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UNTER

1 say,You FeLLows!
WHAT (WETH TUE HARD WORK
AND THE STARVATION, [ At
SERIOUSLY THINKING OF
RUNNING AWAY FROM
GREYFRIARS |

BUNTER, YOU HAVE NINE SPELLING ERRORS

IN TUIS SENTENCE OF TEN WORDS |

Y%lF %’4/“7“ WRITE TH!lEM CORRECTLY ' :
S A ™ o Cunes!

TUATS A BIT, THICK,
MR- QUELCH! (TwWAS
ONLY TWENTY TIMES

Qn PeAr! THE Poor
FAT OWL. HAS ONLY
HAD FINE PLATES OF
SANDWICHES AND
SiX PORTIONS OF
. APPLE-PIE FOR TEA!

AS BEEN
EATING |

=
N
51
FOR A

I KNEW 17! TUIS (5 BEASTLY THAT EVENING B 1 cone =

T ONLY WEIGH | p C AWFUL! EVERYBOPY PLEASE, BUNTER , N7 nmﬁs wEATfJSg'EépE
FIVE STONES ! POESHT KNOW | ISEEMS o THING IT WHAT ARE YOU DOING |  MINOR/ OLD' QUELCHY
M A LIVING | THAT WEIGKING| [E(NNY 10 SEE ME WITH THOSE UNOTTED / IS GOING TO BE MIGHTY

SKELETON! FADING AWAY WITH
OVERWORK AND
HUNGER! T BET
THEY D BE SORRY
IF 1 RAN AWAY FROM
THIS HORRIBILE
SCHOOL. =~--

G P i e
f O Wi

e EQON LETTER I'VE LEFT
ON MY PiLLOW./

3

N
<
X

) “

N
s

2 o
“0
S
“-‘"‘—

S
=

>

<
%
%
=S

S,
Ve

Ao severar
HOURS LATER
JUST BEFORE

Y,

FAREWELL. ,CRUEL. 1 BETTHOSE CADs
SCHOOL! NEVER Wil -l BACK AT GREYFRIARS|

BUT PLEASE, BUNTER,
SLIDING DOWN THOSE

) THE GROUMD FLOOR ¢

SHEETS 15 QUITE UNNECESSAR!
~ OUR DORMITORY (S ON

owicH! aur
ON THAT PRICILY|
ROSE BusH

1 RETURN | HENCEFORTH
I Wikl BE AN OLUTCAST
FROM SOCIETY !

WOULD BE JOot.LyY
JEALOUS (F THEY
| KNEW HOw GRAND




ow'! yagoo!
175 A SPOOKY
SPooiK L

way! rs
ONLY ANOTHER
POOR HUNGRY
OUTCAST,

LiKe me !/ A
8\ (

/' YES, MATE!
IVE BEEN A
POOR HWUNGRY
OUTCAST FOR
THE (LAST FORTY
YEARS | COME
DOWN AND
HAVE A BITE A28

PGRUBZon sov!
1 BET THIS (S GOING
1o TASTE BETTER

THAN TUAT SHOCKING [i)
STUFF THEY GAVE ME

e

Y GET (T DOWN,
§ CHum! TUERE'S
d PLENTY MORE

WHERE THAT
hCAME FROM

AT GREFrzlAIZS‘. ’,' b, —, S

-l

%

g (|

N

POKAY G0 MUNGRY

(F You DONT WIKE MY

arue ! Py You EVER
LEFT GREYFRIARS. T
RECKOM ! EXCUSE ME
WHILE T READ "THIS
LOCAL PAPER 1

JUST PICKED UP. &

; NT YOoU WORRY !
s NEVER

" UUNGER Wik
DRINE ME BACK 1O

AT PLACE! HALLO!

[\ WRATS TUAT BIT ON
' -THE BACK PAGE 2

P agRee
H! STES ! B BOILED GRASS
UIGI ’fASPI.UT P e
Ly ~PITY TUIS ISN'T

Ly

SUNDAY ! T HAVE

WHAT, SR veLicious DanpeLion

> ph = STEW P~
e e g

B Youo JUST LOVE,

P

vt

CORKS! A Bia
SLAP-UP FEED AT
GREYFRIARS TO-DAY |
I MUST HAVE BEEN
POTTY TO RUN AWAY
FROM TRAT! |
MusST GET BACK

BEFORE IT (S OO

* V ﬁr /
A FINE GUEST .

