion they bestirred
themselves with great activity.

They arrived on the common, and
halted among the thickets that fringed
the road in the loneliest spot.

There Billy Bunter deposited the bag
-he carried in his fat hand, and sat down
to rasp.

Bunter had a considerable amount of
gpasping to do before be was ready for
exertion after his walk. He was still
gasping, when the slim and elegant
figure of Lord Mauleverer appeared on
the road, and sauntered by, going on
towards Courtfield.

The two Bunters blinked at the unsus-
picions vouth from the thicket, and

rapid in their movements, as a rule; the

grinned.

“There he goes!” murmured Sammy. -

“Tle won't be back for half an hour,”
said Billy. “We've gol half an hour
to get ready, Sammy."”

“Lots of time.”

Lord Mauleverer disappeared in the
distance towards Courtfield.  Then
William George Bunter dragged himself
reluctantly from the grass,
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—the Famous International, in Action, in Next Week's Issue!

“¥eu'll have to, futhead ?
can be a footpad in Etons?"?

“It's too pig.”

“Not sideways,”
*You're =0 jolly fat.”

“Well, I like that!
are, anyhow."

“Don't argue, Samms, and don't be
disrespectful.  Shove these things on out-
cule your own clobber, and let's see.”

Sammy, who waz not so enthusiastie
on the scheme as his major, reluctantly
insinuated himself into the checks.

He filled them sideways, as Dunter had
predicted, - ind, indeed, there was some
tightness.  But lengthwise the sporting
vlothes were undoubtedly on the large
«ize.  The trouser: came down eleven
inches or so*beyond Sammy Bunter's
fect, and the coat brushed his fat calves
Lhehind.,  Billy Bunter eyed him  dis
paragingly.

“You're so stumpy ! he grunted.

Y Not so stumipy as von are!” snorted
sammy., Y1 told you it was a rotten
idea from the start. Let's chuck it!”

“0Oh, dry up!” said Bumler crossly.

He tucked up the trousers, and pinned
them up carefully,

The check clothes were adjusled—nof
sufisfactorily, but as satisfactorily as was
possible 1o the circomstances. Then a
roed necktie was added, and a pairr of
iougzh, muddy boots over Sammy's shaes,
Then Bunter proceeded Lo the malke-up.,

A false beard and mouostache, and a red
wig made a startling change 1n Bammy
Bunter's appearance. lle was {rans-
formed suddenly from a fat fag into a
man of fifty.

“* Better rub some mud on vour face,”
caid Billy Bunter. *“ Yeour complexion
won't de.”

“Then I shall have to wash before
¢lasses,” objected Sammy.

- Well, a wash will do you good, any-
how. "

“Yﬂ.i:l!!’

“Now, look here, Sammy——

“0Oh, give us a rest!” said Sammy.
“Tll do it. I was a silly ass o have any-
thing to do with your stunts at all. Rub
on some earth—not much, mind. Then
[ can rub it off with a handkerchief after-
wards, and needn’'t wash.”

Sammy, apparently, had a rooted objee-
tion to washing.

Bunter gathered up a handful of earth
and rubbed. He was mnch more Liberal
with it than Sammy desired—perhaps
considering that an extra wash aflerwards
would be good for his hopeful young
minor.

“That's enough!"
jerking his head back.
right now !”

Bunter looked at him, and grinned. Tt
was hard to say what Sammy Bunter
exactly looked like. Certainly he did not
look like a Becond Formm fag of Grey-
friars,

“Now, what about a siick?’ said
Bunter, ** You'll have Lo have a hig stick
to frighten Mauly.”

“You haven't brought one, vou ass™

“Cut one in the thicket,” said Bunter,

Sammy sat down,

“You cut it!” he suggested,

“ Look here. you lazy little beast——"

“Yah 1"

“Yon ecan't be a foodpad withoul a
bludgeon!” howled Bunter.

“Well, cut onel!” grinned
*1 don't mind!™

Billy Bunter again restrained himsell
from assault and battery. Ile proceeded
to cut a cudgel from the thicket.

NEXT
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Think you

grinted  Dunter,

Not so fat as von

Lt

growled Sammy,
*I shall pass all

Sammy,

e

-

E

As Loder sprawled in the grass,

and scrambled up wildly. Whack !
as he rose.

Sammy made a rush at him with his cudgel
upraised. The prefect caught a glimpse of the horrid-looking ruffian coming Eﬂ,
The cudgel came down aeross his shoulders
(Nee Chapter 9.)

Now ail was ready, and DBunter looked
at his watch.

“ Pretty nearly time he was back,” he
said.  * Mind, vou rush out on him,
waving that stick, and demanding his
money or his life, May as well give him
a crack with the stick. It will look
better, and it doesn’t maiter if you hurt
him, after all. Mind you don’t give me
a crack when I go for you, though.
Hallo, there’s somebody coming ! If it's
Mauly-—"

Bunier blhinked cautiously out of the
thicket into the road. But it was not
Mauleverer. It was Loder of the Sixth,
coming from the direction of the school.

Bunter frowned. He did not want a
Greyfriars prefect on the scene when tha
sham attack took place., lle watched for
Loder to pass on.

I'o his dismay and annoyance, Loder of
the Sixth did not pass on. _lle stopped
in the road, and stood gazing for some
moments in the direction of Courtheld.
Then, turning from the road, he sat down
on a liltle grassy hillock, within two
yards of the spot where the Bunters
crouched in cover.

Billy and Sammy exchanged startled
glances of dismay. They could not even
move without attracting attention, and
they crouched as still as mice. This was
an utterly unlocked-for intervention,

They could oniy hope that Loder, when

he had rested, would walk on. But
Loder did not move,
e was, apparently, not merely rest-
ing; he was waiting for someone. He
had a light walking-cane in his hand, and
he twirled il occasionally as he waited.
And his eyes were on the 1oad towards
Courtfield.

Billy Bumnter glared at the back of
Loder’s head, with a glare that bade fair
to crack his spectacles. DBut glaring had
no effect on Loder of the Bixth. e sal
tight, and the two hapless schemers
crouched in the thicket, scarcely daring
to breathe, and in momentary terror of
discovery. '

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
The Famous Five to the Rescue !

€é OU fellows busy ?”
Vernon-Smith of the Remove

asked the question, as he camo
on the Famous Five in the
school shop at Greyfriars,

The chums of the Remove did not look
very busy; they were dealing with some
of Mrs. Mimble's 1ces, and locked guite
at. their casc.

