HEAI] ABOUT BILLY BUNTER AND HARRY WHARTON!

(A MAGNIFICENT LONG GREYFRIARS STORY COMPLETE IN THIS ISEUE}
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FOR NEXT MONDAY

There 15 preat news for next week.
You will find Bunter as large as hife; 1n
fact, a shade larger, in the splendid yarn

“BUNTER’S LAWSUIT ™
By Frank Richards.

The story is a screama from start to
finish. Mind you don’t miss it! We all
kunow something of the prodigious thrngs
the Owl can do, but never in the varied
annals of Greyfriars has there been aught
to eompare with the amazing happening

I
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which simply sent a  galvanie thrill
through the old school,

Everybody got talking about William
(reorge Bunter versus Mr. Quelch. There
1s something quaint and interesting about
the strong.arm of the law being invoked

by a junior schoolboy against the
supreme majesty of a Housemaster. Baut
there it 18, the dignified Dominie, the
austere, yvet kindly-minded master, who
can frown like Jove, and vet show him.
self  sympathetic to a  degree, s
l.hrs_‘.;nll*ﬂmi with “proceedings ' by the
Owl of the Remove, )
[Tarry Wharton & (‘o. got busy, of
course. But Punter will have no inter-

mediartes.  He feels he has heen
wronged, and that it s a case for the

intervention of solicitors with  starchy
vonees, and  barristers, bewigpoed  and
gowned, Tn short, Bunter takes out his

sumimons against “Quelchy,”’ the author
of the History of Greyfriars, the man
who has stood out for the honour of ihe
school through thick and thin,

s may be imagined, there are great
tines when the summons is served. The
scene will be remembered long. Tt is
like the audacily of Bunter, but, then,

Stories of Greyfriars Appear Every Week in the ‘* Popular * !

W. G. B., in his weird, elephantine way,
has always believed in the advice, * De
I'andace, encore de audace, toujours de
laudace.” Look out for the yarn,

“BUNTER'S LAWSUIT!”

it will not be foreollen. Stll will the
inle be told. when the Latin primer’s
worn out, and Bunter's growing old, of
how he sununoned Quelchy.

And if it had not been for Harry
Wharton and his doughty benchmen——

| But see the Ma@NET next Monday.

A VERY SRECIAL SUPPLEMENT!

The next number of the “ Greyiriars
Herald 7 will bhe edited by Mr. Paul
Pontifex Prouf, shooter of lions and
tigers and bears, @ man whe has faced
squirrels in their dens, and not winced
before the savage beaver—at least, Mr,
Richards says so!

Mr. Prout may be relied upon fto
impart a healthy and invigorating at-
mosphere of sport to his number.  You
can  picture  the gpood old  sportsman
dreaming over his fire of past triumphs
far away in the trackless wilds, and
determining to bring to his spell of
editorship the very breath of the jungle.

I am not saying that the worthy Mr.
Prout has guite sueceeded, for time was
short, bhut the “Greyfriare Herald 7 will
be found to have lost none of the
perspicuaty, fHair, wit, sparkle, and
splendul 1maginativeness under his con-

“your €ditor.
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l A Simple New Competition !

45

TO BE WON!

WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO!

This week we publish the =ixth and last sel
of pleture-puzeles,

Competitors must now collect thelr sets ol
selutions, sign the coupon which appears on
thiz page, pin them togetber, and send them
LW
“STLUHOTETTES " Contest,

“Magnet 7 Offices, Gongh House,

Gough Square, E.C. 4,
so a3 to reach that address not later than
Thursday, October 19th.

The FIRST PRIZE of £25 will be awarded
to the reader whe submits a set of solutions
exactly the same as, or pearest to, the set
Low in thie Editor's possession. In the event
of ties, the prire will be divided. The ather
prizes wiil be awarded g order of merit., The
Editor reserves the right to add togpether and
divide all, or any, of the prizez; but the fuoll
amaunt will be awarded,

Yon may send as many COMPLETE SETS
as you  please, but cach =et must be accom-
panied by a separate coupon,

Efforts are only admirted te the contest on _

ihe distinct understanding that the Editor's
ceeigton ia final,  Thiz eontest i ran in con-
junction with  “Boys®  Friend,” *(em,”
and V" Popular,” and readers of those journals

are  invited to eompete. Employees of the
proprietors of this Journal are nobl cligible to
compete,

I enter “SILIHHOUETTES” Contest, and
agree to accept the Editer's decision as
foal and biuding.

...........................................

Closing date, Ockober 18th, 1922,
AGNET LIBRARY, T66.
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“SILHOUETTES"”

First Prize, £25,
(Sixth Set.) Ten Prizes of £1, and 20 Prizes of 10s.
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FRANK RICHA

A Magnificent, Long,
| Complete Story, dealing
with the adventures of-
Harry Wharton & Co,,
the famous Greyfriars

Chums.

RDS.

(Author of the Famous Greyfriars Stories appearing in the *“ POPULAR.”)

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Loder®s Caich !

“ AVE a cigarette?”’
“What ?"
“Be a tan, you know!”

satd Billy Bunter airily.

Harry Wharton, the captain of the
Remove, starad at Billy Bunter,

That fat youth was *‘going it.”

Harry Wharton had entered the wood-
shed, and he was mirprised (o find the
Owl of th: Remove there. As he
entered, the smell of tobacco-smoke smote
him, and he guessed that Skinner, or
Snoop, or Angel of the Fourth, had re-
tired to that secluded spot for a forbid-
den smoke. DBut it was none of these; it
was William George Bunter who was
seated on a bench, with a cigarette in his
wide mouth, and half a dozen faps lit-
tered on th= stone ficor about hini.

The Owl of the Remove started as
Wharton came in. If a prefect of the
Sixth had found him thus occupied, Billy
Bunter's fat paws would have made close
and uncomfortable . acquaintance with
the official ashplant. Bunter was re-
lieved to find that the newcomer was
only a junior. He gave Harry Wharton
a cheery blink through his big spec-

taclesa.
“You fat duffer! said Wharton.
#What are you up to?”

“Having u little smoke,” suid Bunter
cheerily. ““Topping, you know.”

EF ﬂss ["}

“¥You're not much of a sport, Wharton!
Dash it all, be a man for once!” urged
Bunter. “Take one of my smokes, and
light up. You're welcome. Why, this
13 my seventh ! _

“You crass. dulfer!”  said Harry
Wharton, in measured tones. “Whosa
rubbish have you been bagging? Even
you are not ass enough to spend money
on cigarettes. -

“Ob, really, Wharton, if Skinner’s
musted any cigareites from his study, 1
don’t know anything about it, If he's

told you i |

. “Bo this muck belongs to Skinner,
does "1t1” growled the captain of the

Renrove,

Copyright in the United States of America. o
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“Certainly not! You can have one if
you like. They're my own special
favourite brand,” said Bunter loftily.
“Light up, old fellow! Light your fag
from mine. Be z man, you know—like
me *

Harry Wharton laughed involuntarily.

ing & man like Bunter did not, some-
how, seem to appeal to him.

"“Suppose a prefect dropped on you?”

he asked.

M Oh, I'm chancing that ' said Bunter
airily. “Duash it all, a fellow must kick
over the traces sometimes—what? T'm
a bhit of a goer, yon know,"

“You fat dummy!”

*“Oh, reaily, you know iz
_*Put that rot away,” said Harry.
“You'll make yourself sick. As these
cigarettes belong to Skinner, I'l hand
them to him.”

The captain of the Remove picked up
the box. : '

Bunter gave a yell.

“Gimme my smokes, vou Deast!
They're not Skinner’s, I haven't been
in Skinner's study, and 1 never took them
out of the tabie-drawer, Besides,
Skinner oughtn't to have had smokes in

his study. It's against the rules,
They're mine. Hand them over, T tell
you ™

“I'm going to take them back ta
Skinner apd ram them down his back,”
said the caplain of the Remove. *“Now,
chuck away that fag at once!” °

“Bha’'n't 1"

“You'll make

yourself ill, vyou

dummy !
“Rats! I'm hardened,” said Bunter
loftily. “Why, 1 smoked a cigar in the
vac, I'm prelty tough. regular

r, you know! Not a soft spoone

tke you, Wharton!” : o

The captain of the Ramove came to-
wards Bunter and took him by the back
of hisa podgy neck.

“Now, drop it!"” he said.

“Grooogh!™

Bunter spluttered. He had to open his
mouth to splutter, and the cigarette
droppad on the floor.

“Ow! Wow! Peast!”

“Now, get out!” said Wharton.

following

Bunter. L:

““Sha'n't!” roared Bunfer,

Wharton made a motion wilth his boot,
and the Cwl of the Remove hurriedly
rotreated to the door.

“I've a jolly good mind to lick you,
you awful Least ™ he splultered.

*Lick away !” said Wharton, laughing.

*“You ain't worth licking ! said Bunter
disdainfully, and he turned to roll out of
the woaod-shed.

The next momeni he jumped back.

“Get out

“Loder ! gasped Buntenr.

“Ih? What about Lodet?”

“Loder of the BSixth—he's coming
here! 1 spotted him. Luecky be didn't
gee me ! gaspad Bunter, I—I say, do— -
do—da T smell of smoke, Wharton ™

“You do, you fat dummy !" :

“Oh, lor'!  I—1 say, it's a licking!”
groaned Bunier., *1I say, he's coming
here! Bhouldn’t wonder if he's going to
snioke himself, the beast! 1 know Loder
smokes. 1 say, let's hide!”

“I've nothing to hide for, you fat
dummy.” _ '

“I).d-d-don’t give me away, old chap!”

Billy Bunter squeezed behind a heap
of faggots in a coiner of the wood-shed

Wharton chuckled.

From a bold, bad blade, reckless ol
consequences, Bunter had suddenly
changed into an exceedingly alarmed
%utlim‘. Loder of the Sixth was a pre-
ect, and, though he was more than sus-
pected of smoky little ways himself, there
was no doubt that he would come down
heavy upon any fag whom he found
i in hiz foolsteps. DBunter’s
alarm was well founded, and thers was
no time to get rid of the evidence that
he had been hidden in the wood-shed,
smoking. In fact, the fat junior had
barely concealed himself when Loder of
the Sixth strode in.

Lodar sniffed at the smoke-laden atmo
sphere, and furned a very unpleasant
look on Wharton. Behind the Taggots,
Billy. Bunter scarcely breathed.

*Laught—eh ! said Loder.

Wharton looked at him.

“What do you mean?” -he demandad.

There had been many a irouble

Tur MacxeT Lisasny,—Noy 166
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4 The Champion Coloured Picture Paper is *‘ Chuckles ’!

belweea Harry Wharton & Co. and the
bally of the Sixth, . Loder never lest an

cpportunity for being “down® on the|

Famous Fiva of the Remove, and the Co,
never failed, in the long run, to give
Loder back as good as he gave.

“Bmoking?” said Leoder, with an un-
pleagant grin, |

Wharton flushed, ‘

“I've not been smoking ™ he snapped.

“8o you ray,” grinned Loder. “Why,
¥qQu lying young rascal, the shed is fairly
reeking with it. That cigarelite on the

floor 1s still burning. You're fairly
canght this time, [ think. Pve sus-
pected this kind of thing for a long

timeé,”

“You haven't!” said Wharlon coolly.

1‘“.'|]ul.?ﬁ_l

“You know I don't play the silly goat
like that, and vou know 1 haven't been
smoking  here!”  snupped  Wharton
angrily,

“Then who has? demanded Loder.

“Find out !

“*1s that the wav to speak o a Sixth

Form preféct, Wharton

“M's the way to speak to a bully!”
growled the caplain of the Remove,

Foder gritted his teeth.

Hea hzxﬁ.rhis ashplant under his arm,
and he let it slide into his hand, and teok
1 strude towards the junior,

“Hold out your hand, Wharton !

Harry Wharton put his hands behind
him, .The power of the ashplant certainly
was in a prefect’s hands. But Wharton
had no intention of being caned by Lader
for an offence he had not committed.
And the accusation angered him deeply.

“You hear me,. Wharton?’ snapped
Loder.

“1"'m nel deaf.”

“You refuse?”

1Y .EE-E- IT!

“Then I
master.”

“You can do as you like, and be
hanged!” snapped Wharton.

Loder shrugged his shoulders and
tucked the cane under bhis arm again,
lle dropped his hand on the jumior’s
shoulder. : ;

“Come with me!” he snapped.

“Take your paw away | said Wharton.
“I'll follow you.” - :

“Mind: you do!” gaid Loder. And
Harry Wharton followed him out of the
wood-shed,

Billy Bunter blinked out from behind
ithe faggots when they were gone.

“0Oh, lor’ I he gasped.

And as soon as the coast was

clear the Owl of the Remove scuttle
of the shed and escaped,

shall take you to your Form-

out

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Before the Beak !
" ALLQO, hallo, hallo1"
H “What's the irouble?”
Bob Cherry and =~ Frank
Nugent were in the doorway
of the School House, and they stared at
the sight of their echum coming in with
Loder, evidently in custody. Two or
three juniors had followed Loder and his
prisoner across the quad curiously.
Wharton’s face was dark and angry;
but it was Loder’s right—and, indeed, his
duty—to report the matter to Mr.
Quelch, and resistance was out of the
question,
" What's happened?” asked Bob.
“Only Loder making a bloomer, as
usual I grunted Wharton.
“I'm reporting Wharton to his Form-
naster for smoking in the wood-shed
NEXT L 1) ¥
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S LAWSUIT!"

said Loder, quite pleased to spread the
news,

“My hat !” ejaculated Boh,

" What utter rot!"” said Nugent.

* The rotfulness is terrific, my esteemead

Loder!” said Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh. |

There was a chuckle from Skinner of
the Remove,

"Caught out—what?” he exclaimed.
“His Magnificence caught out at last!
Shocking 1™ P i

Wharton gave the cad of the Remove
a fierce look. Skinner was onl
to hear the accusation and tn%
Skinner would have believed anything
against anybody. When it was a ques-
tion of believing anything in anybody's
favour Skinner was a disciple of Doubt-
ing Thomas of old.

“It's all your fault, you rotter!” mut-
tered Harry,

“Eh — what? How?"

Skinner.

Wharton did not explain how in the
prefect’s presence. It was not his busi-
ness 1o give away the cad of the Remove.

ejaculated

WHO IS
RIVINGTON SPEED?

Rivington Speed—the Master —mys-
tericus, all-powerful —in outward
seeming & little dealer in antiques
with a |:|:u..:k of reviving the lustre
in " sick™ pearls—is the bafling
character whe dominafes unseen every
situation in the remarkahle new serial .
story ' Helen of London' which
is shortly to begin in ** ANSWERS.”"

Ile followed
juniors in a buzz.

The prefect and the junior arrived at
Mr. Quelch's door, and in the passagé
outside quite an army of the Remove
gathered. The news epread fast that
Harry Wharton, captain of the Remave,
was “‘up " before the Beak for smoking,

Skinner and Snoop and Stott and Bol-
sover major chuckled gleefully. Wharton
had never concealed his disdain for their
shady ways, and this was a sheer delight
lo the young rascals. They did not think
of doubling the accusation for a moment,
They were only too pleased to believa it.

But Bob Cherry, Nugent, Johnny Bull
and Hurree Jamset Kam Singh fum
with wrath, They did not doubt for a
moment that this was only one more
sunple of Loder's unscrupulous way of
dealing wilh fellows he disliked. In that
they scarcely did Gerald Loder justic
for certainly. the,prefect ‘had plenty o
evidence go upon.

Loder had not the remotest idea that
Billy Bunter had been hidden in the

Loder, leaving the

|

too glad }
elieve it. |

11 have

wood-shed; and Wharton had not told
him, or intended to tell him, The cap-
tain of the Remove, indeed, realised that
he was in rather a bad box, for certainly
he could not *“*sneak " about Bunter,
“Come in!” said Mr. Quelch, as Loder
taﬁd. i
er marched his prisoner into the
study.

The Reinova master was busy, but he
laid down his pen and fixed his eyes upon
the two. : '

“Well, what is it, Loder?"” he asked.

‘smoking, sir,” said Loder smoothly. “I
should have dealt with the matter myself,
- but Wharton refuzed to be éaned me,
8o _I have brought him to you, sir.’

Mr. Quelch Inoked at Whartan,

“What have you to say?"” he asked,
kindly enough. Mr. Quelch was pretty
well acquainted with the characters of
the boys in kis Farm, and he did not
think that he had been mistaken in

"Wharton,
“Loder 13 making a mistake, sir,” said
| Harry. .

“I trust so,” said Mr. Queleh. "I
should be sorry to find that you, Whar-
ton, were guﬂg of suech folly and of such
& serious breach of the school fegulations.
Loder, for what reason—" '

“1 think the proof is pretiy L‘um[)]ﬂtﬁ,
fir,” said Loder. ‘““Once or twice lately
there has been smoking going on in the
wood-shed, dnd I have kept an eye on it.
just found Wharton there,

- smoking.?
“That isn’{ true,” said Harry. :
Loder Bushed - with anger,- and Mr.
Ilch made the jumior a sign to be
silent, : :

“You actually found Wharton in the
act of smoking, Loder?’ he asked.
“Pray be quite explicit, and leave no
room for a mistake.’ .

“He dropped the cigareite as I en-
tered, sir, naturally.™ :

“Did you see him drop it?”

Loder’s eyes gleamed. He could see
that Mr. Quelch would want conwinceng
of the truth of the charge.

“I did not see him drop it, sir, but it
lay at his feet, still burning, when I
entered,”

“*Was anyone else in the wood-shed 1"

“*No, sir.”

“Wharton was in the shed alone?”

“¥Yes, sir, And if you cared to visit
the shed,” added Loder, with a touch of
sarcasin, “you will find the floor littered
with cigarette-ends and burnt matches,.
and still smelling of smoke.” :

“*This 1s a serious matter, Wharton.
You deny that you were smoking in the
wood-shed I :

“Certainly, siri™

“What were you dping there?"”

“We've run out of wood in the study,
sir, and I was going Lo bag a bit of a
fug%t to get the fire for tea.”

“I1)d you see signs that someone had
been smoking in the wood-shed when
you entered it?"

“Yes, sir.” _

“Could the person have left the wood-
shed without your seeing him?1" :

“No, sir.” . .

"“Did you find him there smoking?

No answer.

“ Kindly answer me at once, Wharton.”

“Well, yes, sir,”” said Harry
reluctantly,

% YET_'F gﬂﬂd id

* Excuse me, sir,"” said Loder, “no one
else was there. No one could ossibly
have left the wood-shed after \Ehirtnn
had entered it, without my seeing him.
I saw Wharton enter, and followed him,

I may say that I've had my suspicions
of Wharton for some time.”

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.

