THE CARAVAN DETECTIVE!

Another Long Complete Story of the Greyfriars Holiday Tourists!
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HELD UP BY THE POLICE!

(A tense moment in the long complele tale in this issue.)




2 ¢ The Mystery of the Rerslicil” Splendid
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Tale of the Famous Greyfriars Chums—
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Address all your letters to:
The Editar, " The Magnet Library,”

The Fleetway House,Farringdon EI;, London,E.C.4.
I am always pleased to hear from my chums.
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F_E_R HEK'_I'_ MONDAY

we have snother splendid long complete
story of Harry Wharton & Co., the chums
of lg:&}i‘riﬁrs, an their holiday tour, The
atory is entitled:

“CARAVANNERS AFLOAT!™
By Frank Richards,

and, needless to say, we are told how
Harry Wharton and his chums take their
cayavan aboard ship, and land in France,
Colonel Wharton accompanpies them on
B great part of the journey, and ihe
gallant colonel has no resson‘to depart
with a feeling of warm regard for
Williain George Bunter.

Probably the fupniest part of the
whole story 13 where Billy Bunter speaks
French. His knowledge of the language
of our friends across the water iz so
remarkable that he succeeds n golting
%ui[ﬂ a lot of thinga he doesn’t want.

ut ho keeps his companions in roars of
laughter, 50 everybody is happy !

ANOTHER SPECIAL SUPPLEMENT.

Harry Wharton hag informed me that
he is sending a special Im]I—hr:rl_ida}a
number of the “Greyirviars Herald ™
for next week's issue of the MadxeT
Ligrary. If 1t 15 anything like so good

as lhe holiday number, then I am sure
we have something to look forward to.

By the way, Harry Wharton would- be
glad to receive letters from readers who
would care to crilicise his supplement.
As he rightly states, a posteard fre-
quently helps him to launch out on to
Fsome new ldeas, When you have a
moment to spare, therefore, send Harry
a.posteard, addressed care of the MagyeT
CECe

——

THE “POPULAR* SERIAL.

I hope all my chums who read the
MacrxeET LIBEARY have given an order
'to their newsagent for a copy of ihe
“ Popular,” our famous week-end com-

ion paper, to be delivered or saved
or them. Bidney Drew’s remarkeble
serial 19 proving even more popular
than I thought possible—the readers of
the **Popular ™ are demanding more
and mare, longer and longer instalments.
Sidney Drew 13 most deservedly popular
with all my chums, for he iz without
doubt one of the foremost authors of
boys' fiction in the world, We have
read his stories of Ferrers Lord many
times, but this {ime he has surpassed
himself, and 1s turning out the fnest
adventure story ever canceived,

Of course, the “Popular ”’ has many
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T HNo. 666 —THE CALL OF THRD RINCG. s
A zauperb atory of fho boxing ring. By ALAN DEXNE

ST Mo, 567, —LOYAL TO NAPOLEON
, A thrilling story of adveniure

THE FIFTH.
By ROBERT W. COMBADE.

g5 Mo, 569, —THE GOLDEN TRAIL,
: A magnificent tale of the Wild West., Dy SIDEEY DREW

n Frarce. By ALFRED ABRMITAGE,
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57 We. 184.—THE CITY OF ADPES, o
A magnrificent, tale of adventure and detective work, Tealuring Sexton [i5f
Blako, Tinker, and {he HO¥., JOHN LAWLESS.

0w, 185.—THE MAN WHO FORGOT.
Introducing Scxton Blake and DE. FERRAROD,

AN No. 186, —~WITHIN FQURTEEN DAYS:

A tale of stlyrlog adventurs in Bogland and Fraoce.

4 Mo. 187—THE ARCHITECT'S SHCRET.
: u& romaves of fascinating detective mdvenbure.

' . SR A LN Ho e e Ry PeVGEHLT
BEEFENR A NFREEENEDEEmEE N .

o
E LOST EXTERADITION PAPERSH.

A rolliokin
FULL\'-’!]'IJ?.'I

No.55.—THE PET OF S5T. FRANK'S. : o
story of aehool life, intreducing NIPPER, HANDFORTH. -
f O, and olher St Fronk's Juolors anid

%] No. 56 -MESHES OF MYSTERY. , 3
gl An amazing atory of deteetive work and advonturs ia London and s0ver,

intrelueing
A e et Ty

ERES SN FREE RN LN

AR i3
AREN L

0.

AEEER L]

o
AGHNET IBMRE.—ﬁﬂ.

XELEON LEE

ihahas S 3
Thesve e nEd

and NIFPFER.

1 e T ey a e ..
- Wb r -l L I..'|_."| LY
:!.'1.;.';'_—% ':',::'1.;:::':1';1_':1;':-::-;"-_'.-_ P e
(TAFERIN R IR R IR ROTRER §

other attractions—complete school stories
of Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars,
and Jimmy Silver & Co., of Rookwoad
Billy Bunter's famous supplement, _um:{
a simple competition for maoney prizes.
Get the current number of the
* Popular.™

el

THE HBOLIDAY ANNUAL.

I would again remind my readers that
the “Greyfriars Holiday Annual ¥ will
“e on sale at your newsagent's on the first
day of September. He.will let you have
e look at a mﬁvy_—a.ud to have a look
at it mepns a keen desire to possess’ &
copy, for there 1s an enormoys smogné
of imteresting reading matler In ts
wonderfully popular annual.

t makes an ideal birthday present—
or, if you are unlucky ensugh to have
your birthday earlier in the year,
for the *Greyfriars Holiduy Annual ”
to bhe presented to you as your first
Christmas present! Better still, iske
dad round te the shop, and ahf_[w him
what a splendid volume the * Holiday
Annual * 15, and he'll buy it .for you,
never fear.

Correspondence.

Walter J. Bmart, 5, Woburn Raoad,
Kimpston, Beds; wishes to hear from
readers interested in lhiz International’
Correspondence Cirele, for the purpose
of facilitating the exchange of foreiga
stampa.

“Your €ditor.

APPEARS EVERY WEEK IM THE

SCHOOL
FRIEND _

EVIAY THORSDAY su--OF BLL HEWSASERTE




~in This Week's Issue of the * Popular”!
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PLETE TALE
OF THE CHUMS
OF GREYFRIARS
EVERY WEEK.
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omplete Story of Harry

hand this copy, when
- finished with, to

Wharton & Co,,

dealing with their Adventures on a Holiday Tour with a Caravan,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

An Ugnexpected Guest!
AP!
Tap, tap, tap!
Harry Wharton sat np and
listened,
It was & strunge and eerie sound,
roming through the silence of the

night.
gf‘np. tap, tap!

The Greyfriars caravan was ecamped
by the roadside. The tethered horag
was asleep 1 the grass, and Billy
Dunter’s snore echoed from the van.
Harry Wharton & Co. were sleeping in
the tent—or, rather, the Co. were sleep-
mg, and Wharton was sitting up in his
blanket, listening to the {faint, queer
tapping that came up the road.

It was very faint at first, but grew
clearer as it approached the tent of the
CAFSVANAEeTs.

Tap !

It stepped suddenly, in the road, just
Dppcrmt-e the tent.

‘My only hat!"” murmured Wharton.
"Whaet the thum " He threw
aside his blanket, and rose.

_ Bomething, or somebody, had atv:}fped
in the road, and Wharton wanted to
know what or who if was.

. He looked out of the opening of the
ent.

The full moon rode high in the sky,
and  silvery light streamed over the
Wessex downa,

The tent was pitched a doven wards
froma the road, on the broad belt’ of
grass. The road, winding away over
the downs, looked like a white ribbon
in the moonlight.

On the white road Wharton caught
sight of a black pateh. It was the
figure of a man, slanding still and
sitent, regarding the caravan and the
tent.

There wos something eerie in his atiil-
ness and silence, after the strange tap-
tapping that had heralded his approach.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ecame HRob
Cherry’s sleapy  voice from within the
tent. “Who's that shifting around?”

“Tattle me!" answered Harryp.
“Wharrer marrer?” murmured Bob.
“There's somebody in the road—="
“Let him rip!”

“He's stopped—"'

“Well, lat him stop!”™ And Bob
C:herrf turned his hmg comfortably on
his pillow, and closed his eyes

ain.

“1'm jolly well-going to know T:riat he
wants,” said Harey. " Might bs a
| tramp looking for something to pinch.”

“I hope he'll pinch Bunter, then!"
Ezwnai Boh.

b note i hs will™

Harry Wharton slipped on a coal, and

stepped out of the tent into the moon-
light.

The motionless figure in the road
moved ithen.

s sudden sound again of the tap-tap-
‘tap. Whurton smiled as he observed the
cause, The stranger’s right leg, from
the knes down, was a wooden stump.
It was the wooden leg that had tap-tap-
tapped along tha hard high-read,

“Hallo ! called out Whartar.
En‘%ﬁhing?"

ha man put his hand to his ear.

“Eh?” he said.

“Hallo, hallo, halla!”  Bob Cherry
was looking out of the Lent now., *I'he
poor chap's deaf. lIle's rather a gueor
customer. "

The wooden-legred man blinked al
the juniors in the moonlight. The
woodon leg tapped on the road again,
and he came nenver. He came stump.
ing over the grass towards the tont.

Johnny Bull amd Nogent end Hurres
Singh bad awakened by this time. They
crowded round DBob, and looked out of
the tent.

_As the man came closer in the moon-
light, the Greyfriara juniors looked him
over with some urterest.

He was p man of poweriul frame.
short, and thick-sob, with a suntanned
faoce, and a slubbly beard. His elothes
were almoat in tatters, his boots worn
down and split. Certainly he looked as
tif he had been through the hatdest of

“I'll stand him a ten-

It backed away hastily, and there was
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hard luck, His face was not, perhs
prepossessing to lock wupon; Eut

chums of Greyfriars could feel sympathy
for any man who was down on his luck.

“Camping here, what?" asked the
stranger, as he stopped in front of the
caravannera’ tent.

“That’s it,"” said Harry.

“Eh ?!F

“Deaf as a post,”. said Frank Nugent.
“*He reminds me of old Dutton at Gray-
friara.  ¥ou talk to him, Bob; you've
got a voice like & megaphone.

“I'm & little deaf,” said the wooden-
legged man, “It was the guns, sic-—
that's what did it.*

“Oh 1" exclaimed Harry.

The Famous Five were all sympathy
at once. A man who had lost a leg, and
hia hearing, in the war, was & man they
could feel for, to the bottom of their
hearts,

“He's been a8 Tommy,”™ maid Bob.
“On tramp now, I suppose. If he
wants helping on the road, we're fhe
party to do 1bt"

*Yes, rather!™

“The ratherfulness iz t{errific,” aaid

Hurree Jamaet Ram Singh.
The wooden-legged man gave the
dusky nabob o quick, curious look.

Deaf as he was, he corlainly seemod to
hove naoticed the nabob’s weird and
wonderful variety of English.

“Toky. old man, your complexion is
making him jump,” said Bob. “You
shouldn’t spring your beautiful chivvy
ton suddenly en a chap at night.”

“My  esteemed and ludicrous
Bob—"

“1 suppose you couldn't give a man
a shake-down for the nightg" said the

wooden-legged man, eyeing the juniors.
“I'm pretby tired out—legged it all the
way from Shaftesbury to-day. And the
going ain't easy with this 'ere stump.”

“My dear man, we'll ix you up!"
axclnimed Bob at once,

“¥es, rather!” said Harry.

L3 Eh ?11‘

“We'll put you up!™ roared Bob.
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The constable, with a gtim brow, tramped Into the caravan. Bunter, under the
impression that he was belng sought alter owing to his apple-stealing exploits,

gquaked under the bedelothes. *“'Ow! [I'm not herel” he gasped.
{See Chaptler 3.)
“Dh, thanks! Sorry to irouble

ok
with my deafness—it was them guna t{mt
did it. The row they made, sir—you
couldn’t imagine it. was at Ypres.”
“We'll make room for Fou,” said

Harry.

“Eh ™

“We'll ind you room!™ shouted
Whartar,

“Good! Many thanks!™

“MNob at all. 3it down here whils we

fx up a bed somehow.”

Nugent handed out a camp-staol, and
the wooden-legged man sat down. He
was evidently tired. As he stretched
out his sound leg, the juniors noted how
hiz solitary boot cracked and gaped.

“We'll jolly well iz him up better
than that, somehow, to-morrow,” said
Bob Cherry. "I dare say he can de
with some supper before he turns in
Are you hungey?”

4t Eh!l‘l

“Tike gomo supper " roared Bob.

“Oh, yes: thank=s!"

“You fellows fix, up o bed while 1
scout for grub,' said Bob.

“Right-ho 1"

Bob Cherry tramped over to the
caravan to search for the larder. Dhlly
Bunter blinked at him from the bunk.
Bob’s movements were not very quiet,

and the van shook as he tramped in,
and the Owl of the BRemove had
awakened,

#What's the row " mumbled Bunter.
“Wharrer you waking a fellow up for,
you ass "

“Feading a tramp,” said Bob.

Y8illy ass!" connnented Bunter; and
he went fo sleep again, Wiiliam George
Bunter was not likely to lose hiz might’s
rest for the sake of a traomp, even if the
tremp had lost & leg at Ypres.

But the Famous Five were a little
more haspitable. They wera tired with
a day's march, but they buckled to
cheerfully to supply the wanis of their
unexpected guest. A cold bui subston-
Lial supper was quickly supplied, and the
woadan-legged man gid b full Justice,

tent, Mugent shifting inte the second
bunk in the carsvan—which was gener-
ally left empty, os nobody was anxious
for sleeping gquarters along with Billy
Bunter's snore. And then Harry Whar-
ton & Co. sebtled down Lo sleep again,
and did not wake till the summer sun
wag shining on the green meadows and
smiling downs of Wessex.

[ —

THE SECORD CHAPTER.
Bunter s Indignant!

“w SAY, you fellows—"
I “Pon’t say anything, old
chap,” said Bob Cherry affably.
“* Just pile in and fry the bacon."

“Pul T gay—""

“You're cook,” said Bob., “No need
for you to wag your chin, Bunter. Just

conk I

“Loock  hers,”
*Who's that fellow 1"

Billy Bunter poinfed wilh the frying-
pan to the caravanners’ guest, who was
sitting on a grassy bank close at hand
In the hright morning sunlight the
wooden-legged man looked more sciled
and tattcred than ever. Billy Bunter
evidently did not approve of him.

“lle'a our giddl;rp guest,”  said Bob
CL srry.,

“Wji'iat- on earth’s his name 1™

“Haven't asked him."

“If you think that measly tramp 13
oing to have iny breakfast——"" hooted
Innter indignantly,

“Ehut wp " roared Bob,

“¥ah!I”

With that indignant rejoinder Billy
DBunter started cooking. T'}ua man with
tha wooden leg looked on with an
impassive face, apparently noi hearing a
word. Dot for the fact that he was deaf,
Bunter’s remarks would have been cut
shorter by the caravannera,

There were two spirit-stoves and an oil-
stave gpoing, and Ihlly Bunter was busy
with the thres and a frying-pan and a

snorted Bunter,

And then toom was made for him in the | saucepan of eggs and a kettle. A very
A5y, " CARAVANNERS AFLOATI" * s=were wwory

TeE MacneT LI1BRARY. —No, TOT.

pleasant &cent of frying bacon pervaded
the comp—very pleasant indeed to school-
boyvs with extremely healthy appetites.
And the wooden-legged man was seen to
snilf with appreciation. Owing to his
deafness conversation was rather diffiealt,
and the chums of Greyfriars only
addressed necessary remarks to him.

But he was looked after and waited on
with the greatest hospitality.

The stranger ate his breakfast with a
good appelite, washing 1t down with two
or three cups of colfee.

Billy Dunter, with an air of long-suffer-
ing injury, searched the caravan larder
for move to eal; and assumed the look of
a fat martyr as he sat and consumed
bread-amd-butter, He had had only
onough breakfast for two, se be still had
an empty feeling. So there was no
resource but to fll up the nooks and
ccannies m his circumference with bread-
and-butter. He hoped that the Pamous
I'ive would feel properly ashamed of
themselves as they saw him doing it. But
to his groat annoyance they did not look
at him at all. All their altention was
given, not to William George Bunter, but
to the deaf and wooden-logged tramp.

After breakfast the caravannerz had
intended to move on their way; but they
wera naturally a little concerned about
their guest, so they held a council on tha
subject,

““If the chap’s going our way we could
give him g lift,” DBob E!harrl)- remarked.
“ Tramping with a wooden leg can’t be
pleasant.”

“{rood idea ! assented Wharton.

“We'll pass the bal round for him,
too," continued Harry Wharten, “A
couple of quides will help him along.™

“You wouldn't lend me ten bob yester-
day ! hooted Bunter, Bunter's indigna
tion was really getting too much for him,

“Shut up, Bunter [

“ Yoh [*

“Let's have a talk with him,” said
Johnny Bull. *You ean do the inter
preter stunt, Bob—you like roaring.™

“Why, you asg-—-"

“GZo it, Bob!" said Harry Wharlton,
laughing.

Bob Cherry “went it." DBob certainly
had very powerful lungs, and 5 man
woitld have to be very deal indeed to fail
to hear him. .

“We're going north from here,” said
Bob Cherry, addressing the guest. *If
]F?u’rn going our way would you like a

ifr 7’

“Thank you, sir! You're very kind.
But I'm afraid I should give you a ot of
trouble.*

“Mo trouble at all.  Are you heading
for anywhere in particulag?™

A IH want to get to Covantry when [
Can.

