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Address all your letters to:
;Lb: Editor, " The Magoet Library,”

Fleatway House, Farringdon 5*;., London,E.C.4.
I am always pleased to hear from my chums,

‘The Editor’s Chat

L

FORA NEXT MONDAY.

“GREYFRIARS CARAVANNERS
ABROAD!"
By Frank Richards.

That is the title of our next grand long
complets tale of the chums of Greyfriars.
Meedless to mention, they are in France.
And in France they come up against
nuny queer people—including William
George Bunterl! But they cotne up
agninst the fat junior in quite a different
manner to that which he appreciates,
and ns Billy really does go the pace a
little too much whilst in France, the
juntors have to take it out of him,

The toking-out process serves to keep
Billy Bunier i check until the juniors
eventually amive back at Greyfriars—
ready for another term’s sporls and
P&H:;:MEHJ but not too anxions to get to
work !

A WARNINGI

At this time of the year, boys and girls
all over the counlbry take more to read-
ing. hao evenilgs are Ehurtﬁr' and

mes in the parks and open spacea ara

und to end up earlier in consequenca.

The boys and girls therefore want some-
thing to do whilst at home, and take to
reading.

This means that there are thousands of
caenal readers of the famous Companion
Papers every week. Soon you will be

reated with the old, old ery: ™ Sold

ut "' if you do not order your copy of
tha Macyer Lieeary to be saved for
you.

I have o magnificent programma ready
for the winter, and I de not want any
of my regular readers to miss a single
issus of the Macwer Lisrary. I have
printed a sufficient number of copiea to
meet the orders, and I am not able to
ju::irge. the number of casual readers.

o every boy and girl who has taken
this izsue of Llfa MagneT LIBRARY, and
has made the acquaintance of Hatry
Wharton & Co. for the first time, I sug-
gest that the best thing to do is to order
a copy to Be zaved at the newsagent's
ghop. Don't be disappointed next week
when you go for a copy end find that the
newsagent has sold out. Order a copy.
and vou are sure to havo it|

SPECIAL SUPPLEMENT NEXT
WEEK,

Harry Wharlon informs me that next
weak's issue of the * Greyfrinra Herald ™
will be a Bpecial Competition Number,
This strikes me as being quite a good
iden, and I am looking forward to some-
thing really great. As I am also informed

"4 No. 388,—THE CALL OF THE RING.
A anperh story of the boxiog ring. By ATAN DEXE.

iigue | No. 567.—LOYAL TO NAPOLOON.
: A thrilling story of sdvonturs i Frates

SRS e BGR.—OURTISE OF THE FIPTH.
| 7 A topping rehool yarn, By ROBLRT W, COMEADE.

g No. 560.—THE GOLDEN TRAIL,
":‘ A magnificent tale of (ha Wild West,

Ey ALFRED AEMITAGF

By SIDKEY DREW.

1 Ho. 184.—THE

FARERENMEREAENAENEREAEAaLERARERdAED

CITY OF APEE.
A megnificent fzle of adventure and doteatlvo work, featuring Sexton
Blake, Tinker, aod the W0, JOHXN LAWLESS, B

EETH e 165 —THE MAN WHO FORGOT.
Intredocing Sexton Blake and IR, FERRE AR,

PRI Wo. 180.~WITHIN FOURTHEN DAYS: or
A tale of stirring advonture in Englaod and France,

Ha. 1a7.—-THE ARCHITECT'E SECRET.
= A romanes of fascinating detootive adventers,

LOST EXTRADITION PAPERS.

SAEEESAaREARE N

i] o, 55 THE PET OF ET. FRANK'E.
o A rollicking elory of school, lite, Introducin
FULLWOOD & OO, and othep S5i, Fronk's

] No. 56.—-MESHES OF MYSTERY.
An amazing story of deteotive wark abel adventure in London and itever,
intraducing XREREOY TLEE aud .

NIPPER, DANDFORTI, [&
umiors. E

il I AR

"""""""""
IIIIIII

Tpoamdn,

LN
e R T
et AR

1
Lt A tame e gl

P 4 1 F]
e i

m -- .-r--IlI'IIIIII-ll-IIr - ll..n..ililll-lil I.;lll..l:;li.l‘ll-l
1l"1~n=: Efnﬂuz'r liipnawy.-—MNo

b B g g SR g e
i '_'_"-_'_-1-I|'-""II| .\'1"||l

- Ry a L]
R A O
L |

that the following week's ismsune will deal
with prizes and prizewinners, the two
of them should appeal to 3]l my chuma.

THE POPULAR * POPULAR."