By FRANK RICHARDS. it

“1 have to report this junior for secret
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Wharton's eyes glinted, but hs did not

apeak, He expected the bully of the
Sixth to make it as bad for him as he
could.

Mr. Quelch reflected for some
Hioments,

“What have you to say to Lhis, Whar-
ton? If there was someorns smoking 1n

the wood-shed when you entered, how
could he have left without being seen by
Loder!” +

Wharton hesttated. A slight smile
lurked on Loder’s face. He felt that he
had his eld enemy of the Remove fairly
nailed down at last, _

“He did not leave, sir,” said Wharlon
at length.

“You mean that he was present when
Loder entered !

% Yaos, sir.”

“That is false!'" almost shouied Loder,
in great wrath. ‘‘There was no one olse
present, Mr. Queich.”

“He was hidden behind lﬂ-ﬂ faggots,
0

sir,”’ said ‘Harry, speaking to Mr. Quelch,
and taking no heed of the prefect. *'He
saw Loder coming and got out of sight.”

“Then he was concealed while Loder
was there?”

“Yeos, sir.”

“Was it a junior boy™

*Certainly, sir.”

“Ono of your frienda?”

“Certainly not!”

“#His name?”

-Wharton was silent.

“He cannot give the name, because
his statement is false, sir,” said Loder
maliciously. “May I suggest, air, that,
as this boy was smoking, he E{mbahlr
has cigarettes about him still? He must
have had a case, or a box, and il was not
loft in the wood-shed. I looked round.”

Wharton's face crimsoned. Skinner's
box of cigarettes, that he had taken from
Bunter, was in hia pockel. IHis sudden
Aush did not escape the Ramove master's
eves, and Mr. Quelch's face, hitherto
kindly enough, grew very siern,

“You will turn out your pockets upon
this table, Wharton!” he said sharply.

LY

Without a word, the caplain of the
Remove laid the box of cigarettes upon
the table, :

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Benellt o! the Doubt !
1 LESS my sou'!” ejaculated Mr.
Quelch.
Loder grinned; he could not
help it. His ease was complete
now ; and Loder, to do him jystice, fully
believed in it. He wa: no
doubt when it was a question of wreak-
ing his old grudge against a junior
whom he had always disliked intensely.
Mr. Quelch’s brow was grim now,
%20 you have cigareltez in your dpos-
pession, Whnarton, although you deny
that you were smoking!” he exclaimed.
“They are not mine, sir!” said Harry.
“Then how do they come to be 1n
your possession?” : :
“I took them away from the silly ass—
I mean, the fellow who was smoking,”
gsaid Harry, scarlet now. ‘““He had
bagged them from another feliow, and 1
was going to—to—to——""
“To what
“To ram them down the fellow’s
back,” said Harry. “I thought it would
serve hum right for being a smoky ass.”
“Quite so, Wharton, But——" Mr.
‘Quelch paused. *“1i appears that Loder
found you alone in the wood-shed, in a
smoky atmosphere, with smoked cigar-
ettes on the Aoor—one still burning—
and no sign of anyone else being present,
NEXT
MONDAY]

face,

likely to|

and cigareltes are found in your posses-
sion. This looks very serious indeed,
Wharton.” :

“1 know it does, sir, said Harry.
“But 1 expect you, sir, to take my word,
all the samae.”

“Indeed' Upon whal do you found
that expeciation?’ asked the Remove
master dryly.

“Upon your knowledge of me, sir,”
said Wharton fearlessly. “1 think, sir,
that you kaow me well enough to know
that I am nol a fool or a blackguard.”

“Hum 1™ satd Mr. Quelch. '

There was a long silence in the study,

*It 18 in your power, Wharton, to clear
sourself by giving the name of the boy
whh was smoking in the shed ™ said the
master of the Remove at last. '

“1 ean't, sir. I can’t sneak about a
follow. Besides, it wouldn't clear me if
[ did; he would deny it. He's cleared
oftf fromn the wood-shed before this, and
there's no prool,”

Mr., Quelch nodded slowly,

Loder watched the Remove master's
The evidenca was clear enough
for anybody, in Loder’s opinion. There
was nothing against it, except a cock-
and-bull story of another fellow havin
been hidden in the wood-shed, whee
Loder did not believe for a moment.
Wharton was booked for a caning: and,
what was more serious, his Form-

master's good opinion and confidence |

were to be changed into contemptuous
chistrust. And yet—snmehow, Loder
really could not understand how—Mr,
Quelch seemed to hesitale to take the
line tha bully of the-Sixth had marked
out for him.

The silence in the study was long.
Harry Wharton stoed with flushed chee

and downcast eves. Mr. Quelch re-
fected deeply with a wrinkle in his
brow. Loder grew more and more im-
patient, thoagh he did not venture lo
show his impatience. '

The Rewmove master broke the silence
at last.

*Loder, you have dene your duty in
reporting !ﬁis matter to me. You do
not believe Wharton's explanation?”

“Not a word of it, sir.”

“1 am in doubt myself,” said Mr.
Queleh slowly. “But I cannot think
that I am so mistaken in Wharton. 1
cannot believe that he would be guilly
of a foolish and vicious act, ang tell
unscrupulous fafschoods. In the circum.
atu.né:es, I feel bound to take Wharton'a
word."” j

“Thank you, sir
deep breath of relief,

Loder set his lips hard. )

He was so enraged that for the
moment he could not trust himself to
speak. He grew almost pale with sup-
pressed fury.

“You have done your duty, Lader,”
repeated Mr. Quelch. “I thank you for
Lt. But I shall allow the matter to drop

Er’E."

He signed to Wharton to leave the
study. o

“One moment, sir!” gasped Loder.
““This—this junior has broken a rule of
the schoo!l; he has smoked in defiance of
the Head's ordoers, and he has told bare-
faced lies about it. 1f he is net punished,
sir, 1t will have a very bad effect on dis-
cipline in +he school.”

Mr. Quelch turned his glance on Loder
with a freezing glare.

“Are you presuming to dictate to a

f Ll

said Ilarry, with a

" Queleh’s desk.
was smoking, sir | ** he said quietly.

Harry Wharton flushed scariet as he placed the packet of cigarettes on Mr,
‘““1 took them away from the silly
““1 don’t believe him, sir | ** sald Loder.
(See Chapter 3,) :

ass—I mean, the fellow who
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Form-master, and to guesiion the justice
of his decision? he inquired.

Loder stammered. But his rage was
g0 great at seeing his victim escape him
unscathed that he could not wholly con-
trol. 1t. -

“1f this Loy is Lo be let off, sir, it will

be useless for the prefects to Jepnrt such |

things to you in the future!” he gasped.

Hl adar 1

““The proof is -:c-mptute :Lml the boy
has lied like a young rascal—-—"

“I do not think =0, Loder.”

a4 ]t g clear enough, if Wharlon
wasn't a favourile of yours, sir!” blurted
out Loder, too infuriated to measure his

words now.
L]

gave Wharten a furwous glunce as he
passed him, and was gone.
Wha*tﬂn stepped towards his
master's table. '
“Mr. Quelch, T give you my word of
honour that I have fold you the {ruth!™
he exclaimed earnestly.

The Remove master nodded.

“1 believe you, Wharton,
Eﬂ‘ll

The captain of the Remove left the
study. Gerald Loder was disappearing
at the end of the passage., Wharton,
with a grave face, drew the study door
shut after him. There was a buzz from
the crowd in ithe passage.

TI"'orm-

You may

sneered Skinner. ““He jnﬂy well

wouldn't have taken my word.

“Why should he, when you're known
to bea lar, Skinner?” said Wharton
scornfully. “1 hope my word is a bis
mere valuable than yours.”

“Why, you cheeky rotter
“Right on the wicket!” chuckled Bob

Cherry,

“The whopperfulness of the esteemed
Skinner 13 well known to be ternfic,”
remarked ITurree Singh. *‘But the
estcemed word of honourable Wharton 1s
a boot on the other leg.”

“Ha,_ ha, ha!"”

' ﬁa@.-@.:@aqﬁ---¢--¢-fze---:ﬁ:---:p--¢--¢-w-m¢-¢---¢---¢---¢u¢-n¢-¢-i¢-¢--¢-¢-¢|¢-¢r-¢--¢-¢-¢-¢--¢ﬁ

#NGTH ER SPLENDID

Histories of Famous Football Clubs.

No. 3.—Aston Villa F.C.
FOOTER ARTICLE BY

OUR EXPERT. ,

NE oi the most - glorious histories
that is to be found in the annals

O of foothall 'is surely that nl‘
Aston Villa.

- Btarted in 1874, the now famous lst,nn

Villa Club owes its inception to the
_ boundless enthusiasm of a few youths
" attending the Aston Villa Wesleyan
Chapel, Lozells, Birmingham, and for a
while they p!ured on a stretch of waste
. ground,

What few matches they had in those
days were played at Astom Park, and it
was during obe of these cnut-e:-.ts that
the great George Ramsay took mpotice of
themr, and eventually joined their ranks.

o them his dribbling and_ ball control
were things to be marvelled at,
not astonizhing that they prevailed on

him to assume the role of captain.
© It was entirely due to hiz efforts in the
way of coaching-that the glorious tradi-
" tiops of the Villa for clean and scientific
play were founded, and these are upheld
even at the present time.

Their first ground was situated at Perry
Barr, and for this they paikd £5 per

© poputar -that this BUIN  Wias Vvery soon
doubled. From thiz flgure it went to
£00 per apnum ¢on a three years' lease,
and finally to £300 per annum ; but when

rental to .£500, the Villans pru:m%rbl:r
secured the g,ruuml wln{-h is now their
headquarter:.

The  period during which ﬂ. Ramsay
Ekt?pﬂﬁ.'fi the team wasz bat short, for a
ad accident cut short hig term of oflice,
which had lasted from 1876 to° 1880.

Meanwhile, two other star performers
had joineéd the club,” Andrew and Archie

aceount - of business.  To say the very
least about him, Archie Hunter was a
genins with the ball, and under  hizs
cnpt.ainey {for he gucceeded Bawmsay), the

L Bl Be Bro Boed B Bnod B Bt Bod B B o B g B et B 8 Bt s -t Bl Bong B Bund So-g Bend oo B ood B Jucegl Beid Boog

sa it i8.

annum as rental, but the game became 20

it was proposed to Iurther jncrease the

Hunter, who had come to-Birmingham on.

Villa rapidly .ose from a junior side to
one of the finest teams in the country.
Hunter captained the side for nine yeara,
until 1889,

fn sweh a short article as this it is
impossible to’ state all the facts in con-
nection with the VYilla history, so I will
deal with the most importan of these.

Tr:- start with, the team have won the

W. J. KIRTON, of Aston Villa.

Aseociation Lup oo fewer than six times,
this belug a .ecord for the competition.
They have also been League champions
six times, and, strangely enough,: they
were runners-up on gix occasions. Appnr-
ently gix is their lucky number.

Altogether. they have played in seven
Cup Fiuals with but one defeat.

Their first success in the Cup was in

1887, when they defeated West Bromwich
Alblon in the Final tie, whom they met
again in 1802 and 1885, the game in 1892
ending in favour of the Throstles. .

Everton, Newcastle, Huddersfleld Town,
and Sunderland

from 1894 to 1600, during which time they
won the Cup twice
championship five times.

their rough passages, but they have pever
a5 yét suffered the indignity of destend*
ing into the S8econd Division..

that they bave collected more poipnts in
. League games than eny other club, and
that they have turned out the greatest.
number of Internationals. - i

the team-include such pames as—"Andy-"” .
Dicat {now with Fulham), J. Harrop, J.
Bache, A. Hall, H. Hampton, W. George,, .
Sam Haray :
Barson (who receptly went to Mancheeter
United), Moss,
Oldbram at present),
Clem Stephenson, jhe man who has made
such a wvast Jdiifference to Hudderstield .
Town since he joined them. -

severely worried over !'t'lﬂ['lﬂj" matterﬂ.
although it is said that once in ﬂm]r
eaﬂy days they had the *broker’'s men " -

limited linbility company.

Just by way of comparison with tlm
present huge gates, the first amount that
Eheﬁd took reached the princelys surh of
-

day's ** Magnet,’’ which will contain
another fine fooler article dealing
‘woith  the history of Maenchester
United F.C.)

Their other victims in the Cup were

The greatest period in their hmtnrr was
and the League.

Like all other teams, they have had |

{Jt-hrr points worthy of mention are

(M recent years the shining lights of

(now with Notts Forest),

Wallace (who is with -
Kirtan, and lastly,

Fortunately, they have never heen

this was prior to the formation of a

(You must not miss next Mon-
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Mr. Quelch rose to hia feet.
“Loder, how dare you say anything of
the kind? You forget wyourself very

strangely, Loder. You had betler leave
my atudy.”

‘Very well, sir,” gasped Loder., “The
next time I catch that young scoundrel
breaking thn rules, I shall take him to
the Head, sir. and justice will be done I

Mr. Quelch's eyes glittered.

“One more word of insolence, Loder,
and I will tuke you to Dr. Lecke, and
lay ‘a serious complaint before fim,” he
said. ‘‘Leave my study!™

Loder, choking with wrath, strode out
of the study without another word. He

NEXT
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“What's the  gidd
Bob Lherr:,r breathlessly

*Loder's just rushed hjr looking like a

giddy thundercloud!” chuckled Vernon-
Emit “He didn't loock as if he'd had
any luck"‘_

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“It’s all serene,” said Harry.

“Just Loder's rot?” asked Johnuny
Bull.

“Well, ro. Loder believed it, and il
looked prettj' clear,” said Harr:.r. “PBut
Mr. Quelch took my word.”

“Good old Quelchy 1”

“Must be going soft in his old age!”

vardict .aslmd

13

[ ]
L]

“Favouritism, I ecall it!”  snorted
Skinner. And he swung away angrily.

“ Better tell Quelchy so!” grinned the
Bounder. i

“Oh, rats!"

“Did you get the firewoad, aller a]],
Harry 1" inqmred Nugent.

Harry Wharton langhed. j

“No. Loder bitted in, Let’'s go and
get it now, and give Loder a chance to .
run us all in for smcking in the 'wm:rd-
Ehmi »

**Ha, ha; ha!" :

The Famous Five, in a merry mood,
proceeded to the woodezshed. But Gerald.
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Loder did not fellow. Ile was not on
the track now. Loder was confiding his
wrongs to Walker and Carne of the
Sixth,- and receiving sympathy from
thern. And the Famous Five went to
Study No. 1 to tea in fquite 'a' cheery
mdnﬂv—all the more cheery because the
captain of the Remove had scored over
Loder of the Sixth.

[

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Chanece {or Bunter !

L1 5AY, you fellows——"
I “Just in lime{” said Bob
Chermy, looking across the tea-
. lable in Study No. 1 as Bunter
appeared in the doorway.

“Just 1n time for tea, old chap?
Good! I don’t mind1™
‘““Not for tea, you fat villain!

For a
good licking!™ :

“0Oh, really, Cherry!”

“You jolly mearly got me a licking,
with your filthy smoking, you fat fool I"
said Wharton, frowning,

Billy Bunter grinned.

“Didn't Quelchy lick yon?” he asked.

*“*No. . If he had, you'd be getting it
in the neck at this very minute!"
answered the captain of the Remove
grimly.

“Oh, really, Wharton! I didn't ask
vou to butt in, vou know ! remonstrated

unter. ““It was only out of friendship
that T didn't lick you myselft” - -

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous
Five.

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle

at. I say, you fellows, that looks guite
a decent cake. That toast looks good,
I{H:L"

Bob Cherry picked up the toasting-
fork.

*Qutside |” said Nugent,

“Oh, really, Franky, old chall:t!"

“If you *Franky old chap' me I'll
take the poker to you! Buzz off I
"' The captain of the Remove had related
to his chums what had happened in the
wood-shed, and the Co. agreed that
Burntter had - earned a licking  Only
E:unter wasn't worth licking. Bat in the
circumstances there was no welcome for
William ‘George Bunter in Study No. 1.
As a fat paw came towards the cake,
Bob Cherry made 4 jab with the toasting-
{grk, ahd Bunter jerked back his paw in

ime,

“Try again!” grinned Bob.

“1 say, Cherry, old man i

“Two to one I pin your paw next
time,"” said Bob. *‘Try!"

Bunter did not try again. He blinked
hungrily at the cake through his big
spectacles.

“Travel off, fatty ! said Harry. * No
smoky bounders wanted here!”

“] say, gimme my cigarettes, then,”
said Bunter discontentedly.

Wharton laughed,

“They were left in Quelchy's study.
You can go and ask Quelchy for them, if
you like.”

“Ha, ha, ha!

“BSeen Bunter, wvou fellows?" asked
Tubb of the Third, putting his head into
the study. *Oh, here vou are, Fat Jack
of the Bonehouse. Loder wants you.”

#0Dh dear!” gasped Bunter.

- “"Loder’s study at once!"” said Tubb,
And he walker away,

Billy Bunter stood,
dismay. The Famous
their tea, regardless,

“I say, you fellows, what do you think
Loder wants?” gasped Bunter,

NEXT
MONDAY!.
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Loder gasped for breath as he stared down at the note in his hand.
cigareites are yours, Loder ! *’ thundered Mr. Quelch.

“ 8o M
¢ |—f—0h—ah-—I—

eertainly not ! > gasped Loder., He was too dumblounded to speak clearly.
: He could only stutter. (See Chapter 8.) ;
“A fat did not make him in the least degree

jlt}rpniﬂa, according to Tublb,”
answered Johnny Bull,

“0Oh, really, Bull! You—vou didn't
tell him it was I amoking in the wood-
shed, Wharton?”

“(Of course not, fathead!™

“He—he couldn't know, could he?"
argued Bunter, *“I—I say, Wharton, I
think you might have owned up when
Loder nailed you." -

“Owned up?"” yelled Wharton.

“Yes. Now you've got off, Loder
won't be satisfied till he's caned some
body,” said Bunter peevishly. “I really
think you might have owned up.”

“Owned up to what I hadn't done?”
exclaimed Wharton, staring at the Owl
of the Remove.

“Well, it would have saved a lot of
trouble,” said Bunter. “If Loder asks
me who was smoking in the wood-shed,
you can’'t expect me to shield you,
Wharton, especially as you took my
amokes away. I'll do the best I can for
you, but I'm not going to have a licking,
[ can tell you!t”

Wharton did not answer that in words.
He rose from his chair, took Bunter by
the collar, and spun him out into the
Remove passage. '

“Yarooh!” roared Bunter, as he went.
h_"r"i”hurrnn slammed the study door after

im,

“ Beast !” came in a howl through the
kevhole, :

Then Billy Bunter denarted, in dismal
spirits, for the Sixth Form passage, to
ascerfain what Gerald Loder wanted.
Nobody in the Lower School at Grey-
friars liked coming in contact with
Gerald Loder. Loder had a good many

sina upon his own conscience, but that |

|

more tolerant towards the backslidings
of ‘others ; rather the reverse. And when
Loder was in a bad temper he was liable
to band out punishment without waiting
for an offence. And often he was in a

-bad temper. Having been disappointed

in_the case of Wharton, it was only too
probable that ‘Loder wanted a victim,
and Bunter groaned at the prospect of
supplying that want,

He tapped dismally at Loder's door,
and stepped into the study. He
remained near the door, ready to bolt
at a sign of trouble. :

To his aur_pri.se, Loder gave him a

genial nod.