“Well, we can give you & good lift on
tho way there,” said Bob,

“TI've got a chance of a jeb at
Coveniry,” explained the wooden-legged
man, "I out of work, sir.”

The juniors did not need telling thal.

“Looking for work, poor chap,” said
Nugent, " I'm afraid there's a lot of ex-
Service men in the same boat.™

“My name's Wilkinson,” went on the
wooden-legged man. “ I had a good job
in & cycle shop before the war. Jeined
up e '14, sir. " 2

“But vou pel & ge.nsmn for your leg, I

suppose 1 saud Bo

“Oh, yes, sir! Dut that don't go far
with my old father to keep. DBut once [
nt back to Coventry I shall be all night,
"ve heard from my old employer that he
can Lake me back now.”

“Thal's good,” said Bob. *“ We're not
OF THE JUMIORE ©OF CREYFRIARS
FRANK RICHARDS. i
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going &0 far as that, but we can give you
s good lift on the way, and a few quida
to carry you on when you leave us.'

The wooden-legged man shook his
head.

“Thank you, sir, I won't take your
money. But if you'll give me a lift on
my way I'il be thankful. I could be some
use to you genflemen, if you'll let me.
I can drive well, sir, and make myself
useful about your camp. I take it you're
on & caravanning trip—"2

“That’s it."”

“I wazs a batman once, sie, and I can
ba vory useful, if you'll let me.”

“Oh, dash 1t all, we're not going to lot

you do any batman stunts for ns” eaid
{Sﬁh-ﬂ *You can take vour whack, if you
KB,
. "1 say, you fellows, I think that's a
jolly good idea,” said Billy Bunter. I
could do with a batman. I don't like this
bleszsed roughing it. It's not at all what
I'm aceustomed to at Bunter Court, T can
tell you. -I'd like somebody to clean my
boots and brush my clothes and wash up
and—— Yaroooooh I

Bunter’s detailed atatement of his wants
was interrupted. DBob Cherry interrupted
it by jerking the toe of his boot into
Bunter’s fat ribs, and Runter rolled over,
roaring.

“You beast!
he howled.
H;Jum.p on him, somebody !". growled

“ Beast "

Billy Bunter sguirmed away before he
could be jumped on, He snorted with
indignation as he began to wash plates
and dishes. Bunter's idea of caravanning
was chiefly eating and sleeping, and he
did not like washing-up.

Neither did he like any other task
connected with the e-nrm?&?n. But the
0wl of the Remove had discovered that
his likes and dislikes were sometimes
ruthlessly disvegarded. ere Was no
room for slackers in the Greyfriars
pn‘r'[:ﬂ, and thnugl-h Bunter slacked as
nueh as he could, thse Famous Five
saw to it that ho performed his epeci-
fred duties—such as cooking and wash.
ing-up. And nearly every day William
George throatened to leave the caravan
f”hﬁ'.m the lurch, and return to the
yxurious delights of Dunter Court.
B'&.Ehﬂ n?‘verﬂdjd!

‘hen the Greyirars caravan started,
Mr. Wilkinson was in the driver's sea,
reins in hand, driving, The caravanners

walked with the van as wsusl, and alwo-

g5 usual Billy Bunter was seized and

rolled cut and made to walk with the
rezt,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
An Alarm for Bunter!

i TOPp "
S “liroat Scott!”
“My only hat!™

It was iale in the afterncon,
ant] the caravan was proceeding at a
walk, tho Greyfriars juniors sauntering
slong in a leisurely way. They were in
Thomas Herdy's country now, and not
in a hurry to get through—Dorsel was
lnoking its Lest in the gloriows swinmer
weather. They were beginning to think
of camping, when that sudden order to
stop rang out across the road.

From a side lane a mounted constable
pushed out into the road. He halled
directly: in the path of the caravan,
holding up a gloved hand.

Mr. Wilkinson glanced at him, and
‘drew in the horse, Even if he was too
deaf to hear the constable’s order, there

NEXT
MONDAY!

Wharrer vou up to?"7

was no mistaking the rider's attitude
and gesture. The earavan stopped.
Harry Wharton & Co. stopped, too,
ataring at the mounted man blankly.
Evidently something was the matter.

“1 say, you fellows, what the thump

does he want?" ejaculated Billy Bunter.
“Tell him to go and eat coke!™

“¥ou tfell him!" suggested Bob
Cherry.

“He may ba after Bunter " remarked
Johnny Bull theughtfully.

Bunter jumped.

“f}itar me? Wharrer you mean, you
pag¥"

“1 saw you
orchard
Bull, *
Fou, too ™

“I—I say, you fellows ! gasped Bun-
ter.  “If—if it's that, you—you will all
swear I—I naver went into the orchard,
won't you? J—I say! Do wvou think
he's seen me? If dodga into the
van——""

Billy Bunter backed round the wvan

snenking out of an
esterday!” grinned Johnny
eriaps somebody else  saw

hastily, hoping that the constable had
nol seen him, He dived up to the door-
way and relled in, palpitating. His

orchard expleits did not lie heavy on his
conscietdice; buot he was sware that the
owner of the apples might have been
annoyed.

“1 say, you [ellows, if he's afler me,
tell him I'm not here!"” Bunter gpasped,
blinking out of the back of the wvan.
*“Tell him I broke my neck—I mean my
log—and you left me in the Cottage
Hospital somewhere—or—or tell him
I've gone to Ireland for the shooting,
or—or——-"

“Here he comes!" grinned Bob,

Bunter vanished into the van again,

The mounted man rode up alongside,
and the juniors eved him very curiously.
They wondered, naturally, what I:Ta

‘wantad.

“Borry to trouble you!™ ssid the
officer politely, *“We're looking for a
man, and perhaps you've seen soma-
thing of him."

“Wo've seon quite & lot of men™

said Bob Cherry affably, “Is it anyone

in particular you want to know about?"
“An amim& convict ! said the con-

stable sharply.

“0Oh, my hat!"

% got away from Darimoor =
week ago, and is still at large. Have
¥ou seen any suspicious character on the
rm'jﬁ?" that I ad,” d H

“MNot thet noticed,” sai B
Wharton.  “Certainly we've not uﬂ
nnl,vb-:dr in_conviet Tig.”

‘He wouldn’t be in convict clothes,”
explained the constable. “His prison
clothes have been found. Some pal is
supposed to have left & change of nfc?chm
for "]l:lll'lm somewhare. ™ ;

“This is a food step from Dartmoor,
isn't it ' said Bob. e
_“Yes. Bui he struck in this direo-
tion—hiz broad arrow toggery was
picked up a good many miles from the
prison, and this way,” explained the
constable, “And, two nights ago, »
farmhouse near Dorchester was broken
into for food, and there's been ancther

robbery nearer here since. So we've
got orders to look for him along all the
roacds hercabouts. You youngsters
caravanning ¥’

(13 YEE‘+]'

“Then you'ra sa likely .as anybody to
have BE"ETT something gf thafmln, if
he's hereabouts.”

“What's he lLike?" asked Harry.

“Five feat seven, strongly built, blus
ayes and m:Lunra chin, dark hair,"” ssid
the constable., “His name 12 Bert
Gunner, though he wouldn't be likely
t-u F‘-"‘IHF l.t':H . ¢

The junicrs shook their heads. Prob-
ably they had seen several scores of
mell answering more or less to that
descriplion,

* Anvbody the van?" asked the
constable,

18 E’EH.‘”

“I'll look in, if you don't mind?"

“MNot at all! said Harry, with a
srmoile.  “We haven't got any giddy

in

EH-NI-FE-TI convicts hidden there, I assure
you I*?
"T'm bound to do my duty.”

of recognition came over his face.

Bob Cherry ran into the road and held up his hand,
*“ Stand and deliver | ** The cyelist stared at him for

*“Bob Cherry [ * he sxclalmed.
apswered Bob, *' jolly glad to see you, Drake '**

¥ Halt 1" he roared.
moment, Then & Im;:
[ 11 IH_’ ]

(See Chapler 4.)

A lPLEHEIII STORY OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARM

""CARAVANNERS AFLOAT!™ ¥ oy

FRANK. RIOHARDS. [:
Trr Maguer laeearr.—No. T0T,



6 *“ The Mystery of the Derelict!” Splendid Tale of the Famous Greyfriars Chums—

“0h, rnght-ho! Go ahead!”

The constable dismounted, and as-
rended the step at the back of the van.
The doeor was locked, Hao rapped on it
with his knuekles,

“ Halla! Open this door!™

Na veply from within.

“ n the deor, Bunter, you owl!”
r-:-ardge Bob Cherry.

No answer. .

The constable glanced at the juniors
with suspicton in hiz face.

“Who's in thera?” he asked abruptly.

“Only a silly as=!" said  Harry
Wharton, *“Not a giddy conviet!™

“T'm going to see in this van,” said
the constable. “1 request you to open
the doar, ynun‘?‘ geutlemen e

“That =milly dutfer’s locked it on the
inside |"  exclaimed Bob. * Bunter!
Hallo, halle, -hallo! Bunter! You
frahjour jabberwock, unleck the door!”

There was dead silence in the cara-
van. Evidenlly the Owl of the Remove
did not intend to oven the door.

The conslable looked more and more
suspicious. _ Certainly, the party of
schoolboys had an  innocent  enough
appearance ; it was hard 1o suspect them
of being in league with an escaped
crimninal from a convict-prisdn. But a
caravan with a locked door, i the
circumstances, demanded investigation?
The conztable had his duty to do. And
it was his duty to make guite sure thai
the locked door was not hiding the
convict from discovery. )

He rapped sharply on the door again,

“Open thiz door!” he thundered.

“Runter, you asg—""

“PBunter, you owl-—

“ Bunter, you dummy—-"

Billy Bunter kept as quiet as a mouse
in the van. The constable looked grim.

“This will have to be looked into!™
he said tersely. “ The van will have to
Lbe taken to the police-station,”

(i,
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“0Oh, my hat!" i

“Can't afford fo run risks: and it's
jolly queer that your friend in the wvan
won't open the door,” said the officer.
“I'm not toking risks of letting Bext
Gunner ¢reep through my fingera.”

“Held on!" exeluimed Bob, “Ona of
ug can get in through the window, and
open the door.”

“Fire away, then!”

“¥You're about the slimmest, Nugent.
Pile in

“ Right-ho !’ said Frank. .

¢ van windows were open, luckily.

Bob Chorry and Johnny Boll “ bunked "
np Nugent, and he conirived to squecze
i, anedl lowered himself upon his hands
inside the van, There waz a gasp of
terror from one of the bunks, in which
Billy Bunter lay rolled in the bedeclothes,

“J1—1 say, I'm not here——"

“You silly owl!” pasped Nugent.

He unlocked the door, and threw it
wide open. And the constable, with a
grim brow, and his truncheon ready in
his hand, iramped mto the van.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Wanted Man !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H crowded round the doorway,
and lovked in, grinning. The
comstable E‘Higﬂﬂtl‘j’ hali-
sxpected to see the escaped convich
crouching in the van.  All he saw was
a fat figure rolled in & bunk, with bed-
clothes drawn over the head,  Bunter,

still under the impression that he was
being sought after owing to his apple-
stealing oxploits, quaked under the bed-
clothes,

“Turn out of that!”" rapped out the
policeman.

e

et

Five and Drake.

The mas on the bank bhegan to gather up the clethes belonging to the Famous

) The juniers watched him with dismay.

Bob Cherry, *‘ He's bagging our ¢lobber ! ™

“I you want your clothes you ean come out for them,
ready 1" (See Chapter 6.)

wd H?. hﬂt Iﬂ wﬂ
The man gave them & surly grin.
I've got the whip

“Owl I'm not here.”

“What "

“1=1 mean, I—I'm ill! Dan’t come
too near,” gasped Bunter, still under the
bedelothes,  *“Pwve  got netilerash—1
mean cholera, and—and it's dangerous
to come near.”

¥ Great Scothb!™

The constable prasped the bedcelothes
and jerked them off. William George
Bunter was revealed, panit&ting.

“Why. who—what—"" stuttered the
constable.

“I say, vou fellows, tell him I amn’k
the chap he wanis!” roared Bunter.
“Tell him I pever was there—not within
a mile of the place—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Besides, I never bagged those apples
waan't in the orchard at all," gasped

Bunter. “It’s all a mistake.”

“"Ha, ha, ha!” yellad the juniors.

The constable stared hlankly at Billy
Bunter for a moment or two, and then
he understood, and grinned.

“* You young ass!” ie. said,

He stepped out of the caravan, and
remounted his horse.  Bunter gasped
with relief as he went, and mopped his
perapiring brow,

The constable rode round to the front
of the van, to speak to the driver. Mr.
Wilkinson was sitting stolidly in  his
seat, hiz wooden leg sticking out well
in viaw.

“Have you secn anything of a sus-
picious character along the roads, my
man " the constable called to him,

}}Eiﬁqfﬂn put his hand to his ear

“He's deaf,” said Bob Cherry haslily.
“He's an ex-service man, and he lost
his hearing at Ypres."

“(h. I zee.” ;

The constable repeated his question
in 2 shont., Wilkinson shook his head,

“No,” he answered. * What are ¥ou
looking for? What sort of mani"

“ An escaped conviet——"

[£3 Eh?“

“ An escaped conviet named Gunner !
roared the constable,

“Oh, m sorry I ecan't help! I'll
Leep my eves open for him.'

“We'll all do that,” said Harry Whar
ton. “If we see anyihing of the man,
officer, you can rely on it we'll bring
the nows to the ncarest police-station.”

The conatuble nodded, and set hia horso
in motion. The caravanners were free
to proceed now, and the van rolled on
its  way. DBunter dropped out, and
bestowed an indignant and reproachinl
blink upon the Famous IMive.

“Vou awfnl beasts!™” he said. “Yen
knew jolly well that the bobby wasn't
after me about those apples.”

“Bo you'd have known if you hadn't
E:JEMITI} a funky idiet,” grunted Johnny

all.

“{h, really, Bull-—"

“TIiy Jove, thovgh, T'm glad that chap
gave us Lhe information,” samd IHarvry
Wharton., "I wonld he no joke for
an escaped convict to drep on us somne
night, We'll jolly well keep watch at
night till we're well out of these paris,
If he's commitied two robberiea already,
he might take it into hiz head te give
wa a Llurn, if he camo across ue™

“"Yer, rather.™

Wilkinson looked down from
driver’s scat al the juniore.

“"DBogring vour pardon, siv,” le said
respectlfully, * but if there's o dangerouns
character aboul, mightn't it he as well
i push on a good distance before camp-
ing? We could put on some speed.™

“Jolly good idea!” said Billy Bunter,

—im.

the
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#Well, we'll keop on till dark,” said
Harry. *I don't think we're in any
danger; we can take cara of ourselves;
but we'll cartainly keop walch ot night.”

“I say, you fellows, we'd better got
right away,”’ said Bunter anxiously. *Of
course, I'm not alfraid of the conviet;
vou fellows know that I'm as brave as
a lion—"

“As a rabbit, you mean,” chuckled
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal"

“I-know who's got most pluck in this
?:1'1;3!" zaid Bunfer disdainfully. * But

don’t believe in running a lot of risks
for nothing. Let's keep on till mid-
night=—thera'll be a full moon, and I
can ride in the van, vou know, so that

will be all right.”

“Can you?” chuckléd Bob. “You
ean walk, my pippin; and we’ll keep on
till midmight if you like.™

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

*'We'll leave it to Bunter to call halt [
said. Bob.

*¥ah " grunted Dunter.

The fat junior tramped on, frowning.
Betweon hig desire to pet right out of
the possible neighbourh of the
dangercus Mr, Gunner, and his desire
to- slack, the Owl of the Remove was
torn by confliciing emotions, But slack-
ness gained the vietory. After another
hour's tramp Billy Burter felt that he
wouldn't put in another. ten minutes to
escape from all the conviets in Darfmoor
and Portland together. He halted.

“I'm stopping! he announced.

“Food, it's agout time,” vawned Bob
Cherery. I say, doesn't that look like
8 eonvick behind that hedge, 7you
chaps *"

Bunter gave a howl, and dived Into
the wvan.,

“All might, Bunter," roared Bob.
“It's nok a convict,'

“Wha-a-at i3 1, then?"

“Only a searcecrow,™

"Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beast!” yolled Bunter,

The road the caravanners were follow-
ing wound over a wide moor, with cattla
5ra;!n in the distance. The juniors

scided that they were free to cam
on the moor, and the van was turned o
the road. A church steeple could be
seen in the diztance, and it indicated that
there was a village; so Bob Cherry
wheeled out the bile, and rode away to
do shopping.

“Hring baclk a paper,” ealled out
Flarry Wharton. *There mnay be some-
thing about the giddy conviet in the
' Daily Mwl" ™

“Good! Tl remember.”

Bob Cherey disappeared along  the
road, and the rest of the party pitched
the eamp. Billy Bunter reposed in the
reasa and  watehed  them  at  work.

unter’s duty was cooking and washing-
up; and Dunter never oxceaded Lis duty
by a fraction.

_ MNever by any chance did the fat
junior rub down the horse, or take him
to water, or gather firewood, ar light the
fire, or clean out the van, or lend a
hand in ercciing the tent, or shove at a
wheel going uphill, He contented him-
gelf with gromsing aver having to do the
washing-up, He would not have done
the washing-up, in fact, had ke not bheen
over-persuaded to do sz0, Bob Cherry's
boot being the chief means of prrauasion.