I have had every reason to know that

¢humas whg are keen readers of the
AGNET LIBRARY are finding that our
famous Companion Paper, the ** Popu-
lar,”" is tho ideal paper for the week-end.
Cartainly I take an enormous interest in
the " Popular,” for therein i contained
a long complete story of the early adven-
tures of my chums, Harry Wharton &
Co., of Greviriars,

The recent addition of Mr. Sidney
Drew's new serial, ' The Invisible
Raider,”” has, to my way of thinking,
greatly i'mlﬁru-md the * Popular,” for L
must gay that I like reading the sdven-
tures of Ferrers Lord and his indomitable
friends, Prince Ching Lung, Ruperk
Thuraton, and Hal Honour, the * man of
silence,”’ as he is called. :

Then readers ol the * Bavs' Friend '™
have a story of Jimmy Silver & Co.,
all readers have a chance to win pocket-
money. If you have not seen tha
“ Popular," lek me persunds you lo ged
o copy of the iszue, now on salo at aoll
newsagenis,

Read it, enjoy it, and than have it
saved for you every week.

m

ONE REPLY TO A HUNDRED
LETTERS.

The Greyfrlars Hollday Annual will be
en sale on Thursday next!

~Your €ditor.

£1000

FOR IZ RESULTS
MUST BE WON

No Goals — No -En-
trance Fee. Scottish
and Irish Readers
may enter.

For Full Particulars see THIS woek 3

ANSWERS

On Sale Everyuwkere, Price 2d.




—For Boys and Girls on the Market.

LONG COM-
PLETE TALE
OF THE CHUMS
OF GREYFRIARS

EVERY WEEK, <"

ﬁ Ma
dea.lmg with their Adventures on a Holiday Tour with a Caravan.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Has a Brain-Wave !
& OB 1™
B "Bob Cherry!"
i Hupper’a ready "

For once, Bob Cherry did not
soem ready for supper.

The Greyiriars carevan wnas halted on
the open dusky down, snd the camp-fire
danced and glimmered against the
shadows. Round the fire Harry Wharton
& Co. wers gathered for supper, ]u,st
dished up by Billy Bunter, the cook of
the parly. Bul:- }_{Db Cherry stood at a
little distance, leaning against a tree,
and looking oub across the sea.

Within a quarter of a mile of the
caravanners’ camp the Lhannel ralled,
and glimmered back the light of the
rising moon. ¥ar across the waters the
eevolving light of Cape (ris-nez flashed
ﬂl:tﬂ died and flushed apgain as it turned.

ob Cherry was walching it, and the
fmnt lina that shewed in the munnllghi.
and indicated the clifis of France.

“Why don't you come, Bob?™ bawled
Johnny Bull, ' Bunter -will scoff your
supper if you don’t Jook sharp!™

“Oh, really, protested
?rlli'ﬂlam George Bunter, with his meuth

u

“Btar-gazing, Dob?" called oul Frank
Nugent.

“The atar-gazefulness iz terrific!” re-
marked Hurree Singh, with a curious
glanca tﬂwnrda the junior sl:ﬂndmg under

1

the tree. *My esteemed and ridiculous
Hﬂh,{ ;u'a you not terribically hungry, as
usnal '

it Bﬂh Ty
Baob Eharrjr locked round towards his
chums at last, but he did not come to

the camp-fire. Tnstead, ho called out to
the junilors:

"You fellows, hop along here a
minwtes i
“"What for?" called back Harry
Wharton,

“Beeause I want you to, fathead ™
“(th, all «ng'ht.'”
The Co.,, 1 some surprise, left their
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supper, and crossed over to the Lree under
which Bob Cherry was standing.  Bily
Bunter did nol follow them. DBunter was
busy with his supper, and at such a 1ime
nothing short of an earthquake would
have shifted the Owl of the Remove.

“Well, what's on?” asked Wharton,
as the juniors joined Dob.

Bob Cherey raised his hand and pointed
towards the winking light i the far
distance across the waters.

“That's a light on the French coast,”
he =aid,

“Coape Gris-nez, I think,”" said Iarry
Wharton, with & nod,

"I you look hurd you can imake out
the French cliffs acress the Straits,”
went on Bob,

“That'a s0,"

“Well," said Beolb Cherry, "that’s put
an idea into my hend.”