“QOh, it%s you, Bunter! Trot in!”

Bunter almost gasc'red in astonishment,
Evidently Loder had no suspicion, after
all, that Bunter was the smoker of the

The fat junior rolled in. Loder had
had his tea, and there was a plate of
tarts left on the table. Bunter’s eye
was on those tarts at once. As the bully
of the Bixth was so genial, Bunter
wondered hopefully whether his ‘sur-
prising geniality would extend to tarts,

“Shut the door after you, kid. You
can sit down,” said Loder, still genial.

Bunter sat down, wondering more than
ever,

“Had your tea?” asked Loder,

“Yes. But—"

“No room for a tart or two?l™

Bunter’s eyes glistened,

““Yeas, rather!”

l“ Try them,” said Loder, indicating the
plate,

Bunter was more and more amazed.
He had come to the study expecting. a

‘wood-shed, . ;
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licking. He was offered iarts instead.
Certainly it was a change for the better.
But it was amazing.

' Amazement, however, did m:-t affect
‘Buntet’s appelite for tarts He accepted
‘the prefect’s invitation with alacrity He

“tried " the tarts and found they were

goad, and went on trying them

‘ Finish them, kid,” said Loder, with

a smile,

‘*Thanks! I—I will!” gasped Bunter.

He was h“PIi'-‘f and jammy, and he
g:m!-:l not heiﬁueelmg that Lotinr of the
‘Bixth was ra misjudged in the Lower
School, Obviously, Loder of the Sixth
had good points, At least, he had good
tarts, which came to the same thing in
Binter's estimation.

“What I want is a little chat with you,
Bunter,” remarked “1 reail}
want to ask your advice. n :

Any other fellow in the Lower Fﬁuﬂh
would have been on his guard at once
at that. It really was not usual for a
Sixth Form ﬂreiwt to ask advice from
an “junior. But Billy Bunter smiled
fatuously and jammily. He was prepared
to give Loder advice; indeed, Bunter
was convinced that there were matters
aipon which he could have advised the
Head himgelf.
~ “Right-ho!” said Bunter cheerily.
*“About the football-what? You want
some tips about the game?”

“Wha-a-at?"”

Loder's . gemality almost failed him at
the idea of receiving tips on football
Arom a junior. But DBunter rattled on

Aappily,
“Of course, all the fellows know about
you trying to wedge into the Firat
; Eleven, Loder.”
“ Eh 1"

“ Wingate isn’t ]:Eelj to ]fllj jml—
'not in a bhig fixture, anyhow,” said

Bunter. " We all know it in the Remove,
Toddy says it's like your cheek to think

you can play for Scheol.”
r gasped,
“But never say die !” went on Bunter
encouragingly. - ““Of course, you want

to improve your game. You realise that !
All T know about the game is at your
*]Elrelirwlm ‘Loder. Ask me anything you
1 o *2 )

. Loder looked at him. Loder's look
was not unlike that the fabled basilish
might have worn in his most feroeious
moments, Bunter was short-sighted,
and he was busy with the tarte. He did
; not seem io realise that he was on the
verge of a volecano,

Fortunately, Gerald Loder restrained
‘his-feelings. He had some use for Billy
Bunter, and his turn would not have
- been served by kicking the fdt junior out
“of the stady. -
© " —it—it'a not footbhall !’ gasped
Loder at last. -

- "No?” said Bunter. “ Well, go ahead,
Has the Head spotted you, old chap?”

(L] What ill
. " Breaking bounds, and smoking, and
all that!” raid Bunter with a fat wink,
“Tell me about it—I'll sea you through.”

“You cheeky fat fool!” roared Loder.

Bunter jumped.

“"Eh! What? [—7

“8it down!” With an effort Loder
reaovered his geniality, “The fact is,
Bunter, I want your advice and—and
'a_amst-n.nua in_ carrying out my -duties as

8 prefect. I'm afvaid there is smoking
going on in some of the Remove ntudles
'~ very serious thing, you know.”

- “Oh!" said Dunter, ; :

“There are some fellows in your Form,
Bunter, who can manage somehow to
keer in their Form-master's good graces
to such an extent that he will believe

-NEXT
MONDAY!
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‘not do to tell Loder =o.

nothing .n.gu.mat them,” gaid Loder.

M I'm greatly afraid that some of these

boys are ﬂncéwm[ Mr. Quelch,”

“I—I see ! gasped Bunter,

“An & prefeet, with a strong sense of
duty, I'm beund to look into this,” said
Loder. “You're an uncommonly intel-
ligent fellow, Bunter—a bit out of the
common—and 1 think you could help

me,"

Bunter blinked at him. The tarts
were finished by this time, so Bunter
was able to give ti'lﬁ prefect kis undivided
attention.

Obtuse az the Owl was, he understood
now what Loder wanted, He was to
spy on his Form-fellows in the Remove,
and reporé to Loder of the Sixth.
Bunter, with all his fanlts and his little
weaknesses, was not gquite eapable of that.
But he realised very clearly that it would
_ _ e was in the
lion’s den, as it wcre, and it behoved
?@lm to be very wary in dealing with the
107,

“1—1 see, Loder!” he faltered.

- "Whnrtﬂn for instance ! paid Loder,
eyeing the fat junior. “I caught Wha,r-

ton smoking to-day, in the wood- shed.'

Bunter.”

“D-d-did you?” gasped Bunter.
i YH

scru alous thing,” said Loder.

wiully 1" zaid Bunter.
llllm ‘é‘d

into bad ways,” went on Loder. “I'm
bound {o stop him if T can. 1 want yOu
to help me, Bunter. You will be acting
for the general good, and—and doing
Wharton himself & gn-n-d turn, - You sec
that 1" \ :

"“Oh, quite '™

“The young rascal—I mean, the foolish
lad has " covered up his tracks pretty
successfully,’”” said Loder. ** Naturally,
he is on his guard agamst & prefect.

But [ dave say a fellow in his own Form

could keep an eye on him, for his own
good—sort of guardian nngﬂi vou know
—and let me know when the vﬂung——thn
foolish fellow is putting hiz foot in it.
-1 want to save him from himself.”

“That's very kind of you, - Loder,”
sald Bunter meekly.

“I. hope
juniors,” said Loder,

“0Oh, my hat! I—I mean—yes, qmte

“Can I rely on you to help me in this,
Bunter, without, of course, talking about
it among the fags?”

Billy Bunter reflected. If the answer

was in the negative, it was exceedingly .

doubtful whether Bunter would get out
of Loder’s study without a thra.shmg
He realized that very clearly.

Loder was watching his fnt. face keanl‘j
He had picked out Bunter as the likeliest
fellow in the Remme ta mrvﬂ lus turn.

“0Of eourse, it's m‘f‘ duty to as a
prefect tells me,” said Bunter, at iength

“Of course.’

“ And—and if Whﬂ.rtﬂn amokes, he
ought to be rsto

L l.'_,‘lar’l;nmi';r I'm a{rmd of more serious
Hnng! too,” said Loder. * Elrd-play-
ing, and all that.”

Bunter hlmked at him. Tf there was

any fellow in the Remove whoee conduct
Was athg'ht and clean and above-board,
it was Harry Wharton. Wharton had
hig faults, and his enemies, but his
enemies would never have accused him
of being a shady duffer. But Loder had
his own way of looking at things—his
views were tinctured by his personal
feelings. He yearned t.n ‘“catch out”
the captain of the Remove, and he be-
lieved what he wanted very much to be-
lieve ; the wish was father to the thought,
Bunter felt that it was safe enough to

that Wharton is falling

‘Wharton.

I am always kind to the

undertake ' to report W]mrtons deline
quencies in that line, as certainly ﬂ:ﬂﬂ‘u
never ‘would be any to report.

“1 say, Loder, that's awful!” .said
Huﬂt-&r _gravely. "'Ga.mhl:ng, do you
mean 1"

“1 fear so!” said Loder, shaking his
head. “I want you to keep your eyes
open, Bunter, and let me know of any«
thing of the kind.”

“So I will!” said Bunter,

“"Good! You needn’t talk about this,
of course,”
“Oh! Of course not.”

Bunter rose: the inlerview
finished. He blinked at Loder
curioualy.

“I—1 say, I oder——*

“Well, kid*"

“T've been dizappointed about a postal-

ordér,” zaid Bunter, eyeing him doubt-
fully. .

i Whﬂ.t 593

Bunter hreartn.t!ad Bt he went on. H:n
celebrated  postal- ﬂrder had rerved its
furm many times in the Remove, bub
Bunter had not “eprung " it on a-pre-
[ect of the Sixth before. But in the
peculiar circumstances, Bunter felt .that
he could wventure. Opne good turn de-

was
very

-} served another!

But he suceeeded in deceiving:
Mr. Quekh on the subject—a very un-

- “I—I suppose you couldn't lend mae
bhalf-a-crown, Loder, till my postal-order
comes " murmured ‘Bunter.

Lader's 'E':,-Er strayed towards his cane,

“I—L say!” stammered Bunter.

“TI'm lfrald I couldn’t lend money to
fags, Bunter,” said Loder. " Ask me
agzin when jfﬂll bring me a report about
I've no doubt I shall have
half-a-erown to spare then.”

“Oh 1 zaid Bunter;

And the Owl of the Remove rolled out

of the study. He was not feeling plﬂmd

If Imtdm:f a“hﬁlf r;:r:uwn pi.lﬂlmnded upon a
H:-pnru rharton “pla the goat,”
like Bkinner or Snoop, fcder s halfs
crown was not likely i‘.n m.ﬁ.tenn.’ltaa,
Bunter would have preferred a bird'in
hand to a bird in a bush of that descrip-
tion. But—considering the real identity
of the smoker 1o the wcud—sheﬂ—ﬂuniﬂr
felt that he bad had a lucky escape, and
there was a grin on hie fat face ag he
rolled home to the Remove passage,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER, ,
Up o Wharton !

“ OU fellows going out?”
The question was really
. !upel'ﬂli'uuﬂ. It waa the follow-
ing day, which happened to be
Wednesday, a hali-holiday at Greyfriars,
Five mem 1!']91‘:! of the Remove had
wheeled their bicycles down to the gates,

when William (e Bunter :tu d
them with his su Orﬁu E

ous incqui
“"Looks  like lt”’ answered Bob
Cherry. “Will you, as a very special

favour, move your fat carcass out of the
way 1" :

“Oh, m[if. Cherry

" Or would you rather be run overt”
asked Nogent. “Take your choice,
fatty.”

“Hold on, you fellows. Going over

to Higheliffe, I suppose!” asked

“The su}gpﬂs&fulnesu is correct, 111 ;
esteemed DBunter,” said the Nabob uf
Bhanipur,

“I'll come, old chaps.’

“It 1an’t a fe&d - amd Hnrrg Wharton,
langhing. ** We're going for a sPin with
Courtenay and the Caterpillar,’

““What utter rot !"” said Bunter. " I'm
jolly well not coming fagging around
on a bike, You can't expect it."

~ (Continued on page 18.)

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.

P BIJNTEH'S LAWSUIT ! ™ ¥

By FRANK RICHARDS. 23
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AN EXTRAORDINARY SCENE AT GREYFRIARS!
demanded ‘Dr. Locke,

“What is the meaning of this exiraordinary outburst, Wharion? "
“We lhinl.: it a shame that we should be deprived of our dinner I " said Harry Hf’ﬁurfun boldly.

R. LOCKE, headmaster of Greyfriars,
passed his hand wearily acrosz his
brow.

“You seem tired, mr,“
Mr. Quelch.
“The Head sank into a chair.
“The fact is, Quelch,” he said, “I am un-
well. T think I will rest this afternoon. |
bave been working too strenuounsly of late.™

Mr. Quelch pnodded srmpatheticallr
“You look very jaded, sir,” he said, "and
a rest will no doubt do you a lot of good.

But bave- you forgottem that you had
arrauged to give a lecture on patriotism

after dipner?™

“No, Mr. Quelch; I had oot forpotten.
I shall have to cuncei the arrangement.”

The Head drew a pen and a sheet of paper
towards him.

“1 will cancel it forthwith,” he said.

He scribbled a few lines, blotted the sheet
of paper, and crossed to the window.

Skinner of the Remove was ambling to and
~fro in the Close. The Head called to him.

“Kindly affix thiz sheet of paper to the
notice-board, Skinner,'” he said.
The ducument was Il';ﬂﬂﬁl!{l through the open

But

window. Skifiner took ‘it, and strélled away.
As he walked, the ecad of the Remove
Supplement i.] \

remarked

scanned the announcement intently. It was

worded as-follows:

There will be no lecture after
dinner to-day as I am too il
for any of the duties of instructing
Greyfriars boya.

H. H. LoCKE.
Headmaster.

For n moment Skioner wrinkled his brows
in thougzht. Thé he gave a chuckle.

Bkinne. was & fellow who possessed a per-
verted sense of humour. He was ever on the
look-out (> a chance of playing a praetical
jnlm And he saw a chance now.

“It's quite simple!” he muttered. * And
the Head will never know it was me'"

Instedd of proceeding straight to the
notice-board with the Head's announcement,
Skinner went along to his study in the
Remove pazsage.

“All I need iz a pair of reissors,” he mur-
mured, “and the joh's done in a Aash!”

There was a pair of scissors on the tahle,
Skinper picked them up, and calmly sliced
the Head's notice in half. One of the halves
he crumpled up and tossed on to the fire. The
other ha!f he conveyed to the notice- hmrd
affixing it with a drawing-pin.

Instantly. there was a rush of feet, and

———— g

fellows came running up from all sides to
see what the notice was about.

Skinner, his little joke accomplished, made
himself scarce. And us he went he heard
howls of execration from the fellows who were
ﬂﬂnﬁh‘gﬂ.tﬂﬂ around the notice-board.

following startling ~ announcement
greeted the gaze of the onlookers:

There will be no
dinner to-day
for any of the
&rreyfriars boya.

H. H. Locke,
Heudm-:_uh.'r.

By cutting the ootice in half, Skioner hadl
complet:ly altered the samse of it. He had
made it appear that Greyfriars would have
to go dinnerless.

The crowd round the notice-board were
fiercely indignant

“No dinner!” *oared ob Cherry.
on earth dces it mean?"’

“What it says, 1 suppose!” grooted Harry
Wharton. “No dinper.”

1] But whr?i

“Ask me another!

“What

Possibly the kitchen

Next Week! Mr. Prout's Spaeial Number!
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Et.-}ﬂ has gone on sirike, like it did onece
efore.”

“ Botheg the kitchen staff " hooted Bolsover
major. “Fm jolly hungry!" '

“Hame here!™

“Do they expect us to go through after-
noon sehool on empty stomachs?’ growled
Johnny Bull, i

“It's 4 shame '*

“An awiul! shamie!™

“We won't jolly well stand it!™

The crowd, which was rapidly Inereasing,

vaxed wroth.
-? Eyen the seniors—though they pretended
not to eare much—were very annoyed to
think there would be no dirner. The juniors
were not only anvoyed ; they were infuriated.
And some of the fags, especlally Sammy
Buhter, were almost in tears.

The Head's announcement was indeed a
bombshel} ! :

"No dinaer!” repeated Bob Cherry In tonea
of amazement and disgust. “ Why, this will
break Billy Bunter's heart!”

Unlike his mincr, however, Rilly Bunter
showed no signs of being heartbroken. He
blinked at the notice, and insteard of burst-
ing into tears, as might have been expected,
he grinned hroadly.

“Bunter doesn't reem very cut up about
it!"” remarked Vernon-Smith. :
“Why should I ke cut up?” demanded the

fat junjor. “It won't hurt me to go with-
oub a meal for onee.”
“My hat!™

“And it wen't hurt yon fellows, either.
You eat tco much, in the ordinary way, and
a littie fast won't do you any harm.™

Bunter's schooifellows limpi{’e stcod and
ntﬁed. They were too flabbergasted to
repily.

The news that there was to be no diuner
spread through the school with the rapidity
of a fire through- gorse.

It was decided to hold a mestinihnf protest,

With th.s ob in view, the fellows
streamed out into the Close. And the din
they created was truly appatling.

Dr. Locke, who was just {hisking of retir-
ing to rest, stepped to his study-window. He
bhrust out his head, and was astonished $o
behold an amgry, sarging meb.

There was a babel of confused thouting,
bt the Head distinetly heard the following

“Give vs our dinper ™

“Why should we be starved?™

- “It’s & thundering shame!™

“We insist on having some grubt®

The Head stood thunderstruck.

“Bless my soul!" he murmured.
bayr suddenly takem leave of thelr ECTISES,
Mr. Queleh? They appear to be elamouring
for their dinneri® _

Mr. Quelcl: glanced at his wateh.

"The meal is not due for a quarter of an
hour, sir!™ he said.

"Then why all this fuss?*

The Remove master shook his head.

“I fail to wnderstand this angry demon-
stration,”™ bhe said.

The Head called to Harry Wharton, who,
mounted on the shonlders of two of his
EHHEE, was attempting to make a speech.

“Wharton "

Dr. hocke had to repeat the name three
times before he got any respon:e. Then
Harry Wharton jumped down from his perch,
and advanced to the Head's window.

“What is the meaning of this extraordinary
outburst, Wharton 7" demanded Dr. Locke,

“We think it a shame that we ehould ke
deplrived of our dinner, sir!" was the hold
reply.

" But there is no question of deprivation

Harry Wharton gave a gasp.

“But—hut you've had an anneuncement
pinned to the potice-board, saviug there
wonld be no dinner, air!™

“What! Nothing of the sort! Qo and
bring me the notice at once, Wharton. I ¢an
m]HT conclude thikt it has been tampered
with.™

Harry Wharton fetched the notice.

“Al! It is as I thought." said the Head,
glancing at the shect of paper. “Some young

raseal has cut my original notice in half! -

Pray send Skinner to me!™
Skinmer, whem questioned, stoutly denied
having tampered with the notice,
Unfortunately for the ead of the Remave,
however, Billy Bunter had been peeping

The Greyfriars Parliament O

Tee Maguer LiBRagy.—No. 766,

"Have the

Lo

§ as amusing as ever.