“Very!” said Bob,

“Ilave an ive, Smithy ¥
“Thanks! I was thinking you might
like to take a walk along the Courtfield
road,” said the Bounder.

“Tog jolly hot ! said Nugent.

“The hotfulne:s is  terrific, my
cstecmed Smithy,” remarked the Nabob
of Bhamipor. **And what 1z there to
walk on the Courtfield road for?”

“ Loder 1”

“Eh? What about Loder?”
Harry Wharton.

“ He's starled walking to Courtfield.”

“Well, we don’t want Loder’s com-
pany, do we " said the captain of the
Remove. "“What are you getting at, -
Smithy ¥

“Might wind up the term by giving
Loder a ragging,” cbserved Johnny Bull,
“But it's too hot for ragging.”

*1 thoughti 1I'd give vou the tip,” ex-
plained the Bounder. *“ Mauleverer went
oul to Courtficld after dinner.”

“Did he 1"

“Te did!

with a grin,

asked

And Loder is quite in-
terested in his movements. He's been
asking questions. He asked me. But I
knew nothing. lle¢ asked Skinner, and
Skinner mentioned—innocently, of course
—that Mauly had gone to the bank in
Courtfield.™

“Well ¥ said Harry.

“Wasn't there some trouble hetween

Mauly and Leoder®” grinned the
Bounder. * Loder went to his study for
a cane, and started for Courthfield. I

fancy he 1s going to meet Mauly. Bo if
vou fellows wanted a walk in {his nice
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hot suw, rou might take 1t towards
Courtfield.”

And the Bounder, having finished his
ice, atrolled out of the {uckshop.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another.

“That's a tip,” eaid Huarry. I think
we'd better get alonug.
for Mauly, of course. A chap ought o
have an exeal to go to Courtfield, except
on a half-heliduy, and Mauly's ceatain to
have forgotien to ask for one. That will
give Loder a ehance. Let's gel going

A Right, O kine ! yvawned Bob Chorry.

The Famous Five detached them-
selves from Mrs, Mimble's ices and the
dusky tuckshop, and walked out into the
blazing July sunshine. As the specially
invited puests of Lord Mauleverer, they
felt bound to stand by his lordship, and
they knew that the bully of the Sixth
meant mischiet. I.oder had not for-

otten. He had let the sun go down en
iis wrath, and was only waiting for a
chanre.

If Lord Mauleverer, wilth his usual
carelessness, had forgotten to ask for
loave to wisit Courifield, Loder had s
right to punish him, as a prefect, finding
him out of bounds,  But even 1if Mauly,
with unnsual thoughtfulness, had armed
himself with the required exeal, loder
was not likely to let him off.  There
would be no witnesses on the lonely
road over the eomman, and Mauly was
booked for a licking, in any case—if
Loder kad his way.

So the Famous Five, in spite of the
blare of sunshine, started at a trot for
Courthield.

They sighted a straw hat by the road-
gicde al quile a distance, shining in the
BUIl.

Wharton stopped, and shaded his eyes
with his hand, and looked.

“That's Toder!” he said. *He's

sitting down and staring towards Court-

field. He's waitimg for somebody.”
“For the esteemed and ridiculons

Mauly ! remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singrh.

“Not much doubt about thal,”™ said
Johunv Bull. * Shall we rush him?"

Harry Wharton langhed.

“Not quite!” he said. “Iandling a
prefect is a bhit too serious, unless he puts
himself in the wrong.”

“I"iklji; if we wait till he's licked Mauly,
it

“0ur helpfulness will not be of much
use to the esteemed Maunleverer in that
rase,” remarked the nabob,

*" Keep off the road, and we can get to
the spot without Loder seeing us,” said
Wharton. *“He may be waiting for
spomebody else, or just taking a rest.
We can be on the spot to chip in if we're
wanted. No need to hunt for {rouble
with a prefect otherwise.”

* Right-ho !’

The Tamous TFive left the road, and
followed the common, keeping a fringe of
trees between themselves and Loder.
They lost sight of the prefect, and did not
see that he had risen to his feet and
stepped out  into  the road. Lord
Mauleverer's elegant form had appeared
o1 ithe read in the distance, and Loder's
wait was over.

Loder stood with a smile on hia face,
ancd his cane under his arm, waiting for
Mauleverer to come un.

Lord Mauleverer did not smile as he

sighied Loder.  He looked extremely
Serious.
“Oh, pad!”  groasned  his  lordship.
“ More trouble I :
He thoughy of turning on to the

common and making a wide detour to
avold the prefect. But if Loder was on

NEXT
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Loder is looking §

his track, it was certain that Loder would
follow. And the road was the line of
least resistance, as it were. Mauleverer
walked on, hoping for the best.

Loder waited for him to come up, and
then held up his hand,

iistnpjl:l

Lord Mauleverer stopped.
Lodoer warily.

“Anythin' up?” he asked,

“Where have you beent?”

“Uourtheld."”

“Have you an exeat "

+r N-II:}, ke

Lioder’'s eves glinled.

“You know thal Courtfield 15 out of
bounds for the Tower School, excepting
on half-holidays ¥

“Yaas."

“1 am afraid I shall have to punish
yvou, Mauleverer.” -

“Oh, gad! How the thump did you
know 1 was gone to Courtfield?”
mumbled hiz lordship. *“You've been
watching me, Loder.”

“Natarally, T keep an eve on unruly
fagrs who o oul of bounds and get into
mischief,” said Loder cheerfully. *“That
1s my duty as a prefect.”

“Lot sou think of wour duty as a
Prefect I grunted Mauleverer.  * Look
here, Loder—"

lLoder dropped his cane into his hand.

ke eyed
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“Hold out vour hand, Mauleverer!
he said smoothly.

-1 forgot to ask for an exeat!" urszed
Mauleverer. “Mr. Quelch would have
given me leave if I'd asked him [

“¥You must learn {o remember, my
hﬂF.:’

“I'll go to my Form-master as soon as
I get in,” said his lordship, backing away
a3 Loder advanced,

 "Please yourself about that,"” smiled
Loder. **You're going to be licked now.
Hold cut your hand !”

Lord Mauleverer backed farther away.
A single “lick ¥ with the cane would not
have mattered much, such as any olher
profect would have given himm for the
offence. But he knew that he was Looked
for a thrashiug guite out of preportion to
that offence, The neglect to obtain an
exeat wus only the peg, as it were, that
Loder was to hang the thrashing on.