The camp-fire was going, and waler
was fetched, and all was ready for
supper, when Bolb Cherry returned with
a bundle on the carcier of the bike. Then
Bunter was routed out of the grazz and
got L cook, Tinb had thoaghtfully
brought & “Dailly Mal ™ with him from
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Harry Wharton dashed along the bank with the speed of a deer. He passed the
end of the bridge, and was just In time to see the struggling man swept ont on
the further side. Without an Instant's hesitation, the capiain of the Remove |

dived in. (See Chapter 7.)

the willage. For a couple of weeka the
caravanners had not looked at a paper,
having left newspapers along with the

other worries of civilisation behind them.
But they were glad to see ones now, on
account of Mr. Gunner, of Dartmoor.

‘"Here it is!"” exclaimed Wharton.

He read out a paragraph.

“4f The police have so far failed to dis-
cover the convict Herbert Gunner, who
escepad from Dartmoor last week. Two
robberiea are believed to have been per-
petrated hfv him, and the police have a
clue. It will ba remembered that Gunner
was sentenced to seven vears' penal
sarvitude for a shocking cruns of
violence, and he has atill five years of his
tarm to serve. [His ocapture iz hourly
axpected.’

“May I see ihe paper, young gentle-
men?? asked Wilkinson respectfully, as
Wharton laid it aside.

“Cartainly ! Hero

The wooden-legged man took the
“ Daily Mail,” and apparently he was as
intferosted as the juniors in the slusive
Mr. Gunner, for he read through the
paragraph tltmf. Wharton had read out
vary carefully. Ha joined the circla of
caravanners round the campfire for
ﬂu%par, but his dealnesas mads it rathar
difficult for the juniors to draw him info
the cheery chat that went on over
aupper. hen the sun disappeared at
tast over the edge of the moor, the cara-
vannerz turned in., and Willkinson was
again provided with a pround-sheat and
hlankets in the tent. By thia Ltime the
Grreviriars juniors were growing aceus-
tomed to the addition te the party, and
they wera guite willing to let the wooden-
legpged man stay as long a3 he liked, Tt
was liltle enough to do, as Bob Cherry
remarked, for a man who had loat a
leg at Ypres, and his chuma fully agrewd
with him. And althouzh he offered tn
take his turn at walching during the
nizht, the juniors with one aceord

A EPLEHRI o
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scouted the idem, and the Famous Five
took ihe watches in turm.

But Mr. Gunner, if he was anywhere
at hand, did not trouble the camp of the
caravanners, and there had bean no
alarm when the morning sun shono down
again on the Greviriars cutfit.

The Schoolboy Deteetive !
“H ALLO, hallo, hallo! I've sean
Bob Cherrey.
Breskfast was over, and
Wilkingon was putting the hotse to the
van. The Famous Five were sketching
came in sight on the road over the moor.
There was somelhing farmiliar in the
Hob Cherry fixed his eyes on him.

“A Greyfriars chap, I think,” aaid
as he looked along the sunny road. “I
know him, [ think—"

“By Jove, 8o it 131"

*Jack Drake!” exclaimed Mugent.
all racﬂgnimd him easily enough. I was
Jack Drake, onco of the Greyfriars
ond of the last ferm.

Bob Cherry ran out into the road, andl

“Hult!"™ ho roared.
deliver
and then a look of recognilion cawne over
his face.

“His wpoble seli!™ answered Bob.
“Jump down, my infaat, and give an
OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.
FRAMNK RICHARDS. L

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
that .chap before!” exclaimed
Billy Bunter was washing plates, and
out the route for the day, when a cyclizl
aspect of the youth on the bicycle, amd
Wharton, shading his eves with his hand,
“Drake!” exclaimed Bob suddenly.
As the cyclist canie nearer the juniors
Remove, who had laft tha schoal at Lhe
held up his hand.
“Stend and
I'ne exclist slared at him for a moment;
“Bob Cherry !" he exclaimed.
account of yvourself 1™
TEE Macker Lisrarv.—No. 707,



8 * The Greyfriars Holiday Annual.”

Jack Drake smiled, and wiltingﬂy dis-
mounted, His loock showed that he was
glad to fall in with his old acquaintances
of Greviviars School. Iarry Wharton &
Co. surrounded him, with cheery wel-
mma- L ir "

“Jolly glad to sce you again,” said
VWwharton. ) .

“The gladfulnessa 18 terrific, my
esteermned and ridiculous Drake,” said
Hurree Jouset Kam Singh, beaming.

Juck Drake laughed.

“*Same old Inky !"" he said. “I'm glad
to ses you chaps—in faect, my gladfulness
is also terrific.”

“Trot out the ginger-beer, then,* said
Bob. *“8it down, Drake: there's lots of
yoom in the grass. You can tackle a
tart and some ginger-pop, what!"”

“ Thanks, T willt"” ) )

“ What have you beecn doing since you
left Gregfriars?'" asked Mugent, when
the wiiitor was acconunodated with jam-
tartz and a foaming glass.

“Working,” =aid Drake, with a smile.

“ What o life!” sighed Bob. *Is it
irue that you've been taken on by Mr.
Ferrers Locke, the merry detective?”

“That's it.”

“And you're & budding BSherlock
Holmes [ said Bob admiringly. " Whal
ire you dmnﬁ‘aﬂ far away from Baker
Strest? Looking for the wmysterious
locument, or the baronet’s lost will, or
1 needle in & haystack?”

“Just taking a heliday,” answered
PDrake. “I'm having a week on my hike,
and I happened around these parts. As
s matter of fact. though, 1 am com:
bining pleasure with business,”

“PBusiness a dead secret?”

]

grinned

“Nat at all.
open for & character you've
ndver heard of, named Gunner.’

“Haven't we, though?' exclaimed
Bob triumphantly. *We had our van
searched for that very merchant yester-
da "-I’

‘EYaa, rathar. We know all about
Gunner,” =zaid Harry Wharton, laugh-
ing. “*We're keeping wateh at might in
sase ha happens along, foo. But what
the thup would youn do with him if you
amie across him, Drake? You couldn't
tuckle a hefty ruffian like that.”

“If 1 get on his track I shall be satis.
fed,'” answered Drake. * It would plaase
Mt. FLocke no end. This man Gunner is
an awful brute. He cracked a man's
head befors he was put in chokey. If 1
get into touch with the rottor the police
will do the rest.”

“"He might crack your head, too!” said
Johnny Bull.

“PIf take care of my head.” said
Diralke, with a smile. *I'm looking aver
gvery merry tramp I find on the road,
and I shouldn't wonder if I hit an his
irail some time. Meanwhile, I'im get-
ting my holiday.”

“Why not hang on wilh us for & few
daye " said Wharlon, “ We sha'n't see
you next term at Greyfriars, you know.
It's great fun caravanning.”

“The funfulness 1s3—-’

“Torrific!” chuckled Bob Cherry. "We
:an hang your bike on the van, Drake,
and aqueeze you into the tent. We've
got one giddy guest already, but we can
maka room for another."

“You're awfully good,” =aid Drake.
“T'm jolly glad io see you chaps, and if
[ shouldn't m the way—for a day or
W 1

“MNot a bit of it. Happy to have your
company, old top.”

“¥ou'll have to stand Bunter, that’s
all,” said Mugent, laughing. “ But you
got nsed to him at Greyinars,™

“Yah!” came from the washer-up.
NEXT
MONDAY!
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I'm keoping one eye
mhah{;,r
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“Ha, ha, ha!™

Billy Bunter blinked round.

“1 say, you fellows, I don't mind if
Drake staye on a bt  Jie can do the
washing-up

“Shut up!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“You can kick Bunter whenever yon
lika, you know, Drake," said Bob Cherry
generously. “You remember {hat
Bunter has to be kicked ovcasionally.
Well kicked, he can be tolerated."

‘ Beagt 1"

“You've got one guest already ™ asked
Drake, with a glance at Wilkinson, who
was harnessing the horse near at hand.

“¥es; that chap with the stamp, He
looks a bit of a tramp, but he's really
all right,” said Bob. He grinned at
Drake’s surprised look, “It's all right;
he can't hear me. He's deal sz a post.™

“Tonf, s he?" said Drake,

He locked rather keenly at M
Wilkinson.

“Wes: denf as old Dufton, at Grey-
friars, You'll have to yell if you speak
to him," zaid Mugent.

Wilkinzon led the horse and van out
inte the road, ready for starting. Dirake
still watched him curiouely,

“Surc he's deaf?' he asked suddenly.

“ O, quite ™

“1 thought he was interested in what
we wero saving.’

“Couldn’t have been; he couldn’t lve
heard & word of it,” smd Bobh, “He
lost his leg—half, of it, anyhow—at
Ypres, and he was deafened by the guns.
It happened to a lot of poor fellows, you
know.™

“T know! assented Drake. " So
vou're giving him a job?"”

" MNot exactly a job; we're giving him
a lift, and he insisle on doing his whaek
in the work,” said Bob. “IIe's got a job
waiting for him in Coveniry T

“That's a jolly long way from here.”

“"¥Yes: but we're going in that
direction, and every little helps when a
man’s on lramp with a timber leg.”

Y1 suppose s, assented Drake, ' It's
only decent to help an ex-Service man.
What regiment was he ?"

“I give that up. Tt's a bt difficult
talking to him, on aceount of hia deaf-
ness,’ sald Bob. " Even mylunpgs couldn't
keep it up for long. His bheing an ex-
Service man is enough for usg, though ™

Nreke nodded.

“T'l be jolly glad to come along with
vou chepas for a day or two,” he smd.
“Tt's no end nice of vou to azk me. ¥
shouldn't wonder if turn out rather
uzeful, too."

Az well a8 arnamental,” prinned Bob
Clierry.  * Lift your bike into the van;
there’s room.”

And when the Greylriars caravanners
started on their march, Jack TDrake
marched with them, cheery amd =snnling,
and fecling very pleased at fnding him-
self among his old schoolfellows again.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Litlle Swim !

11 HO'S for a swim ¥ aked Jack
W Drake.
“Good oge!™

Y1 say, you fellows, we

haven't had tea yet—-"'

“ Bather tea!™

“That’'s all very wel =aid  Bally
Buntoer warmly. “Tf you fellows did as
much wortk as [ do, you'd want your
tea. And there's nothmg for tea till we
come to & shop somewhere,”
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On Sale on the First of September !

Harry Wharten consulted his road-map,
“There's a village ashout a mile on,"
he said. “We shall get there in lota of
time. You can go on to the village, if
;ou like, Bunter, and do the shopping.
et the stuff and wait for us there.”

“Oh, all right 1" said Bunter, mollified.
“T'll tako the bike, then. Just give me
a few poundg—"

ik Eh?ﬂ

A conple of pounds, the

“Here wyou are,” said Bob Cherry,
¢lenching a formidable fist. Billy Bunter
jumped away just 1n fime.

“Wharrer you af, you ho
stultered.

"] was polng to give you a counple of
pounds,” said Bob tnnocently,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Don’t play the goat, you chump!*
roared Bunter. The Owl of the Remove
evidently did not want to be pounded in
that wey. “"Look here, ahel? out some
cash, and I'll get off 1"

Harry Wharton extracted a pound-nofe
frém hia pocket-hook. Bdly Bunter took
1k, and asniffed.

“Is this to get grub for eight?' he
demanded.

FIThEL.I_.ls ﬁ.'u\..“

“Woll, I'tl do the best T can for you "
sapd Bunter. “1 wish you wouldn't he
so jolly mean, Wharton; but I suppose
you can't help it."

“¥ou can put another pound to it, if
j’ﬁu like I swggested Wharton sarcastic-
ally.

“I'd do more than that,” aaid Bunlern
“Only this wandering about without a
fixed address iz awkward for getting
remiltances. When we stay somewhere
for a couple of days, I'll telephone homa
for some money. I'm getting pretty sick
of going short, I can tell you.’

“You might have brought some with
you,” remarked Johnny Ball.

Bunter decided not to hear that
ramark. He tucked the pound-note into
his pocket, and wheeled out the bike and
pedalled away., Wilkinson looked dawn
from the driver's seat inguiringly.

Across & green meadow to the Jeft, a
stream glistened in the sun, flowing
between banks clothed in willows., 1%
wis a tempting spot for a bathe, after a
long tramp in the sun and dast.  All the
juniars were lkeen for a swim, with the
exception of Bunter, who was keener on
tea. The place was quite solitary; with
the exception of a young man in shoot-
ing-clothes, leaning on a gato at a httle
distance, there was no ane to be séen i
any direction. The young man was
smoking a cigarette, and looking rather
curipusly towards the caravanners,

“1 suppose there ean’t ba any hanm in
borresving that river for half an hour”
gaid Bolr Cherry meditatively. “ Bub
we'll ask that chap; he looks as if he
belongs here.”

Bebh Cherry moved off towards the
sporisman at the gale, and called to him.

“Any objection to chaps bathing
yonder?”

“MNone at all,” answered the young
man politely,

”Thﬂ.l'.tkﬂ?’

“an’t mention it!”

The young man carried his politeness
sa far as to open tha gate for the cara.
vanners to enter on the footpath that ran
down to the stream. Then, with a
friendly nod, he sauntlered away.

“Tecent sort of chap that,” remarked
Drake.

“Yes, rather ™

Wharton shauted up to Wilkinsan,

{Continued on poege 158.)
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DICK PENFOLD'S NUMBER!

A 1l

A

VERHON-SMITH (3poris itor), MARH
LINLEY, TOM BROWN, and FRANK NOGENT,

I Assisted by BOB CHERRY {Fli:ihtint Editor),

Mo aremes

OUR POET’S
CORNER!

By BOEB CHERRY.

i::miululﬁ#im”-mmv;;

seff

P | P | S

Thire has iven o ophlensie of pockey fover
in bhe Gresfriars Memove of lute. Everybody
ia either swettineg, spoubing, or  compuesing
poctry, s imfeelions!  DMek Penfold first
caught the poetry geem, and he's passed it on
ta vthers.

Bitly Bumntor's poathetie poem, “An Ode to
an Expirmg Porpegse ™ 3 in Ehe pabere of a
prophecy,  Hunter bas just eabded the oup-
B 121 Staedy Moo 13, amel when 1 cately him
b will =hare the fate of Coker’s motor-bike
biweriee, and expire!

Alotze Todd hos composed a0 sweind and
womdertul “{kde Lo & Blusbottle.” [& has
ot the whole Form o oa boeg!

L1 = L]

Bolsover majnr has clholleneed e to on
fohet.  Tlis awelsciowa challenge bas igspired
e by Ehie Collewing Tinwerick:

When Bolaowver seraps in the gym,
He'll OGud tlet Ui sburdy of Iy
Too atidiemes will aen
A Rpwkoaut., [ oasrees
But the person Eooeked oul will b byin 2

[ ¥ L

Dick Penfuid declores that Evclish peciry,
ool of such a bigh <tandand, - mow drape
JHELREE. Wer tliomeht o ourselves winee, o
enbering our slanly the olber day, Diree lefly
volumes of Dyron descended on our adesoted
Bafprer §

1t B rwimeesiresd fleal e Qrocieln has insk
cotaposed an Cthle toe s BEMLerk” Franzly,
we are sibpraseads W Titdle £ homnwlal Bl e
gtaid and digodicd Form-mgaber wend in for
ghylurkiog !

L " L]

Tom Brown ook o copy of “The Merchand
of Vemes ™ 0 do hreakfnsh with bim bhe
nther morning. e wad 5o engrosael in sLoly-
ime it that Lo bardly Enew whiether e owaa
eatiog Shakespeare or Lacon!

Supplenieni t)
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By HARRY WHARTON. 7 |
FROBVRVOIVBEIVOED

" Dear Harry,-~Will you persuade Dick Pen-
fold to edit the * Greyiriars Herpld * for one
week oolyd"

Thia request haa been cchoed and re-cehocd
by readers up and down the country. Aond
at I am not at all averse to taking a bLrief
rest from my labours, T am handing over our
paper bhils weesk to the teoder mercles of
the bard of the Remove.

I had better perform the necessary inkrg-
duckion firat,

Eeaders of the “Greyfriars Herald,” allow
me to introduce BDick Penfald, perpetrator of
potty parodica and perfoctly priceless poema!
Hbii:ll:“}‘tnfald—re:tdeu of the "“(reyfriara

erald!

Auwnd now 1 will bob Lehind the socnes until
Bk weelk,

%@@@@@%W@éﬂ%@@@@
SJEDITORIAL!Z

By DICK FENFOLD.
BRI IWRDSE OB B B

A3 ' Rictiird the Rhymer ™ T have gained
gofrbe At o peputabion  smotg readers of
the "direyirinre Herald.”

Witlemi wishing to boast in apy way, I
confess thab the striogiog togcther of rhymes
wirtes o5 eaay Lo ome as shelling peas.
wad erailed in poekey, and [ love writing it

Ihut B ocop no oditor. Harey Wharlon has
phantad e in the cditorial chair for this
wick only, amt 1 am already in a hopelesa
untpedalle !