1 MUST SAY |
REFUSES MY
GRUB AND

PINCHES MY
N PAPER!




S————o 1 SAY, YOU FELLOWS!
F———\ BUNTER'S COME BACK !

VeS| AND YOou ROTTERS
NEEDNT THINK I'VE COME
BACK JUST TO JOIN IN
IN THIS LOVELY TEA -

PARTY YOU ARE HAVING
NN To-PAvY!

v L]
DA .
S/ )
PARTY FOR
YFRIARY
/= goys 10
% " CELEGRATE| 5
""'Wh.\, \(3\‘-: \‘B- : cgrvm& -,
‘uw'mm/u(mmm“m'” {k\_\ ‘(4“'".’(,,. © o0y <
=—3 v < =&
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BUT BUNTER! THAT
TEA-PARTY WAS LAST
YEAR! THAT PAPER 1S
TWELVE MONTHS OLD.
LoOOK AT THE DATE !

<
>

-
o
e Ta

OF COURSE, [l ONLY )

k% Gt
(S 2S

on No! reauy?

1T CERTAmMLY DID, Bovy!
THE HANDWRITING 1S TERRIBLE
AND THERE ARE NINETEEN
SPELLING ERRORS IN 1T |
Y RETE T4

CONSENT o COME
BACK 10 GREYFRIARS
IF OLD QUUELCHY
TREATS A GENIUS
LIKE ME WITH MORE
RESPECT AND STOPS
MAKING ME WRITE
BEASTY SPELLING
CORRECTIONS FIFTY
“TIMES EACH-~

N

AH, BUNTER! 1 AN 50 GLAD
+/OU HAVE RETURNED! I
HAVE BEEN MOST DISTRESSED
OVER “THIS NOTE You WROTE
 PEFORE YOU RAN AWAY S

NOTE GAVE YOU
A SHoCK 6!

~AND NO SUPPER
UNTIL. “THE “TASK
6 COMPLETED !

I'"!Iii.\_

) I 1)

OH CRIKEY! IM BACK
WHERE I STARYED !
THE NEXT TIME T SAY GOODBYE
TO OLD QUELCHY Il USE
THE “TELEPHONE !

]




Tih LOCU THI5 FOOD N,

MY STUDY CUPBOARD

| | -THEQE WOULD BE NONE
LEFT FOR THE MASTERS

TEA-PARTY TOMORROW

IF THAT B0Y BUNTER /A

GOT (5 GREEDY ——8

HANDS ON (T !

SUSPICIOUS
BEAST! GRUB
DOESNT WORRY

ME-~-~-MucH!

BUNTER WILL STICK AT NOTHING TO aé':r GRUB!
WouLD You MIND DELIVERING) /HMI1 T
THIS PARCEL TO TWIGGLES You he(a{%u-?&g
TOY~SHOP LATER . LAD 2 BAKERS- MAN.
THEY WERE CLOSED WHEN 1 HOPE \T%
T CAWLED ! SOMETIMNG: 44

YAH! 175 oNLY A
BOX OF S0PPY TOY,
CLOCKWORK MICE®
1 CAN'T EAT
THOSE!

OH BOoV !
1 CAN FEEL A
SCRUMPTIOUNS
CHERRY-CAKE!

~ COME 10
BUNTER . |
CHERRY-CAUE,,

YUMMY-YUM !
WHAT A GORGEOULS
FEAST ! Lhi. POLISH
“THI5 LOT OFF AND
HOP (T BEFORE
OLD QUELCHY,
COMES BACK /

Hee! Hee! QuELcHYs
LOCKED HiS GRUB IN
TH15 CUPBOARD ! BUT
TUAT WON'T SToP A
POOR STARVING WADLI S
WIKE ME!

AND JUST A5 BUNTER BUNKS QUELCHY RETURNS..