* Mauly backed off the road, eyeing
Loder, and the prefect followed hirn up,
cane in hand.

“Stop, you yvoung rascal ! rapped out
Loder.

[Ie made a jump forward, and Lord
Mauleverer made a jump backwards
which landed him in the thickels where
the two Punters crouched in cover,

There was a fearful vell as Mauleverer
landed there.

Not having the faintest idea that any-
body was hidden in the thicket, Mauly

—
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had jumped back inte it, inlendinz to
dodge Loder there, and then take to his
heels across the common. But, as it hap-
pened, somebody was hidden there, and
Mauleverer landed on a fat leg belonging
to Samuel Bunter of the Second Form.

The yell that Sammy Bunter gave
woke the echoes of the common. Lord
Mauleverer, in utter astonishment, rolled
over and plunged headlong into the grass.

*“Oh, gad!™ gasped his lordship.

“Oh, crumbs!” murmured Billy
Bunter,

“Yoooop ! roared Sammy.

Lord Mauleverer was not a heavy-
weight, fortunately, but he could not
jump on Sammy's fat leg without hurting
Sammy. And when SBammy Bunter wua
hurt, he was accustomed to making the
fact known to all within hearing,

He leaped up, yelling.

Loder, coming with a rush Into the
thicket, found himself face to face with a
fearful-looking ruffian, in" beard and
moustache and red hair, with a muddy
face, and a eudgel 1n his hand.

1f Loder had known that that fearful
rufian  was Sammy Bunter, with a
caollection of the Remove club’s * proper-
tiezs 7 on his fat person, Loder would rct
have been alarmed.

Bt Loder did not know it.

ITe saw a fearful, ferocious-lookineo
tramp, as he supposed, and Loder jumped
back out of the thicket with a gasp of
alarm, without waiting for a second Jook
at the dreadful apparition,

Ile was in so great a hurry that he
canght his foot in a root, and went
sprawling in the grass beside the road.

“Whoop ! roared Sammy.

If Loder had come on, Bammy would
have fled incontinently. But the terrified
retreat of the prefect reassured him.
Sammy had been hurt, and he had a
natural inclination to pass it on. And
it was evident that Loder did not know
him. 8o SBammy, like a prudent youth,
made the most of his opportunities,
Many a cuff had he received from Loder
of the Sixth; and now it was his chance !
As Loder sprawled in the grass, Sammy
made a rush at him with his cudgel
upraised.

Loder caught a glimpse of the horrid-
looking ruffian coming on, and scrambled
up wildly,

Whack !

The cudrel eame down across his
shoulders as he rose.

“Oh!” roared Loder,

The next whack missed, as Loder
leaped out frantically into the road.

Without another glance behind, Loder
took to his heels. Ile went down the
road towards Grevfriars as if he were on
the cinder-path. Loder had no taste for
tackling ferocious tramps on a lonely
common; and he did not give even a
thought to Mauleverer, whom he left at
the mercy of the bhorrid ruffian. He
vanished in a cloud of dust,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

6 ALLO, hallo, hallo! They're
H going 1t 1"
“Come on!"” panted Harry,

The I'amous Five were close
at hand, but they were on the other side
of the thicket when they heard the up-
roar. Knowing nothing of the Bunters
and their remarkable stunt, the Co.
naturally supposed that Lord Maunleverer
was in the Egnch of ihe bully of the
Sixth, and they came to the rescue with
a rush. }IEEd[};‘cEE of bush and bramble,
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they tore on to the scene of action.
¥Frank Nugent caught his fool and went
over, but four juniors arrived on ihe
scene breathlessly,

The scene that met their eyes was
Amazing.

Lorge Mauleverer was sitling in the
grass, gasping for breath and looking
dazed. Billy Bunter was leaning on a
tree, gpasping and trying to collect his
fat wits. And a fearful-lookine characteyr
was brandishing a club after the flecing
figure of Loder of the Sixth.

“What the merry thump!” ejaculated
Bob Cherry.

*“Where's Loder?”

“ Bunter—here's Bunier,”

“"Who—what's that 7"

“Mauly! What——"

“I—1  say, you fellows.”
Bunter. “I—] say——"

“ What are you doing here, Bunter?”

“N-n-nothing! I—T'm not here. I—
1 mean—" spluttered the Owl of the
"Remove, utterly confounded and non-
plussed by the sudden {urn of events, “1I
mean, L wasn't—that is—1 didn’t—oh,
dear 1™

“I thought Loder was here!” ex-
claimed Nugent, hurrying up.

" There he goes!”™ suid Bob Cherry,
pointing after the vanishing prefect.
“That_tramp seems to have frightened
him off.”

“That tramp!” ejaculated Wharton.
“That's a gueer-looking tramp! Where
did he bag those irousers?”

“The trouserfulness is terrific{”

“Oh, gad!” stuitered Lord Mauleverer.,
“I—I jumped on something. It—it was
alive—gave me a start. I tumbled over
-—raIleE into Bunter! How did Bunter
get here? I say, what on earth’s hap-
pened! Has there been an earthquake
or anythin’f"

gasped

I

“I—1I say, vou fellaws-
“Well, Loder’s gone,” said Harry
Wharton. “Did he lick you, Mauly?”

“He was goin’ to, Hadn't an exeat,
you know, As if a chap could think
about exeats on a hot day! But that
person I jumped on seemed to give him a
start as well as me.”

“Gave him a good start, T should
think ¥ chuckled Boly Cherry. * He's
out of sight now, The tramp seems tame
enough, far as T can see. Do vou know
him, Bunter?”

Bunter jumped.

“J7 No! Oh, no!' Of course nol

“You were making face: at him.”

“W.w-w-wae [#"

“You were,” said Bob, staring at {he
Owl- of the Remaove. “What's up?
What's the litlle game? What were you
doing with a giddy tramp in his grand-
father’s bags?"

i I_I__I‘“"'—"_ L

All the juniors looked at the tramp.
The hapless Sammy Bunler stood in the
grass by the thickets, simply not know-.
ing what to do.

The programme was “off,” that was
clear.  He could not play the footpad,
and let Mauly be rescued by his major,
in the unexpected presence of the five
Removites,

That, evidently, was out of the gques-
tion. Loder’s unfortunate appearance an
the scene, and its results, had completeiy
kpocked Bunter's masterly scheme on
the head.