“Ihnd it hurt?' asked Johnny Bull

*Fathead !™

“Well, anyhow, thers was ronm for
1T said Jl::-ﬁ:nnj', with a grin ‘“lhcrm
must bo some giddy magical influence in
that searchlizht if it's put an idea nto

our head, Bob! Has an;rthmﬁ of this

md OVeT happonﬂd before ¥7*

“Ha, hn, ha!™

“Oh, don’t ba a funny ass!" aaid Bob
F"he-rrg “T've gob an idea. You ses
how jelly near we are to France—it
doesn’t DCCHE to you every day, does i,
that we're only twenty o tles oF 50 from
o foreign country? Now, we've been
caravanning over Eng]zmd 'this vae, and
it hasn't come into our hends to get
ACTOSS ﬂm water and go caravonning in
France,"

“Tu France!" cjaculaled Wharfon.

#That's 141" sad Bob., “That's
idea 1

“Bwim over, and carey the caravan on
the backs of onr necks ¥ asked Juhnnﬁ
Bull, with an air of enthusinsm whic
could only have been meant sarcastically,

“One of us would have lo carry the
horse ™ grinned Nugent,

“And what about the esteemed
Bunter " asked Hurree Jamset Ram
“He would be a more hefty

Bingh.

the
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hand this copy, when
finished with, to
a friend,
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proposition  than the caravan the
ridiculows horse !

“*Look here 1" said Bob Cherry crossly.
“ Be sorm-us [ I'm making a serious

or

suggestion !
“1'Il make another,” said Johnny Bull,
“What's that?"
* Let's have supper; it's getting cold !
“Fathead I**
" Passed ummmnu*!; 1" anid Herry
Wharton, laughing. “ Come on, Boh'!

Bunter will ha: - all the supper if we lel
him !

The Famaus Five of Greyiriars re-
turned to the campfire. Billy Bunter
looked np from a large plate piled for
the second time, and blinked at them
through his big specl;::c[as.

“Thiz 15 a jolly gpood stew." he said.
“Tf you fellows would prefer the sardines,
you can have them, and I'll finish (ke
stew,’

“Juat about encugh for you, I sup-
pose,” said Johnny Bull “Tt's a gool
allowanee for six fellows.”

”'ﬁe shouldn't prefer the sardines -

uite ! said Nugent. “Pile in, :,'mr

chaps, before that fat cannibal burgly
the grub !

The chums of the Remove stacled
supper. Undoubtedly it was an excellont
stew, Dunter could cook, if he could
do nothing else. Bob Cherry did full
justice to the stew, but his thoughis
were busy. Evidently Bob was greatly
taken with his idea of caravenming on
the opposile side of the Channel,

“Why not?"” he said ar mmnlatw:-h
“Wa've been ruumng this excursion
{:1;11? clhieap, and we'vre got some money
eft.”

Bunter blinked up frnm his plate.

“Fou zaid to-day that vou couldn’t

advance mo a guid on the postal order
I'm expecting at Dover. Bob Cherrs.
“Dwy up, Bunter—"'

“Well, 1 think—r-"

“MNo, you don't!™ said Bob. * You
can't—yon haven't t the apparatus
my fat pippin! As I was saving, wa've
got some money left, you fellows, awmd

THE MacweT Liprany.—No. T08.

Copyright in ihe Unilied Siates of America



4 Don’t Miss the Grand School Stories in This Week’s * Popular !

= ]
3 T Py o L i ) " :
™y iﬁ%:ﬂ pEF L0 . ‘ | !Tih
! ..3" 1‘1'...;;'. 2 ll:'":\ .‘i:__?}t i E :

O
e

B2
Ty

Rl

) | I

spun round from the pond, gasping,
“Colonel Wharton !
at the Iat junior in the pond.

** Well, upon my word !** exclaimed a voice close at band ; and the juniors

Colanel Wharton stared at his nephew’s chums and
“Gad!™ he sald.
amuse yoursell caravanning, Harry?** (See Chapter 2.)

““Oh, my hat!®" gasped Bob Cherry.
**Is this the way you

I believe ithings are rather cheap in
¥rance, {oo. 'The exchange, you know
—francs to the pound, and all that. They
used to give you lwenty-five franes for
a quid befors the war, and now they

ive you forty-six, "Phat must make
t ||i%a cheap.™

“Unless prices have gone up in pro-
portion.”

“ Anyhow, there's the exchange,” said

Bob. *“That's szomething. nd we
could et thr:, van acrogts the Channel
on a4 Bnpe——

“Hem 1"

“Think of the fun of vanning it in

Franco!™ said Bob. *No end of an
adventure ! Something to brag to the
fcllows about when weoe gt back to

Greyiriars next ferm 17

"1 say, you fellows——"

“Diry up, Bunter 1™

“But I aaiv. you knew, I think it's a
good idea. 1 should come in very useful
with my splendid knowledge of French,™
said Bunter. “1 showld be willing to
act as interpreter for the whole party.
I think there ought to be a small fee—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bleszsod if T gee an 'thing to cackle
at! You'd find a fellow jolly unseful
apeaking French like a native——"

“Like & native of England!™ grinned
Johnny Baull.