1 Is atteampting to be eerious!

{ out, the Parliament was really formed for
the benefit of his readers. and to give us ||

“speeches " gimilar to those with which we

through his stady keyhole when he cut the
notice -im half with t{u scissors. And when
the Head Instituted a public mquiry later on,

Billy Bunter told of what he had ceem, and l

gave Bkinner away cempletely.

The result was a public fiegging for the
bumorist of the Remave.

Greyfriams did not miss its dinner after all.
It was an evtra-special dinner, comsisting of
steak-and-kidney ple, with apple-dumnplings
to follow. And the only person who exper:-
enced any difleulty in sitting dowm to it was
Harold Skisner | :

G T Y
EDITORIAL)

By Harry Wharton.

&
&3
B

@
!

HIS week I take over the reins of
office onee more, having given Mrs.
Mimble, the tuckshop dame, an
opportunity of proving her ability
#8 an edibress. :

It is ratiier & relief to be able to hagd
over the paper to somebodv else now and
again. Not that 1 am afraid of work—I
simpl{erevet in it—but it gives me & chance
to atitend to my other duties. As the presi-
dent of the Remove Debating Society and
Lhe Amateur Theatrieal Soeclety, my hands
are prelty full. And then I have the Remove
footer team to rum, and that entails a lob
of work.

Quite a lot of correspondence has reached
me on the sabject of our Special Numbers.

are proving wvery popular, and, like
Oliver Twist, our readers are clamouring for

more.
Ume reader wants me to allow Trotter the
* Another

page o edit a Special Number.
reader says it is high time Peter Todd had
a turn. And a staunch Lancaghire supporter

would very much like to see an izzue of ﬂml

“Greyfriars Herald ® edited by Mark L}n!eii
Yet another reader wants Cecil Regina
Temple to be given charge of the paper for
one week,

My reply to all these requests is, *Give

me breathing space!” There are crowds of
people at Emﬂ:n who are clamouring for
& chance to this paper for one week, and
the ¥ of them will get their hearls’
desire if only they will be patiens.

Next week we ghall have a big atiraction,
for Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth. has
condeseended to take the editorial ehair.

Mr. Provt has often beem in the limelight
in gur stories and articles, but he has never
yet appeared in the ca]r:citr of editor. You
will all enjoy a hearty langh when his Special
Number appears next week,

Billy Bunter is constantly urgisg me to
band over the “Herald” to his tender
mercies. But on that point 1 stand firm.
Bunter has-a paper of his own, and he must
be content with that. Once I allowed him to
take the editorial chalr of the “Herald,"” 1
am certain I should never get him out of it!

Billy's wonderful * Weekly,” by the way, is
Bob Cherry laughed so
heartily over the latest issue that he nearly
broke a blood-vessel! The joke .of it is, that
Billy's writings are most amusing when he

By the way, one letter which arrived at
our editorial office this week ealls for a
Epecial answer in this eolumn. 1 refer to
the letter sent by Arthur Watney, of
Clapham, London, 8.W., and he asks whether
the Greyfriars fellows are alone entitled to
make specches in the Qreyfriars Parliament.

Strictly speaking, only Greyfriars fellows
can make speeches in our Parliament, but
redders of the Companion Papers have been
lnvited to send in written speeches, and they
will receive the very first attention. As the
Editor of the Companion Papers has pointed

a chance to learn many useful hints which
our ¢hums of the ouwtside world think likely
to be of gemeral interest.

I therefore invite all readers to send in

deait a{ our last meeting. We will do the
rest ]
HARRY WHARTON.

THE GREYFRIARS_ HERALD, =5

ODE TO AN APPLEl
DUMPLING !

(Note.— Dick Penfold has very kindly
revised Bumter's {aalty metre, and corrected
his spelling.—Ed.} ;

When I behold you on my plate, ;

I never chant a hymo of hate,

But murmur, “You are sunply great, _
My Dumpiiagj®

T

T bless the eook who fashioned you,
To follow after Irish stew.
I sugar you, snd say, “ Adien,
My Dumplingr®

Your form Is podgy—just like mine,

And off it I will shortly dine.

You sre deliciptis abnd divine,
'- My Dumpling}

Swiltly I raice my fork and zpoon,
With ceuntenance like beaming moon,
Cheer up! Yeu'li be demolizshed soon,
My Dumpling}

When through my jaws you swiltly glide,
D'yout think I shall be satisfied?
Nungso! There's room for more juside,

: My Dumpling]

Pl say to Quelchy, “If you please,
I want another six of t L
Then it will put me at my ease,

My l‘hﬁplii.gi

On Cherry's plate I seé your twin,
And he devours it with a grin.
I think it's time that 1 tacked In,

My Dumpliogl

Farewell! For evermore, farewell?
“Yaroooooh!” 1 give a fearful yell,
You're hot as fury! What a sell,

My DBumpling$

HOW I SEE OTHER
FELLOWS!
Bv Frank Nugent:

R. A. DIGBY
(of St. Jim's)

pens on Page 12—

[Supplement ik
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THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

REPLIES TO
READERS !

By Harry Wharton.

e v i

D. W. #Did you come to Creyfriars

on a
hack,

“Bport " (Bwanley).—"T think it's a
great shame that cricket isn’t played all
the year round.”—Don’t be silly! How
could one play cricket in 3 November
fog, or in & snowstormf

“ Critic ™
fold’'s poetry is not real

ip!{”—No; on the astation

classical, like

Wordsworth’s,”—Tut, tut! We don’t
want ml';y stodgy, serious stuff from the
pen of Pen|

B. H. R. {Blackburn)l.—*“Has Billy

Bunter really any ailments?” —Only those
which are brought about by dining not
wigely but too well.

* Anti-Whartonite * (Macclesfield).— “1
consider Bob Cherry would make a better
cditor than you.”-—Bo do many others.
But Rob assures me he ie guite happy in
his present role of Fighting Editor.

“Curious " (Cheltenham).—* When is
Lord Mauleverer going to give us another
erticle on fashions?”’—Give his lordshi
a2 breather! He has not yet recover
from the exertion of writing his last
article, which appeared several months
ago!

“Sunny Jim " (Hornsey).—* What a
scream f Mr, Prout were to edit a
Special Number of the Greyrrians
Heeatnp! The *“scream ” will happen
next weck. }

P. R. N. (Padstow).—"Can you
ardvise me how to blow up a football 7'—
Not being an anarchist, I am afraid L

cannot instruct you in the art of
“blowing -up ™ things. Seriously,
thongrh, you want a strong steel pump.

Failing this, take the ball to your loeal
sports outfitter. If you ask him nicely,
he will probably blow up the ball for a
small charge,

“Warbler ” (Sheffield).—Y was unable
to sing at our local concert, owing to
a sore threat.” —What a lucky let-off for
the audience!

" One of the Old TNrigade ” (Exeter).—
“When I was a bov, we were snever
allowed to run wild like the boys of
to-day.”-—Shucks, rir! What you want
is an injection of thyroid.

“Neddy ” (Chichester).—* My sister
celebrates her birthday on Saturday.”—
Sorry, but it's not my fault.

" Supporter ¥ (Cardiff). —*“ What do
you think of Cardiff City this season?"—
They are stout fellows, well warthy of
your support,

“ Wandering Willie ” (no address).—*1
have just run away from home,” —Then
run back again at once, you naughty lad!

J. R. (Nelson).—" Are there any wild
beasts at Greylriars?"” — Only Billy
Bunter!

— New Members Are Wanted !

Sugpplement iii.)

|

(Manchester),—“Dick Pen- |

OUR CYCLING
CORNER! |

By Tom Brown.

Despite the wmpropitions weatber (umpro-
pitions is good!), the 8.8.8.8. —8elect Society
of Skidders and Scorchers—have had =ome
very @ood runs.

* &* L ]

A tragedy happened the other day, though.
All the meTnhempﬂl' the Remove foater team
happen to belung to the cycling club as well.
80 we decided to cyele over to Bt Jim's to
play our mateh with Tom Merry & Co.

L] & &

All went well for about ten miles, and
then Peter Todd's fronot tyre came into con-
tact with an upiurned tintack. These was a
sudden hissing noise, and the tyre went flat.
Of course, we wers miles away from any-
where when it happened, and Toddy had to
meind the puncture as best he could, His
imuer tube was already smothered with
patches, like a tramp’s troueers, and it was
no easy matter to put things right. We were
huag up on the highway for hali an hour,

L] L] L

Scarcely had we resumed -our ride, when
Dick Penfold tried conclusions with a motor-
charabane, and came off eecond best, Pen
was knocked off his machinc, but by a
mriracle he was wunhurt. His machine, how-
ever, went careering across the roadway, and
was badly battered. Penm had to push it to
the nearest garage, which was some miles
distant, and as the rest of us refused to
desert him, there was a lmig delay, as you
may goess. At last we reached the garage,
and had the machine put to rights, but by
thia time the aftermoon was wearing on, and
we bhad been due at 8t. Jim's an heur since!

& E 4 *

In the end we got to our destinatinn, and
the mateh was played in semi-darkpness. Our
forwards must have had epts’ eyves, for they
found the met no fewer than four times, and
we finished up winners by 4 goals to 2.
Wharton, Nupent, Inky, and Vernon-Emith
scored for the Hemove, and the dashing
Talbot got through twice for 5t. Jim's.

You would have thought that we had had
enough eycling experiences for that day.
Nevertheless, we decided to bike back to
Greylriars, rather than put our machines on
thie train. The journey home was undertaken
in pitch darkness, but fortnpately we came
through without a single calamily.

L & »

The club's next run will take place on
Wedpesday aftermoon. Our destination will
be Dover. DBilly Buonter, and other inex-
perienced eyclists, are requested to keep off
the grass)

By the way. I have a second-hand hieyele
for sale. It is complete with wheels, tyres,
and handle-bhare, but there iz no pump, lamp,
speed-gear, or other luxury., 1 will accept
hualf-a-crown or nearest offer.
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MR. PROUT
Edits Next
Week’s Issue

of

THE GREYFRIARS

HERALD!
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MY VIEWS ON
FOOTBALL!

By Alonzo Todd,

OQOTBALL is a debasing, de.
grading, and demoralising game,
It was doubtless invented by the
Emperor Nero, for it is truly

a cruel and a barbaric sport,

1 am aware that my views will be
unpopular, especially at  Gregfriars,
where football is quite a craze. But I
am not afraid to speak my mind. ¥ shall
probably be mobbed in tMe Remove

passage, or lynched in the Close, Dut
my views on fcothail will remain
unaltered,

My Fncla Benjamin once remarked to
me: “All games which contain any
element of roughness or vigour should

be abolished.”

;[‘q.uite agree with my worthy uncle.
I'here is nothing wrong with a nice

L quiet game of dominces, provided the

players do not get over-excited. And
a game of draughts or lude provides
excellent recreation for the young. But
foothall! The very word makes me
shudder !

Last week I went over to (eurtfield to
t¢e & football match. 1 was shocked and
dlﬁuutﬂd with what I saw.

efore the game had been in progress
many minutes I saw a man charge one
of his opponents to the ground. 1
expected to gee the brute handed over
to the police for assault and battory.
But no! The referee calmly allowed the
game to proceed.

From that time onwards the players
continued to charge their opponents, and
not one of them was given into cnstody!

Injuries were frequent., One poor
fellow {wisted his ankle so badly that
he had to crawl off the field.

Was the game abandoned on account
of this poor wretch? Dedr me, no! The
players carried on with the match as if
nothing had happened.

Towards the end of the game two men
came into violent collision. Tt appears
that they bath tried to head the ball at
the same time, and their heads cannoned
together in mid-air. The sickening thud
caused by the concussion made me
shudder, The men were taken away on
the ambulance, and the &pectators,
instead of producing their handkerchicfs
and stemming their tears, seemed quile
cheerful about it.

I afterwards read a report of that
maich in the local paper, and it was
described as ““a good, clean, well-fought
game '] :

I think it is high time that this Satur-
day afterncon horseplay eeased. Why
should people deliberately place their
lives and limbs in pertl? Would it not
be better if they went for long country
walks, or took some other form of gentle
oxercise?

My cousin Peter has damaged his knee
—the result of football] Tom Brown has
strained his thigh--the result of footbali!
Johnny Bull has an abrasion on one of
his litile toes—the result of foothball!

I am about to form the 8.9.8.8,
(Bociety for the Suppression of Savage
Sport). Who will join? :

(Ncedless to state, onr econtributor's
views are not shared by anyone on our
ataff.)

Are You Joining ?

T MacRET LIBHLH..'—-HIZL 766,
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CLEVER READERS®YV

NEY PRIZES FOR “SPEECHES "

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.
WIN MO

heGreyltiars
arliamenl;

i

i
|

HERE wasa large attendance on Mon-
day when the Speaker took the Chair
at the fifth meeting of the Greyfrinrs

; Parliathent.

Mr. Bpeaker (Harry Wharton) rose at once
and sald: “1 have very great pleasure in
placing before this assembly the pick of the
first speeches by readers of the Companion
Papers. 1 bhave one communication on the
subject of copyright.”

orace Coker: “1 ohject.
to hear about copybooks.”

Mr. Speaker: “Copyright, not copybooks.™

Tom Dutton: “1 thought this was a parlia-
ment. What have we to do with soppy ques-
tions? Leave them to poels like Coker.”

Mr. Speaker: “The hon. memhber has
jumpéd to a wrong conclusion, This matter
of copyright puzrles the reader, who has sent
me. g very pertinent question.”

Tom Dutton: “If he is impertinent——"

Mr, Speaker: “1 anid pertinent, Perhaps
the House will permit me to read the ecom-
munication.”

We don't want

Mr. Bpeaker then read the interesting
query from Reader Richard. Gamble, 44,
Millman Street, W.C. 1: “*{an anyone

inform me as to the real meaning of the
word “copyright "? The dictionary describes
it as follows: The exclusive right of an
author, or hia heirs, to publish for a term
of years copies of his work, whether a book,
painting, or engraving, ete. | have seen it
on all kindd of books, and have even seen
it on an amateur magazine. Burely it is not
right for the editor of an amateur mag. to
pul;h “Strictly copyright ” on the front page
of his publication® " -

Mr. Speaker: “There ia really no need for
perplexity on this subject of eopyright. I
do -not consider it necessary for the editor
of an amateur magazive to worry his head
about it. Amateur editors have plenty of
new atuff. Copyright is useful for the pro-
tection of the work of a popular writer. If
Jolin Smith writes a hook, he ought to get
the reward. Il there were no copyright, any
chap might weigh in with copies of the story,
and so make a lot of money out of another
fellow's brains.”

W. G. Bunter: "I rise to a point of order.
?ul;ii;:ude is whizpering about the paper

E .H

Bulstrode: “I only =aid you ran your show
by borrowing other chaps' idcas. They are
copyright, aren't they?" _

W. (. Bunter: “I decline to notice sueh
remarks. I have a complaint to make. You
suggest, Mr. Speaker, that this guestion of
copyright is not important. I differ from
you.”

(8houts of “Can it!" “Cut it out! and
“Shurrup ! interrupted the member for Puff-
town; but the latter was understood to say
- that he had hard ‘work to keep his * Weekly
—the famous “Popular” supplement which
was rerd from Bombay to Birmingham, and
Farther—froin suffering severely through the
contents and ideas being pillaged by rivals)
. Mr. Speaker: “1 seem to have heard of
Lunter’s " Weekly,” but I never read it. If
the hon, member is trying to be personal at
my expense in connection with the * Grey-
friars Herald,” I shall be content to leave
the matter to the judgment of the House.™

W. G. Bunter: “I know what 1 know.”

Bob Cherry: “Which isn't much. 1 pro-
pose we procced to the next business.”

Mr. Speaker: “I have received a budget of
communications, and I now propose to lay
before' the House details concernivg magazine
woduction. Reader J. H. Curphey (Patrol

ader), Fairdene, Dalten Road, Lizeard,
Cheshire, has sent the following:

#* How We Produce an Amateur Magazine.
**Troop and patrol magazines arc always
Tur Maaner Igpravy.—No. 766,

the rage in a Bcout troop, and the leader
of a patrol is always racking his brains, try-
ing to think of some means by which he can
produce a patrol mag. 1 will tell you how
the Hound Patrol produced theirs. At &
patrol council meecting it was deelded to have
4 patrol magazine entitled the " Bow-Wow.”
Always have a fancy pame: it makes a
hetter hit than a proper title. The great
question was printing. To ty¥ype it would have
been out of the question, and the local
printer's rates for getting a small edition
out were something awful, so it really looked
a3 if we were not going to have a magazine
after all. But out of the darknees came a
friend in the shape of our scoutmaszter. He
suggested that we should duplicate it. This

‘meant a lot of hard work, hut we didn't

mind that so0 lonz as we produced a maga-
zing of some sort. We soon  started to
collect the facilities we needed, and the
stall. Three tin trays for putting the
gelatine in were given us. The trays were
two feet long, ten inches wide, and one and
a guarter inches deep. The gelatine was the
most expensive item. It cost 2/3 a tin,
meaning an outlay of 4/06 belore we bought
the paper and special <copying-ink. @
decided to sub 12/- off our Patrol Fund to
buy the things we needed. Then we only
wanted the stalf. It consisted of three—the
eflitor, who looked after the trays for print-
ing on, and went ehasing round for articles
to put in the edition., This was not a very
hard part, owing to the reliahility of authors.
They promised they would have their stuft
ready for a certain date, bhut uofortunately
they forgot all abdut the matter just when
you were waiting to print the articles.

““The next member of our staff whs thed
artist, He did the frontiapiece every month
and the humorous drawings and faney head-
lines. Our printer was about the neatest
chap I've ever seen for printing, and this
is one of the most important things—decent
printing. Here are a few tips: Only fll
your tray half full of gelatine, or the com-
position  will come off on your sheets of
paper. Don’t write or print too thickly, or
you will have smudges. Before putting your
original on the gelatine, damp the surface
of it with a damp cloth: you will have a
better result.” ™

Mr. Bpeaker: “ We can congratulate Patrol
Leader Curphey on his speeel. He has set
down the facts, gained from actual ex-
perience.”

Tom Brown: “Is it not the caze that this
magazing was run under extremely favour-
ahle conditions?”

Mr. Bpeaker: “That did not strike me.
Here we have the members of a patrol to all
intents and purposes without capital. Yet
they succeeded.”

W. (. Bunter: “They took 12/- from the
fund. If we had a fund like that at Grey-
friars 1 wonld start a mag. to-morrow morn-
ing."

Frank Nugent (warmly): “The * Tuckshop
Examiner “?" -

W. G. Bunter: " Such remarks are beneath
my notice. I 1 ran a mazazine like that the
profits would be huge. All | ask is money.”

(Beveral voices: “Yes, we know all about
that [")

Johnny Bull: "My opinion iz that Reader
Curphey knew what he vas doing. 1 suggest
a vote of confidence in such a leader.”