But whal Sammy was io do was a
nmystery. A tramp might have been
expected to slouch off. But Sammy of
the Second couldn’t slouch off in his pre-
sent rig.

He blinked inquiringly at Billy, hoping
for guidance, and Bunter could only
make surreplitious signs to him to clear,

NEXT
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sammy did not feel «isposed to wander
from the shelter of the thickets, clad in
his present attire, with a false beard and
moustiche and a red wig. He was far
too  striking-looking a  character io
wander on the public roads at present.

Bunter's surreptitious RIgNs were noi
80 surreplilions as he supposed, In fact,
they were abserved by all the juniors,

Even Lord Mauleverer blinked at hitn
in surprised inquiry., wondering  whal
secret there was between Bunter and the
tramp.,

“This is jolly fishy,” said Harry
Wharton.  “Tell us what the Fame 1s,
Bunter. You seem 1o have been 111

ambush here with that

customer.”

“Not at all!” stammered Bunter.
“I've never seen him in my life before,”

“Whal are you winking at him for.
then 7

*I—TI wasn't.”

*“*And making faces,”

“Oh, really, Cherry!
gnal on my nosze !

“Why, there you are making signs to
him again !’ exclaimed Wharion,

" Oh, really, vou know—-*

Harry Wharton stepped ant of the
thicket into the grass by the road, (o take
a closer view of the supposed tramp. The
ruffian’s aspect struck him as very add
and suspicious. He was remarkably
short for a man with beard and mons-
taches, and the trousers, turned up about
his knees, would have attracted a second
glance anywhere. And there was some-
thing famiiiar in  the glimmering
spectacles on his fat little nose,

“I—I say, Wharton, keep away from
him 1" exclaimed Billy Bunter, in alarm.
“He’s—he's dangerous, you know."

*“Bow-wow !” said Harry,

“I—I believe he's got a—a—a re-
volver !

“Fathead !

The fat fellow in beard and checks
backed away from Wharton, as the cap-
tain of the Remove came towards him.
Sammy felt that he was in for it; but
he made a desperate attempt io keep up

queer-looking

sald Bab.
It—it was o

his assumed characler, He whirled U
the cudgel with a threatening air.

“Keep orf, guv'nor!” he said, in tha
deepest tones he could command.

" Who are you?"” demanded Harry,

*Find out '’

“L'm jolly well going to!” said the cap-
tain of the Remove, laughing. “Yon
silly owl, do you think I can’t see you're
made up, now I look ai youi"”

“Oh crumbs ! murmured Sarnmy,

"“"Hallo, halle, halla! 15 it a Grey-
friars chap ¥ exclaimed Bob Cherry. *I
thought those giddy whiskers looked
jolly queer. What's this lark, Buntler?*

“1—I say, you fellow,” gasped Bunter,
“d-d-don’t go mear him, I think he's an
escapod lunatic 1

“You checky rotter ! roared Sammy,
forgetting prudence in his indignation at
that azpersion,

“1 know that taoot!” exclaimed Boh.
“Tt's young Bunter'”

“SBammy " roared Wharion,

“Might have guessed it, from his
width,” chuckled Bob. “What on earth
is he got up like this for®”

The Famous Fiva surrounded Sammy
Bunter., Wharton jerked off his beard,
and Dol his moustache, and Johnny Bull
his wig. Then Sammy of the Second
was revealed plainly enough, in spite of
the mud rubbed on his fat face. Hao
grinned sheepishly at the Removiles.

“Where did you get these props
demanded Wharton. I know these
bags. I've seen Wib in them. You've
been raiding our props!”

*“1—1 haven't!”

“Borrowing  the Remove props!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry indignantly; “and
coming out of gates in that rig!
young ass, are you off your rocker? Sup-
pose -a prefect saw you!”

“Loder did see me !” chuckled Sammy.

“If he hadn’t been too scared to take
a second look, he would have spotted
you,” said Harry. “But what does it
mean? What game are you up to?”

Billy Bunter made franlic signs to his

minor. It did not seem to dawn upon
his fat brain that all the Famous Five
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Sammy of the Second stood revealed,

The Famous Five surrounded Sammy Bunter, and Wharton jerked off his beard.

* What does this mean ? ** asked Harry

Wharton. **Only a lark ! ** stammered Sammy. *You see— *
up !’ hissed the Owl of the Remove, - (Jee, Chapter 10.)

* Shut
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could see thase frantic signs quile as well
as Sammy could.

“Only a lark!” siammered Sammy.
. *"You see, Billy —--—"

“Shut up!” hissed the Owl
Remorve. :

““Blessed if T know what (his stunt
means,” said Bob Cherry, “But I know
that, you cheeky little fat rascal, you're
going to be jolly well bumped for bag-

I+

giNg our props !

of the

'r"" [___-[ 8il f__ 12
" "Bump him !

“Yarooh!” roared Sammy, as the
Famous Five seized him, “Lepgo!
"Twasn't me; 1t was Billy! You know
vou did, Billv. Don’t make faces at
me—own up. cyou fal  rotter!  Oh
crumbs |

Bump!

Sammy Bunter tat in the grass and
roared,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Not a Success !

ILILY BUNTER blinked at his
nunar, and blinked uneasily at the
Famous Five, His wonderful
scheme had been knocked sky-

high. Whether it would have succeeded

Photos For You!

“Shut up, Billy '™
“He's only going to tell you a lot of

whoppers ! gasped Bunter. “He's un-
truthful—he 13, really!”

“1 was going to——"

“8hut up, Sammy !

*Sha'n't!” yelled Bammy. “Think

I'm going to be ragged, you fat rotter?
Why don’t you own up?”

“By gad! What on earth is it all
about?" asked Lord Mauleverer 1in
amazement.

“Bump Sammy till he tells us!"™
grinned Bob, '

(1 Yﬂ.rfﬂﬂh II'I' L]

* Let’s bump Bully instead,” suggested
Nugent. **Billy's at the bottom of it,
Collar him !”

“I—I say, vou fellows—""

“Bump him !”

“Hold on!" yelled Bunter.
was only a lark!