[ wob tetelber ot many contributions as 1
e, soly fo fingd, on going £o press, that
U owies <R8I o panie shiort?! So | bave hod Lo
mi b e Lhe abeficieney by wribing s paze of
pooctty. When you have dipested that page.
b Posoricera. mobhinks you will liave had
canngh renfeld Lo lost you for six moothal

Mot uulbil oow have [ realised what a2 difi-
ciult jek Wharkon Laz got. | wosldn'L be
perncitently in bis shoes for a pension |

P & olumsy editor, bt T bope you will
forgive aby shorteomings wn {his s Maore,
I bepe you will Be able to agqueeze Bome
enjorment from the perusal of this number,

DICK PENFOLI,

SUPPLEMENT Mo. 33.
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Week Ending Augast 2Tth, 1521
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Address all Jetters to HARRY WHARTON,
¢:@ The Magnet Library, The Flestway House,
Farringdon Street, EC 4
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{ A PERFECT DAY! |

| Written by DICK PENFOLD,
Sung by W. G. BUNTER.

*‘;mlﬁ-ﬁl‘-t-ﬁummi-‘“mp*

When the end of a

yol. oomg Lo
Perfect Day,
And vou sit on a tuckshop stool;
When you eat ice-cream, like one in a
thream,
To make you cheery and eool.
Do vou thionk whal the ond of & Perfecl
Daw
C'an mean o a chap like me,
When others feed with a  glutlon's

greed,
And I'm lacking L.s 4.7

Well, this 15 the ond of a Perfect Day,
¥or vou=--and for you alone!
From the doorway ncer, where I atand
and poer,
You can hear a hellow groan.
Don't prate to me of a Perfect Day,
The exprossion makes me sick!
For how can & day be “ perfect” when
You can't get grub on tick?

U TR T TR EE

NEW BOOKS!

FROM GREYFRIARS,

SO R i

"WHEN IT WAS DARE.™
Ly Gerald Loder.

RIPS THAT PASS IN THE
NIGHT.”
By I'..¢. Tozer.
HOW T AHOOT GOALS KICEFULLY.™
By Hurree Bingh.
“AFPLOTE OGN THE SPANNISH MANE!™
Dy Horace Coker.

“THE VIRTUES OF UNCLE UENJAMIN.
By Alonzo Todd.
“THE COMPLETE CAD.)"
By Harold Skinnar.
“HOW IO BER UP AND DOINOG-NOTHING 1~
By Lord Mauleverer.
Tre MaonwsT Liseary.—No. 707.
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SPECIAL POETRY PAGE, CONDUC TED BY DICK PENFOLD,

THER-ET b Eet-F-Rh
THREE FISHERS!
An Up-to-Date Version of »

1 Classic Song.

Three fichers went sailing out into the
Sprk,
Dut into the Sark, ag the sun went
down,
There was Bunter and Todd, in a rowing-
beat odd, 1
And Fish 'T. Fish was the champion
clown !

For Fishy must fish, though the boat
springa a leak,
And Tnddg’a so funky he can’t even
Eped
Aod the Broterhivd is smeknibg?

Three fellows looked on from the boat-
house door,

They wera Russell, and Ogilvy, and |

Brown.
And Alonzo's wild shriek, and Bunter's
loud roar
Bmote their ears as the boat tilted
upside-down !
For Fishy must fish, fhough the boat
goes YWest,
And the fellows on board tumble in
fully dressed,
And the Bunter-bird is moaning !

Three fishors lay prone on the grassy

bank, : :
With their Eton togs in a shocking
state.
“I'was Russell & Co. that they had to
thank 2
For saving them all from a tragic
fate,
Bul Fishy must fish, though warnings
wera shrill,
And alL_’;.hat he eaught was a beastly
chl

1
And the Bunter-bird is moaning!

4 T +
KING CRICKET! 5
b By DICK PENFOLD.
gy i g g g e i G (U T

Here's to the grand old summer game,
The game wa all adore. ;
The gentle snicks, and the hita for six,

And the crowd’s excited roar!
Here's to the tea in the lime-tree's shade
When the thrilling tussle’s over;
When the game is won by a single run,
And Wharton's team’s in ¢lover!

Oh, it's good to bathe in the briny szea,
Or to go with chums a-biking;
But the cricket ground, and the willow's
sound,
Are much more to my li]cini.
Oh, it's good to git on a tuckshop stool
‘And stinple strawbarry ices;
But it's better, 1 deem, to help your
team
In a most exciting crisis!

Crickety Eing Cricket, long may you
reign !
The boys of Britain love you!
What fincr fun than to hit and run,
While tha bue sky smiles above you,
To gathcr arcund at close of play
For a bumper celebration;
To toast and sing, why, " Willow the
King "
Best sport of a sporting nation !
Tug Mi?:ms'r Lisgany.—No, TOT.

{Owing either to accident or to malice
aforethought, the cricket pavilion Eﬂﬂ%:t
a

fire the other evaning. Loder, of
Swxth, givea his version of the affair here-
under (—ED.)

I was playmg Carne at “"poker,” when
that silly fathead Coker
Galloped up and grabbed me wildly by
the arm,
And 1 saw the smmoke ascending in a
volume naver-ending,
And pereeived the sudden causs of hia
alarm.
The pavilion was a-blazing, and the pony
ceased his grazing,
And departed at the double for the
trees,
And the atmosphere was “breezy ¥; 1
confesg 1 felt vneasy,
And a trifle inzecure about the knees!
"Twas a time for instant action. With
a fealing of distraction,
I discherged old Prout’s repeater in the
mir,
Then I waited for the scurry of the
fellows who would hurry
With the engine and the hose towards
the Rare,
But thoe Greyfriara special picguet were
concealed behind a thicket,
And they watched the conflagration
with delight.

“Let the merry fire keep burning; let
the great big world keep turning,
Yes! But we refuse to give a "turn'’

to-night !

I could gec the Head a-prancing #s he
watched the gay sparks dancing
1 could picture to myself his words of
atrife,
And old Quelchy gently stroked him, or
hig fury would have choked him,
And he'd doubitless have disfigured me
for life!l
It was soon o wrecked pavilion, and the
sparks flew by the mullion;
"T'was a sight I'm never likely to
forget!
But, by Jove, I'd like a minute with the
silly -ass whe in if
Lighted other things besides his
cigaretie!

steisieiainiHnaeatigae
: NEXT WEEK::

i SPECIAL I
& HALF-HOLIDAY NUMBER.
st ettt e st e

| fathar one of these days, when

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

THE
g VITAL QUESTION! ;

L e T T e P T T [ e 1L Lh e L Eg L K gl S0 o
{Assuming that Mr. Prout, the masier
of the Fifth, has a gon, we can Unagine

him firing the following questions at hia
they are
together.—HED.)

“What did you do in the wer, daddy?
Did you join the King's Hussars?
‘Did you seare ths Hun with your loaded

_gun,
And make the hrute sce starat”
“No, ne, my boy. By a’lucky chance

H 1 kept awey from the Selds of France'™

“Whsat did you in the war, dadds?
Did you fly a Sopwith Soout?
Did you sweep the sky with your eagle

eye,
And put the Hun to rout?” .
# MNay, nay, son—though 1 would dain
Havo soered the skiea in an asroplane!”

““What did you do in the war, daddy?
1¥id you mon a kite balloon?

Did you ewiftly scoqt in your parachute
When you heard the first maroon?”

“" Although a * gas-bag * mys=elf, my son,

I've pnover patrolled the skies in onel”

“What did you de in the wor, daddy,
For your ong-and-six a day?

[ should think, for that, you'd have laid

out flak
A dozen Huns, anyway ¥’
“I wish, my #on, you would heold your

peace ;
I belonged to the Friardale

Special
Police " ¥

When Quelchy asks us, “Who was
Chaueer " )

We say, "A chap we view with awe,
sip 1"

When Quelchy szays, “Now, who was
Spenser ™
We make reply, “ A man of sense, sir!"

Said Bunter, when asked *Who wasa
Milton

“Tha follow who invented Stilton!™

We all see nothing to admire on
The pages of the poet Byron.

And when 1t comes to Percy Shelley
We'd like to squash him to a jelly !

We can't get on with Tommy Hood,
His works are seldom understood.

We pay no heed to Robert Browning
(Mo wonder Quelchy’s always frowning 1)
Instead of reading Johnny Keats,

We pass our time in chewing sweels!

When we negleet the poet Swinburne

Old Quelchy’s pointer makes our skin
burn !

Why don't T swot up Tennyson?

Noj I'm not having anhy, son!

[Supplement i
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> By DONALD OGILVY

Fr WANT a word with you, Penfold.”
Cokar's tome was quite genfal.
As a rube, when Coker of the Fiith
condescends to visit & Remove study,
he docen't exactly display the peoliteness of
princes. He is bluat, not to say rude. But
oa this occasion he spoke quite affably.
Dick Penfeld, who was eogaged In com-
ll:gliﬂ.g' a parody on a popular somg, looked

“Go ahead!” he sald.

Cokier dropped lote a chair.

“1 understand you're a bit of a poet,” he
satd. “You scribble a lot of tommy-rot for
the * Greyiriars Herald,' v

Penfold glared.

“If you glude to my poetry as tommy-rot
=" he began wrathfully.

Ko uﬂ’eng.a meant, T assure you," anid
Coker. “What I meant to say was, your
poetry is ite good—almost repdable, In
fact. Now, I'm a bit of & poet myselfl—*

“Ouily a bit of one!" murmured Peniold,

VL8,

“But at this particelar moment, when 1
h;adhr want an imapiration, it won't ~come,
I've been sitting in my study for tweo hours,
trying to compose a poem, and I haven't
wrltted a single line, 8o I waut you to help
me. 1 don't expect you to do it for no-
thing, of course. I'll pay you half-a-crown,
ﬂiewjpaterer you conrider fair and reasom-

“That's all right,” gaid Peofold, “T'H
helpr you; but you can keep your money In
your pocket Now, what subject do you
want to write a poem about ¥

Coker lowered his voice confidentinlly.

“I'm in the habit of dropping into the
buoghop atb Coorthield,” he said. *They
make awlully rippoag strawberry ioog——"

i"infudd grinped,

“Are the strawberry ive ) .
P ¥ 8 the only atirae

"Ne," said Coker, #fiushing. “There bap-
peos &0 be ®  young lady there—a  Miss
Miranda Peach. She beipe in the shop, and
she makes the jce-cream  with
hands,”

tAnd Miss
girl, what?"

“Exactly! T've bheen frving to zet into
her good graces, but I haven't met with
much swecess, so far, You'd think that a
handeome chap like me would stiract her
ke a mapnet, wouldn't you?”

“Yes heing very *Popular,' you ouplhi to
appeal  to  the *dem,”™  said  Penfuld
humorowsiy. “But then, §f you're the
“Hoyes' Friexd" you can't very well be u
girl's.™

"Don't talk rot!" growled Coker. "XNow,
look here. If I write a pice poem in praise
of Miza Peach, and hand it to her, zhe
might sit up and take notice.™

"Bhe probably will," assenfed TPenfold.
"Though not in the way you mean!” he
added, under his breath,

"And you'll help me to compose u suitable
poem ! ankd Coker cagerly,

“Certainly! Here's a foontein-pen and a
gheet of paper. You'd better write at my
dictation.”

Coker took the peo, tested it by squirting
& let of ink over the bookeage, and 1hicn
turned to Penfold.

“What shall T eall the thing?™ he asked,

"'To Miranda.” "

“ Al gercne. I've pot that.
we atark off 7"

The amused twinkle in Dick Tenfold'® oye
showed that he was enjoving the eituation.
Coker failed to notice the twinkle.

“This would make a good openivg,™ suid
Penfold ;—

“Miranila, you're a perfeed dream,
Far sweeter than your own ice-cream!”

“But bhow can you call & humsn being a
dreamt” protested Coker. A homan being
ts- something tangible. A dream lsn’t”

Supplement iii.]

Now, haw Jo

her own

Peach is a perfect peach of o

d Fen-
it, as

“Ass! That's s fgure of speceh,”
fold. *Rut If you iike you can aAmen
follows i— '

“Miranda! You're a perfect gcream!™

Coker shook his head

“¥Y¥ou're not such a poet B8 1've
been led to believe,” le said. "1 refuse to
address Miza FPeach as & dream, oFf § scream,
gither. She'd think 1 was Err!_ng_ 10 be
funny.”

“Well, aren't you?" sald Penfold, in sur-

prise.
This s to be a scrioua

“{M coorse nof!
poem. ¥

“0h, well, we'll have another shot!
poting you start off like this:—
“Mirunda, you're a perfect peach!)

Qare on me kindly, I beseech?

Look not on me with eyes of rage,

Nor cast me off in wine old age.”

“That's better,” sald Coker.
quite what I want, but it will do.
lave the next instalment.™

“Be patienmt,” szid Penfold, “You can'd
oxpect me to rattle off serious poetry like

Sup-

“It's not
L=t's

aa

The proprietor gripped Coker by the

collar and marched him oul of the

stiop, speeding the parfing guest with
ia bool.

this withont slapping te think., ¥ow, let me
i’-_i'*.*- [ think you'd better proceed om these
Mmes:—

“Miranda, there is only one shop
That 1 adore, and that's your busshop!
What delicacy could be graoder
Than ices fashioned by Miranda 7"

“Now we're getting alonp first-rate ! sald
Caker, seribbling away Induoetrionsly. * How
many "K's" in ‘ delicooey "8

“Note, you chump!”

“Oh, that's all rot, you know. Surely you
spell it * dega-i-K-a-s-8.% "7

“3pell it that way, if youu like,” enid Pen-
fold. "1 don’t supposze Miss Peach will know
whether it's right or wroug."

ker gave a sport,

“Look lere, young Denfold, if you ray
another word agninst Miza Peacl, 1'U-=-1'11
buarst you! She’s an absolutely stunning wgirl!
I'm Loping to take har to the pivlures one
evening this week."™

“Well, youw'd hettor supgest that in the
poem,” said Penfold. " How's this?

"I long 1o take you (pray don't langh)
To see the cinematograph.
To wateh cach celebrated *star”
Aund give you chocolate by the bar”
o “Detter apd better!™ said Coker approve
mgly.  "That's bowond {o fetely ber?! < Cine-
matopraph ' bheging with an ' &, doesn't i
Penfold «id not roply. ¥le was mppping
out in his miond the final etanza,
“This should make a good elimax," be enil,
at lenpth —
“Mirnnda, you will find, my peaeh,
There's other pehblos on the heach.
But you wonr't fnd a worihier joker
Than your devoted Horace Coker!™

“Coker.

Coker went Into rhapsodies over that lusk
verse. He declared it was & masterpiece.
He was certain that when Miss Miranda
remd it, e would find favour In her sight.

Havipg written oub the poem in bis
sprawling  handwriting, Coker carefully
folded it and put it In his pocket.

“1I'm much obliged to you, kid,” he sald.
“Sure you won't accept anything for your
Eerwicenid'

“Guite sure, thanks [ sald Peufold.

A few moments later, Coker was lM&dilﬁ
away on his motor-cyele lo the direction
Courtfield.

He dismounted half-way up the High
Street, and strolled Inte the bunshop.

Miss Miranda was there, busily engaged Io
serving fces. It was a hot afteruoom, angd
there were many customers awsiting atien-
tion. Miranda had po time to wasta on
She Jgnored his soulful gaze, and
sald briskly :—

“What can [ get youf"

“A gtrawberry ice, please," sald Coker.
*Hut before you feteh it there's somethiog
I want you to read.”

“1'v¢ no time for remding,” said Mirsoda
Trigidly. .

“Oh, but you slmply must read this! It's
my own composition.”

With apn impatlent shrug of the shoulders,
Miranda took the manuseript which Coler
handed to her

The Greyiriara fellow watched her face
eagerly as she read the poem. He expected
Miranda to be all blushes and smiles.

The girt blushed, certainly; but instead of
emillog, she Aashed a glance of wrath and
indignation at Coker.

*I-—I'm going to call—" she hegan.

“Yes, call me Horace, by all meone,” sald
Coker, misunderstanding.

E}Im pgoivg to call the proprietor!”

al i!!r

With an angry toes of her head, Miranda
flounced away.

The next moment the proprietor appeared
on the scene. He was & burly man—a man
who in his day had been the heavy-welght
boxing champion of Kent. He advanced
grimly upon Coker.

“1'11 teach yon to write Ingnlting poema to
my waltresa!" he exclaimed. “0Out you gol!”

Coker jumped to hia feet in alarm.

“I=I say, you've got hold of the wrong
epid of the stick! I dide't mean to be ips
sulting—"

But the proprietor of the bunshop was &
man of action, rather than words He
eripped Coker by the collar and marched
him out of the shop, speeding the parting
guest with his boot.

Coker landed on all faurs on the pavement,
wondering if an earthquake had happened.

He enrted himealf out, and limped back to
}Jﬂﬁ school, vowing vengeance on Dick Pen-

Add it will be a loog, long time befors
Haoraee Coker agaln patrooises the Court-
fteld bunslirp!t

THE END.
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MY POERTORY
KOLLUM!!

Ey Billy Buniter,
ST RN

T is ouly rite and propper that
should kontribute to this 1ssew,
being such a grate poct.

Euﬂzrn Eﬁlluef seem  to think I
karn't write poertory. They are only
jellus. In there hart of harts, they no
that I cnn torn out wunderful stuff.

My poertory is yew-neck. Nuthing
kwite like it has ever been seen before.

This is wear my brillyance comes in.
I can write poertory on any toppick
under the sun. )

Sum felloes have to wait untill respira-
tion comes to them—or is it 1nspiration ¥
But I don't. I can tern out poertory to
order.

The other day we were wandering
along the zeashore, and Toddy suddenly
said to me:

“Make up a rime about a winkle!”