GREAT REAVERS! TUIS -

15 THE WORK OF A MASTER

MIND | WHERE 15 THAT 4
BOUNDER BUNTER:




WHO ME,SIR?
PINCH YOUR LWOVELY
k4| CHERQRY - CAKE AND
8 WNGs, SIR? (T
MUST HAVE BEEN
THOSE NAUGUTY

Hee! Hee!
QUELCHY'S ON,
THE WARPATH!
THE OLD |
FATHEAD (6NT
GOING TO PIN
ANY THING
E/

£9

)

\ / MICE ~ou FOOLISH)
YOUTH?2 THERE ARE
NO MICE HERE/

FEAR NoT,5IR! Yo You BRAVE

I Witk PROTECT YOUE, COURAGEOULS

FROM “THE FEARSOME

MONSTER | WILD
ANIMALS DDNTV
SCARE ME SIR Y

7 Puew! 1 sust wasnr
PUILT FOR Sy OLD
L CRO5S-COUNTRY RUNNING
e ~ T HATE /TS~
IF ONWY THERE WAS
r SOME WAY TO GET
{ THE BEASTLY THiNg
s CALLED OFF! o

OH YES THERE ARE
SIR! THERE GOES ONE N ot/
OF “THE GREEDPY |ITTLE OF MICE! SAVE
GRUB GRABBERS NOW- ME , BUNTER Z
MR- QUELCH ! LOOK AT > -

HIM STREAKING ACROSS
THE FLOOR ,8IR !

OH Nol ou Dear
1 AM TERRIFIED

A A

g

le

TUANK GOODNESS YOU HAVE
CAPTURED THAT MOUSE, BUNTER! Y CouMTRY RUNZ
NOW WE CAN ALL SLEEP PEACEFULLY |~ AT DAWN *

IN OUR BEDS ! Do NOT FORGET OUR A O IKEY
Nces-cow-’ﬁv RUN AT y H CR!
(®
() o0

C-C-CROsS

1 KNOW ! Tl Weep
OLD GIIELCHY AWAKE
ALl NIGHT! “THEN

HE il BE T00 JOWLY

IN “THE MORNING ]

TIRED FOR ANYTHING £

HARK | wassaT ?

HELP! MY BEDROOM

15 ALIVE WITK CREEPY, ‘

— CRAWLY MICE! " X ¥ 57
XOORROK
0002

47




AND ALl THROUGH THE [.ONG WEARY
NIGHT, THE ARTFUL. BUNTER SENDS HIS
ToY SQUEAKING MICE ON A CIRCULAR

TOUR OF MR.QUELCHS BEDROOM (

oH DeAR! 1 HAVE

NOT SLEPT A WINK |

THEY ARE NESTING A
UNDER MY BED ./ &8

S0 i

N3

YAawnN! 1 FEEL 0O
TIRED FOR RUNNING THIS
MORNING ! GOSLING THE
1\ PORTER (S TRY!NG TO HUNT
ouUT THOSE AWFUL. MICE
WHICH KEPT ME AWAKE
ALl NIGUT '} THE CROSS
COUNTRY RUN (S |
CANCELLED, BOYS,

7 THIS 15 THE ONLY MOUSE
i 1 CouLD FIND UNDER NYOUR
PED. MR QUELCAL (T5 A A scHooLBOY
CLOCKWORK ONE WITH A PRANK, BY Jove!

BROKEN SPRING! 1 IF ONLY I KNEW
WHO DD (T---!

HEY Fat BOY/
WHERES THAT BOX
OF CLOCKWORK MICE
1 GAVE You TO
PDELIVER o
YESTERDAY <

FORSARD LA ot OH CORKS! 1M OFF!

o (ST Silkies ) (o252 Qe Ko uck amu!
L FORTHE BOY WHO BAGS .

T BOUNDER BUNTER!/ | ~—AND POOR LITTLE ME WITHOUT A,

WINK OF SLEEP ALL NIGHT! OW ;

S
LD
m

TR
\




HERES A JoLwy Goop Trick!
FIRST I PLACE THE MAGIC

NO, OLD FAT MAN! WE | | 00K OUT WHARTONT /H W5
/ ! ULLO, Y0 !
Wi LEND YOU| | (EEP A CLOSE EVE HAVING A Ft;%?vo'
ON OUR JAM TARTS! I'M LEARNING )

CONDURING,
You Know / s
—— A
u 4,

TEN BOB TO B
SOME CREAM BUNS| | LiERE COMES THAT
\_ BOUNDER BUNTER!