L1 It____it

I mean, I—I came

hore to—to resecue Mauleverer——"
“YWhat '
“That — that voung  villain——"

Bunter pointed to his hopeful minor.
“That young—young seoundrel was
waylaving Mauleverer, and I—1 came to
stop him——"

“Oh, gad!” ejaculated Mauvleverer,
It was all spoof ! yelled Bammy, in

Grand Real Photo of J. G. Cock—

; rescue Mauly when the ferocious Sammy

held him up on the road—"

“ Exactly. I—I mean, nothing of the
kind. That is, I—I thought he WaAS A
real tramp, you know. If you think I
sneaked into Wibley's study and—and
collared those things out of the erty-
box, you're quite mistaken. As for wait-
ing here with Sammy, I never thought
of anything of the kind. Sammy is un-
truthful ! said Bunter, shaking his head
sadly. *‘It's rotten; but there you are!
He's untruthful I

“0Oh, my eye!” said Saramy.
“{Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,” said

Bob Cherry, “1I think we must agree
Fi!th I}'iunter that Sammy 1is untruth-
u—-—-—-—

“Ha, ha! Just a litile.” .

“But that he i1=n’t a patch on his
major in that line "

“Hear, hear!™

“And I suggest bumping the pair of
them, as a warning."

“Good !
“ Yaas, begad !" said Lord Mauleverer,
with_a nod.

And the Bunters, major and minor,
were duly bumped, and then the Famous

IFFive and TL.ord Mauleverer started for

A Monster Locomotive of the Buenos Ayres and Great Southern Rallway (Argentine,)

Presented Free with This Week’s Issue of the “POPULAR”'!

or not was a mys=lery; but the Owl of the
Remove had had no chance. He was
now only concerned with keeping his
precious  scheme a  secret, Lord
Mauleverer, rescued from a ferocious
(ramp, might have extended a kind invi-
tation to Bunter as a reward. But cer-
tainly he was not likely to do so if he
became acquainted with the scheme. His
lordship was ldoking on with interest.as
well as surprise.

“I—-I say, you fellows, let him off |
urged DBunter, in terror of what Sammy
miﬁht say next, " It—it was only a fag
lark, you know. I-D'll lick him myself
for borrowing the mops—there I

“Will you*' velled Bammy.  “Yeu

borrowed them ! TLeggo, you rotters!
Yoop!™

“Bump him !"

“Yoop! Leggo! Oh erumbs!™

“Well, what was the little game,
Sammy?” asked Wharton. “You're

going to be bumped till you explain.”
“Ow! Leggo! It was Billy's fat-

headed idea!” yelled Sammy of the

Second. “ He got this rubbish, and stuck

it on me! Ow! 1 was going to——""
“Dry up ™ yelled Bunter,

great indignation.  “Just a spoof to
friﬁ'hten auly, and—" :
Of course, I knew rothing of it,”
said Bunter. “T1—I hope vou fellows
believe me. I-I dropped in here purely
by chance, arnd was—was astonished to
see Sammy-——"'
. “Oh, what a fibber!" howled Sammy.
“You promised me ten kob if you eould
squeeze it out of Mauly.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The chums of the Remove roared.
Lord Mauleverer laughed till the tears
ran down his cheeks. Many and various
had been the ways by which quite
numerous fellows had sought to be in-
cluded in the vyachting party for the
holidays. But Billy Bunter’'s way had
at least the merit of originality. It was
a really wonderful scheme, which could
only have originated in Bunter's fat
brain.

“You can shut up, Sammy,” said
Bunter. “ My friends take my word!
You bebove me, don't you, Mauly?*

“Oh, gad!” was all his lordship could
say.
“Believe you !” stuttered Rob Cherry.
“Oh, my hat! So you wera going to

Greyfriars, leaving Billy Bunter and
Sammy of the Second gasping for breath
and glaring at one another.

- L ] [ ¥ -

Two juniors were late for class that
afternoon—Bunter of the Remove, and
Bunter minor of the Second.

Both of them seemed very eross, too.

On the following day Greyfriars broke
up for the holidays. IL.ord Mauleverer's
yachting party was still limited to six in
numher—and Billy Bunter, sadder if not
wiser, mourned over the hapless failure
of his masterly scheme, which was to
have—but hadn’'t—included him in the
honoured list of Mauly's Pals |

THE END.

(There will be another magnificent,
long ecomplete slory of Harry Wharton
& Co., dealing with the commencement
of their wacehting four, cntitled * The
Mysterious Foel!” by Frank Richards,
tneluded in next week's splendid pro-
gramme of stories. o to your news-
agent to-day and place your order for
next week's bumper issue before il is
too fafc. )
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are Scoule,
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“"BACK TO NATURE!"
By Harry Wharton (Leader of the Lions).
DON"D think that there is a more €ujoy-
I able holiday v the whole world than
that from which Tom Brown and Mooty
Newlund have just returned-—a eanoeing
cutiip on & beautiful Westmorland laime, where
Nature is at*her finest. Far away [rom the
smoky city into the Great Outdoors

Brawny returned to Greviriara o short
time ago, and when I pot news of where he
had been, T pounced upon him for an account
of hiz journey on the lake. Az il happened
he had chroneled, in his log-book, practically
the whole doiogs of the trip, and 1 am pub-
lishing an extract this week which will give
vour some idea of the commencement of his
delightful tour.

in the ordinary way, Browny, and Monty
Neéwland, for Lhat mhatter, are not at oall
poctical, but in the midsy of their lakeland
surrcundings they felt they could write vards
and yards of poetry deseribing the beautlies
of the Westmorland Lake District. They
are, in fact, very eloquent in the gecounts
in the log-hook.

Their iden of construeiing and building
their own eraft to convey them round the
lake was, indecd, o brilllant one.  Have you
ever tried to build a canvas cancct  Some
of you may have done so; but if yon have
not made an attempt at building one, don’t
migs reading next week’s arbiele deseribing
Low Browny made his,

You may not have the opportunity, seme of
you, of taking a holiday on a lake. In this
eaze, why not build -a eanvas eanoe and take
a ‘holidkay down the river?

Your aurroundings may not be of the same
nature as those in the Lake Iistriet, but
they will he just as delightful. Make wup
your mimds to gel out into the Great Out-
doors and breathe the pure fresh adir this
surpmer.  No matter how it is done, the
great polnt is—do it ! :

“A JOURNEY ON A LAKE!"™

Described by Tom Brown.

T waz while I was on a visit up Norlh
that the idea of a Cvanoeiug eamp on
the lake occurred to me. The place
where I had heen staving lav abhout =

mile to the west of one of Westmorlamd's
ereat  lakes, The large piece of  water
stretched something like tem miles one way
and a mile the other, and was dotted with
small green islands, like emeralds in a =et-
ting of silver.