W. G. Bunter: “ Why, when I was 2 scout-
master——" The memhbher for Pufftown was
unable to proceed, heing shouted down, and
the vote was carried without any opposition.

Mr. ‘Speaker: “The next item on the paper
i8 a well-cxpressed opinion on how to write
a short story. It comes from Reader M.
Adams, 27, Mill Road, Armadale, West
Lothian, Beotland ; -

“! Perhaps thizs hobby of story-writing I3
a mere background to sports, but it is an
interesting one. Last winter I compiled
several short stories, one based on an inci-
dent I had obhsérved. No doubt a severe
critic would detect many flaws in a mere
amateur's acribbling, but there is one factor
I tried to introduce—originality. Some time
sinee N read three ditferent short stories. The
titles and characters were dissimilar, but the
trend of the tales was-the same. . An-out-of-
the-ordinary short story is refreshing. Those
readers who take wp'this hohby will, I think,
agree with me that though omre may not shine
in a football argument, yet one could.present
the various viewpoints in a short article. The
amateur writer has plenty to work upon,
winter and summer. He can write a story
about footer, and bring in humour, A bright
story or article keeps the reader interested
from start to Poish.” ”

Mr. Gerald Loder, who spoke under the
stress of considerable feeling, and evidently
felt the weight of recent editdtrial achieve-
ments, sald: “There are story-writers—and
story-writers. When | cccupied the editerial
chair of a certain famous weekly, 1 was
snowed under by stories.” I felt it my duty
bo read them all.” (At this stage the speaker
mopped his forehead. - He continued, with
somne emotion: “Never shall I forget the ex-
perience. [ only wish the authors had wiitten
with the ability displayed by Reader Adsms,
sSome of these stories had no beginning, ao
end, and no punctuation.” :

Mr. Speaker: “Tt is an editor's duty to
overlook defects, and to give all the en-
couragement he can.” -

- Mr. Peter Todd: *I consider story-writing
is overdone.” ' Vi x :

The Nabob of Bhanipur: “One cannot have -
too mueh of a good thing.” . :

Mr. Peter Todd: *“The nabob would think
ditferently if h® knew as much about Bunter's
activities as [ do.”

several suggestions were handed in.
Gir James Vivian wished to see map
drawing carried ob with more enter-
prise, He said every cyclist should draw
a map of his route. Other sugpestions
referred to the calling of committees and
the pooling of funds in the case of amateur
magazines; the making of stained glass
windows with coloured paper (a useful form
ot decoration); - window gardening; working
up railway knowledge, etc,, and the nrgent
need for originality when starting a
magazine.

Bob €herry: “I have seen it stated more
than once during the last week that fellows
like to watch foothall, but don't care about
playing it. I call that absolutely an error.
The chap who will spend a half-day off look-
ing at a smart match js just the chap to
play when he gets a chance. It has to be
rememhbered that every keen fellow does not
have a chance to play foothall, He has to
wait for his opportunity. As to getting fix-
tures, we all know that the editer of the
MAGNET, who is a thundering good fellow, as
broad in his sympathics as he is notable in
atature, does what he can, but it is not
only a question of fixtures. We at Grey-
friars are favourahly placed; but what about
the thousands of good chaps who cannot et
a rround? I shall always fight the absurd
notion that the fellows who watch footer
don't want to play. They wounld be into
their football boota and shifting the leather
it they could. Besides all that, plenty pf
players go to see a big match just to pget
a few wrinkles.” .

The speaker was loudly applauded. He had
the sympathy of the House,

The House then went into committee op

hare and hounds and paperchases generally,

[Supplement iv.
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LODER'S LONG TRAILI

(Continued from page 8.)

S And don't want it said Johnny
Bull, with a grunt.

“¥You may as well be civil, Bull,
though I can’'t come with you.this after-
nocn,”’ said Dunter., * I've got such a
lot of engagements on a hali-holiday
that I really can’t spare the time. I'm
sorry, but there it 18, I just want to
speak a word to you, Wharton, before
you go." - . _

* Buck up, then!"” said Harry.

“TI'm rather short of money to-day,
and—-""

“Go hon !

‘“ Postal-order not eome "’ asked Bob
Cherry. *'It’s all right, Bunter. We'll
tdrop into the post-office as we go
through Courtfield, and telephone, Just
give me the duke's telephone number.”

““The—the what "’ :

“I suppose the postal-order is from
your uncle, the duke, isn't it ?” '

“ No ! roared Bunter.

“Your cousin, the baromet?’ asked

Bob. * Well, give me the barcnet’s
telephone number. 1 suppose he's on
thie phone !’

" Look here——"

“I'll jolly well tell him he oughtn’t
to keep you waiting whole terma for a
remittancea like this®® said Bob., *It's
really discreditable to the barcneliage.”

1" }ga, ha, ha!”

“Obh, don’t be a funny ass!” snorted
Bunter. “Wharton, old chap, I can do
with half-a-crown 1™ :

“Bo could I!” said the captain of
the Remaove, :

“Da f'ﬂll mean to say that you haven’t
o measly half-crown about you?' asked
iunter contemptuously.

“Clan a measly hob and a measly
tanner,” said Harry, laughing, * and
I'm kecping them !”

e We[’f perhaps I could make that do.”

“Bow-wow I"

“Now, look here, Wharton, 1 expect
vou to hand it over, and 1evarn you
that you'd better do eo!” said Bunter
Tirmily. “*Practically, you owe me half-
a-crown !" _

- "“Ilow do you make that out?”
demanded the captain of the Remove,
in_ astonishment.

“That's tellig !” said Dunter m{]ﬂ-
terigusly. I may have a friend in the
Eixth who's offered to lund me half-a-
' viown on certan conditions, and I may
ﬂﬂt -]I

“With the accent on the ‘ not '™ re-
marked Bob Cherry. “But if you've
got a friend in the Sixth who shells
nut half-crowns, tubby, you'd better go
‘and Fag the giddy coin, and let us
start 1* '

“I don’t care to borrow of the
Sixth,” said Bunter. ™In ihe circum-
stances, it's up to Wharten !”

“Why the merry thump should

‘Wharton give you hall-a-crown?' de-
manded Bob,
"1 know I’'m jolly well not going
to!” said the captain of the Remove.
“Have you gone off your podgy rocker,
Bunter 7" ;

“"You'd belter I" said Bunter darkly.
“Mind, some fellows wouldn’t be so
jolly honourable and serupulous as 1
am, Wharton. Some fellows would give
‘you away &t once I’

“Give me away !” gtuitered Wharton

“Yes. I'm not a sneak, I hope ! said
Bunter, with dignity. "1 should scorn
to give you away to Leoder simply to
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get a half-crown. All the same, you
ought to be grateful, and a half-
cfown

““Has Loder offered vou half-a-crown
to sneak I” exclaimed &hartan, in utter

amazement,
_ %I decline to tell you aniﬂjin about
it, Wharton! Loder may have his eye

on you, and he may not. He may have
asked my advice and assistance, and
he may not. He may have asked me
to keep an eye on vou, and let Lim
know if I catch you smoking or playing
cards. On the other hand, he may not.

‘I decline to tell you anvthing about it !’

said Bunter loftily.
a pal in the Bix
business I'*

The Famous Five blinked at Bill
Bunter, That fat and fatuous yﬂutg
grinned complacently, quite =atisfied
with his own way of keeping a secret.

“I'm sunply not going to tell you
anything !"”” he went on. “I'm not a
eneak, and I sha’n’t tell Loder anything,
But you can =ee for yourself, Wharton,
that you cught to u{mll out the half-
crown, I ought not to be put to loss
simply bocause I'm an honourable, high-
minded chan ! '

“My only hat!" murmured Bob
Cherry. * So that's Loder’s little game !
The silly ass thinks you spoofed
Quelchy yesterday, Wharton, and that
you really were the giddy smoker in the
wood-shed, and he’s got Bunter to spy
out your next jolly old outbresk !’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The chums of the Remove laughed.
Hnr? Wharton frowned, but his frown
faded away, and he joined in the laugh.
There was something exceedingly comic
in Loder's determination to find out
what never would occur, and to track
down a delinquency that was cerlain not
to happen.

“Loder means business grinned
Johnny Bull. *“Mean, awful rotler, to
set a fag spying !’

“0Oh, really, Bull ”

“Bo you're to have helf-a-crown for
bowling Wharton out next time he goes
on the jolly old razzle !’ exclaimed Bab
Cherry. “ You'll be a long time earning
it, Bunty 1

“Of course, I'm not going to give
Wharton away " said Bunter lofiily.
“1'm not a sneak, I hope!”

“ What is there to give away, you fat
dummy "’ exclaimed the captain of the
Remove. “Do you
cigarettes in my study, and playing-
cards up my sleeve, and sporting papers
in my coal-locker 1 ' :

““Ha, ha, ha!" :

".an’:,rhﬂw, rely on me to keep it
dark "’ said Bunter reassuringly. :

“"You ass!
dark ?"* shricked Wharton. *“ If you can
tell Loder anything about me, you're
weicome ! Come on, von fellows! I’'m
fed up with that fat duffer I

““ Bame here!”

“The samefulness is terrific

“But what about the half-crown?”
roared Bunter. ‘“‘In the circumstances,
Wharton, it's up to you !

“ Buzz away, Tnu fat fly '’ said Bob.

"I say, you fellows—— Yaroocooop !’

The front wheel of a bicyele collided
with Bunter’s fat knees rather forcibly,
The Owl of the Remove sat down quite

sucddenly.

“Yoop! Look here— Oh. my hat!
Stop! 1 haven't finished yet!”

But the Famous Five had Gnished;
they wheeled their machines out, leav-
ing Bunter sitting in the pateway and
velling. They mounted in the road, and

pedalled away towards Highcliffe,

“My chats with
Form are my own

rll

think I've got] _
‘Bunter.

What is there to keep

13

Bunter scrambled up, ard dusied his
trousers, and snorted. He was still
minus the half-crown, though he had
exﬁia:nﬂd 80 clearly that it was up to
Wharton |

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Toddy Takes a Hand !

ETER TODD was at work in
P Study No. 7 when Bunter rolled
in, with a diseunsolate look on
; his fat face. Petor, who was
gomng to he a lawyer some day, was
deep 1n what he called his legal
studies, and he waved a pen at Bunter
as a sign of dismissal., Instead of heed-
ing that sign, Bunter rolled into the
study, and =at on a corner of the table,
*“Busy, Toddy 7! he asked.
“Yes, Cut!”’ said Toddy tersely.

“I want you to advise me, old chap.”

“Oh! You can. go shead,” said
Peter, more amieably. * Legal advice,
15 on tap in this study. What's the .

trouble—Uncle Clegg threatening legal
Et'ﬂcﬂedinga for the account you owe
im from last termt”

“Nunne I _

“You've been welshing somebody 1™ .»

“No!"”" roared Bunter.

“Stealing anything 1V

“No, you ass! Look here, Peter,
ﬁu][.lposa_ put a case. Suppose a fellow

needn’t mention naies—suppose a
fellow—it might be Wharton, and it
might not—might be anybody, in fact,”
said Bunter mysteriously, * En[::pma'n
fellow was suspected of smoking and
playing the goat——"'

" Consider it supposed,” said Peter...
“ What next?”

“And suppcse a profect had an eye
on him-—it might be Loder of the Bixth,
and it might not-—-""

" Well 1

. “And suppose that prefeet asked a

chap to keep an eye on Wharton—I
mean on the fellow, 'you know—and
report to him H gmmd anything
going on—-—""
“My hat!” ejaculated Peler. z
“ And suppose there wasn't anything
to report,” continued Bunter—*' not that

T'd sneak anyway, you know-—but sup-

pose ‘there wasn’t anything  to sneak
about; end suppose there was a half-a-
crown—-" _

L) ﬁ'_[l Whﬂtr?!’ [ 9

“Mind, I'm only puiting a case,” sajd
“Suppose—only suppose—that
a chap, who might be me, or anybody
else, could bag & halfcrown from—Ifrom
a prefect, who might er might not be

Loder, for reporting something going on

in Btudy No. 1. Got that " i

“T've got it 1™ assented Peter, who was
hﬂginning te look grim. &

Well, suppose it was so0,” continued

Bunter, “then the fellow ought to shell:
out the half-crown, oughtn’t he; and if
he wouldn't, then a chap would be justi-
fied in getling it out of Loder. It isn’t
right to let a half-crown go to sheer
waste, -is it, Peter? Buppose a chap was:
lo drop a few cigareites in Wharton's
study—" ' 5

(18 h?’j . i

“And pull Loder's leg, you know,”
said Bunier., * What do you think of
that, Toddy? Of 'ﬂﬂurs&h I'm only
putting a case. I could get the cigarettes
from lsover major’s study. know
he's got esome; and, of course, he
cughtn’t to be allowed to keep 'em, It's
against the rulea.” .

Peter Todd stared hard a! his {at study-
mate. '

“You see,” went on Bunter cheerfully,

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORE OF CREYFRIARS.

By FRANK RICHARDS. 5 .,
TaHE MagnNET LiBRARY.—NO, 766,

s



14

*“you could put the fags in Study No. 1,
and I could tell Loder. We'd go halves
afterwards. Then, if you liked, you could
own up that it was a joke on Loder—
leaving me out, of course: I don’'t want
trouble with Loder.. See?™

“1 see!” gasped Peter,

“Good! "Is.il a go?” asked Bunter
eagerly.

“Let's have il clear.” said Peter
grimly, “I'm to plant a false charge
on Wharton, so that you can awimﬁ
Lodgr out of half-a-crown 1"

“(Oh, really, Toddy!” zaid Bunter in
dismay. The (Uwl of the Hemove had not
Iooked at it Like that at all. Bunter had
his own way of loodiing at things. It was
gotting near tea-time. and DBunter was
““stony ¥ ; and all his views were
coloured by the dire necessity of laying in
supplics for tea.

“You fat villain!” said Peter. * But
I'm going to take a hand in this, all the

sgme !  Peter closed his biz legal
volume with a bang. *“ Now, Loder be-
lievea that idiotic charge  against

iWharton, and he wants to catch him out,
and he's offered you a tip to anenk and
help him. ‘That's how il stands?"

"f[-—I—-—]; was only pulling a case, you
know,” said Bunter focbiy,

“Quite so. Now shut up while I think
it out!” said Peter. ' Loder's pot {o
have a lesson, Wharton's crowd have
gone out for the afterncon, so the coast's
clear, Where's Lodec?”

“He's on the football ground now,”
said Bunter, “ He will be coming in to
tea soon.”

“Good! Come with me, fatty.”

“W-w-where are we pgoing?"” asked
Bunter uneasily.

“ Visit to Loder's study.”

““But Loder’s out!”

“That's why we're going to visit his
study. me on."”

* But—but I say—""

“No need for you to say anything,”
said Toddy Lkindly. *“ You just shut up
and come along with your uncle.”

Peter Todd ruled in Study No. & wilh
a rod of iron. Bunter groaned inwardly
ag he followed his study-leader. He was
beginning to regret by this time that he
had asked Toddy's advice; but he still
had a faint hope that the coveted half-
crown might be somewhere in the offing.

. Peter entered Loder’a study in the
Sixth Form passage. Bunter hovered in
the doorway, watching him through his
Hg spectacles, :

*I—1 say, Peter——" he murmured.
“ Keep an 3_,}'3 on the passage, tubby,
and vell out if Loder comes along,” said
Peter.

Bunier backed into the passage. He
could not see Peter now, but he could
hear that cheerful youth rummaging
about in Loder's study. What Peter was
rummaging for was a deep mystery to
Bunter,

In five minutea Peter Todd emerged
from the study, with a cheery grin on his
face. Bunter blinked at him inquiringly.

"“What——"" he began,

““Come on!”

Peter led the way back to the Remove
passage. He was busy in Study Nea. 7
for a few minutes, and then he repaired
to Btudy No. 1, And after that William
George Bunter went downstairs to hang
about till Loder came in—with news for
the bully of the S8ixth, and quite a
definifte hope of bagging the coveted
hali-crown,

Peter Todd returned to Study No. 7
and his legal lore. But every now and
then Peter burst into a chuckle as he
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Bunter,

~ BUNTER'S LAWSUIT!"™

worked-—apparently  in - enjoyment of
some Joke, which most certainly was not
to be found in the legal volumes he was
studyrng. T '

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Very Startling Discovery !

i SAY, Loder—"
I “Well?" snapped Loder.

The bully of the Hixth was not
in a good temper. Loder had
been at football practice. He was am-
bitious of getting into Greyiriars First,
but his ambition was not likely to be
realised. Too many cigarettes in the
privacy of his study had their natural
effect on Loder, and he was short of
wind on the football field. And Wingate,

the Greyfriars captain, did not conceal
his opinion that Loder’'s form was
“rotten. ™

Bunter had waylaid him in the Sixth
Forin passage as he came in, but be
approached him warily., ILoder was as
likely as not to give him a cuff, not be-
canse he deserved it, but simply because
he was near at hand,

“I-—I've something to report, Loder!”
murmured the Owl of the Remove.

Loder's exprassion changed, :

“Come into the studv!” he said
briefly, '

Billy his
study,

“ Aboult Wharton 1" asked the prefect.

“Ye-e-es." :

h‘l‘{}u abhead !” said Loder, quite amic-
aply.

“I--1 suppose I ought to tell you,”
sald Bunter. *It—it's a rather seérious
thing for a fellow to have a whole box
of cigarettes in his study, isn't it,
Loder ™ - 8 - 3

Loder’s ayes gleamed,

*You've seen them 1"

ad Y’EE.I- r

“In Study No, 17"

“Yes. They—they're hidden.”

“How do you know they are thers if
they are hidden ?" asked Loder. “ Have
you been searching the study?”

“Well, I've kept my eyes open,” said
“You told me to, vou know.
Wharton's gone over to Higheliffe this
afternoon.”

“1 see.” Loder smiled.
the cigaretios hidden 17
*“In the tea-caddy.”

“My hat "

"“There's a whole box—thirty or forty
at least,” said Bunter. “I—T say, Loder,
about that half-crown 1"

-“What _half-crown?” asked Loder,
staring at him,

“You were going to—to lend me half-
a-crown.”

“We'll talk about that afterwards,”
said Loder. *“1 must look into this
matter now. You're sure you've made no
mistake, Bunter? You've actually seen
the box of cigarettes hidden in the tea-
caddy in Wharton's study "

“With my own eyes,” said Bunter.

*“Good—I mean, this is pretty serious.
Mind, it will be serious for you, too, if
you're making a mistake. It iz my duty
to raport this,” :

** But about the half-crown "

Loder did not reply to that. He left
the study and hurried away to the Re-
move passage with a gleam in his eyes,
He had no doubl that Bunter's informa-
tion was correct; but he felt that he had
better see with his own eyes Lefore
taking further steps. He strodd® into
Study No. 1 and loecked round.