HEE! HEE! THE SILLY
ROTTERS PON'T KMOW
THE JAM-TARTS ARE
STUCK TO THE CLOTH !
I MADE THAT TRICK

w myseLr! HEe! HER!

S
-t

S

ST TenTs.

&

5

-- 1, REMOVE THE CLOTH, §
AND MMEY PRESTO-

THE TARTS HAVE

VANISHED |
AR\

NS
b2

QUICK ! HERE COMES
THUE FAT PIRATE, OF
GREYFRIARS !

?——FB‘/ JOVE , WHARTON *
7 SUPER IDEA OF YOURS .

————o] WELL Fill THESE CREAM BUNS
WITH LARGE LASHINGS OF

LISTEN,YOU CHAPS |
o R A
KE - IPER
A LESSON! ANvYBODY Vim0
GOT ANV IPEAS D MUSTARD | BUNTER Wikl GET
AN AWFUL SHOCK WHEN
TASTES 'EMT

RS TERT
SNy

(A 2
K 0.:'.'0_




OR YUpmmY/
HERE'S A LOVELY
BAG OF CREAM -
BUNS AND THOSE
CHUMPS ARENT
EVEN, WA'Ircmue

. N

T

HEETHEETTHOSE Al Hal HES FALLEN
SiLLY ROTTERS Fo:z“-?ne BalT { |
DIDNT EVER I BEY THE FAT OWL |
NOTICE ME ! WON'T PINCH ANY
NOW 1o FIND MORE OF OUR

A NICE QUIET

CAKES! .

i/ BUT MARTHA! T AM EXPECTING \_/ Ol VEAR' I simpLyY MUST
COLONEL. BRACEBUTTON AND HIS WIFE HAVE SOME PASTRIES TO GO
10 AFTERNOON TEA | ARE TUERE NO Wit THE TEAL ~ I SAY/
CAKES IN THE KITCREN ? BUNTER. Wil.L YOU SELL ME
R - THAT BAG OF CREAM ~BUNS
) FOrR FIVE SHILLINGS ©
’ / NOT Jouwy
(IHELY MR- QUELCH
KE (T
~)
)

(e

TUHANK YOou BUNTER! You
HAVE SAVED THE DAY FOR ME!
“THE COWLONEL. AND HIS WIFE
SIMPLY APORE CREAM BUNS
 You Know i

Il TOPPLE ROUND
O THE TUCK - SHOP
ANP BUY MYSELF
SOME MORE WITH

~TALS TEN- BoB !

WELCOME ,DEAR FRIENDS!
PRAY HELP YOURSEIWNVES To
THE CREAM BUNSI T AM
SURE YoU Wil FIND THEM
\_ MOST DELICIOUS !

oK THANKS!
1 JusT LOVE
THE FILLING IN
“THESE THINGS §




S IS ——
T

/ | 5€E BUNTER! %

HIM LATER/ oL TEACK Hir —

NOT To PLAY : .
FootisH ok ;

PR.ANKGI

ON ME

HELP® mv Poor W/ ag. n

TOMGUE 15 ON FIRE!) //// WaArH!
PRING ME rzA‘re;z gy ( HOTTER m ggg
- csqchLY, Ow; ‘5:. %ﬂ% 1 USED
PN “{\ To HANE IN 77/

E
f
,
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e
S
aly

@040?__

S

SO

SSS

WHAT 15\ U} HG [ HA!lUA! HERE Comes HOW DARE YOU PLAY VULGAR
THi5 19 7 [ BUNTER | GET READY TRICKS ON PoonpkHXRmtgsAs
HEAR FOR A GOOD LAUGH LITTLE BUNTER! GO 10

WHEN HE TASTES

THAT HOT MUSTARD

WE PUT IN THOSE
CREAM BUNS./

MY STUDY ALL OF YOu .

W-WHATS GOING ON
_HERE 2J0LLY GLAD
M NOT (NCLUDED 1N

THAT SWISHING PARTY 4

g VAl

BUT 1 DPONT UNDERSTAND/
1 SAY,BUNTER,~

NS |

WATCH ME EAT EMm!