I have often taken a rowing boat for a
dav's trip along the shore, and explored one
or two of these islands. Then I had the idea
of going for more than just one day, for a
whole week or more. 1 took Mooty Newland,
who was staying with me, into my conlidenca
and told him of the inspiration. He was
quite enthusiastic about the matter: so we
decided to set to work straight away to
prepare for the journey,

It would be quite a new experience. 1
have attended manv other kinds of camps,
such as: Tramp Camps, Cyeling Tonre, Stand-
ing Camps, Caravan Tours, ete, hat never
away from the highwav., Here was my
chance. I would answer the ecall of the
water, and taste the unboumd delights of
skimming over the glassy enrface of the great
lake, propelling my own canne. We wonld
camp at night, either on the-shore of the
lake or on those mahy small islands dotted
over the length and breadth of if.

It had always been my great pleasore to
wander along the shore of the “Shee,” as we
came to call the lake, and to ramble through
the tangling undergrowth of the islands,
Despite the smallness of theae laller, you can
spend many long hours on them, poking about
here and there, and studying the variety of
life to be found at every point of the
foampass,

When I say life, I embrace the whole of
Nature. The birds, beasts, plants, trecs, ete.
1 will tell you all about each of these little
havens, on which 1 have wandered untiringly,
later on in thiz account of our journev,

—AIL my readers who |||
_ ar Wwha gre interested in
camping G in the !“ Greal Out-Bgorg
Tuildy,
of articies full of ugefu! tips —FED.

'r-'!.i.I R

e |
| POl N, e e o
‘-;-"-'-:;l'i’h." == ===

this little peries

~ Mere words cannot eonvey to the reader
the majestic splendonr of  those  §sland.
paradises. It neceds the read article before
your eyes before you can really appreciate
amdd feel their wonder. You seem to leave
civilisation whirling like a mill-race far behind
Yol Dirifting over the mirror-like water,
yvour heart seems to obtain o wider horizon
of feeling, It'zs curiouws, and 1 ean't really
eXulain it,

Our preparations for the journey were not

quite the same as those fur an ordinary
B '..'i[II]-l'.'JHIi:I.” Lo lasuine witdy, woo dleelded to
leave out the tent, We Jdid not take clothes

other than those in which woe stood. Witls
the cooking and eating  ulensils, sleeping
guits, Ltoilet =ct and ground-shect, and a little
gruby, we were ready,

We intended to buy what other food we
should peed than that which accompanicd us
from the start, at the varions villages
clustering round the shiores of the “ Shoe ??

Then eame the all-unportant guestion of
the craft in which we had to travel, and here
we attempted something which lied alwass
been my keen desire 1o do. That iz, we built
OUr entiod,

The building of Wiz ecraft took rather
longer than we had anticipated; hoat it
turned out quitc up te our expectations.
Though not o thing of beauty and grace, it
wite extremely strong and serviceable.

For the benciit of my readers who wish to
huild a eanoe on the same lines as that of our
own, I will explain the whole making of the
cralt next week,

After the completion of our noble vessel,
wit were ready for the journev. On the eve
of our departure we felt strapgelv execited.
On the morrow we would Jeave the shore of
Fen Backwater, and would not return for
more than seven days. all being well.  Each
island in the lake would he explared, and all
along the shore would receive our close atten-
Lion. Weo would retarn sun-tanned, and as fit
as fiddles.

Yon will, no doubt, think it strange that
we gmitted the tent from our cquipment, But
my idea was that we should build bivouaes
apd shelters every evening to slecp under,
Thiz latter would be quite in keeping with
the primitive surroundipgs. In the wooils
and hills we wonld rig up our shelters with
the materials ready provided for us.

Bivonac building is an art in itself. which
requires study beforchand, Yo ecannot throw
a few boughs together and sav. “There,
that’s a bivouac.” It ian't, nor ever will be.
Nothing in a uphazarj fashion iz cver done
in camping. You will notiee that the old
hand goes over every detail earefully, to see
that everything is as it shonld be; and that
is the seeret of the successful camper.

There are many kinds of bivouacs that have
heen used. Wo made a note of all the types
for future use v mere trip.

Om the first micht out we were going io
build what = known as a2 *“woodland
ican-to.” This is comstructed on practically
the same principle as the Nr® of the same
name, and s used quite frequently among
Campers,

To build it, vou first of all require two
stout forked poles, and these are driven into
the ground about tem feel Irom each other,
Another pole is  placed aeross from one
upright to the other, thns forming a reugh
archway. Then ftwo more ash stafle are
ropeid, one end of each, to the top of the two
uprights, nand the other ends to the ground
about =seven feet away.

On these two sloping boughs
thinner sticks, trellis-work fashion. Then
bunches of grass and fefps are tied and
woven on. This forms a veéry thick sloping
wall, The two triangular eide-walls of the
bivonare are trented in the same manner,

The day of our departure dawned bright and
clear, and long before the snn had attained
ite full seorching powers we had launched
pur gallant ¢raft, which flonted admirably
on an even keel, and the shore of Pen Back-
water wag lost round the bend and in the
morning mist.

Our journey had commenced!

are  tied

[

allow him to go any farther.
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HALF-MILE !

By Percy Longhurst.

:T||HI[||||1llll”lilllﬂlllliilllllHIIIIFEIIH|||||II||||||1H|||HE
(Continued from last week))

HE preliminary running then will be
over distances of L.0w yds., now and
agaln oven three-guarters of a mile.

i The apnexed schedule will give an
dea of what to do during the period of
serlons braining—hy which T mean intelligeut
atld regulur practizing.
MONDAY.
A couple of short sprints, eny, 60 yids.
Then run full half mile, but ouly the last
220 yda. at a fast pace.

TUESDAY.
A warm uf. then go 600 yds, at real racing
pace, bol o ocontinoe  fao o the full bali-mile,
covering the romainder of the distance at

al easy run. 16 nmot tired, after a rest, go
for an easy 400 yds. :

WEDNESDAY.