The tea-caddy was kept in the study
cupboard, and Loder looked in, He

Bunter

followed him into

“Where are

il
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‘evidently plac

opened - the caddy and uttered an ex-
clamation of great satiafaction. -

There was some tea in the caddy, and
on the tea IEELJ- a box of cigarettes,

there for concealment.
The box was partly open, and a row of
Virginia cigareites could be seen;, -

“Oh, good !” ejaculated Lodor.

Ile did not remove the cigarettes.
This was proof which even Mr, Quelch
could not doubt, and” Mr. Quelch was
going to see it with his own eyes. Loder
chuckled at the thought of its effect upon
him. The Remove master was going to
know, beyond the shadew of a doubt,
that Wharton had pulled his majestic
leg. Loder strode out of the study and
changed the key {o the outside of the

lnck.

*Hallo, Loder?” It was Peter Todd's
vowe. " Looking for anybody?"

Loder did- not trouble- to reply; he
locked - the door on the outside and
slipped the key into his pocket. :
. Peter Todd watched thal proceeding
In surprise.

“What are vou locking up Wharlon's
study for, Loder?” he inguired, =
Loder smmled grimly.
“That sludy is going to remain just
as i 18 until Mr. Quelch comes,” he
answered, :

And Loder of the Sixth walked away
with the key ¢ his pocket. Peter stared

after him dumbfounded.

ek ﬁ' only hat! He's calling in

Quelchy I murmured Peter blankly.
“1-say, Peter, he hasn't shelled out

the half-crown!” said Bunter dismally.
;‘ﬂ;ndu-and he won't afterwards, waill
e I :

Peter chuckled.

| fnnn:*.{‘ not, old fat top! But it's all
right, tubby. If you had taken the half.
crown from Loder, I was going to thrash
you with a cricket-stump !*

- **Oh, really, Toddy——"

Loder of the Sixth, in a state of great
elation, tapped at the door of Mpr,
Quelch’s study Mr. Quelch was busy
on the literary work to which he devoted
most half-holiduys, and - his typewriter
was clicking when the prefect entered.
The Form-master, interrupted in the full
How of literary composition, glanced
round far from amiably, -~ * .

“What is it, Loder?” he. asked.

“I'm afraid I must interrupt you, sir,”
said Loder coolly. “It's rather a serious
matter.” : : £

“You may procesd, Loder,”

“The other day, sir, I had to report
\Ehl?rtm! to you for smoking in the wood-
shed——*

“That matter is closed.” :

“Excuse me, sir, it is not,” said Loder
coolly. *I stated my opinion at the
lime that Wharton was deceiving you. 1
have now scmething fresh to repors
which proves beyond the shadow of a
doubt that Wharton was guilly on that
occasion, ™ :

“I will listen to you, Loder. Pro
ceed,”

“I desire you to accompany me, sir, to
Wharton's study,” said Loder. “I re-
ceived certsin information to-day, and
went te that study to investigate. 1
found a large box of cigaretiea concealed
in a tea-caddy in the cupboard. I have
left them just as they are, withoul even
touching them, for you to see with your
own eyes. I took the ution of ﬂ;cl:-
ing the study door, in order that this .
evidence may not be removed before you
can see it.”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“If the matter is as you state, Loder, .
it 18 very serious indeed. I shall cer
tainly make an investigation.”

A-SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.
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The Remove master rose reluctantly
from the typewriter. [Foder handed him
the key of Study No. 1.

In silence Mr. Quelch proceeded {o the
Remove passage, with Loder at his
heels,. Qutside Study No. 1 in the
Remove quite a number of juniors had
gathered., Peter Todd and Vernon-
Smith, Tom Brown and Hazeldene,
Squiff and Fisher T. Fish, and four or
five other Removites, were there, and
they were all looking expeclant, Mr.
Quelch glanced at them, and was a little
puzzled td see so many siniling faces.
Loder gave them: a glare.

Mr. Quelch unlocked the door of Study
No. 1 and entered., The prefect followed

him in:
“MNow look out for the merry eiwrcus!”?

murmuted Peler Todd., *“This is where

© we smile !
“‘Ha, ha, ha!”
“Hilence, there, please!” rapped out

Mr. Quelch from the study.
*Oh, certainly, sir!”
And the Removites subdued their

chuckles. Loder threw open the door of

the study cupboard and revealed the't-eu
caddy.

Mr. Quelch raised the lid, and the box
of cigarettes was disclosed, The Form-
mastei, with a grave and stariled face,
lifted out the box, and laid it on the
study tabla, -

l.oder's eyes were almosi dancing,

“What do you think now, sir?’ he
asked,

“What can 1 think?” snapped Mr.
Quelch. . “Bless my soul! There must
be. two or three dozen cigarettes in this
box. I shall take possession of this,
Loder, and place the whole matter before

the H’ﬂﬂd Where is Whurtqn now 1™
“1: think the boy iz out of gates at
“Bhall I send

regent, sir.” said Loder,
Ezm to you ‘l"-ht.ﬂ be comies 1n}”

“Please do.”

Mr: Queleh, with a imnhied and angry
counienance, plcimd up the box of cigar:
ettes to:take them away. Peter. Todd
stepped -into the doorway of the study.

“"Exeuse me, sir——" he bega

“Do you know anything [fmuh this,
Todd?” asked the Remove mn:-]ter hxmg
a stern; look on Peter,

“Yes, sir.. May I Euggest, sir, that
you open the box before taking it a%ﬂj"'”
said -Peter Todd demurealy.

Mr. Quelch looked. at him very hard.
There was a ripple of laughter fromn the
pasgage outside.

“Why do you make that ‘suggmhm],
Todd 7™ askﬂf the Remaove master very
quietly.

“ Because the owner’'s name 15 1nade,
sir,” said Peter.

“The owner! The owner must be
Wharton or Nugent, Todd.”

“Not at all, sir. The name 18 in the
box.”

“I do notl umIrrstand thla, said Mr,
3‘ welch abruptly. “I will, however, open

e box.” :

He proceeded to do so. Loder stared
at Peter, quite at a losa to understand hiz
intervention. Only he had an uneasy
misgiving that something, somehow, was
wrong.  The persistent chortlin in the
passage seemed to indicate that the
merry Removites were in possession of a
joke of some kind, and Loder could not
see where the ]ﬂ!‘-:-a came In—yet.

Mr. Quelch turned the cigarettes oul
in a heap on the table. Among them
there rolled out a small equare of card-
board, upon which something was
written, Mr. Quelch picked it up in
amazement and looked at it, and then
the expression that came over his face
was extraordinary.

NEXT
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‘been likely to enter

“Bless my s{:-u!" he ejaculated.
“Whalt " began the amazed Loder.
“Loder !” thundered Mr. Quelch.

“What—what—what—"
*Look at that, sir ! shouled the Form-
Imaster,

He almost hurled the card at Loder,
ILoder caught it, and blinked at it.
Then he nearly fell down. For upon
the card was written, in capital letters:

“DEAR LODER,—PLEASE EX-
CTUBE US FORR BORROWING THESE
SMOKES FROM Y(OQUR STUDY.
YOU'LL FIND TIIEM ALL IIERE.
WE'RE NOT PREFECTS, AND WE
DONI' BSMOKE! LET US KNOW
WHEN' YOU'RE COMING SPYING

L AGATIN, WON'T YOU?

Y“WITH EIND RECARPE FROM THE
Reuove.”

e I

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Reward !

ODER stood dumbfounded.
He could scarcely believe his

L eyes.
: That that box of Virginia
cigarettes had been abstracted from his
own study beflore 1t was placed in
Whartan's tea-caddy had never occurred
to him for a single instant. Tt was
about the last thmu.é t that would have
i

g mind,
But evidently it was so.

Mr, Quelch's gimlet eves were fixed
upon Gerald Loder accusingly.  He un-
derstood now the cause of those smiling

|
—————
3
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faces in the Remove passage, and-of the
ripple of merriment outside 1?113 study.

“Bo these cigarettes, Loder, are your
properiy ¥ thundered Mr. Que]ch

Loder gasped for breath.

“I—I Oh—ah I-
tanly not ! he stuttered.

“Then what does this mean?”

ll-'l'I_____l____I_.'l‘.'l'

Loder was too utterly dumbfouhded io
speak clearly, or to think clearly. He
could only ﬂ.:plul_h‘-r

Mr. Quelch turned a  severe glance

upon the denmiure countenance of Paler
Tod:d.

“Tndd you had a hand in this, I pre-
sufie

“Yes, sir,” said Peter cheerfully.

“You haw played a trick upon me, it
appears,’

Cer-

“Not wpon wou, sir,” said Peter
quickly. “I—I never ihuught that Leder
would be ass enough to bring you inlo
it, sir. I thought he “nulg End the

smokes when he came sp ing——"

ik lmitt1ﬁf I}r

“Hem! I mean, investigating, sir. 1.
thought he would find them, and find the
mwezsage in the box,” Explamed Peter.
“1I meant to pull his silly leg, sir, eh
a warning not m comnle spying in tlm
Remove passage.’

“Ha, ha, ha!” cameo in a roar from
outride the study.

“ Silence ! LI-;*Immed Mr. Quelch.
“Todd, you should not play sach—such .
absurd practical jokes. Bot, from what -
15 written here, am 1 to understand that
these cigareltes are Loder's property, and
were taken from his etudy for this
purpose?”’

Peter was silent,

He had never intended to give Loder's

il

'”"' i

“ Then Bﬁs

slr"

Penfold, as well as those depraved boys, have been guilty of
vile Hquur? ** stutiered Mr. Queich.
I use it in the dark-room ! *’ said‘Penfoid eheerfully,
““Ha, ha, ha ! ** came in a yell Irum the onlookers,

\'* Drinking it ? Oh, no,
“It’s hypo, sir I ™
(See Chapter 10.)

A SPLENDID TAI.E
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lilttle manners and customs away' to a
master in the school. It was Loder himn-
self who had done it by his eagerness in
calling in Mr. Quelch.

Loder's faco was a study now.

He realized how egregiously he had put
his foot in it, and how vtterly his leg had
been puled. He did not even believe
hmself now that the box of cigarettes
belonged Lo Wharton ; he knew that they
were the box he kept in his own study.

He Eiﬁ]llljf did not know what to m[“,"l

and his face erimsoned under the searc
ing gaze of the Remove master.

““Ara these cigaretles vour property,
Loder?" asked Mr. Quelch, as Peter did
not answer,

“W-n-no! Certainly not!” stammered
Loder

“Todd says——"

“At—it dsn't true!” Loder spluttered.
“(ertainly they are not minel I hope,
sir, that you do—do nol suppose that I,
a prefect, would bs guilty of breaking
the rules of the schoal.”

“1 trust not,” said Mr. Quelch very
dryly. *“But it is obvious now that the
cigarettes do not helong to Wharton,
and were mot kept here by him.,  Todd
plecad them here, to be found by yo..
That ia the case, Todd?" ;

“Yea ar.”

“T'ell me where vou obtained them."

“I—1 never thought you would see
that note in the box, sir,” stammercd
Peter. ‘It was only intended for Loder,
when he found the smokes, to show him
his silly leg was pulled. 1—I didn't know
he was going to call you in—"

““Quite so! But you hava not answered
my guestion. You state in this note that
the cigarettes belong to Loder. Is that
true or falsel?”

“True, mr."”

“You obtamed ihem in his study?

“Yes, sir."” 2

“This is very serious, Loder,” said Mr.
Queleh. “ Of your pecsistent and ground-
less suspicions of Wharion, which have
led you to be fooled in this ridiculous
manner, [ will say nothing  Bat it trans-
pires that you, whose duty it is to see
that the rules are k-:agt. are yourself a
breaker of those rules.” 7

“I—I deny it, sir!"” stammered Loder.
“Todd is—is speaking falsely in-sm?'ing
that those emokes were in my study.’

Toddy gave a shrug.
“I'm sorry, Loder !’ he said, “I never
meant to give you away. You did it

rourself. You e

L]

uld have looked in the

“That will do, Todd !” said Mr. Quelch
severely, “Kindly tell me how you knew
that you could find cigarettes in Loder's
study? What reason ]g:rd you to suppose
that there were any such articl
Loder’s posseasion?™

“* Well, sir—hem [—all the fellows know
_?'hffim Eh__l':a " £ the

a, ha, ha!" came from passage.
"1t 14 false, sir!"” said Loder t!ﬂap%’r-
ately. “I'm willing to take the maiter
before the Head if you choose. I—I
admit that Wharton does—does not
appear to be guilty in {his instance. It
15 a practieal joke of that young
scoundrel. But, of course, he bought the
ciﬁrettul for the purpose.” :

r. Quelch looked long and haml at
(Gerald Loder., He did not believe ihe
prefect’s denial for one moment, but he
realised that if the matter was taken
before the Head, Loder would brazen it
out to the last. He gathered np the

cigareties quietly. )
“{Come with me, Loder!” he zaid
will take two

abruptly. “Todd. you :
hundred lines for playing such a trick on
a prefect., Come, Lodert”

NEXT
MONDAY!
- THE MAGNET LIDREARY,—NO. T66.

g3 1n

** BUNTER'S LAWSUIT!"

git up lika that!”

Mr. (;fue[-:h rustled away, and the hap-
less bully of the BSixth followed him.
They left the Remove passage in a roar.

“Two hundred lines!” grinned FPeler
Todd. *“Well, it was worth it—worth
two thousand, by gum, to make Loder

‘““Ha, ha, hat"”

The Reomovites yelled with marrimﬂnt]
as Loder sneaked away at the Remove
master's heels, And when the Famous
Five came in from their eycle spin and
heard the news they roared till Study
No. 1 echoed and re-echoed.

Meanwhile, Loder of the Sixth was
undergoing a lecture from Mr. Quelch
in the latter's study—what the juniors
called a * mﬂrai jaw,”

Mr. Quelch, at considerable length, ad-
dressed Loder on the subject of prefects
who broke rules which they punished
jumiors for breaking, and who committed
the sins they were appointed to punish
and prevent,

Loder kept it up feebly that he %vas
willing to go before the Head ; but he was
in surh dread of being take= at his word

that he gave Mr. Quelch his head, as it
were, and listened bo that royal jaw
with great patience, .

When he escaped from Mr. Quelch's
study at last there wore brads of per-
spiration on Gerald Loder's brow, and
he was feeling almost faint.

He alinost lunped back into the Bixlh
Form passage. His feelings towards
Harry Wharton, whom he regurded as
the cause of all the trouble, were quite
Hunnish, Instead of nailing the capiain
of the Remove, he had brought his own
little peccadilloes to light—a result of kis
campaign that was not al all grateful or
comforting,

But he forgot even Wharton as he en-
leeed his. study and found William
(George Bunter there., He gave lhe Owl
of the Remove a deadly look.

Bunter, apparenlly, had come for the
half-crown.

The fat Owl had reasoned it out that
Loder didn’t know that he had a hand
1n Peter’s japa. DBunter bad told him
he had seen a box of cigarettes in Whar:
ton's tea-caddy. Well, 50 he had. Loder
had no right to suppose that Bunter
knew more than that of the affair. [le
was doubtful about the half-erown; but
it was past tea-time, and Dunter was
hungry, so he hod come to Loder's study
on a forlorn hope, as it were, He gave
Loder his most 1 iating blink. |

“OhY said I . “Youl”

He spoke so quietly that Bunter was
reassured, :

“ Little me,”” said the fat Owl cheerily.
“1 say, Loder, it's turned out rather a
fﬁﬁt. Fancy Toddy playing a trick like
that 1™

“You didn't know, of course?’ said
Loder_still quietly. *“*You weren't lead-
ing me by the nose and making a fool
of me?"

“0Oh, no! Certainly not! I wouldn’t!*
said Punter. “1 knew it would make
you wild; I told Toddy so. 1.refused to
have a hand in il, Loder—I never knew |
anything -about it. in fact.” I wasn’t in
the siudy when Toddy was writing that
card to put in the box. - T didn’t see him
put it into the tea-caddy in Wharton’s |
study. I told him plainly that if he was

ing to jape yow, Loder, I wouldn't

Ve a im it, As for coming hare
with him to find the cigarettes, I'd never
have done suech a thing, Loder. Besides,
I only stood in the passage to watch while
he was hunting for st-%mm‘ I—-1 say,
Loder, what are you going to—to do with

that cane?”
Loder did not answer. He lot his

actions speak for themselves.

The Champion Coloured Picture Paper is ‘' Chuckles’’!

Swish, swish!
- *Whoooop!” roared Bunter, as his fat
shoulders caught the tane. “Ow! Wow!
I say, I.ﬂfler.% don't want the haif-crown
at—— Oh, my hat! Yah!”
Swish, swish, swish |
Fire! Help!

“Beast! Yarcooh!
Murder!” yelled Bunter,

He dodged wildly to the door. Loder
followed him, still swishing, and the cans
fairly rang round Bunter as he.escaped
from the study and fled. The Owl of
the Remove fled, roaring, down the pas-

sage, and Loder kicked the door shut
after him, feeling a lttle solaced.
THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Simply Awlul [
HEREFORF that frowning

(14
W braw, O chief?”

Bob Cherry asked that

question a day or two later

humorously. Certainly thers was a frown

on the brow of Harry Wharton. Thae

captain of the Remova was, in fact, look-

ing croas,

‘It's goiling 1co thick! grewlsd
Wharton. “I'm fed up with Loder and
his foolery, The silly chump still thinks
it was I smoking in the wood-shed the

other day, and the howling ass is still

trying {o catch me out. ¥
boen rooting in this study! .

“Loder searching for evidence!”
grinned Bob.

Wharton nodded .
“Tt must have been Loder, of course,”

he said. “The things in the {able drawer
havekall bm:in tmt.;:;peg?fh HI dm m
shrieking idiot o find cigared
or ﬂigurgs, or & bottle of whisky hidden
there, By Jove, if I'd caught hun af it
I'd have buzzed something at his silly
head! It's geiting too thick!

“Zeal, Mr., Easy!" pgri Bob
Cherry. “Poor old Loder! B8till on the
jolly old traii, and only discovering
mares’ nests, when he discovers & thing
at all, 1 should have thought he’d be
fod up after the way Toddy pulled his
silly teg the other day.”

“Well, I'm getting fed np!" grunted
Wharton. “1 feel more inclined to pull
his nose than to pull his leg.”

“His leg will do, and I'm Eﬂi
show you how!” chuekled Boh. *
" What the ¢ fioa

(17 ¥ t- t- E' ’“m i ] 3

Bob Cherry produced a bottle from
under his jacket, and stood it on thé
study table. Wharton stgred at it. It
was a whisky-bottle, and the label
sinted that it contained * MacTavish's
Highland Whisky."”