TASTE ~ LIKE OR WOULD vyous Y

MUSTARD, FOR i PREFER 7O,

INGTANCE 2 STAND 2
HEE!HEE 'HEE!
A

NOT AT ALL! f
TUEYRE SCRUMPT "‘ A
SIT DOWN A“DO_US

IWVTIWAAARAL A TR

AT & e M =
T W WA 4 \ i \\(b&; ‘
%uc ((\\\A’ ///// v

e

e




TUCK TEASERS

Hee, hee, hee ! No wonder Billy Bunter looks pleased . . . he's got a super
tuck box filled with sweets ! Can you guess what they are from the puzzle-
pictures ! Answer on Page 160.




PUNTER AND SUINNER !
THIS PUNISHMENT (5 FOR
QUARRELLING IN THE QUAD )

BAH! QUELCHY S GOT To GO/
IF ONLY WE CAN PRONE HES Bt
OVER SEVENTY, THE SCHOOL S
GOVERNORS WOULD GINE -
HiM, THE PUSH FOR
7 BEING TOO OLD / _ :
" GO RiDpANGE
IPPANC
GOVERNORS T00, SKINNER!
Notice
ALL
MASTERS

OVER 70

\EARS OF

AGE Mlgﬂ
(=4

BUT.T S5AY .,
SKINNER ! How THE SCHOOL
B(REI;“E GOING P(_)l%T'E&ZNgLvl\‘G;{T
QUS| LS
OVER SEVENTY !

MR- QUELCHS)

WELL , LAPS~ALL T KNOW

15 HE PLANTED THAT THERE
OAK TREE YEARS AGO WHEN
HE WAS A YOUNG TEACHER
OF TWENTY X

I'T HAP No
BRANCHES “THEN
BUT (TS5

GROWN A
NEW BRANCH

A NEW BRANCH EVERY Ni&
YEAR EH? WELL T :
CAN COUNT OVER 4
FIETY BRANCHES 4

NN
S
S

NS

‘\‘Q\\
SN

¥
AN

SN

1 TRUST You
ARE NOT OVER Y
SEVENTY, QUEL.CH!
Ygu"mﬁzmag
!
N T (:%! Ve

EXCUSE ME,
MR- GOVERNOR . SIR |
NOouLl HAVE O SACK
OLD QUELCH ! I CAN
PROVE HE'S OVER
SEVENTY AND HE
CANT DENY 1T !
SO THERE |
I REFUsE
o ANSWER!

1 AM SORRY QUEWCH!
SINCE YOoU REFUSE 1O
DENY YOU ARE OVER
SEVENTY, YOU Wil
HAVETO GO AND
MAKE WAY FOR A
YOUNGER MASTER

THATS GOT RID,
OF QUELCHY/
1 BET OUR NEW
MASTER WILL -
BE AS GENTLE




LEAVE HIM TO ME,SIRY ANELL StART

A T
D ER DI THAT FAT OWiL. WoMT E
IS OVER! T TRUST YOUR SHALL EXPECT You GET THE BETTER OF ME/ ggw"él’aé"v@g'?
NEW MASTER Wil.L MAKE TO BE TOUGH ILL TAME Him § TUAT SHOULD
YOU HAPPIER THAN ‘ W(TH THE BOYS, . Z HELP 1O WEEP
1 HAVE DONE! Hogf:.-';. ESPECIALLY a 1 s-sAY, i“}““eg ‘!2 b
‘_-V——d oo THAT RASCAL .| HE LOOKS ERROR! &
PIDNT REALLY 1 : : . ;
WANT YoU 70 PUKTER | ]
GET THE SACK (: s .
MR-QUELCH ! , , S A : ‘
v ILL GETvYou o |
) BACK TO
. GREYFRIARS
A SOMEHOW,
3 ) SRt
. 3 0°(
SN 0
AN
Vi =
]
. e C
w.oushe | .

IN YOU GO, SO0FTIE! AND WELL D
WEEASST IS o M
NGER SHALL WE ¢ oM - B ~R (] AND
\ THE FIRST ONE OLIT 15 A CISSY D B i ey
HA'! p/ > HAVENT “YOU ¢ e
. T . . P HAD ENOUGH §

AN FIRST YOU GET ME FROZEN COME (N AND 7 PONT WORRY ABOUT ME, JONES
6'Br(FF IN THE SHOWER ROOM AND NOW TAKE YOUR F MINOR! I MEAN TO GET -
You PLASTER INSULTS ALl OVER THE PUNISHMENT MR QUELCH BACK TO /

BLACKBOARD! REPORT O MY BUNTER ! GREYFRIARS .S0MEHOW!
7 HE WASNTSUCH A BAD

. STUDY FOR A SWISHING !/




PHEW '  TU(s FAT REBEL (S
GETTING ME POWN ! ('VE
BROKEN FIFTEEN NEW CANES
ON HIM AND HE DOESNT
EVEN WHIMPER !

i
HEE! HeE!