A couple of B0 yds. sprints. Then run
1.0 ¥ds.. covering the first quarter at half-
mile raciig pace, then slowing down for re-
maider,  Thiz will give ao opporionity for
striding out,

A longish siride iz an pdvaotage in half-
mile ruuning (though there arc some good
mel whose stride is anything but long), as it
makez for more eaze and freedom of action.
But don't sacrilice comiort fo gaining length
of stride. Half & mile is some distance, and
unless vou are runniog comfortably, you are
Wwasting breatli,. And beware of over-striding
—takiug too long u stride. It iz o greater
bar againgt winping than under-striding,
since 1% robs the runper of his strongth,

THURSDAY.

Run o fask 300 yds., giving care te length
uIilstrldﬂ. Eest a bit, and theo trot a half-
milc,

FRIDAY,

A couple of short sprints.
racing pace,

Run 600 vds. af

SATURDAY.
An easy hali-mile up to withi
Lhﬂjtf!uish, when try to put
fLb=l1,

B0 ydz. of
in 4 strong

More than a little judgment is required to
run a good half-mile race. You'll probably
sce some fellow dash off as if he expected the
Tace to be over inside a minute. Let him go
on; make no attempt to go after him. 1f
vou barve formed a correct judgment of vour
own running (as youn should have done) you
may feel pretty certain that fellow is going
to crack up at {the eod of the second lap,
perhaps sooper.  If yon can gcﬂi and keep
third or fourth place (nof teo Iar behind)
remain satisfied. When vou see the hot-
head leader Hagging, then begin te go up,
slowly and gradually, not with a big burst
that carries vou to the fromt. That sort of
thing looks fine, but it takes too much ot
of you; and you'll want all your strength
for the final struggle.

But if you can get the lead without over-
exerting  yourself, nearly half the distance
being run, do so. Do not be thinking of the
runuer next behind, but of youf own race.
If he ehallenges you too eoom, dop’t worry
if he does get o vard ahead: but don't
Stick to him.
Aud then, having gauged your strength, when
vou think the time is come for your hig
effort, put all your heart and soul into it,
and go past him quickly; don't hang on to
his sheulder for a time before passing him.

! That gmiek rush will likely demoralise him—

make him think it {2 no use trying any
further. Apd so he will drop back.

During your training. do not forget the
dezp breathing, the daily exercise, the
skipping., These are just as good for the
middle-distange runner as the sprinter—the
first even more Eo.

{(Continged on page 20.)
Tae Magxer Lisrany.—No. 755.
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HOW TO WIN THE MILE!

T cannot be ton strongly inzisted wupon

“Athat to win a mile race thoroogh titness

i3 alisolutely necessary.

. The ordinary good comtbition of a fellow
who lives healthily, who takes plenty of out-
door cexercises, who plays vigorous games,
may he good enough for hiz wind and muasecles
to “hi . able to carry hine throngh s sprint
withont a grost deal of preparation, bul the
same cannot be said in the matter of o dis-
tance race. To win a mile a “lopg " wind s
A neeessiby 2o are well-trained leg and thigh
musches. Without previons prt:lr:urn?imi neither
witnd nor limh will be it evouizh to stamd the
teat of @
in first,

To run & mile will take somewhere in the
neighbdirhood of five and a Dali winntes, A
game of footer lusts cighty winutes aml, iy
it's a hard ghame, the player will be on thi
mave and working hard while the game Lasts.,
But his exertion isn't all the time. The
rhanging fortunes of the playv give lim short
spells of reat, but long enoungh for the re-
covery of a lost wind, for the hard-worked
muscles -to be relieved, for fresh blood to be
f:{:rriﬁi into them and drive away tlie temg-

ATy wWeariness.
Itnt in a race, those spell= of re-t don't
happenr. The runner has to kecp movins wll

che time : there is no cessation of action,  And
it iz this unretaxing action which =0 saverely
taxes lungs and mu=eles and makes ah=olutely
neceaszary some Kind of regular preparation
ior the cvent.

A sound guide to training is Ehe Iength of
the distanee. The longer the race the longer
the period of training. A month is not too
much to train for o mille race. But that
doesn’t mean a month of hard, grinding datly
training.  That is going to the other ex-
treme : It means =taleness,

The "first ten or twelve davs may well be

civen to the takine of three or feur slow twos

imide “tunz: with a few short dashes of forty
yard: or so0 sandwiched in. Two or three five-
mile walks at a good four miles an bour pace
will* also be bepeficial—the more so if the

mile run—with any hope of coming |

“THE MAGNET LIBRARY.
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wilvice to pay attention to deep hreathiug
throuzh thie pose be atteoded to. I+ will he
very naeful also 17 during the zlow runs the
athleba will bry to aceustam himseld to nesal
breathing, ‘This makes o g ditference o the

promotioa ol stamina

In addition to tha: prelimioary work dadiy
axercise at the 1 np,” skipping, deep hreath-
ing, and of the lower body moscles by meand
of body bending and gronnd movements must
not be nmeglected. Strength of these muscles
is a big asset in <listance racing, and no
means to promole ib ought to b oegiceled.

Staming is the first necessity to the miler,
but that does not mean when kis serious
traming heging, sixteen or eighbecn dayes be-
fore the race, that bBe meed pay no attention
to the development of speed. Twice in the
week he should zet himself to some short.
ilistanee Il'a.f-t UL, A .couple of forty
vards sprints on these days, Followed, nfter a
short rest, by oa fairly Tast quarker-mile, will
e aufficient. Three other dayvs of the week
he should settle down to more serions work.

On the first of these be may ran through
the Inll male, but e¢overing only the trst
auarter ot racing pace. 17 he has the time
amd i3 npot tired, a half-mile &Gt an
joguing pace.

Farit §lae .'-l:‘l"i,l.'II] r',i]_'-', 1]!' *';]-l,'ll’lhi Blv o Tidig
Biadi-muile pt oo 1aat pace, o Lit under faciag
gpesd, then continuing until a mile las Leva
rony the second hall at o trot only.

The third dov's work should be to ron one
and A hall miles, taking the first third at a
really good pace, and finishing at @ jog. A
good tip s to try to work up a bit ol 5 apring
over the final ftky vyrds.

The two davs of lHeht ek shionld not he
takco copzecutively, but alternately withoue
of the stifer outings .

The two days previows to the actual race n
rest may he taken, no real work doune, but
Jual a eenple ol short cusy mins.