On the spur of the moment I perduced
the following tuching lines:

“inkle, twinkle, litila winkle,
In yore tiny shell,

If T'd a pin, I'd stick it in,
And here yore angwished yell [

it
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Yes, 1 can write poertory about the
most trivvial tringe—myself, for instanse,
Of corse, it's a natcheral gift, which only
one fello in a millyun possesses.

Thoss who resd my ]?-eahul Verze
Number of my * Weekly,” which ap-
peered 8 few weeks ago, have ritten to
say that my poertory reeches a dizzy
height, and that I ought to be menshuned
in the same breadth as Byron and
Bhelley. My mind is of such a depth
that nobeddy can fathom it

Dick Penfold stiles himself the Poet
Lorry Ate of the Remove; but this is
sheer swank, Penfold can sertainly
string rimes together, but their is no
lofty sentiment in his verse, like their
ia 1 raine, Beeidea, the {fello karn’t
even spell, so it's impossibul to take his
claim sericusly.

I was only four yeers old when my
tallents ns a poet first came to lite. We
ware spending & hollarday at the seeside,
and my pater was about to take me out
for the day, when I mid:

“Daddy deer, belore we start,
May I have just one more tart$”

“ Bless my sole " ajaculated my paler.
“The boy is kwite a Hogg I

Hogg, as everyboddy knows, was the
shepherd poet, so I took this as a grate
kompliment,

By the way, Mister Frank Richards
has prommist to write a MAoxET story,
desling with my eggsperiences as a poet.
This story—lika ingate of the 6th
when he's batting—should make a grate
hit! I trussed you will not miss it on
an%f aceount, deer reeders,

have been looking up my ansesiry,
and I‘ﬁr;:d that I om a direckt dessendant
of William Shakespesre, Bo vou can
868 wear I inherrited my wunderful gift
of rtory from.

Sut I muet finnish now, in order to
write

an “"Ode to a2 Veel and Hom
E“atty.” I ehall send the ode to
Punch,” with a stamped onverlope

enklosed for rejeckshum if wnsooiable.
But it won't be unsootable. Tt lkarn't
be, Bekawsa 1t will be the work of
W. (. Bunter, the pgratest poet sinze
Kromwell !
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REAT poeta are born, not made.”

This Is about the biggest bit of

tommy-rot ever penned.

I don't deny that great poets
are born. We all have to be born ab some
time or otber. But what [ do most emphatic-
ally deny is that great poets cannot be made.

Why, at certalo ilterary clubs In London,
they turm out poets like sausages from a
maciyine !

Even a follow who dossn’t koow the Arst
thing about peetry can becomo n ekilled
versifier after a little toftlon.

Now, we will assume that your pame I8
John Jooes, and that you are anxzious o
rise out of the rot of common or garden
people, and becoms & great poet.

" Flrat of all, you must cuoltivate wild eyes
and flowing locks

Stand in front of your mirror every morn-
ing, and roll your eyea 1o & fnoa frency, until
you havé become perfect st the art. Allow
your balr to grow until the tresscs fall over
your shouldera. If over the age of sixteen,
try to cultivate a beard.

It is a generally accepted belief that poets
have long halr, wild eyes, and straggling
beards. So that if you want to look the
part, you will know how bo go about it.

Now we come to the actoal poetry writing.

Your aim should be to write very simple
stuff—the simpler the better. Long words
should be avoided llke a plague.

One of the greatest masterpieces the world
Ehaiu ever known commences something like

-

“I met o little cottage girl,
She was eight years old, she said.
Her halr was thick with many & curl
That clustered round her head™

What a fouching picture! The sweet little
eattage glrl, who had seen eight summers
{fand, 1 suppose, an equivalent number of
winters), and whose head was a fmass of
curta. {Thix was beforc bohbed hair enime
into vogue.) No wonder the name of the
writer of that prem has gone down 1o
posterity! It was the same man, I believe,
who wrote that soul-stirring ballad, com-
mencing -—

“A simaple child, dear brother Jim,
That lightly draws his breath.”

We should ndvise Brother Jim to go in
Ior deep-breathing exercises!

But you se¢ what I mean, dop't you?

dimplicity showld be the keynoto of your
poetry.

Youn zhould also take great care in select-
ing your subject. Poems aboub sheep, and
daffodils, aod primroscs by the river's brim,
are always popnlar. And occaslomally you
ﬂﬂﬂ tdmg i & weeping willow, or a sobbing
oak-tree.

Lote of people seem o think that the

most  important part of & poem s the
rhyming.
This is a great mistake. The rhymivg

doesn’t mutter a bit. In fact, ir you ean
dispense with it., so mnch the bLetter. Al
the really great poets write blaok verse.

I will pive you an example of whal |
meal —

“1 met a little cottaze girl,

She told me she was cight yeara old.
Her huair was o mass of porgeovs ewrlioge
tresses,

Which ¢lustered
door.”

like rtoEea round ke

That, my friends. 8 a sample of real
poetty. The imagery ja  wonderful!  OF
course, 1 got the main idea from Words.
worth, hut you must admit it looks much
better in blank verse than in rhyme.

EBut what | want to impress upon yoit more
than anything is this: Stick to simple words.
Long, jawbreaking words only make a poem
appear cumbersoine and top-heavy.

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.
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HOW TO BECOME A GREAT POET!

By TOM BROWN.
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Now, I Wordsworth's verse was worded as
follows, it would lose all its charm:—

“I encountered a diminutive cottage damael,

My interrogations elicited the fact that
she was eight

The integuments of her hend incorporated a

saperabundance of clustering curls”

That sort of thing ba't dose—at least, it
ought not to be. Thers i3 only one .pluce
for & man who writes postry of that descrip-
tion—Coluey Hatch!

Now, you may find it rather difficolt, st
first, to put your thoughts into words. You
can't make poetry os easily as ¥ou can
make, say, batter-pudding. But if any diffi-
culéy arlsea, come and consult Tom Brawo,
whose kmowledge of poetry is  both
axtensive anpd peculine. He will give you
leasons at a tanner » time, apd put you well
on the road to fame and fortune.

Of course, one doesn't wrife poetry for the
benefit of one's health. Thera's money to bo
made at the game. I koow a fellow who
geta hiz living at it. He made pearly tve
pounds last year, befors €hey zent him away
to the debtors' prison.

You will mesl with some crushing dis-
appointments at the outaef, but you muatn't
mind.that.

For the first four years or so, everything
you write will he rejected. Putb after that—
provided you haven't starved in the meaus
time—you will rapidly make good.

You might even aspire to the poat of Poet
Loaureate, which carries with it, I believe, a
salary of something like eighty pounds =
year.

And when that happy day dawns, and you
are towring the country in your Raolls-Royuee,
apare a thought for the writer of this
article, to whom you will owe your success.

And don't forget to dedieate your works
to me, i the lollowing strain;—

“I'm certain [ should nover ba
A poet of renawn,
Unless I'd read each particle
Of that detieghtful article
By good old Thomas Drows ™
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= PROFESSOR BALMYCRUMPET! =
E Contributed to l‘..h_:-Ernrfril.ﬂ Herald E
E by HERBERT SKIMPOLE of 5_-
= =

an H St Jim's t By =
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Jack Mlake in cricket takes delight,
Aod Herries lilows o eomic brumpet;
Bul I pet busy, day aml vight,
With Balmyerwmpel!

Eome followrs see a0 preteehige-hall

Mune i the gy, amd long o thamp it
Bk T s banpier thaow Cloenn il

With Balinyeruwmpet !

Fooie worship Towser: Toregand
The bulldeg as a very rm peb;

Aol adl Llhee taeme e working hoard
With Dalieverygmpek ?

Al ol hers, wiine Plaey see o B,
Pisplny fheir cagernes4 ta jmnp it

Buat I, the gemins, gel ne lwaee
With Babnyeonmpet !

I obhers liod that [ife is Lame,
1 fear that they will have to lamp i,
Enkil they leary to'love the bame
Of Balmycrimpet !
(Supplement io.
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“The Caravan Detective

Flontinved from page 8.}

“"Siop here a hit!
awim '

4 Eh?l‘]

“Swim Y roared Bob, pointing to the
river.

“0Oh, yes!
air.™
“Why not come for a swim, too?”
asked Drake. " The horse can be tied to
the fence. The van will be safe enough,
you fellowsz; it will be in sight all the
tirme,™

“Certainly I aaid Harry, * You come,
too, Wilkinson.”

T Eh ?u

“Come for a swim [ shouled Wharton.

The wooden-legged man shook his
head.

“1 can't swim, sie”

“Well, you can bathe, anyhow,” =said
Bob Cherry. "It will de you good,
Wilkinson., Trot along with us"

“I don’t care for it, sir, thank you!™

“Oh, all right; just as you like |"

“Alter all, it's safer for somebody to
stay with the van, if Wilkinson doesn’t
mind,” remarked Frank Nugent.

Drake glanced rather curiously at the

We're going o

I'll lock after the wvan,

juniors.

“Why not take the horse out for a
bit, and let him nmwop up the grass!” he
aeked. "It would rq’st. him. TI'll do it

while you chape start,

“Well, for such a ghort halt——"" gaid
Harry.

“Oh, come, let me make myself useful
for once!” said Drake. ' Buppose that
giddy conviet came along and borrowed
the vin #"

“Wilkinson wouldn't let him.”

“Mightn't be able to stop him,” said
Drake, with a smile. “Safer with the
horse out.”

“(30 ahead, if you want to,™ said

Wharton. “ We'll get off to tha river.”
* Right-ho!™
Wilkinson locked rather oddly at

Drake, as he releazod the horse from the
shafts. But he did not speak. Harry
Wharton & Co. started across  Lhe
meadow for the stream, where the sport-
ing young man had so obligingly given
them permission to bathe. Drake led
the horse from the rond, and tethered
him to the fence with o loose tether, to
allow him to crop the grass by the road-

side,
Wilkinson stepped down, and  laid
himself in the grass to rest.  Drake

gave him a pglance, and then followed
his comrades across the field, In the
shade of the willows, the juniorz rquckly
changed inta their hathing costumes,
and plunged 1into the water.

It was a delightful spot for swimming,
and the Groyfriars juniors t.hnmughﬁ;r
enjoyed  themselves for zbout ten
minutez.  Then they were suddenly
hailed from the bank.

A stout man in gaiters, with a whip
under his arm, and an angey red fnee,
shouted to the swimmers:

“ Come out of that ™ .

“Hallo, hallo, hallo !™ ejacalated Bob
fﬂ}Frry. "1 wonder who that merchant
it

“What's  the frouble? ecalled out.
Wharton, treading waler, and looking
at the red-faced man on the bank.

“Trouble! I'll give you troubls!
What do you miean by bathing in my
water, and trespassing on my land®”

“Dh, my hat!"”

NEXT
MONRBAY ]

lth& place wasn't his,

‘' CARAVANNERS AFLOAT!"™

“’ﬂisturbin% my fish £ roared the red.
faced man. “Do you think I pay for
fishing rights 'ere to let n gang c? young
g:;:mpa swim-in the watex? Come.ont of
i 11‘!
ou the owner of this show!”
asked Bob,

“Yes, 1 am, you young rascai!”

" A chap told us we could bathe here,”
zatke] Harry. " We asked & young man
who wae at the gate yonder. He =aid
there was no objection.™

“Don’t talk to me! Come out!"” The
red-Taced man took a business-like grasp
an his whip, and 1 was only too evidently
his indention 4o use it when the juniors
came within range. “Youn 'ear me?"

"My word!”  murmuored Nugent.
“That young fellow wasg just pulling our
leg 1 %Iﬂ must have fznuwn bathing
wasn't allowed here!™

“He said there was no objection——

“1 suppose he hadn't any objection, if
" gaid Harry, wilh
a wry face. “"He was just pulling our
leg, bother him!”

“The silly ass!” breathed Dob. *T'll
jolly well pull his nose if I see him
agam !

‘“Blessed if I like the look of that
whip ! murmured Jack Drake. **Wea're
not exactly elad for it1"

“Tha whackfulnese would be torrific
in Ethe present sparsefulness of our
%I;:dr?l 1" vemarked Hurree Jam:zet Ham

ingh.

The red-faced man cracked his whip
lowdly.

*Come out ' he roared.

“What are you going to do with that

_whip?"" demanded Dob.

“I'm gomg to lay 1t reund you for
trespassing on my land!"

“Are you, by Jove! Then we'll stay
in a bit longer !

“Come out, I tell you!”

“Rata 1™

“Why, you young rascals,” roared the
red-faced man, “if vou don’t come oub
of that there water, I'll—T'1l——" Words
seetned o fail the exasperated man.

“"Let's hope he won't spot
clobber 1™ murmured Nugent,

But that was oxactly what the rad-
faced man did do. He wos aware that
the bathers’' clothes must be somewhere
on the bank, and he started looking for
them among the willows. The juniovs
wntched him in dismav. He was not
long in finding the clothes.

“My hat, he'a bagging our clobber!™
said Bob Cherry dismally, as the ved.
feced man began to gather up a bundle
of garments.

Lot those clothes alone!™
Johnny Bull.

The red-faced man looked round with
a surly grn.

“I'm taking these ere clothes away,”
he spid. “If you want them, you can come
to the house—it's a mile awoy across the
fields yonder. T give you a last chance
to come out and take a thrashing !

“You blessed ruffian——->"

YONH gaid! T'm going 1™

With nearly all the clothes bandled
over hiz arnmn, the ved-faced man strade
awany. He gave a last glance round at
the dismayed swimmers,

our

bawled

" Come ﬂIﬂI]E to the house, and ask for
Mr. ngiin,-‘-,’ _he said. “That's mel
Tl "ave the whlp ready I

“"You rotter ! bawled Jobhnny Ball
“I'll teach yon to trespass on my
land, and frigkten away my fish!" said
My, Higgins vengefully, ;
And he tramped towards a little bridpe
that spanned the strenm o hundred yards
or g0 farther downstream. _
“Wa're not standing this!" exclaimed
A E&PLENDID STORY
- By

Harry Whatton, his cyes glenming.
“We're jolly well going to have our
¢lobber!

Mever miod his whip—there's
prl.rﬂ:mgh of vs to handle him, E:g'_ g3 he
]5 IFJ‘

“Yes, rather!”

“The whipfulness will be terrific,” re-
marked Hurreo Singh, “hut the estcemed
clobber 15 the stern necesgity 1
~ And, making up their minds to it, tho
juniors scrambled out of the water
thrmtgg the rushes, and ran in pursuit of
Mr. Higgina

»

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Mr. Higgings Gets Wet !

(14 TOP 1™
S Mr. Higgins spun round.

Hea grinned at the aight of
the six eparsely-clad schoolboys
racing towards him down the bank of

the stream. He threw the bundle of
clothee aside, and grasped his whip
grimly.

“Come on, you young rascale!" he ex-
claimed. " You've decided to take your
biding, hey?"

That was not exactly what the Grey-
friavs juniors had decided upon, s the
red-faced man was to discover.

They came on with a rosh, anxious to
get to close quarters as quickly ae

osaible, before Mr. Higgine could use

13 whip much.

Slash!  The red-faced man Jashed out
vigorously, and there was a yell from Bob
Cherry as the thong curled round his bare
logs,

“ Yarooh

Slash, slash !

Nugent and Hurree Singh yelled aa
they got the whip next. But then the
juniors were close in. Wharton and
Jahnnv Bull seized hald of the burly man,
and Wharton sueceeded in hooking his

nitered leg, and they came down on
the bank Eogother with & crash.

There was a breathless grunt from Mr.
Higging as he landed, with the juniora
sprawling on him.

“You young villaing!” roared Mr.
Higgins. “I'll 'ave you locked up for
ihis "ere! Leggo! Oh!™

He strugplod fiercelv, The whi was
torn away, but the burly mun shook him-
self free of the juniors, and slaggered
up. But he wae only on his feet a
second, ol Cherey promptly *butted ™
him, and he stegrered baclkwards and
rolled down the bank again.

Splash!

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” gasped Bob
“He's in!™

“(th ecrumbsa "

The panting juniors stared after Me
Hipggins. He had been butted over on
the slope of the bank, which was rather
steep near the bridgs. He had rolled
through the rushes, and splashed into the
water, and for o moment or two ho dis.
appeared from sight.

He came up spluttering and blowing
thres or four yards ont from the bank.

The red face disappeared under the
water again.

“My hat!" exclaimed Wharton. *1le
can't swim! He's in danger——"

“FPhew!”

By the bridge the stream narrowed,
and the current ran faster. The red-
faccd man's head c¢ame up, thia time
under the bridge. His hands were
thrown up helplessly,.  He was swept
away under the bridge in sight of the
horrifiad juniors.

Harry Wharton dashed aleng the bank
with the speed of o deer. He passed the
end of the bridee, and was just in time
OF THE JUNIORE OF GREYFRIARS.
FRAHK RICHARDS. 4
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to see the struggling man swept out on
the further side. .

Without an _instant's hesitation, the
captain of the Remove dived in.

A fow powerful atrokes, and he reached
the red-faced man, who was sinking
ngain, his confused struggles only mak-
ing it impossible for him to keep afloat.
‘ﬂf‘%mﬂ.nn’: grasp on his collar brought his
head above the sorface just in fime.
Tho ted face was almost white now, and
the man's eyes were etaring. He clutched
hold of Wharton convulsively.

“Help " shouted Harry.