HAD BETTER RETIRE!

\ CHARGE AGAIN!
g

PAHL (¢ uaTs TUE BesT
CAN DO 10 TAME Buﬁ-rerz,v\%lu

AsSK MR -QUELCH TO TAKE

TLL

[ OF BRIMsH
Luck o Him!
TUAT FAT BoY
i5 TOO MUCH For
ME! IM A’
PUYSICAL
WRECK !

)

|
TN

PLease! PLEASE,
QUELCH! COME
BACK AND TAKE
CHARGE AND
(Ll POUBLE ,

GR! You wonT GET
QUELCHY BACK S0
EASILY. BUNTER /
I'M GOmMG TO TELL
-TUE GOVERNOR THE
STORY OF THE
OLD OAK TREE !
TUAT WiLL PROVE
HES OVER THE
AGE - LimrT

BUT, SKINNER,
1 CAN COUNT
ONLY THIRTY
BRANCHES /
THAT MAKES
MR- QUELCH |
QuitE A i
YOUNGSTER,

/ou GET YOUR
QLD JoB BACK
AGAIN , SIR!

YiPePee!

50 You SEE, SIR
YOUVE ONLY GOT To
COUNT THE BRANCUES
ON “THAT TREE “TO PROVE
QUELCHY 15 TOO OLD
FOR THE J0B ! THERES
OVER FIFTY BRANCHES

SO “THAT MAKES
HiM OVER

SEVENTY!

~7
OLANTED »
oy 1)

(

N

(gl gy

L5585

MORE CREAM CAKES. LLEMONADE ,
AND (CE CREAM FOR BUNTER! HE [
15 MY FAVOURITE PUPIL YOU KNOW-

T BET THAT WONT
L.AST FOR LLONG !
BUT WRO CARES ¥ &=

YUM! ygsm ¢

TCES




BILLY BUNTER
WRITES AGANE!

*Don’t Miss This . .. The Stoopendus
Story of Sir Crackling Porker, the
Pig-Iron Merchant!

*He was Bald with
only one HEIR to

his name!

*By the Famous
Author of Grey-

friars School . . .

Inside, seated on a chair in frunt of the fire, stood Sir
Crackling Porker, the pig-iron merchant. He was abowt
seventy years tall and old in proporshun, and he wore a
woried look as well as sum carpet slippers made owt of
old linoleum.

At his elbow hovered a man with a face that wood have
been notissed at once on a dark nite. He was lantern-
jawed, his eyes were alight with cunning, and his shining
red nose looked as though it had spent half an hour
simmering with the Christmas pudden.

His name was Lawyer Lorenzo Screwge, and he was
abowt as crooked as a corkscrew, but not so usefull.

Sir Crackling Porker did not suspect that the lawyer
was a bit of a twister, becos when they played snakes and
ladders, Screwge always let him win.

After a wile, the lawyer coffed gently, “Ahem! Shall I
put anuther piece of telegraf-pole on the fire, sir?”

“Certainly not!” replide Sir Crackling. “It mite be
munths befour anuther one falls down on our doorstep.
Ah me! To think that it was on a nite like this that
that my little handsum Harold went away.”

A sob escaped him and he wood have cried like a child
but for the fact that he was abowt sixty-five years too old.

“Why are you so sad on this Christmas Eve, sir?”
enkwired the cunning lawyer. “I haven’t seen you look so
pale since you slipped up in the kitchen and fell face
first into the cold rice pudden. You have plenty of money,
and I have darned you a sock to hang up for Santa
Claus, so you have nothing to be darned well sorry for.”

Sir Crackling ansered with a groan.

“Yes, indeed, I have a secret sorrow. Kindly hand me
up the coal scuttle where I keep my private papers.”

Screwge did so, and Sir Crackling looked throo a pile
of old bills, pawn-tickets and football coopons, until he
came upon the fotograph of a brite curly headed boy.