“It's Pen's,” explained Bob Cherry.
“You know Penfold 15 a giddi photo
grapher. He keeps some of
old chemieals in that  bottle.
bagged it from the dark-room.™

“What on earth fort”

“ Evidence,” sasd Bok coolly.
“Loder's failed in track out 8
smokes. But he'd be gladder to find
this study falling into drink habita
than sm
a secret drinker.”

EE Y-EI-'I'.I A& !ll

laughing. “ Even Loder wouldn't be

to
k

I.Tﬂ.

fool enough to suspect me of drinking

whisky."”
iI-M
Tl i :
but try and put his merry intellect -to
the test.”
“N. G.,” said Harry. “ If Loder

that bottle in the. study, he would Eul ¥
well loock inte it before he » to

is that Loder is fool

belief
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is jolly-.

ing fags. You're going to be:
exclaimed Wharton,

for anything. Anyhow, we can

§
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Quelchy. And he would find hypo in

“He's not going to find it in the
efudy.
glin Whiﬂk’_f
(1} hnt?F
“Listen, and I will a tale unfold,”
‘said Bob.,

Wharton Ilistened — doubtfully at
lirst, as Bob unfolded hiz tale. = But
he - chuckled as Robert Cherry pro-
ceeded with his explanation.

into the school.”

“It will work,” Bob concluded.
“And, after this, even Loder will be
fed-up, I think. He's a hog, and
Eg:er k;mws when he's had enough;
ut—' - .

Harr}r Wharton laughed.

“We'll try it on1? ﬁe sald.

A little later Harry Wharton saun-
tered down to the gates, He had
spotted Loder in the quadrangle; and
he was well aware that Loder's eye was
-upon him. Two or three times, of late,
when Wharton had gone out of gates,
Loder of the Sixth had appeared in the
offing—obviously ‘“keeping an eye ” on
the suspected ~ junior, oder's fixed
belief was that there
be discovered, and that it was only a
‘question of time and persistence before

he succeeded in showing up Harry
Wharton in his true ecolours, as he
deemed it. Defeat only made the

bully of the Bixth more keon; he would
have given a term’s pocket-money to
catch arton out, and he was get-
ting into the habit of giving the cap-
tam of the Remove his most particular
attention. Wharton glanced over ' his
shoulder; and gave a slightly dramatic
start as he saw Loder strolling afier him,
and broke into a run and disappeared
out of gates,

Loder sauntered to the gateway and
looked after him. Wharton was head-
ing for Friardale at a good speed. He
looked back severa! timez befora he
vanished behind a bend of the lane.

Loder of the Sixth stood in the gate- |

way, looking very thoughtful. It was
obvious that there was something
very surreptitious in the mannner of the
juntor, as it his chance at last?
l.oder was still in the gateway, when
four juniors arrived there, and he heard
a whisper behind him :

“I—1 say, Loder’s therel”

Loder glanced round. Bob Cherry,
Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jam-

set Ram 8Singh were exchanging
glances. Bob moved towards the
prefect,

“ Waiting for anybody, Loder?" he
asked.

“Mind your own business!”

Bob Cherry coughed, and rejoined his
chums. They proceeded to whisper to-
gether, and Loder strained his ears to
catch the whispering—without success.
Then three of the juniors went back to-
wards the house, and Bob walked out
ﬂi Hﬂtﬂst

“Cherry ! rapped out Loder.

“Yes,” said Bob, turning back,

“Where are you going?”

“Only for a stroll towards Friardale,”
said Bob innocently.

Loder’'s eyes gleamed,

“Go in-at once !” he said,

“I—I want——" :

“Never mind what you want,” said
Ioder coolly. “You're to go in and
stay within gates.”

Bob Cherry hesitated, and then, with
a troubled face, obeyed. ILoder of the
Sixth smiled grimly. If Bob had
intended to warn Wharton that the
yrefect was on the watch, the warning
would not be given now, In quite a

NEXT
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He’s going. to catch you STng-

was something to |

T 'HF i i
! ||F'-:J-_qu.ll

Singh have broken bounds ! *

Loder mareched into the dormitory, followed by the Head
* You can see for yourself, sir,” said Loder.
“I sea !” sald the Head.
this Is amazing [ * (See Chapter 12,)

fand Mr. Quelch.
** Wharton, Cherry, and Hurree

*“Mr. Quelch,

cheery mood, Loder wasted his time
waiting for the captain of the Remove
to return. - He had very little doubt
that when: Wharton turned up, he
would be the bearer of something for-
bidden—cigarettes, in all probability.
He smiled as he saw Wharton coming
up the road at last,

. “Wharion!” he rapped out, as the
junlor wWas coming in.

4 “;hﬂrtﬂn walked past him, apparently
eaf.

“*Wharton !” shouted Loder.

“Yes, Loder.”

“What is that you have under your
jacket 7"

“It-—t—it’s only a—a bottle ! stam-
mered Wharton,

“A battle, is it?” said Loder grimly.
"‘":?fll let me see ]

Loder grasped ihe junior by the
shoulder, and jerked the packet from
over the concealed article. He gave a
jump as he saw a full-sized whisky-

{ bottle, the label of which bore the in:

scription ;

“MACTAVISH'S HIGHLAND

WHISKY."

“Great Scott!” ejaculated Loder,
really shocked at the discovery. - With
all his deep suspicions, he had never
suspected Wharton of depravity so pro-
nounced as this. “You young scoun-
drel! Give me that boitle!”

Wharton wrenched himself away.

“Look here, Loder—"
~ “Give it to me ! roared Loder.

H2 clutched al the junior again, and
Wharton dodged him, and broke into a
run towards the Bchool House, Loder
dashed in pursuis,

Wharton put on speed, and he was a

ood runner. He was on the steps of

e School House before Loder reached
him. There the prefect’s grasp fell like
a vice on his shoulder,

“Let go!” roared Wharton.

“You young scoundrel—" gasped
Loder,

“Let me alone, you bully !’ shouted
the captain of the Remove.

Mr. Quelch’s study door opened. He
had heard that shout: he would have
had to be stone deaf not to hear it.

“What 1s this?” exclaimed the
Remove master sharply,

-

- *1 was about to hring
you, sir,” said Loder. °*
matter, sir——-7 ;
"' Really, Loder,” snapped Mr. Quelch,
“it appears to me that you are actually
ersecuting this boy in my Form. 1
ave hanrﬁ enough, Loder, of your une
founded actusations against Wharton. ™
“Very well, sir,” said Loder, with sar-
castic humility, *if you prefer it, sir. I
will take Wharton to the Head. A junior
who 18 found smuggling whisky into the
school must be dealt with.”
Mr. Quelch almost staggered,
“Whisky !” he said faintly. ;
“He has it on him now, and is trying
to eonceal it under his jacket,” said
Loder coolly. “1I have seen the hottle—
indeed, you can see it yourself, sir.”
“Wharton !" Mr. Quelch’s. voiea

this junior to
A very serious

twould have been described by Hurres
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Jamet Ram Singh—justly—as *“terrific,”
“Boy! Is it possible? (Give me the
 botile at once ¥ :

*¥es, sir,”. said Wharton meekly.

There was a crowd around the spot by
this time, and there was a general gasp
of horrified amarement as Harry Whar-
ton handed to his Form-master the bottle
that was dabelled ““ MacTavish's High-
land Whisky.”

N

——— —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Not Guily!
. R. QUELCH fook the bottle
meshamieally, It waz nearly full
- of lguer, but had evideatly been

. Opened. Doubtleas the depraved
riscal had takem a “swig™ om his

vou
way nome—that, at least, was how Loder
looked at . There was 4 hush. All eyes

were on the battle, with its tell-tale lahel
+Good heavens!™ said Mr. Queleh faintly,
I-u-lhr_mde:runrad te coneeal his elation,
though it bubbled wp in spitc of him. This
wis the sack ; caming or ging would not
4 case like this. It was the sack for
darry Wharton, and, so far ns Loder could
aee, there was no eseape for him this time.
“I may say, sir, that I have had ANg-
picions of this,® sald Loder gravely.
ought to tell yom, sir, that ¥ saw Wharton
leaving the school in n very suspicious
manner, ani decided to question him when
he came in. Ome of his friends made an
g0 oud and warn him. I

retorg——*
_ my soul!”

* At least four other junlors are concerned
in this,” said Loder. “They are all present.
Cherry, Ball, Nugent, and the Yndian boy."

“It is Incrediblc!" gasped Mr, Quelch.
“Wharton, I—I—I am more shocked than

¢an gay! You—you actually purchased
this—this vile liquid in the wxilla

“Yea, gir. I—I don't think it's vile, sir®
sald Wharton respectfully, *“I-—I think it's
quite good, sir.”
- “Boy, how dare you!" exclaimed Mr.
Quelch. * Cherry—Daull—did yYou know that
Whartan was bringing this—this stufi into
the achool 7"

"Certainly, sir,”" said Bob Cherry.

-“We didn't see any harm in it, sir” sald
Johnny Bull.

“We all knew, #ir,” said Nugent.

“The knowfulness was great, honoured
g8abib,” murmure:d the Naboh of Bhanipur.
“But the harmfulness was not terrifie”

“Wharton, T scarcely koow what to RAY
to you! You are aware, of ecourse, that
you will be expelled from Greviriars for this
offence ¥*

“I, sirf™

“Certainly?” thundered Mr. Quelch. “Do
vou affect to believe that a hoy is allowed
to amuggle intoxicating liguor into the
achool 7"

“Oh, no, ir!” gaid Harry. “1 should think
that a fellow who did that, sir, ought to be
kicked out at onec!”

“I am glad you see it in that light,” said
Mr. Queleh dryly. “Now, Wharton, answer
me truthfully, Have you ever done this

attempt to put
a to that, of course, and waited for
y';xm to : -

before?™

“Only onee, sir,” said Harry. *Penfold
askeldl me i

“Penfold! Iz Penfold here? Come fbr-

ward, Peafodd! Ts it the truth that you
lkave on any occasion’ nsked Wharton to
bring this horrible stuff into the school¥*

Ponfold came forward.

“Yes, sic,” he answered, with a calmness
that simply astounded the hushed crowd of
Greyfriara fellowa. " Onece, gir—" -

“Then you, as well as these depraved
boys, have been guilty of drinking this vile
liquor?" stuttered Mr. Quelch,

*Drinking it* Oh, no, sirt”

“What! For what reason 1= it brought

into the school, then, if not tn ke consumed 7

Do oot prevaricate, Penfold!"

“1 use it-in the dark-roem, sir.”

“In the dark-room? Do you mean tn
gay that the dark.-room is used for such
orgies—"

“0Oh, my hat! ¥I—TI mean, no, sir! Not
at all, sir! But—bat, there's no harm in
hypo—=""

=

-

“In what ™

“Hypo, gir.”

Mr. Quelch jumped,

“Does not this bottle contain
Wharton 7 he exclaimed.

“Certainly not, sirl”

“Then—then what does it contain®” almost
howled Mr. Quelch.

i ., Bir.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a yell from the
whole ¢crowd of onlookers,

whisky,

Mr. Qucelch stood for a2 moment or iwcl-.

as il he were turned to stone.
Llni:lei' n.}mgh} hi.; hrenth.d

" 8 [alse!™ - .
pable fatarhood —* i

“If it v a falsehoodt, Loder, the fact ean

easily ba proved!" gaid Mr. Quelch In a

voice, “Penfold, ia it your cusbom

use a whisky-bottle to contain the—the

4

"A—a—a pal-

doid you spenk of?» _
“Yes, sir—any old bottle will do,” sald
Pepfold. “Bottles cost money. sir, and 1

haven't too much mooey. The photog er
in Friardale gave me that buttie for pothing

lai} term. " :

Ir, » With a grim fuce, removed
the Gﬂﬁlﬂ]ﬂ the bottle He poured out
a little of the liquid it coatnined into a
Bower-pot. Whatever It was, it obviously
was ned whisky.

“Wharton,” ssld the Remove master Very
quietly, “ybu fetched this—this fAuid £pom
the tographer’s for Penfold for his-hig
photographie work ?»

“ Yes, sir!” said Harry cheerfully,

" You may give it to Peafold.”

“Thank you, sir!™ .

“Pendold, I advise you tn serape that label
off the bobkle and to sabatitute a oy

“Certainly, sir,” snid Penfold -

“Wharton, I am sorry that T have heen
misled—that [ was indnced hy appearances
to suppose you for a moment guilty of a
depravity of which I am uassured you wre
incapable. You may go ™

“Thank yon, sie!™ said Harry.

“Loder, step into my study!
speak to you very seriousiyt”

Loder of the Sixth limped lato the study
alter Mr. Quelch. The crowd broke up, with
a ripple of chuckling. NDut Loder of the
Sixth was not feeling inclined to chuekle.

“Loder,” safd Mr. Queleh in his grimmest
tone, “you have made a fool of yourself!
What fs more serions, you have made me
ook foollsh before a erowd of Lower boys!
There is no doubt in my mind thut these
boys were aware that you were watching
Wharton, anxious to eatch him in a fault,
and that this was deliberately planned. 71§
was not by chance that the boy was bring-
ing hypo inte the school in a whlsky-bottle
st when voo were prepared to search him.
I cannot punish the juniors for this: they
have acted within their rights. Yon have
brought ridicule upon yourself and upen me!
Lodler, T refuse to hear any more of your
ridienlous reports on the subjeet of Wharton
—one of the best and most upright boys in
the sehool! 1 trost, sir, that yon will feel
ashamed of yourself, and of your foolish
and wicked suspicions! If there i3 any more
of this T shall ask the Head to deal with
you, and represent to him that it s in-
judicious to allow you to remain a prelect!”

“1—I——" stuttered Loder. :

“Not a word!"” snapped Mr, Quelch. “Go!
Anid I hope, Loder, that you will have the
grace to apologise to Wharton!™

Loder almost staggered oub of the study.
He went to his own quarters, looking, as
Skinner remarked, like a “demon in a panto-
mime.” And he did not have the grace to
apologise to Wharton!

In the Eemove passasa there was
laughter loud and long. Once more Loder
of the Bixth had put his foot in it—more
egregionsly - than ever., And the chums of
the Remove wondered whether Loder, was
fed-up wet.

I have to

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

At Last!

ié WON'T come!” .
“Tooh! What's the risk?™
“Well, we might be missed from
the dorm, for ope thing—"
“Who's going to look into the dorm nt
eleven o'cloek ™

-

1 would

Stories of Greyfriars Appear Every Week in the * Popular *!

“Well, it might bappen. I'm jolly wesl
not guing to chanes it!”
“If you're going to funk it, Nugent—"

“ Look here, Wharton——*

Loder caught his breath, It was nearly
a week since the hapless affair of the bottle
af hiypo; but Loder of the 8ixth, so far from
telng fed-up as the Fimous Five expected,
was keener than ewer. Apparently be con-
sidered it up to him to avenge many
defeats.

At all events, he was devoting am amount
of attention to the ecaptain of the Remove
that Wharton found far from agreeahle. It
was unpleasant to feel himsel! always under
a watching eye.

He had nothing to conceal, so fa: as that
went; but 1t was unpleasant, all the same.
1t was annoying, for Loder's obvious bebief
in hia shadiness was an insult. Wharton
grew more and more restive under the
surveillance. Loder had evem gone to the
tength somctimes of tiptnelnzh into &he
Remove passage and opening the deor of
Stody No. 1 suddenly, doubtiess In the h%n
of diseovering a smoking party there. e
never discovered onme; but, as the poet has
remarked, “hope springs eternal im  the
human breast."” BSooner or latdr Loder "felt
that he would catch Wharton out, and then
his long, long trall would be justified. Even
Mr. Quelch would have to admit that he
had been in the right.

Loder's lnvestiantlng——spylng, the juniors

have ecalled it—never seemed to
siomber. At the most unexpected momenta
Wharton would see Loder lpom wp in the
offing. And the bully of the Sixth was not
at all particular in hia methods. He was
as ready as Billy Bupter to play the eaves-
dropper U It served his turn.

That was his noble oecupation nt the
present moment., He had seen Wharton and

Nugeént. walk into the eloisters, a rather
geclnded quarter. That was enough for
Loder. ter a score of disa tmenta,

he still hoped for the hést—or, rather, for
the worst. He dodged among the stons
pillars in the wake of the two juniors.

When he heard their yoices. he drew cleser,
very cautionsly. He was rather surprised
to hear them in dispute, but as he n
to gather the purport of the conversation,
he listened with almost bated breath, and a
vingeful glitter in his eyes.

Dhviously, from what was said, Wharton
wna proposing to breik school bhounds ab
night, and Nugent demurred at the risk.

“Fuank!" said Wharton, iz a sharp, angry
tone. “We've done it bhefore, and it was
all right.”

“Buppose Loder smelt a rat—"

“Oh, Leder's s fool—he wouldn't suapect
anything of the kind.”
 The listemer gritted his teeth. He *would
show- Wharton, later on, whether Loder was
au ansuspicious feol! .

“Well, 1 won™t come,” said Nugent. "It's
too risky. 1 say. We shounldn't be back till
after midnight——"

“1 tell you it's sufe enongh. Bob's caming.
and Hurree Singh. U you come, Bull will
come, too, and we'll make a party of it
Don't be a funk.” :

“0Oh, cheese it!" snapped Nugemt. *“It's
not funky, 1 think. to want to keep clear
of the soek. It means the push H we're
found out.”

“We weren't Tound out last time, or the
tima before.”

“1 know that. But—"

“Anyhow, I'm going,” said Wharton, in

a snlky tone. “They eﬂ:{gmt meé to-night,
and there's no time to them kvow it 1
chuck: it up. Look here, if you're not
comring-——-" 2

“I'm not!”

“Ther you can lend me some tip. "
“For you to lose at map, as you've lost
your own,” suecred Nugent. :
“Il 1 lose it, I'N aquare, and youw kpow
;%m But I believe my Iuck will turn this
- P LR 5

“Oh, rot!"

“Look liere, Frank Nigeat! Will you lend
me ten bob ill to-morrow, i 1 funk
coming out after lights-out to-n S W

“No, I won’t' I think—" i

“Then you can go and eat coke™

Wharton strode away, with that.

“Harry!" called out Nugent.
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The captain of the Remove did not turn

his head. He tramped away by himsell
back to the quad.
“Dash it all, I wish he wouldn't go!"

Nugent muttered alond. “ Anvhow, I'm not
gning to have him losing my money as well
as his own,”

And with a troubled and thoughtful brow,
Frank Nugent walked slowly away. Freom
the stone pillars Loder glanced after him,
grinning.

Nugent had said that the expedition
would be rishy, He little dreamed how rigky
it really was—now Loder knew!