His chums wers racing along the bank
after him. But the current was strong,
and it was sweeping away both Wharton
and the man he was trying to save.. The
clutching and struggling of Mr. Higgina
made it difficult for Wharton to swim at
nll, without secking to get to the bank.

“Leot go!” panted Harry. "I'm hold-
ing you! You'ra all right! Groogh!"

¢ was dragged under, aun he
itruggled afioat again. still holding to Mr.
Higgins.

It was fortunate for Whaorton that his
chums were at hand. Bob Cherry was
the first in, and he swam swiftly to the
rescue, and Jeack Drake was only & few
eeconds behind him,

They reached tha almost exhausted
coptain_of the Remove, and laid hold
of Mr. Higgins.

That gentleman, in s siate of utter
confusion and bewilderment, struggled
and clutched, and clutched and struggled,
and the three juniors had plenty to do
to keep themselves and him above
water,

Jobnny Bull and Nugent and Hurree
Hingh came swimming up, however, and
Mr. Higgina was seized on all sides and
brought to order,

In the midst of the six swimmers the
stout gentleman was propelled towards
the bank, still trying te struggle.

The jumiors trampled through the

rushes, and landed him 3 hundred yards

down the stream from the bridge, and
fromm the spot where their olothes had

baan left, on the opposite side of the
water.

Mr, Higgins lay in the grass, and
gurgled and puffed and blew.

"riln as well geb back to our clobber,™
anid Johnoy Bull. * As soon as he geta
hiz second wind he may begin his japes
again.”

“Good! Let's cut.”

Mr. Higgins was left to puff and blow;
there was nothing the matter with him
to need attention, The juniors ran
quickly up the bank, crossed the bridge,
and rcached the spot where their clothes
had been left. They were very wquick in
towelling themselves down and gething
into the clothes. True, they had pro-
hably saved Mr. Higgins' life, but as it
had been Bob Cherry who had butted
him into the waler it was not to be
expected that the red-faced man wonld
feel very grateful. Certainly he did not
look as if he were much given to feel-
inga like gratitude. The juniors were in
s hurry to get away, and they dreseed in
record time.

“Now for the van!" said Bob breath-
lessly. “ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes
that obstinate old josser.™

Mr. Higgins, having puffed and blown
himself into a state of recovery, was
coming up the bank towards the bridge,
squelching cut water from his big boots
and gaiters. He was coming st a rum,
and the juniors departed at & run as
they saw him,

They scudded across the meadow to
the road, and reached the van whila Mr.
Higgins was still hi the river.

Wilkinson stumped up out of the grass.
He eyed the juniors very ouricusly.

“Buck up and get the horse in!" said
Wharton, “We're off the brute's land
now, but we may as well save argument,”

* Yes, rather " ;

Drake backed the horse into the shafts,
and Wilkinson rattled on the harness
Mr. Higgina was acrose the

comIng
meadow at full pelt now, his face redder
than ever.
He tore open the gate and rushed out

Wharton stopped at a general stores and looked in. He discovered Bunter
seated at the table, finishing the remnants of a large cake. Bunter gave a

startled blink at Wharton.

“‘ Hallo, here you are,” sald Harry.
I’m here ! ** gasped the fat junior.

" Y-y-yes
(See Chapter 8.) ~

HEXT
AONDAY !
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""CARAVANNERS AFLOAT!™

A SPLENDID STORY
L2 By

into the road, before tha caravan had
time to start. Bob Cherry jerked a
cricket-bat out of the van. 1f Mr. Hig-
ging wanted mere trouble he was wal-
O Ston I d Mr. Hi

“Stop ! panted Mr. Higgina

“0h, go and eat coke!”

“Look hera—"

“Of " called out Wharton, as Wilkine
son cracked his whip ; and the Greyiriars
caravan started at a trot.

The juniors trotted, teo. Mr. Hig-
gins, quite winded by his run across the
meadow, gasped for breath, but after a
moment or two he broke intc a run in
pursuit,

“Halle, hallo, hallo! Hea's affer ua!"
chortled Bob Cherry. “Well, T've got
this bat ready for hia silly cocoanut.”

: “131:-39!” bawled Mr. Higgins breath-
asaly.

“ Rata I yelled back Bob.

“1 tell you—=-"

“"Qo and chop chips 1™

The red-faced man put on & spurt and
came up with the coravan. Then the
Famous Five and Drake, quite oub of
patience, turned on him in wrath and
collared him, In the grasp of six pairs
of hands Mr. Higgins sat down forcibly
in the recad, with & bump.

“There !" gasped Bob Cherry.

0w

“ it there & bit and cool off,” aaid
Johnny Bull, * If you come after us again
wo'll give vou & harder one. Catch on 7"

“1 was coming after you to—to—io
—"  Thy red-faced man gaszped for
broath. * To—to——"

“Tell us when we ecome thiz way
again ! chuckled Bob Cherry. “We
may he doing Dorset next vae—poerhaps.
Come on, vou chaps!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The van was rumbling on, and the
juniora ran afier it. To their astonish-
ment the red-faced man serambled up
and ran after them again.

The six junicrs faced round (o mect the
red-faced man a3 he came breathlossly
on., Mr. Higgina came panling up.

“ AN together ! sang out Ilob Cherry.

“Btep ! I—I—I was coming after you
to—to—to—to tell you."” He spluttcred
for breath, but he got out the next words
just in time hefore the amouz Five
setzaod him.  “Youw've saved my hife,
though you put it in danger, yonu vounz
raseals, and—and Fou can swim in my
stream a8 much as you like 1"

dd I.I-':.hl-:l"f

£ {}h !l-

il A.h!”

“And as you're caravanning you can
camp in my meadow if von wont tol"
gasped Mr. Higgins, “"That's- -grangh!
ﬂ—“gfn.t I came affer you o say.”

“Oh!" ejaculated tho caravonners,

Evidently thore had Leen a misunder-
standing.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Shopping !

i H!: We-—we-—we  her wayr
O pardon I stammered Wharlon,
guite taken abock.
* We-—we didn’t catch on.”

“The begfulness of the honsurabla
pardon i1a deep and terrilic, my ox'ovimned
and ludicrous friend,” szid the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

Mr. Higgins grinned.

Az Beob Cherry remarvked afferwards,
he seemed a better-tempered man wet
than dry.

Apparently, he was not 2o thankless as
thio juniors had taken for sranted. Ie
was, in fact, quite grateful

OF THE JUNIORE OF CREYFNIANMS
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"You're a zeb of young scamps,” he
gaid; “but T see you ain't the cheeky
tramps I took you for at first, If you're
looking for a camp, there's my meadow.
And you send your man up to the farm-
house, if you like, and I'll stand you as
much milk and butter and eggs as you
vould want. You pitched me into the
waler, but you got me out; and I reckon
vou ran gomo risk. 1 lost my kead in
ithe water; I know that™

“You jolly well did!? grinned Bob
Cherry. “Jolly nearly drowned the lot
of us. But a miss is as good as a mile.”

And. without waiting for the juniors
to thank him the burly gentleman strode
away at a great yate, still sguelching
water. Harry Wharton & Co. locked at
ona another.

“Not such a bad sort, after all!™ said
Bob.

¥ After all, T suppose a man naturaily.

woild be waxy at finding six chaps bath.
ing without leava i a stream whera fish
are preserved,” said MHarry, laughing.
“He had a right to be waxy, though he
was rather too handy with that con-
founded whip. 5till, I voio we forgive
hirn and eamp in his meadow; it's close
on tima for camping. ™

“ And milk and epgs and butter from a
Dorset farm gin’t to be sneezed at!™
said Johnny Bull appreciatively, * We'll
accept his offer.”

“*Hear, hear!™

Wilkinson was waiting for the =ign
to drive on, the caravan having been
halted during the talk with the farmer.
His sun-tanned face did not wear a
pleased expreasion, as Drake oheervaed.

“We're camping here, Wilkingon !
Bob Cherry shouted, *“I'll back the
horse round !

b went to the horse’s head, and
backed the van to the side of the road
and turned it. Wilkinson did not speak.

“Whe's going for Bunter?” asked
Nugent. "He will bas waiting for us
at- the willage.”

" Lucky we've got a sccoud bike now,”
gald Wharton, with a smila., *“You'll
lend me your Jigger to run i for
Bunter, Drake "

“Of course !

Harry Wharton mounted Drake's bike
and pedalled on up lhe road, while his
comrades led the caravan info  the
moadow and prepared to camp. It did
not take the captain of ithe Hemove long
to cover the mile to the village on
Drako’s machine,

ahter was not in sight in tho slecpy
little willage street.  Wharton looked
round hiny, and stopped at a shop which
waa a post-office and o general stores,
and soveral ofher things, includin
“Rafreshments for Cyelists.” He lﬂuhuﬁ
1, and discovered DBunter.

The fal jumor was seated at a talile,
finishing the remnant of a large coke.
116 gave & startled blink at Wharton.

" IIalla! Here you are!™ said Harry.

“Yeoz, here I am, ald chap!” sawd
RBunter, with a fechle grin, “1—I—I've
been waiting for you, you know.™

“Tane the shopping ' 7

“The—the shopping?"

“Yeos. We're camping where yon lefl
ng—on tho road,” said Harry., ' 1've
como io fetch you back—and the stuff.”

“Tho—lho stuff?"

“Yeou fat bounder !
the shopping set?™ exclaimoed
inpatiently.

“T had toe have a snack™ s=smid
Runter. “I told yon I was hungry.
You must remember my mentinning
that, Wharton.”

Y1 remember, [ailiead ! sabd Harry,

NEXT
MONDAY!

Haven't vou dene
Harry

I el

With a snddenness that made the Greyiriars juniors jomp, Wilkinson spum
round, & heavy billet of wood In his hand. His eyes
““You spying hound | 1 guessed it from the fivst—I knew you
were waiching me !** be snarled.

shaggy brows.

biazed at Drake under his

{(See Chapterd.)

laughing. *Bull, you've had plenly of
time to do the shopping, as well as
have a smack.”

“I thought I'd take a snack first,” said

Bunter, "1 was -I‘El“{ famished, you
know—quite sinking. I'd had nothing
since dinner except those tarts, and some
apples and nuts, and a chunk or two of
toffes, and what was left of the cake,
amd a bit of jam-reil, Bo—"

"“"Bo you must have been on the peint
of death by starvation " said the caplain
of the Remove sarcastically. " 'Well, T'
da the shopping i you've leen too busy
saving your life! Give me the pound
e,

“ Tho—tha, pound note?™

“¥os am! Have you changed it for
your confounded snack?”

“You see,” stammered Bunter—
“heing onn. the move as we are, a
fellow can’t get his remittances. [
haven't the least doubt that there are
nearly a dozen postal-orders in the posat
for me; but T can't gel than, nwil:'lg Lo
civcumnstances, you see, and s0 I happen
to bo short of money. I—I really had
lo change the pound note——""

“Well, give me what's left ™ inter-
rupled Wharton impatiently.

“Wha-a-at's left 17

“Yeos, ass—and buck up!”

Dilly Bunter went through s pockets
with sedulous care. Ilis fat hands came
ot emply,

“1—-1-—1 almast think thera izn't any
left, Wharton.” he murmured. * The--
the Pc}urid seem3 to have gone some
how,™

“Why, you—you—ryon guzzling ITun "
exvlaimed Wharton, “ Do youn mean to
say you've spent a whole pound an
puzeling 17

“T1 shall return the pound, of course !
zaitl Dunter, with dignily.

“Iand it over, then shapped
Wharton,

“When 1 get a postal-nrder—-"

“I1f you say postal-erder again™ amd
Wharton, in concentrated tones, “™I'l

el
.
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tarned out 80

bang your #illy head on thet table!
Shot wup!™

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

Harry Wharton turned away. The
shopping had to be done, and iho
captain of the Remove sorted out a
im:iih pound note, Billy Bunter blinked
at him,

Thoe captain of the Remove got
through the shopping, and carried out
a bundle to Drake’s ﬁilm. Billy Bunter
rulled aut sulkily after him, and mounted
the other machine,

e ———

TEE NINTH CHAPTER.
Jack Drake Surprises the Caravanners !

i g OING on again, #ir?”
G Wilkinson asked the ques-

tiorn, ag the Greyiriars juniors

chatted after o hearty meal in
camp. It was late for lea, but rather
early for supper; but the juniors were
hungry enough te roll both meals into
onc—especially Bunter, Billy Bunter’s
littlo snack, which bad cost o pound, did
not seem to have affected hia appetile
much. e fairly plunged inte ham, and
cold beef, and egge, and cold chicken,
and the other good Lhings Mr, Higgins
had supplicd. Ife was still going strong
on 4 big home-made cake when the other
fellows had finished, Bnd the wooden-
legged man asked IMarry if they were
TOlE on,

The sun was sinking, snd the juniora
looked at one another donbtfully. They
sympathised with Wilkinson's desiro to
gret on his way to his promised job; but
after all, they wers caravanping, Bn
1:uru,1.;{|uning waa not te be done in a
hurry.  In fact, Mr. Higgins having
';mﬂpitab!e, the juniors
wero thinking of camping for a day or
two in that pleasant part of tho smiling
county of Dorsct,

S0 Wharton shook his head. .

“Wo're atnppi:zf here & bit, Wilkin-
son,'’ he answore

(1] E]] ?!1
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Wharion repeated his reply in a shout,

“Very well, #8ir,”" said Wilkinson.
“diart at dawn to-morrow, as before,
I enpposa?”

Wharton looked and folt rather un-
comfortable. The caravanners were full
of kinduess and sympathy for the
wooden-legged man, but this was really
a little too much. The Greyfriars cara-
var, had not started on itz summer tour
with the object szolely of piving Mr.
Wilkinson a [ift,

“1 think net,"” answered Harry
rather shortly. “We haven't decid
yet whether we're going on the road
to-morrow at all. ¥m sorry, if you're
in & hurry to get on.”

“Oh, not at all, sir!" said Wilkinson
very civilly. **I'm sure it's very kind of
you to give me & lift at all.”

“I've got an idea,” said Jack Drake,
# if vou fellows would care to hear it—"

“Go phead, kid !

* ¥ Wilkinson's got a job waiting for
him at C-'-:wen*ri,e e's wasting o lot
time tramping there, even with a lift on
the road,” sald Drake. **Why not have
a whip round and raise his railway fare?”

“That's & good idea !” said Bob. “Wa
don’t want the poor chap to think we
want to get rid of him, of course. But
nartainijr%?a ought to make the trip roore
quickly.” Besides, we're not going so far
an he wants to go. IY'll be a week, at
least, before we touch W?]mickﬂg;r;." "
“Turn pn your megaphone, , an
tell him [ ‘E’l%‘iﬂ-ﬂ& Nugent,

Bob raised his powerful voice, and
explained Drake's Bsuggestion to the
wooden- ¢ man.

Wilkinson shook his head. g

“Thenking you kindly, sir,” he said,
“I'd rather not take any money from
you, if jou den't mind.”

“Well, that’s the right spirit, 1 sup-
pose,” said Harry. “%ut he's welcome
to a little bit to see him through, and
there's no reason why he shouldn't take
i.t.”

"We could shell out an esteamed quid
asach for the honourable and unfortunate
Wilkinson,” remarked IMurree Singh.
“Tet us insistfully urge upon him to
accopt the donation,"

But it was useless to urge Wilkingon.
He declined-to entertzin the idea, and
evidently did not wank to gquit the
caravanners, Jack Drake's eyes never
left his face during the discussion. Once
Wilkinson's sharp glance turned on the
echoolboy detective with & very pene-
trating look. 'The discussion ended. by
the wooden-legged man stumping away to
gather firewood from the hedges.

Bob Cherry rose from his =eat, and
YAWD

“Let's all go for a atroll,” he said.
“Bunter doesn't want to walk, and
Wiltkinson will be here, so the things will
be safe enough.’

Drzke glanced at him, Wilkinsen
gathering firpwgod, was cut of range of
the juniors’ voices, even if he had not
been deaf.

“Will you fellows excuse me if I buit
in?" said Drake, “Deon’t you seem
rather to have taken that chap Wilkinson
on krust ¥

“@h, he's all right,"” said Dob, with a
stare. " He's an ex-Bervice man, you
know—+and crocked.”

2 bly,” said Drake.

“I don't know what you mean by
pessibly. He told us he was,” said Bob,

m.ﬁ?f‘fﬁ:t o smiled,

““Any tramp could say he was an ex-
Service man,” he remarked. “It's the

<5y, CARAVANNERS AFLOAT "

easjest way of getiing help and sym-

athy.”

F %ﬂm-es.” seid Wharton. " But he's
lost o leg, Drake, and he's desf. Look
here, old scout, I've noticed that you
don't trust Wilkinson."”

“ 0Ok, vou've noticed that?®

“I've got eyes, you know, though I'm
not & pupil of Mr. Ferrers Locke,” said
Wharton, with a laugh. *“You don't
trust him, and that's why you wanted the
horse taken out of the van while we went
swimming. You had an idea that he
might scoot with the caravan—what ?"

“0Oh, my hat 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry
in astonishment. "' ¥You must be an ass,
Drake.”

“1 had that idea,” assentod Drake
ealmly. “I dwdn't think it likely, a5 &
stolen caravan can be traced so easily,
and by bnggini it your timberlegged
friend woul ave drawn & lot "of
altention on himself—which he probably
doesn't want. But I thought it quite
posaible.”