“This is Harold, my little sonny lad,” he went on,
handing the foto to Lawyer Screwge. “He was the apple
of my eye until he gave me the pip. I remember it as if
it had happened only tomorrow. I fownd Harold in my

R bristmas Caro

Screwge Gets Kidded ! ~
IT was Christmas Eve, and the snow was falling thick ) WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER’S J




study having a secret suck at a bullseye which I had
reserved for my own supper .

“Yes, yes! ” gasped Screwge. “ Did you punish him? ”

“No, no ! ” sighed Sir Cackling. “I went strait owt
and sneaked a ride on his roller skates, and little Harold
never forgave me. That nite he went away leaving a note
behind, pinned on my chair. When I sat down I fownd it!”

“I see the point,” nodded Lorenzo Screwge. “What did
the note say?”

“Nothing—we weren’t on speaking terms,” said Sir
Crackling. “Since that day I have never known what has
happened to little Harold. I am a bald-headed man with-
out any heir. Who can I leave my money to if little
Harold does not cum home?”

Lawyer Screwge’s face lit up like the candles on a
berthday cake.

“That is a problem,”
to me!”

“Very well,” nodded Sir Crackling. “And now you
must go and put a nite-lite in the window of the small
bedroom. Every Christmas Eve I keep a lite berning to
guide my little Harold home, but this is the last time!”

“And a good job, too!” hissed the cunning lawyer.
“Har, har! If little Harold doss not return, the old boy
will leave me all his forchewn, and—-"

Knock-knock!

“Who's there?” cride Sir- Crackling.

“Harold!” came the anser.

“Beware, sir, I suspect a catch in this!” warned
Screwge. “If you say ‘Harold who?’ the person outside
will anser: ‘Harold man’s a dustman!’ and youll feel
proper silly. It’s a common prank amung the common
villagers.”

he mermered. “But leave it

e
O 0 e

gt f
=
|

T

i

i

But Sir Crackling was sitting up and taking no notiss.

“I knew I shood recognise that voice if ever I saw it
agane!” he cride. “It’s little Harold cum back to me.
Go and open the door and let him in.”

Screwge’s face went a shade darker than its usual pale
black colour. He dare not refuse, but as he walked
towards the frunt door he was muttering mysteriusly.

“Bah! I must make sure that little Harold does not
diddle me owt of my chance of the old boy’s forchewn,”
he mermered nastily. “Ah, I have an idea!”

Pulling owt his pockit hanky, the villun poured over it
a bottle of hair oil so strong that one sniff wood send an
elefant to sleep.

“When I open the door, I will give Harold a whiff in
a jiff,” lisped Lorenzo. “Then I will push him in the
moat and inform Sir Crackling that it was only the man
called for the rent on the canary's cage!”

Thus desided., the plotter flung open the castle frunt
door to do his werst.

But what a serprise! Insted of a curly-headed kid, a
stalwart yung man was withowt!

An_d withowt being asked, this yung man berst in,
pushing Screwge under the hallstand with a ringing cry
of : “And abowt time, too, lazybones!”

Then he dashed in and rushed up to Sir Crackling.

“Daddy!” he cride.

Lorenzo Screwge crawled owt from under the hallstand
and saw Sir Crackling leaping abowt like a man who has
just discuvvered a gold mine in his back garden.

“Look, Lawyer Screwge!” roared the old chap. “My
little Harold has cum back to me after twenty-five years!

Screwge groaned. He had been well and truly kidded!
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GETTING
THE HEIR
BACK!

Without being
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2 Good! Now to
get the blame
put on Harold!”’
he cackled.

-

v

Awl Terned Owt For The Best!

N a few moments Harold was telling of his wanderings.
For the last several years he had been in China,
manufacturing motor-horns at a place called Honk-

Honk, and now he had desided to return home.

“1 went away with fourpence and two cigarette-cards
in my pocket,” he prowdly announced. “And now what
have I got?” :

“Tell me!” gergled Sir Crackling.

“Just the two cigareite-cards,”
coodn’t swop them anywhere!”

“Never mind, my boy,” smiled old Porker. “I intend to
leave you all my money. But—hark! What is that strange
noise? It sownds like sumone sandpapering a sardine
tin!”

But it was really only Lawyer Screwge grinding his
false teeth.