There is a third factor ‘which enters intio
mile racing additioval to speed and stayving
power; it is jndament. A= yvou know, 1he first
guarter-mite will he covered at a dairly fast
e, 1035 the quickest run of the four. But
this doesn't mean that o rapner aboubl ran
his fastest over the first quarter. I he does

iy
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isall vou pay for aur Mo. 4004 |ady's
or gentleman’s Mead ' Marvp? T
the finest cyeles ever offersd on
such exceptionallyveasy termes=. Built
to stand hard weoar,

plated ;

sitely lined in two colonrs,
packed free. cartiage pand on
15 DAYS' FREE TRIAL,

Fully warranted. Promptdelivery
Bloney ;

pPrices.

richly enamelled, exoui-

: refunded if dissutisfied,
Big bargains in
soiled  mounts,
Accesstries 33%8% below shap
Doy direct from the
Faetory and save ponnds.
How a seven-year-old
which had traverzed 78000 miles,
beat B8 wp-to-date machizes and
hroke the world™s record by covering
HUI6E i Tes in d65 days is explained in
OUr art catalogue. Weite TO-DAY
for frec copy—hrimfol of ' jn.
formation about bicviles apnd”
Conbmnsg
praphs of our latest models.

MEAD CYCLE CO. (ing.)
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ki,

Attt he will be taking too wucn oulb of tum

sell; be will "crack ™ and be nltimately over
taken by a rival who ha: been travallng with
morp Judgment.

IT your think that feve aod a el - munubes
will win you fthe race then in your prochics
vol slomld aam o cover o firsb guarter i
about one and a guarter aeconds. The nexd
will take ten seconds longer, giving you fime
to =ettle down comfortably : the third should
gucupy, aAay, five seconds lepger than  thae
secowd ;. which will give yom o minuSe and
twenty secomnds in which to get over the final
iarter. '

1t is training which pgives the ability to
work up a quicker pace in the last park ol
the race; Tor the gntraimed.rmnner will almost
certainly cover each successive guarter. miie
i oa longer time.than that occuplied by the
ane  hefore, Anid to any runner there s
nothing more diseroneertine than to see &
rival petualiy putting on the pace towards
the finish of the race. :

IT vou can keep to this rough scheme. of
fuarter times youn will be able to judge haow
others are ranning ; you won't worry becausa
a chap gets ahead of you in the first 448
vards: at the same time youn wiil not he likely
fo lic 20 Tar behlind the leaders that yoew
truve too motch ground to make ap at the
fnisle, I vou can get to and keep in the fieat
jour at the beginning of the second rquarter,
vart shomtld be all right. And try fof an mside
herth.
hee In the straicht. AN running tracks are
cirenlar, and npever, never ought you to
attempt o pass a rival at a hend. You have
tor run extra distance every time von attemph
it. Awl yon will fimd the plain 1,780 yarcda
guite enouwsh ! . ;

It you can change vour style, getting up ou
vour toes, for the final run, s0 as to rehove
the tired mscles whien you want to got a Ik
of extra pace, =0 mueh the better.

One cantion: don't leave vour final eifork
ton late. It.is even mote zallimg in result
than making it too so0h.

{There will he another nf these splended
alfiietic’ articles dnelyded v nert  wmeelts
bumper programme, He zwre you do not
nikdz preading itl) o e

Brilllantly

Sent

Lady's or Gent's Brogne Shoe, Black or Tan,
honly 30/-

on_ tasy ferms 3/- now and 3f-
ronthly. Bend 3f- and say slzé regulred.
All other kind of Beots and Bhoes same
terms.  Write for CTatalogue.

'MASTERS, Ltd,,
19, Hope Stores, Rye.

MONTHLY., ... oo
-

slichtly factory
Tyres  and

MEAD CHAIN

FREE.

This handsome Full.sized Gent's Laver
Watch sent upon receipt of 1/-.

Alter
approval gend 1 /- more, the balanes may
then he patd by 6 manthly instalments of
zf-ea:E Guaranteed ; yvears. Chain
offered Free with every watch., Cash
returned in Full if dwsahished. - Send 1/-
aow lo Simpson's Lid. (Dept. 2 )

Eignntic ' plidos

(Dept. BBOT )

¥ all “7-IN-L°

ot k.

™ CTRIUMPH

Y Teleacope, Filald, Bea or Opera
(1lasses (adjustable to suic all
gighta), Compass, Mirror, Burning,
Reading an
Ivorite [like Teaul
FPowerful Lanaes, Ete. ;
pocket, Bjins. A Novelty Companion indoors anid
A Blg BEARGAIN. Only 1/8, Postage 2d.
Delight or Money Back. FREE List, Novaeltias,
- Aecordeons, 15/. to 42/. Ete, PAIN'S Presents
House, Dept. PB, Hastings.

DO YOU LACK SELF-GONFIDENGE ?

Do you ever feel * all of a tremble ? Do you fee! awkward in the
presence of others? Do you have ' mervous or mental fears * of any
kind? De you suffer from involuntary blushing, nervous Indigestion,
lack of emergy, will-power, or mind cencentration? Do you shrink
from the company of menor women, social gatherings, speech making,
-converaation, playing
change your whole mental cutlook by sending at once 3 penny stampa
for particulars of guaranteed cure in 12 ﬂa;.rn.-uunmﬁ LLI .
SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C.4.

oT " appearing in_public "? Learn how to

Magnifying Giasses,
vory) Frama,
Bire when closesd for

from 2
P.C,

wHWf BE EHQHT?—-H 2 few extra inches ara what .f.":'“ naed,
, commence the Uirvan Scientifle

at onoe. Carrisd out in your=own home, quite privately. Your friends wil

ba natonished ay the improvement in your appearance.

to 5 inchea inorease.

ftor particniara and £100 g

17, 8STROUD GREEN BOAD, L&*Dﬂ!ﬂ‘, N.4.

raa tmun{

i ! Studenta
You will work, sat, and sles h-et.tar._m@
larantee v ENQUIRY T. AM.FP.,

STOP STAMMERING !

Cure yoursslf as I did. Par.
tioulars Frese. — FRANEK B,
HUGHES, 7, BOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1.°

"AG'G TRIGKS‘% Instrument.

Price6d.each,4forl/-—T.

ete.—Parcels, 2/8, 65/6.
_ Invisible. Imitate Birda.
Aiarrison,239, Pentonville Rd., London, N .1

WATCHES FREE!

Rend stampad anvalapa for partion.
Iara, Manager, Novelty Tradleg Co.
17, Maritborough Rd.. London, N.19
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And when you do pass a runuer, leb if -

Ventrilogulst’a
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