Dagh it 81l said Bob Cherey uncom-
fortably, “that’s awifully rotten, Drake
you  know, when the chap's an ald
soldier, "

“Is he?” said Drake,

“He said so0.” B

“Well, if he i, he will have his papers
about him,"” said Drake. “Why not ask
;rc_r see them, if you're going to trust
rem. ™

The juniors looked at one another un-
comfortably. Tt dawned upon them that
they had, .indeed, taken Mr. Wilkinson
vcﬁ much on trust. It had not occurred
to them to doubt his story of being a man
who had fought at Ypres; the weoden leg
and the deafpess had seemed evidence
enough of that, if they had thought of
wanting evidence.

“We can't hurt the chap's feelings b
appearing not to trust him.” said DB
slowly.  “But—but it's true that we
don’t know anything about him but what
he's told us. I—I suppose it isn't quite
safe to leave & stranger in charge of the
camp.”'

“He seems very willing and obliging,”
said Nugent.

“Eea does!" assented Drake. “He
naturally would, il he has<some special
object in keeping in with you."

Wharton loocked very keenly at the
schoolboy detective.

“ Look heve, Drake, you've either said
too much or too little 1" he said abruptly.
You suspect the man of something.”

* Admitted.’”

“ Wall—what 7*

“Why did he refuse to go into the
water " said Drake.

“He didn't want to.”

“I suggested the swim io see whether
hes would refuse,” explained Drake.

“The dickens you did "

“And he refused—exactly as I
B:g:&ctedﬂ' '

*Blessed if I know why you expected
anything of the sort,” aaid DBob Cherry,
rather graffly. “1 shouldn't expoct any-
body to refuss a chance of getting =
bathe in a river in this hot weathar after
travelling on a dusty road.”

“Quite so. But I expected Wilkinson
to refuse,™

£F Wh}. ?IT

“1 say, you fellows,” callad out Bunter,
“If yow're not going for a walk, you can
come and wipe thess plates, if vou like.”

“{Zo and eat coke ! hooted gn-l}

“¥ah!” Buntor went on washing-up,
with a snort.

HGet on, Drake,” said Bob., ‘' Why
did you expect Wilkinson to refuse to go
A SPLENDID l'l'ﬂl’lﬂ'l"
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too thick!
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intg the water? Is this soms of your
merry detective businessi"

“Yes," answered Drake.

“Well; why? Listen to Mr, Sherlock
Holmes [ grinned Dob. :

The juniors chuckled, but they listened
very curiously to Drake's answer. It
surprized them when it came,

“ Bacause he couldn't go into the water
without g'i.’ving himaself away—if he hasn't

lost a leg.™

“What

“Jf he hasn't lost & leg!"™ repeated
Harry Wharton blankly. *“*But he has!
A man wounldn't stump around on o
wooden leg for fun, would he "

“"He might have his reasons.”

“My only hat!” said Dob Dharr;.r in
wonder. * You're dreaming, Drake! 1
suppoge we've pgob eyes in our heads,
haven't we? aven't you! Can't you
seo that the man's right leg is missing
below the knee?"

Drake smiled.

“T've got a strong suspicion that it
isn't,” he anawered voolly.  “ You fellows
muat have heard that it's an old trick
with beggars te double up the leg and
put an & wooden stump, to make out that
a limb is missing.”'

“Jolly uncomiy way of getting about,
I should think,” remarked Nugent. *'It
would give the chap the cramp.”

“But you've heard of such dodges,
gurely.”

“Of course we have," said Wharton.
“* But—but—— Dash it all, Drake, it's
YWhy should you imagine
that he's spoofing with his w eg?
Of course, if he's got a real leg hidden
away in-those baggy trousers 1t would
give it away if he went into the water.
But still—"

“Rot!" said Bob Cherry. " Vou muat
not mind my saying it, Drake, but vou're
really talking rot, old fellow I

“The rotfulness 1is t&l"l.‘iﬁﬂ; in my
humble and ridiculous opinion,”™ cheerved

‘the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“I'm not talking out of the back of my
neck, vou fellows,” said Jack Dreke
quietly. “I've learned to use my oves
and my brains with Mr. Locke. va
been thinking it out, and I wanted. ta
sp?ja.k tﬁ vout while he's out of hedring,
&nd——

0t of hearing ! chuckled Bob.
“*You needn’t have waited for that, he's
a3 deaf as a3 post, you duffer !

“"He's no more dear than I am,”
answered Jack Drake calmly.  *“ And
when I discovered that T began to think
him over.”

The juniors blinked at the schooiboy
detective.

“ He—ha—he's
Bob.

i Nu tl‘l

“Wou mean to say iW's all n zpoof

i 'YES !]‘!

“And when did you find that out¥"
demanded Bob.

“Within five minutes of joining yon
thia morning,"” answerad Drake gquictly.

“Oh, my iat £

“He heard us talking, then," resurned
Drake. “You may remember 1 men-
tioned that he secimed interested in our
tull, and when vou told me he was deaf,
that fixed my sitention on him. e
heard ws talking.  VWerrers Locke was
mentioned, and I conld sce that he knew
the arme. He was harncssing the horas,
and he kept on findiug something to do
to keep within hearing before taking the
van into the road. Ishonld have theught
it was simply curiosity, but when you told
ma he was deaf, T knew that he must be
playing some game,”
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"RBuat—but——" stammered Wharton.

“"Then I kept my eyesz on him," said
Drake, in the same guiet tone., *I sug-
geateff the swim, as I've said, to  see
whether he would refuse—as he did. I
suggested raising the money to send him
to Coventry by railway, to see whether
he would refuse that—as he did.”

“And why should he refuse that?”
asked Wharton, “If he's some rogue,
spm}ﬁngl people with a spoof wooden
leg, and pretended deafness, I suppose
ho ia on the make! Hea could have
bad some money out of us, and needn’t
have spent 1t on o radwawy-ticket !

“ Answer that, Mr. Holmes | grinned
Bob Cherry.

“It suits him to travel with the cara-
van,” said Drake., "1 faney it's the
very safest way he could possibly travel
—with vou fellows to see him ﬂ"ﬂ'ﬂ'-l.l_ﬂ'h
as you're doing, I've no doubt he will
relieve you of wour ecash—all you've
pot—before he does leave wvou! But
that won't be yet., Tor some time to
come, caravanning i3 the best thing
going for AMr. Wilkinzon—only, he
naturally wants {0 move on as lacf as
possible. Neot to pet to Coventry—he's
no business thers!”

“Then why should he want o travel
north as fast as possible 7

YTo put a gpood distance between
himself and the olace he came from.”
“"What's that 1"

* Dartmoor,”

“Wha-a-a-a-t 77

“Trrakal™

“Fou—you Jdon’t mean i

“I do!™” said Jack Drake calmly.
“¥You've been sheltering an eszcaped
convick, and the man you've &
under your wing 12 Bert Gunner—
Conviet 2217 '

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Hands Up !

& TNNER "
" Impaossible '™
“PUiter rot!*

“Good heavens ™ brealhed
Wharton. " You—ryou—you mean to
eay that—that he’s the convict, and—and
wa're helping him to escape?”

“That's exaclly what I mean lo say ™

Wharton stared across at Wilkinson,
who was in sight in the distance, pick-
ing firewood at the hedge.

The man looked guiltless enough, to
Wharten's oyes. Heo conld scarcely
imagine that Drake was right in his
surmise,

But he recalled now the dezeripiion
the mounted constable had given of the
wanted man: five feel seven inches
high, sirongly built, blue eyes and
sqqyara chin, armud dark hair. Wilkinson
was about five feet seven. and certainly
he was sirongly butlf, and his eyes were
blue, His r]}:iu was hidden by his
stubbly beard, but that beard was of
recent growth and due to want of shav-
g,  But under the stuhble it looked
squara, His haie had not been revealed,
for he kept his old ecap on hizs head
continually. And Wharton could not
help waondering now wheather it was to
hide ths conviet * erop ”—for the man's
hair would not have had timo to grow
cinca his escapo if he really was Bert
(runner.

“The—the descriplion seems to fit,”
said Wharton at last.  “ But—but the
policeman yestorday never gaw—-.=''

“Ha saw the wooden leg, T imagine,
and that put him off the scent,™ said
Ihrake., “Besides, he natueallv wasn’t
locking for Bert Gunner driving n
carevan with a parly of schoolboys. If
NEXT
MONDAY]
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you'd told him you had only met the
man the previous night, he would have
wanted to know something about him.
Instead of that, you told him he was
an ex-SBervice man, and deaf—in fact,
answered for him as if he was a repular
member of the party.”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob.
And iH—i Bub it's impossible!
Look here, Drake! It's all roti™

“He's deaf,” said Nugent. **Really,
vou know. Besudes, why should he
pretend he was deaf if he wasn't, aven
if ha is Gunner )™

“To zave talking,” answered Diake.
“You'va remarked yourself that con-
vorsation with him is rather difficult,
and vou haven't asked him any ques-
tions, He hasn't been under any neces-
atty of explaining himsell in any way.
And deafness i3 a clever dﬂﬁfﬂ for Mr.
Wilkinson, simply because Mr. Gupner
tan't deaf.™

Wharton rose uneasily to his feet.

“I can't quite swallow it, Drake!"” ha
said. It looks—it looks—well, I know
it looks suspicions. Bui—but what are
wa going to do? We shall have to
know for certain now. What the thump
are weo going to doi™

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Here
ecomes 1™ murmured Bob Cherry.

‘The juniora were silent at once.

“Eh? Who comes?’ asked Bunter
—who was sitting near, having finished,
washing up—in sorprise, blinking round

he

through his big spectacles, Only Mr,
Wilkinsen was approaching, wi his
arms full of gathered firewood. “ Do

ou mean Stupps? Have you fellows
een jawing about Wilkinson all this
time, and looking as solemn as & set
of moulting owls about it?"

The wooden-leggred man was heaping
uip tha fGrewood near «at hand now, and
if he was not desf, he must certainly
have heard Bunter’s remark. His head
Hf]ill.l'ﬂ round =as if by instinet. The
ﬁ:nﬂe he shot at the juniora was sud-

n, swift, penetrating—a glance that
startied them. Billy Bunter rattled on
cheerfully :

“What's the matter yvou've got to
seitle, Wharton? What's the difficulty,
anyhow? What have you all shut up
far all of a suddeni™

“Dry up!” breathed Drake.

Bunter blinked at him., PBunter did
not sea any resson for “drying U up,
amnd he had o strong ebjection to dry-
ing up at any time, Hia fat voice was
musi¢ in his own ears, though Ii*;mba.hiy
in nobody else’s. And the Owl of the
Hemove was curious and ingquisitive
now., He was not very bright; but he
wag bright enough to know that some-
thing was being kept from him, and
that it econcerned the wooden-legped
man., And Dunter wanted to know!

“¥ou can go ahead,” he said., “ Wil
kinsom can’t hear vou; he's as deaf as
a post. What™s he done!?™

“MNothing., Shut up !

“But you said something had gol io
be settled, and you shut up dirvectly
Wilkinson came along,” persisted Bun-
ter. I want to know what it is! I
don’t litke fellows keeping secrets!
Mean, I call it! Has Wilkinson been
up to something #*

‘The juntors, griwtly silent, stared at
Mr, Wilkinson's bhack, which was
turned towards them,

If Drake's suspicion was well founded,
and the wooden-legged man was not
tdeaf, he could hesr every wowrd that
Bunter spoke,

In that case, if he was Gunnor, he
conld not fail {90 know that he was
suspected—he conld scorcely fail to guess

A ESPLENDID STORY
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that he was under some kind of eus-
picion,

But, if it was so the wooden-legged
man did not give himself away, %{u
wenk on packing up the gmwmd
methodically in readinesz for the camp-
fire in the morning. And Harry Whar-
ton & Co. felt their doubts dissipate.
They simply could not believe that a
cunning criminal had taken them in to
such an extent.

Jack Drake rose to his feet, his hard
in the pocket of his loose jacket, His
eXPression was grim,

“I'll get the bike out now, you
fellows,” he satd.

“(zoing for a spin?™

“I'm going to the nearest police-
ztation 1"

“0h!" exclaimed Wharton.

“T've gobt information to give!” said
Drake calmly., *“The police will be
glad to hear that DBert Gunner hasn't
got out of Dorsefshire yel.”

The juniors’ eyes were fixed on Wil-
kinson's back as if glued there. If he
was playing & part—if Drake was right
—saurely the man would give some sign
now ! Surely—

And he did! With a suddenness
that made the Greyfriars juniors jump,
Wilkinson un round, a heavy billet
of wood in his hand., His sves blazed
at Drake under his shagpy brows.

“You spying hound! I guessed it
from the first! I knew you were
watching me!” He snarled the words
throngh his teeth, The juniors, utterly
smarved, gazed at bhim spellbound,
doubting their eyes and their ears.
The man went on, himsing out the
words: “I knew it! And I've watched
you, toe! Hang wyou! But you've
given me the tip, and now——"

Drake's hand Hashed out of his pocket.

To the further amazement of the
Greylriars juntore, thers was a revolver
in the grasp of their former school-
fellow.

The barrel glinted in the rays of the
setting sun as it fashed up to a level.

“Hold up your hands, Bert Gunner!"
rang out Drake’s voice, cool and clear.
“Drop that billet, and hold up your
hamf]s.! or I'll drop wyon where Fou
stand !’

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Conviet 22’s Last Fight!

ACEKE DRAKE stood pa firm as =
rock, his eyos gleaming over the
levelled revolvar,

The conviet made a stride for-
ward—and stopped. ‘There waz no
mistaking the  determination  that
gleamed in Drake’s steady eyes, Wil
kinson—or, rather, Gunner—stopped
dead, panting with rage, and the
billet of wood dropped from his ﬁra.ap.

“You young hound!™ he panted.
“Stand where you are!”
-p-good heavens!™ slutiered Reh

Cherry. * Then—then it—it—it's true "
Harry Wharton was the first to re-
cover from his amazement, The truth

was clear now—there was no longer any
possibility of doubt. The supposed deaf
man had shown that he had hearing.

“¥You awful rascal 1" exclaimed Whar-
ton indignantly. * ¥You had the neck to
tell ua you were an ex-Service mean!"

“Woundad at Ypres!"” hooted Bob
Chorry, “0Oh, vou rascal!™

“The rascally villain 13 w2 ternfic a
liar a3 the esteemed Dunter!” said
Hurrea Singh. Y The handfulness over
o the honourable police 15 now the
proper caper !’

" Yeos, rather!™
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U Collar him 1" muttered Bob.

The convict panted. He backed away.

a step or two, hiz eyes on Drake, tak-
ing no heed of the other juniors. It
way revolver 1n the hand of the
schoolboy detective that deunted him.
But for that, Drake would already have
fallen stunned, perhaps killed, under the
savage blow .:}F! ruffian. But the

levelled revolver mever wavered; the
eve that glanced slong it was eool and
steady. Tha convict panted, and

clanched his hands with impotent fury.

He dared not attack the schoolboy de-
toctive, and fight was difficult.  The
wooden leg, which had been so excellent
a disguise, was & heavy handicap in a
foot-race.

But it was the ruffian’s only resource
to attempt to fles, and he backed away,
his savage eyes watching Jack Drake.

“Btap " rapped out Drake.

“*Collar him!” repeated Bob,

“Collar, him " said Drake, with a nod.
“If he raises a hand I shall pull the
trigger. Take thess!” He jerked a

air of handeuffs out of his pocket with

3 left hand. ' Get them on the scoun-
drel !

“You bett"

Gunner made a sudden, desperste
8 rin,g. and by a. quick side movemaent
E:ca the  smouldering  ecamp-fire

tween him and the caravanners. Then
he dashed away ecross the field in Bight.

He was heading for the spot where the
caravan horse was grazing. Even in that
moment of desperation the ruffian’s
brain had worked quickly, and he had
thought of the horse.

Plu\gﬁ plug, plug! the wooden leg wont
over the meadow.

“ After him!" roared Bob Cherry.

Thera was & gquick rush in pursuit.

Draks did not fira. He did not intend
to do so unless Gunner seemed certain to
escapa. Then the schoolboy detective
was grimly determined to bri him
down with a ball in the leg. But he held
his fire as he rushed in pursuit of the
convict with the other [ellows.

Gunner reached the horse, but the
amimal shied and backed as he gras
at it. It trotted away, aond tha rush of
the Greyfriars juniors gave the desparata
rascal no time o make another altempt.
vy swerved off, and hoaded for the road,

In spite of the woodon leg, and of the
discomfort he must have su!i"&md in tha
leg that was doubled up over the stump
in tire baggy trousers, the convict put on
a good speed. The juniors were still
some yards behind, when he threw him-
golf over the low gate into the road.

Tap, tap, tap!

Down the hard high road the wooden
log went tap-tapping, reminding Whar-
ton of the first tap, tap, tap! he had
heard in the moonlit niﬂ:t-, when Con-
vict 22 had first dawned on the Grey-
friars caravannera,

Tap, tap, tap, tappetiy-tap!

"We ghall get him!¥ panted Bob,

#Put it on "

_ The six juniors sped up the road, gain-
mg on the desperate man. Suddenly. in
the dusk ahead, & burly figure loomed
up. It was Mr. Higgina, evideutly coming
home from an covoning walk round his
Iand. The red-faced man stared ip
astonishment at the amazing scene hofore

him.
* Dang my buttons! What—"

“Htop him!" roared Drake. *"Stop
thief 1"
#Oh, I sgee! Stop! shoufed the

farmer, and he placed hia bulky perzon
directly in the way of the flecing ruffian,
Gunner stepped, and swerved to the

right, maki a desperate plunge
through a h:f a.