“A million annoyances!” he muttered. “This worm
Harold has wriggled home agane. But even a worm will
tern and I will see that he is terned owt of the castle
befour he is many minnits older!”

The skeeming scowndrel awaited his chance and after
Harold and Sir Crackling had popped off to bed, he popped
into the study where the safe was kept.

With the aid of a pair of nutcrackers he picked the
lock and cracked the safe open!

“Good!” he cackled, taking owt a big bundle of five
pownd notes. “Now to get the blame put on Harold. I'll
see that these notes are fownd on him, by gum!”

Cunningly he cuvvered the bundle of notes with strong
glue and put them near the door. Then he set the
burglar-alarm rimging and dodged behind the bookease!

Ting-a-ling! TING!

ansered Harold. “I

Upstares Harold awoke with a yell of alarm and five
minnits later he leapt owt of bed instantly.

“Grate nutmegs, I hear a ringing in my ears!” he
gasped. “I fear that sumone is at my dad’s safe where he
keeps the money that will one day be mine!”

Being a brave hero, afrade of nuthing if there wasn’t
too much of it, Harold dashed downstares in his stripea
perjamas.

He flung open the study door and galloped inside.

“Hands up, whoever you are!” he cride. “My fists are
fully-loaded and I've got you surrounded and—yoops!”

At that moment he stepped on the bundle of sticky
notes and these became attached to the bottom of his
bare foot.

Harold gave a gasp of horror.

“Hevvings, I have gone lame!” he gulped.
my legs is now longer than the uther!”

A moment later Sir Crackling Porker panted in and he
saw Harold, who had now discuvvered the cause of his
lameness, clutching the bundle of notes!

“What does this mean?” he roared.

Befour Harold cood anser, Lorenzo Screwge popped up.

“1 shall explane, sir,” he cackled. “I saw everything
and watched your son pick up that money. You see your-
self that he is sticking to it!”

“ Not if I know it! ” snapped Porker, snatching the notes
from Harold’s hand. “This has gone too far, Harold—
but you will go even farther. Yes, you must leave at once.
You are no longer my heir!”

“Wood you tern me owt on Christmas Eve, dad?” cride
Harold. “It’s so cold owtside——"

“The snow is like a white blanket—use that to keep
you warm!” retorted Sir Crackling, “Go and never place
your big foot upon my doorstep agane!”

“One of
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Handsum Harold terned up the collar of his perjamas «It’s trew rite enuff,” said the snowman. Then knocking
and strode owt Into the thick snow, wile Lorenzo Screwge the snow off himself, he was reveeled to be a man with
stayed in the warmth and tittered softly. a hawklike nose.
“Stop!” «Stetson Flake the grate detective—at vour service,
Suddinly a voice was heard, and to everyone’s amaze- sir!” he said. “T've had my suspishuns of Lawyer Screwge
ment it came from a snowman standing neerby! for sum time and have been watching him.”
The snowman pointed strate at Screwge and in cold sir Crackling shook hands with Stetson Flake the grate
tones, went on: detective. Then he shook Lawyer Screwge like a doormat
«That is the man who dun it! I watched his fowl werk and threw him owt!
throo the window! ” wWith a fearful frown, Lawyer Screwge fled from the
Lawyer Screwge terned quite pail as Sir Crackling scene, and things looked petter when he had gone,
grabbed him. So all was well at Crackling Castle after all, and a
“Is this trew?” Happy Christmas was had by everywun who deserved it!

WERE YOU RIGHT? HERE ARE THE ANSWERS
TO THE PUZZLES. ..

BILLY BUNTER'’S TUCK TOD AND ANNIE’S SPORTY'’S SPORTS QUIZ:
TEASERS : ROUNDABOUT 1. Number 6
1. Peanuts ROUI?DABOUTS - 2. Number 5
2. Jelly babies Norwich, Cambridge 3. Number 1
Newmarket 4. Number 2
3. Chocolate Brighton, Portsmouth 5' Number 3 >
4. Fudge Chichester y N“ be" .
5. Peppermints Monmouth, Newport @ SNumuey
6. Sherbet Bristol
Toff Glasgow, Aberdeen
7. Toflees Edinburgh
8, Bubble-gum Coventry, Birmingham
9. Humbugs Wolverhampton
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