The bulig of the Sixth gave the juniors
plenty of time to get clear hefore he left
the Cloisters. They were not to be allowed
to suspect that he had overheard. As a
dutiful prefeet, Loder might have been ex-
pected to mip in the bud the raseality he
had heard them planning. But that was
0ot *the dutiful Loder’s intention at all
Wharton should break bounds after lights-
out, as he planned--Loder would not have
prevented him for worlds, But he would
not get hack to the Remove dormitory un-
discovered. When he returned after his orgy,
e would find the school authorities pre-
pared to receive him- with a warm reception.
Loder chuckled almest explosively at the
thought.

‘But this time Loder meant to be very.
very careful. He was not going to run the
slightest risk. He wowld visit the Remove
dormitory at half-past eleven, and nseertain
with his own eyves whether the young rascals
were abgeént. Then he would call the Head.

Loder looked very cheerful Lhat afternoon.
He felt that he held his ene v, at last, in
the hollow of his hand; and that was quite
exhilarating. He gave the Famoens Pive some
attention later on, and noted that Wharton
and Nugent were not together, as ususl.
They passed each other in the paseage in
Loder’s presence, and did not speak or glipee
at one another. Evidently there was a rift
in the lute, following the diepute in the
Cloisters. .

Wingate saw lights ont for the Remove
that night: and Wingate certainly did not
Jiotice anything uuusual or suspicious. But
Wingate was not gifted with Loder’s amagzing
keenness, He turned out the lighta, snd left
the dormitory without an inkling of what
wak on—if anything was on.

After he was gone there was a chuckle
from Bob Cherry's hed.

“All O.K., you chaps, what?" chuckled
Bohb. :

“I thimk s0,” said Wharton.
the word. Walls have
gtarted on the warpath.”

“Right-ho!” agresd Boh,

“Speech s silvery, hut silence is the
cracked pitcher that goes longest to the
well,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Ia, ha, ha!"

1 say, you fellows, is anything on?"
asked Billy Bunter. “I say, il it's a dor-
mitory spread, I'm going to keep awake.”

“1t isn't, Fatiy.”

“Then what is it?" demanded the Owl of
the Remove,

“ Bow-wow!"

The buzz of voices died
Remove dormitory at |ast.
least, gilence, reigned there,

"Meanwhile, Loder of the Sixth was smoking
a eigarette in his study in a happy and con-
tented mood. He watched the hands of the
clock, and grew more and more cheerful
as the hour of eleven approached. But he
did not stir till half-past eleven.

* Nearly all Greyfriarzs was in bed at that
hour. Loder would have been in hed him-
eelf, but for the important busivess on hand,
The young rascals of the Remove had had
plenty of time lo get clear now. All Loder
_ had to do was to ascertain that they were
«Lone, and then call in the Head. He smiled
quite brightly as he left his study at lIast,

All was silent in the Remove dormitory
ns Loder approached that apartment. He
‘opened the door and switched on the electric
light.
row of white beda.

“Three of them were vacant. Loder's eyes
=« glttered, and he advanced into the dormi-
tory. A dozen juniors awakened in the light,
and blinked in sleepy surprise at the prefeet.

" Hallo, what's the row?” yawned Nnagent.

“Dut muom's
ears, sinee Lodei

away in the
slumber, or, at

“Nugent, where is Wharton?' demanded
er.

“Eh? Isn't he in bed?”

“¥You know he is oot, Nugent., Where is

Cherry? Where is Hurree Ringh?*
“They ought to be in bed—"

Eagerly his glapce swept along the

“T say, you fellows, Wharton's gong out!”
gasped Billy Bunter. “done on the Ziddy
tiles! He, he, he!®

“lreat Reott!” exclaimed Squiff,

All the Remove were awake now. The
Muiors sat up in bed, staring in blunk aston:
ishment at the three heds that should have
heen tenanted by Harry . Wharton, Rob
Cherry, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I—I say, it's all. right, Loder,” said
Verpon-8mith. “They can’t be gone out of
bounde. Thev're ot that sort.”

“Impossible!” szaid Mark Linley.

Loder smiled grimly.

“They're not here,” he eaid.
to call the Head!™

And Loder left the dermitory with the
light still on; and in the passage he could
not suppress a thuckle of deep satisfaction.
It was the bhour of his triumph at last,

“1 am going

e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Fed Up !

™ HERE was a buzz of amazed voices
in the Kemove dormitory. The fel.

lows stared at the empty beds aa

it they could secareely helieve their
C¥es—as,  imdecd, they seareely  could.
Skisner and  Spoop  chortled—quite pleased

by this demonstration that the captain of -

the Form was no better than their worthy
selves. Johuny Bull and Frank Nugent made
o remark ; hut the rest of the Remove were
fairly buzging with the excitement. -

“1 say, you fellows. they'll get saeked for
thia!” said Billy Bunter. “I can't gay I'm
gorry. It's shocking, ain't it?"

“Bowled out at last!” grinned Bkimnner,

“I guess it's Wharton for the long jump!”
remarked Fisher T. Fish,

“I ean’t understand it,” said the Bounder.

“Here comes the Head!"

There was a hush in the dormitory as Dr.
Locke swept in, followed hy Mr. Quelch.
Loder of the 8ixth followed them in, his
face composed mow ifito an expression of
grave concern.  The Head and the Form-

master  halted by the empty beds. Dr,
Locke’s face was inexpressibly shocked: the
Remove  master looked surpriséd  and
trouhbled,

“"You see for vourself, sir,” said Loder.

“1 see,” said the Head. “Mr. Queleh, this
is amazing—and very shocking. Where can
the boys he?”

“Certainly it is a wvery serions matter,
Bir,” said Mr. Quelch, biting his lip. “But |
cannot believe that the matter is as Loder
impliea, 1t is, [ think, a foolish and reck-
less escapade, but mothing worse——"="

boder's eyes danced. Mr. Quelch was
saying as much as he econld for the
delinquents. But it was Loder's hour now'

“Excuse me, sir!" sald Loder ecoolly.
“That matter is fairly clear, My sispicions
were awakened hy some words I heard by
chanee among the juniors. Wharton stated
hiz intention of breaking houmls to-night for
the purpose of gambling.”
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! and Loder almost fainted as

19

“Impossiblet™

“He endeavoured to persnade Nugent to
accompany him, and Nugeot refused on
weconnt of the risk,” said Loder. " Both of
them referred to previous exploits of the
same kind,”

“If you wedg aware of those wretched

boys’  intention, TLoder., you should have
intervened,” said the Head gravely,
“I should have done so, sir, but Mr.

Quelch has told me very plainly that he does
not trust my reports concerning Wharton,”
taid Loder calmly., I did not think that
Mr. Quelch would take officinl notice of the
matter if T reported it to him.”

Mr. Queleh bit his lip very hard,

“Loder!" said the Head reprovingly,

1 am sorry, sir, but sach is the ecase,”
anid- Loder, with great relish. “1 felt that
nothing would convince Mr. Quelch excepting
the evidence of his own eves. I feel bound
to say that Mr. Queleh has thrown difficulties
in the way of my exposing Wharton in his
true colours.”

“I have ecertainly refused to listen |
ridieulous reports dictated by a pers
tisfike of the junior in guestion!” snapped
Mr, Queleh,

“"Yet il appears that Loder's suspicions
were well-Tounded,” said the Tead., *It is
nearly midnight, and the three wretched
lads ure ovut of bounds. From what Loder
statee, NWuogent should know the facts.
Nugent ! ;

“Yes, #ir!” gnid Frank respectfully,

“Perhaps you will allow me to guestion
him, sir,” said Loder. *“Nagent, were you
and Wharton discussing, this afterboon, in
the Cloisters, a project of breaking bouwnds
to-night 7, '

“Aunswer, Nugent!” said the Head sternly.

“Yes,” snid Frank. '

“Did Wharton aecuse you of [unkim}' be-
r:un%;: you refused to wccompany him?

“Yes."”

" Pid he ask yom to lend him your money,
to play at map at some place out of school
hounds, in the hope of winning hack what
he had lost on a previous occasion?”

“YEH,“

“Good heavens!" exclaimed the
while Mr. Quelch's face was a study,

“1 think that is pretty clear, sir,” said
Loder.

“Unfortunately, too elear,” zaid the Head.
“This is a very painful shock to me. Have
You anything more to say, Nugenti”

“Ounly that we knew Loder was listening,
gir,” said Frank cheerfully,

“Wha-a-t?" '

“You gee, sir, Loder 18 always spying on
Wharton, trying to cateh him,” said Nugent,
with refreshing coolness. “We've often
spotted him at it. We knew he was sneuak-
ing after vs when we went into the Cloisters,
and we guve him his head, sir.”

“Tless my soul!” ejaculated the Head.

There was o chockle in the dormitory.
Loder's brow grew black.

“Nugent does not dare to deny that the
conversation took place as 1 stated, sir!” he
zaid. :

“Not at all” said Nugent. “It’s right,
every word. We had rehearsed it before-
hand."”

" Rehearsed it} exelaimed Mr. @uelch,

“Certainly, sir; all ready to spring it on
Loder as soon a8 wé -caught him spying and
listening."

“Ha, ha, bal” came in n roar along the
réw of bede

U 8ilence!” excluimed the Head., *Nugént,
am [ to understand that the talk Loder
refers to was vol serious—that it was a
practical joke on Loder, because you knew
he was—was— Was——" . ' i

" Bavesdropping. sir.” said Nugenwt. “Ceor-
tainly. Just a little comedy for Loder's
benefit, sir, to teach him to let ug alone
and keep his dirty suspicions tg himself.”

“Bless my soul!” :

“Then where is Wharton at the present
moment?” exelaimed Mr. Quelch, a sudden
Irehit hrnak!ng upon hiz mind.

“Here, sirl” sald au unexpected voite,
It proceeded from under Ilarry Wharton's
hel.

“Time to show up, you chaps!” grinned
Johnny Bull.

bir. Locke stared, and Mr.

Head,

gm:luh hlinked;
arry Wharton,
and Horree Jamset Raw Singh

Bab Eherry,
{- from underneafh their respectiveg

crawled ou
beds.

(Conlinued on puge 20.) . _
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'LODER’S LONG TRAIL!
- {Continued from page 139.)

For a moment there was a dead silence of
amazement in the Remove dormitory. Then
there was u yell: N

“IWa, ha, ha! Ha, ha, hal”

“Tpon my word!™ gasped Mr. Quelch.

“This—this—" .
. Loder could not speak. He could only
hlimk at the three juniors as if they were
three grisly spectres. Indeed, three of the
ghastliest kind of spectres coukd not have
dizmayed Loder so much at that moment as
the sight of the three grinnjng heroes of the
Remave,

“Rless my soul!” exclaimed the MHead.
“What-—-what—what does this-—-this exira-
ordinary prank mean, Wharton? You—you

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

#Yes, sir! ITe wanied to catch us, so we
gave hitn a cateh.”

“The catehfulpess was terrific, honoured
sahih."” R E ;

“Ha, ha, ha?!"

“Rilencet This—this is—is inexcusable!”
gasped Dr. Locke,
“Sorry, sir!”  saidl  Wharton meekly.

“Loder's determined to make out that we're
a set of young blackguards, and weve
decided to keep on pulling his silly leg till
he's fed-up.” -
“MHa, ha; hal" y
“I might have guessed that it was some
absurd practical juke after what has hap-
pened before,” excluimed Mr. Quelch, io
reat rehief. “Dr. Locke, I feel it my duty
complain very seriously of Loder’s con-
duet. - These boys have acted very thought-
lesaly. and have given you trouble; but I
must say that it is éntirely due to Loder’s
unjust and ungenerous suspicions, and to the
exceedingly questionable methods he sees fit

Removites to see. “Wharton, you shouls
not play absurd tricks like this. 1t is very—-
very reprehensible! TLoder, I shall speak to
you very seriously in the morning! Good-
uight, my boys.”

* Good-night, sir!”

The door closed after the Head and Mr.
Quelch and the unhappy Loder. And thea
there was a howl of merriment in the
dormitory. v ek

“HMa, ha, hat”

* % ¥ - L] [ ]

Harry Wharton was right. Loder of the
Sixth was fed-up—right to the chin, so to
speak., Perhiaps he even began to doubt the
justice of his suspicions.” At all events, he
realised that the heroes ef the Remove were
too good for him. What iranspited in his
interview with the Head the juniors never
knew, but they goessed that Loder came
very near to Josing his prefectship om the
just complaint of Mr. Quelch. Certainly that
morning the Head's study was the sceme of

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1.

have not been out of Lounds at all.” to use——" _ a royal and imperial jaw. After which
. " No, sir,” said Wharton cheerfully. “Un-} Loder almost groaned. Loder of the Sixth gauve the Famous Five a
dégs under the bed is out of bounds, sir.” : %{ld[iir p ﬂh?mﬂs,":“hq::“eﬂ fﬂ} ihis. mbntter wide h-nrthmmuelin:]tu the satisfaction of those

E = e Whl 4 5 ively young gentlemen.

" I:ﬁ :'?II}—IE:'!I_\" " gasped the Head. to-morrow, Mr. Quelch,” said the lead. DY JORIAL B iy RN

" wWe did it- to please Loder, sir,” said | * Go back to bed at once, you foolish bovst ~ : . . : |
Bob Cherry meekly. A smile was lurking round the old gentle- | (There will be another long Gregfrigrs yars
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Clocks, Watchés, Jewellery, Gramophones, Accordecns,
Novelties, Outlery and Plate, Leather and Fancy Goods,
Toys, "Ximan Cards, Eic. TFor 'Satiafaction or. Mona¥
.~ Back," ;Write to PAIN'S PRESENTS HOUPBHE,

Dept. 8X, HASTINGS." Bigned—Falther Xmas. . -

 VOURS for.
P\ %, This handsome fullesized Gent's Levef
WA N\ Watch sent upon receipt of 1/~  After
. 2 approval sendl /- more, the halance may
then be paid by 6 monthly insialments of
_ 'n&'ﬂmaﬁdim,_ﬂﬁm
offered Free with every watch. ™ Cash
retm‘négiiu hitiighttll;h‘:l. H:I'Iri
o Simpeon . (Dept.
’fm“. R‘du .-nl'ilhtﬂ.ﬂ-t s"--'l

CHAIN
FREE.

E BIG —~During the past ten years we have supplied bur Girvan
H u Enténui-ﬂc Treatment increasing the height
20,000 students. Less than 200 have written to say they have ndt secured
Il the increase they Gesired. 99 per cent. ol successful results is & wonder-
ul achisvement. th and stamina greatly improved. If under &0, zend
P.C. for partieulars and our £100 gusranisa to Enguiry Depi. AM P,
17, STROUD GREEXN ROAD, LONDON, K.4. ' .

GINEMA FILHS. SLIDES, etc. Everything stocked

for the Amateur. 50-foot Sample Film, 1/3, post Iree. 100-foot,

2/3, post free.. Stamp for Illustrated Lists,

TYSOM & MARSHALL (Dept. A), B89, Castle Boulsvard, Nottingham.
FUN ! Our Punny Novelty., causing roara of lau :

FREE FEEE to all HH'"I::E /- far 70 Cute Conjuriag

ri i Mricks, 6 Catchy Coin Tric 5 Cuenlog Card Trioks,
B o e Tricks,” 260 Riddles, 18 Ganigs, 10 Funny Resdings,
5 Fumnr Recitations, 21 Monclogues, 73 Toasts, 52 Wealth Becrets, Easy
‘YVentriloguism Beoret, and 1,001 Stupendous Atiractions. Thousands de-
lighted ! Great Fus |—C. HUGHES, 15, Wood 8., Rdgbaston, Birmingham.

for this most distressing

— Dactor' ipe
BLUSHING. ooy, 60 (2162 Nover fails.  Testimonials
daily.—M=. P. GEORGE, Fairhaven, :

vedon, Homersst.
STOP STAMMERING!

MACHINES, SPOOLS, SCREENS,

tar

durl ourssll an I did. Par-
tinnlarrn Free. — FRANK B.

MOVIES AT HOME. — ZRii" T L0 %o = Sero e

E,
DEAN CINEMA €O0., 94, Drayton Avenus, West Ealing, London, W.13.

FUN FOR ALL I Tgs ey, gt

eto. 1/- P.0. (Ventrilogulsm Treatiss inoluded).—Ideal Oo., Clovedon, !n::

CUT THIS OUT

Bend T of these coupons with only 2/9 direct to the Flast Pen Co.,

119, Flaat Streat, ndon, E.C4. You will recelve by return a Splandid

British Made 13.ct. Oeld Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, walue 10/8 {Fins,

Medium, or Broad Nib). If only ] coupon ls sent, the prics is 3/9, 4. being

aliowed for each extra coupon up to 6. {Pooket Clip, 44.} Satisfaction
arantead or cash returnad. Erccm New Offer—Your own nama ia gilt

etters on either pen for 1/ extra. 1 - ; 2

Lever Seli-Filling Model with SaVety Cap, 2/- extra,

o over..

Mont

is'all you pay lor & superbly made Mead
Gramovhone with massive, highly pol- 4
ished sulid cak cabinet ; gigantic richly &

 TUNES

coloured horn; extra large silent runs . SR -/ :
ning motor, urnl.:sit;m_]ll*,.u-ﬁl:l - rubber __ﬂ.. LR
insulated Sound Rep ; bril- S 1

liantly nickelled seamless tapersed M
‘tone arm and all other up-tg-date
improvements. .Sent frea
aﬂ carriage paid with ‘26 Tunes
and 400 Silver Steel Néedies on
10 DAYSE' FREE TRIK
Fully warranted. Money ref :
if dissatisfiad. Exquisitely de-
signed Portable Hormless, Table
Grands and Drawing Room Cabidet
Models at 403, belaw, shop prices.
Write TO-DAY for the bidgest and-
mosf beantifully illustrated gramo- ™.
phone catalogus in the whrid.

\ /A

ON EASY TERMS
Send for Calalogue;

e B Black or Tan,
-, ON msrmgmshﬂ'-. now and I?-;
. Send 3/- and say size reguired.
" All othef kind of Boots and Bhoes same
: Wirlte for Catalogus,

A MASTERS, Ltd,,
19, Hope 8tores, Rye.

HEIGHT INCREASED . Complete
IN 30 DAYS. i Courae.

No Appliances. NoDrogs. NoDieting. The Melvin Btrong Byalem

NEVY FAILE. Ful! partienlarz and Testimonials, stamp. —

Melvin Btrong, Ltd. (Dept. 8.), 10, Ludgate Hill, London, Bng. -
) :
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All applications for Advertisement Space

. in this publication should be addressed
to " the Advertisement Manager.
UNION JACK SERIES, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon 5t., London, E.C.4
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