“ Alter bim!

There came & furious yell from the con-
viet. On the inner side of the hedge was
s diteh, and the convict had jumped into
it, and his wooden leg had sunk in mud
to the knee.

He was pinned in the ditch by his own
wooden leg |

As he strove frantically to drag it out
the Greyiriars juniors came tearing
through the torn hedge after him, and

thoy tell over Gunner and over one

-another. After them came the astounded

Mr. Higgins.

Guoner had to cease attempting to
draw out the wooden leg. He was caught
now, and he knew it. He atruck out
savagely on all gsides, with the inatinct of
a wild animal at bay to fight to the last.
#His powerful blows knocked the juniors
right and left, till a crash from Drake’s
clubbed revolver sent the ruffian spinning
over, and he floundered headiong in the
ditch. Then Mr. Higgins was on the
scens, and he grazpe nvict 22, and
drgﬂged him cut. ﬁnd, powerful as the
rufban was, he was no match for the big
farmer,

“Got him!" said Mr. Higgins, as his
brawny arms c¢losed round the strug-

ling, panting ruffian. '"Now, what's

e donel”

“Time!"” chuckled Bob Cherry. ™ And
he's got some more to do.”

“Whe-at?”

“He's the escaped convict—Gunner,”
Harry Wharion explained.

“Well bust my buttons!™ ejaculated
Mr. Higgina. *“*Wasn't he travelling
with you youngsters?”’

“ Vas. ﬁa took us in, the rascal[”

Click |

The handcuffs fastened on the convict’s
wrists. : :

“He spoofed us with a yarn of being
& crocked ex-Service man,” Harry ex-
plained to the astonished farmer. *“That
woopen leg is & trick, Drake says."

“ Look I'" said Jack Drake.

He unfastened the wooden stump, the
handcuffed ruffian held helpless in Mr.
Higgins" brawny graﬁﬁ. ha ruffian’s
riggtt leg, turned back and up at the
knee, was strapped in place. Drake un-
buckled the strap, and Conviet 22
stretched out his h!i with evident relief,
thm.;gh he gave Draks a bitter, avil look.

L8

hat " said Johnny Bull, * Must
have n jolly uncomfortable, I should
think. I suppose & man could get used
to it?"

“You've got mae!” mmuitered Gunner,
eyeing Drake. “You've got me, and I'll
ramember you, Mastor Drakel I'd have

t clear easy but for you.”

“Yary likely,” assented Drake.

" Pretty cartain,” said Harry Wharton.
“I can’'t say how glad I am that you
joined up with wus, Drake, old man.
When I think of our having actuslly
helped that villain to pass the polire—="

“Thank goodness he's lagged now!"
growled Johnny Bull. * Better get him
off to the police-station."

Ve, rnﬁmr! The sconer the quicker."

“We can get a trap from samewhere.
and a couple of us can drive with him,"
said Drake. _

““That's all right!"” said Mr. Higgins.
“¥You walk him along with me to the
farm. and I'll get o teap out. Why, they
waz rooting throngh my womds only twao
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Dirake look

days ago, hunting for this chap. 1
reckon I'll drive hum to the station, and
one of you can come along and watch
him."”
“Good 1
~And in the midst of the Greyfriars
juniors the recaptured conviet wos
marched away to Mr. Higging' farm-
hiouse, and there he was mounted into
a trap, and Hr. Higgins took the reins,
and Jack Drake sat beside the handeuffed
ruffian. The trap bowled away,” and
Harry Wharton & Co. returned to their
camp, Darkness was falling now, gnd
Bob Cherry threw fresh armsful of wood
on the dying five. The juniors did not
intend to go to bed until Jack Drake
came back. As the fire blazed up thers
came & howl from the caravan.
“] say, you fellows—"

“Hallo, hallo, halle! robred Bob
Cherry. *Haven't you died of funk yel,
Bunter?!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh, maji:.r, Cherry, 15 he gone™

“Ha., ha! Yes."

“Oh, all right1” gasped Bunler. He
unlocked the caravan door, and rolled

out. “I—I say, vou fellows, I—I wasn't
afraid of the brute, of course. Did you
know that I suspected all along that he
was the conviet?

“Bow-wow "

“ Cheess it, Ananiaa!” i

I did, you know,” s=said Bunter.
“Some fellows are keen, you know.
should have mentioned it, only—only 1
dido’t, you knoew. But I can tell you I
suspected him from the firat. If there's
a reward I think I ocught to have half.
What do you think, Wharton?”

“1 think you're a fat owl!” said Harry,
laughing.

“(th, really, Wharton !
Drake!"

“{ione to the lock-up with Gunner.”

“1 wish you fellows hadn't hurried off
like that,” ssid Bunter. "1 was—way
l::l_nking m the van for a—a stick to stun
him, you know. I was going to stun him
with one fearful blow. That's why he
bolted, I think. He caught the terrible
expression on my face, and What
are yvou eilly owls cackling at? Yah("

And Billy Bunter, with & snort, rolled
back to the van to turn in for the nmight.
The juniors waited round the camp-fire
for Drake to return. to a musical accom-

animent of Bunter's snore from the van.
t was a late hour when the rattle of &
trap was heard on the road at last, and
Dirake came across the field, Mr. Higginy
driving on by a lane to the farmhouse,
vary cheerful and satisfied
Es he cameo into the light of the camp-

T,

AN serene? asked Harry Wharton.

"¥es; and the police were jolly glad to
have him!" said Drake, with a smlile.
You fellows ready to turn int"

“ Yes, rather

And within five minnies the Greyfriars
caravanners were fast asleep.

Convict 22—otherwise Bert Guunner—
went back to the place where he be-
longed, much to the relief of the whole
couniryside. And Jack Drake went on
hiz way with the caravanners, till his
holiday was up, and he had to return to

1 say, whero's

- London, much tn tha regret of the cara-

vanners. Only Billy Bunter found con-
solation in the refleotion that there was
now one less to wash-up afier.

THE EWD

{ There will he anether Tong complets
stary of Harry Wharton & Co., entitled
“ Caravanners  Afoad,” by  Frank
Richards, tn next Monday's {sane of the
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Hiave you ever camped out and experienced the Joyvs of cooking your own grub? Have

you ever felt the deslre 1o seck the woods and highway, to get away from the sowoke

of the city and town ¢ In these splendid articles you can learn to do ail these things.
AM QLD HAND tells you how,

FIRST-AID

HE succese of the camp depends largely
on the way you look alter yourself
physically. You may not eonsider
this important, but it i3, It's not

nke being at home, wiit:re there {8 a deqtor
or chemist round the eorper to attend to
any aceident which may happen to you. You
can’t jusb gc to a doctor whem you are
away n the counfry, miles from a town,
80 you must uwnderstond something about
first-aid, and you must also be prepared for
accldents by carrying a medicine-chest with
¥ou every fime you go to camp,

The objeet of Hest-nld I3 notg te make

ou 4 sort of amateur doctor, bhub to prevent

tm being done until expert attention can
be given.

You may badly eut or gash yoursell with
& koife or axe. Would you know what to
do, and how {o stop the bleeding? Buppos-
in:ﬁ 'you put your arm out of joiot, or sprain
¥our apkle? If jt iz laft to be attended to
when yoy get back home, or when you@ have

%0 go milgs to see B doctor, it may become.

worge; but i you know how to put it into
splints &nd bandages so that it [z pot ex-
posed the dirt or aoy -l:rbﬂmil foreign
matters which will cansp festers and blood-
polepning, you will be looking after yourself
a8 an old hand does.

IN CAMP,

There are one or two things to remember
in the case of accidents. Don't get furried.
Heep cool, and lhave wvour wits about you.
Don't be afrald of a little blood. Immediate
atténtion means ever:-.'t.hingf Dom't wait, but
render assistance ab ovee, for at the moment
it iz worth more thao all the ald afterwards,
when W may be too late to avoid compiica-
tiona,  Leaving a wound uvodressed means
complications Tar more probable. The fact
of your keeping cool means thal your palient
will do s0 as well.

Atobther knowledge, besides that of first-aid,
which you should aequire is the da:mpnratif-u
of herbal medicioe, An old hand enn moake
hiz own medicine from plants and roots
euitable for small hurts. He carries o chest
about with him whigh contains small bottles
of Nature'zs medicineg, and he is able to doctor
himself at a moment's ootice and deess o
wound eaused hy thorneg (dapgerouws I leit)
and ¢uts and other common injuries.

MAKING A MEDICINE CHEST.

The cheat I carry with me i made out of
a smull wopden box which 1 beticve arigin-
aly contained Sunlight soap bars. The box
iz very light and the wood thin, and does
not make an awkward bundle to carry. I

19

suzpest that ¥ou should make your chesk
of similar waaterinl, A grocer i3 generally,
able to suppty a thin wooden hox suitabla
for the purpose, and scldom asks much for 16,

Paink the outside of the bex bhrown, with
a smnall red cross in the front, as shown In
sketeh, apd line the iaside with thiel: brown
paper. 1 you are not able to geb a lid, this
lafter ean easily be made from a piece of
three-ply wood, of Lthe same size as the box,
anil fixed into place by fwo small hinges.
With your chest made, the next Lhinz to
Lhink about iz the contents of the box,
Chooze them carelully, and do not Al the
cliest, with unpocezsary  implements or loo
many rolls of Dandores.

Tha following list will give you an idea of
the most uselful (hings:

Three rolls  of bandages—Ilin. width, 2in,
widbh, and Sim. width,

Bimall pair of scissors.

Smull pair of tweezers (lor aplinters).

Six-inch square of boracic lint.

STRAAPE.

THE CAMPERS MEQO~E
CHEST

Siz-lnch aquare of cottonwool,

Owe large bandage opDe yvard squaré {foF
slings).

Tin of boracie ointment.

Tin of cowslip ointment (home-made).

Small bottle of lineced ofl (for burns).

H:in?ll bottle of dandelion juice (homes
made).

Small Getitle of warshmallow syrup (home-
made).

At-uny chemist's you ean buy a ready-
made case of HArat-aid imﬁllaﬁenu Very
chenply, but thg case you make 18 oot going
to cost you hall az much.

{Continucd on page 20.}
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The Swzet with the Largest

—WRIGLEY'S

CHEWING GUM

QT can ride farther and faster, with less effort and fatipue and fay
ereater comfort and pleasure, with the sweet and sustaining com.

panivnship of WRIGLEY'S.

Cyclists—lile all the lcading Athletes—find that WRIGLEY'S kespa
the mouth moist and prevents over-heating, thirst, and that tell-tale
slackening of the energics which sometimes makes aeyvele s sort of treadmill,

There are 6 LONG-LASTING Dars in every 3. Scaled paclket of
WRIGLEY'S, and there are three different delicions Havours {see

Hiustrations of packets),

TRY WRIGLEY’S ON YOUR

NEXT SPIN.

SOLD EVERYWHERE

Net Sale in the Worl

BEALCD TICGHT = KEFT RICHT

The Flavour
{asts !

WRIGLEY S, >

=+

— -—%cl. per bar ~

EYS

] YCHEWING Gum

BLEIN]S

RUNY LEAF F L AVOURD

LT e T

PEESRARMMIMNT FLAYOYM

WRIGLEY'S, LTD., 235, Westminster Bridge Road, Lendon, S.E. 1,

Tae Macxer Linnary.—No. TO0T.
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ROLUND THE CAMP FIRE.

(Continved from page 9.}

I i a2 zoed iden, # yon have formed a
Jamping elub, ne 1 eugrested a short fime
back, to allot to one of your member: the
tob of kecping the chest in order, and it
shonld Le his doty to sve that pverylling
is clearly and carefnlly  Iabelled.

Having dealt with the contents of the
ehéat, T will pow glve you o few hints on
Brat-nid.

For bumms you must eaver at onee fron the
alr wilh clean paper or cottonwool.  Ree
member the grest point—exclude the air at
onee.  Biearbonate of soda iz also zood fo
Lay on. and even common flour is betber than
nothing. Rind up witlh smal] bandaze,

Lescot, bites shonld be treated with a stromg
solutlon of washing-soda, a remedy that is
nlze useful for rheumatism,

A wonnd in the forehend or sealp nceom-
panied by bleeding can best be treated by
pressure from o small pad. of link fastened
over the wound and Kept in position Ly a
narrow Biaoduge over it.  Blecding from o
wound in the throot i3 n serious matger,
owing to the importance of the arteries
imvelved. The thumb shenld be applied
little above the collar-bone, pressing back-
wards, but taking eare to aveid the wind-
pipe.  Expert medical advies should be
rolght Immediately if possible, but dou’t
leave your pativnt unless fureed Lo.

For bleeding Lelow the knee, a pad must
be placed in the hollow of the kaer, which
ghould be beat, and then bound by 3 parrow
badaze, The wound is then dressed and
berined upe
“The smadlest ent should not he conzidered
trivial, but must be dreszei at once. Bear
in ‘mind that TrE'ﬁ[lrl{' have been poisoned in
many cazes theough the nezlect of small cnts

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

and grazes which have been looked upon as
mere triflezs, ARl foreign matter should Le
carefully removed, sweh as dick, minube pleces
of glagz, threads of clothing, ete.; it you
must wob pall the wound abont zearching
for such things. The <lcaniog is done by
damping & small Pece of boracie lint in
warm witer, i ot Lounl, or eald il not, aod
Paszing it over the wound gently.

When Dathed well, put o litlle Boracic
aintment on the end of the bnmlaze, and
Bimd ronmd the woumd severnl times, re-
!agtlnllwriug that the dressing must not be
T[T

It iz your duty o see that this is carried
ottt amd no woumlt left exposed to be coverad
with dirt and grit.  Even if in the case of
i blister it is dangerons.” The Blizfer eventi-
nlly bursts, petting rid of all the bad matter
under the skin, and the raw flesh is exposed.
It dirk gets o it, blood-poisoning may set
il At e,

For sprains apply cold fomentations, and
bandage the Hmb -tightly. After o day or
two it i3 advisable to encourage movement
of the joint, to prevent the joint from Dbe-
coming stilf, still Eeeping the baodage on.

Tu the ¢ase of bruiscs apply eold fomenta-
tions at once., =0 as to prevent as much
cliusiom of blood as possible.

A fraeture i3 a broken bone, which ean
ei=ily Lo recognised, as the arm or lez be-
cones uzeloze, it begins to hurt, swells, and
gete ant of place.  The first thing to do in
thia case, if the arm i3 the fraetured lmb,
is to get fhe patient to sit down on the
around, his arm resting in his lap, and
te Reep Lo from petting excited,  Then
et o coijde of picces of wood without any
notches in. Hend the arm, and apply your
improviséd splintz, one on the inside of the
forearm, and the ofher on the ontzide or
back. Tie tle .splinis to the arm by a

Secnre
Then

bandage on areh side of the fracture,
thie banduge nearcst the elbow fest.
sling the arin jn o Jarge arm ships.

FPREPARING HEREBAL MEDICINE.

MARSH-ATATLOW. 4 syryp made  from
Lhe roots of marsh-mallow, this common wiy-

‘gilde plant ks Gsed for soothing purposvs for

anch a3 sore throats or eonghs,  Propore
thirec-quarters of an ounee of the ook, wnd
stecyr in hall & pint of water for six honrs
Strain and press ont apy moisture. In the
liguid dissolve three-guartersd of o ponimd
of hrown swgar,  Heat vp, and Keep Daillog
for a few sceonds. Cool off, put oz ronch
it your small, labetied hottle as yon  éah,
and then put the rest away for n=e Luter om.

DANDELION —Collect o buwels of fresh
dumdelion roots, wash them well, pres. ot
all the juice, then put in ancother hottic.
Thiz is a geod liver tonie.

COWHELIP NTMENT is useful ns o lweal
ing ointment . for all =orts  of - woangs and
broken clilbiains. It should Le prepared in
the following way: Melt a quarter of &
round of lard, and add Lo it owe ounce of
cowslip . lewers and quarter of an otwee of
beeswnx. TPuot the mixture in a pot and keep
it warm {for about an howr, sbirrisg odéea-
sionally,  Next strain through muslin, When
partly eold odd hadf o teaspooninl of friary
badsany, stir well, and let it cool.

When it iz cold, withh a knife or a priece
of wood, put into a small, round ointmeot-
Lim with the lubel ow top. 1M wot leave
the rest-lying about cxposcd. Reep 0 cover
over it to prevent dirt and Auff setfling on.

Extreme care must be taken in the picking
of the bherbs amd roots. Make absolutely
eortain that they are the rizht ones first,
then zee that they are wazshed wvery well
before put through the strainer and pounded.
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b Packed Free, Carclage Paid, Fieen Dheaya' Free Triah,
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DO YOU LAGK SELF-GONFIDENGE ?

Do vou ever feel * all of a tremble ¥ Do you feel awkward In the
presence of ofthers? Do you have " pervous or mental fears ' of any
kindt? De you suffer from involuntary blushivg, nervous indigestion,
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: BHOCGEING COILI T Bet of Parteformaking, 1'F,
- BATTERY PARTE, 1%. Fostage M. eavh. ELECTHOD |
MAGNET, &d. ' Poatage 3d. Liftz 1 pound.} Box |
BELECTRICAL EXPERIMENTR, I'-: postage Gd.
EPECIAL CHEAP TELEPHONE SET, Complete, 15 ; 1
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