“Iellows have been jealonz of my
French before now ! said Billy Bunter
disdainfully. **1 speak French with a
better accent than Monsicur Charpentier
at Greyfriars—I know that! Lots of
times ho doesn’'t get the same pro-
nuneintion that T do!*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

| d & holiday in Paris once!™
roared Bunter. I spoke French all the
time ! People used to sinile with pleasore
to hear me speaking their own language
just like one of themsclves !’

“I've no doubt they smiled ' chuckled
Bob Cherry.

“I1a, ha, ha!"

“DBut ta come back to cur mutton, if
NEXT
MOMNDAY!

Tne Maaxer LisRaigry,—No, 708,

"'GREYFRIARS CARAVANNERS ABROAD!™ &

CREYFRIARS, 1

Bunter will ehut up for a minute or twe,”
resumes] Bob Cherry. * Why not buzz
across the Channel and do some vannin
in France before the vac's over? Tt wiﬁ
nnprove our French, and pleaze Mossoo
in the French elass next term. I don't
mean that that’'s the only object——*

“Ha, ha! Probably not!”

“Btill, it’s romething, And it will Le
no end of fun.”

Harry Wharton & Co. looked thought-
ful., The idea of caravanning in a
forcign country appealed to their sense
of adventure. But they realised that
there were difficulties in the way.

““Aro people allowed to take caravans
mto Fronce?" asked MNugent.

“OFf course! They toke motor-cars,”
raid Dob. " We saw them shifting a big
cor on the boat in Dover yesterday.”

“ That's so; bub a caravan—they have
taviffs, and customs, and things, and the
whole bag of tricks,” said Frank Nugent.
“AL every port in every country there's
custom houges, and a set of fellows play-
ing the goat to worry travellers.”

“I supposo there’s a tariff on imported
caravans,” admitted Bob. ' The French
are nice people, but thoy haven't much
sense.  But we shouldn't be importing a
caravan. We should bring it away with
us. We should have 1o deposit the value
of the tariff charge, and collect it again
when wo leave—same a5 you do on a car
or a bike. That wouldn't cost anvthing,
as we should get the money back.”

“That's s0,” agreed Wharton.
“What about possports?  asked
Johnny Bull.  “You can't travel with-

oul pussports now, They stick you for
2 fee on them; I suppose that’s why they
keep them up"

“Thut's nol much,” said Bob. * And
we can get them easily, with an elder to
apply for them. Wharlon'’s vnele would
b the man—he's & very obliging old
gent. Or my pater——-:»

Wharton nedded thoughtfully.

"I doubt i#f we should be allowed to
cross the Channe!l with the van, unless
there were an elder in the party,” he

sgid. " And certainly they wouldn't give
us passports on our own at the Foreign
Office. My uncle would manage it for
us—1f we were going—aund he would
cross the Cha.nnﬂf with us and sce ua
through, I think.”

“ We could talk to him nicely, and got
round him,* said Bob., *“What price
getting him down here to camp, and then
putting it to him? We'll make a [ot of
fuss of him and work him into a good
temper.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“It's worth thinking of,” he said.

“YWrite to him to-night,” caid Bob.
“Hirike the iron while ita hot, you
know., I'll bike into Dover and post the
lettar. ™

Y Detter think it out Hrst—"

“ My dear chap,” said Bob Cherre, “if
we spend the rest of the vacation think-
ing it out, we shall have to go back to
(zreyfriars instead of going over to sea
Johnny Crapand on hiz native heath.
Don't you want to see the Fropgies at
home

i TE‘E} 'hut___l:i

“I'vo got a fountain-pen,” soid Boh.
“Anybody got any paper?”

“Theros a writing-pad in the wvan”
said Nugent. “I'll get it.”

“"Good!"

“No good looking for that writing-
d,” sard Bunter, blinking round. *I
gd to make the kettle boil for the

cocon,

“YWhy, vou fat bounder——"

“Oh, really, Nugent—-"'

“ A leaf from my pocket-book will do,™
snid Bob Cherry. ‘' Celonel Wharton
won't expect caremony from caravanners.
Here you are, Wharton "

i E“t_.ﬂl

“Begin * Dear Nunky '—that sounds
affectionate—"

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Harry Wharton tool: the fountain-pen
and the pocket-bock. And after some
further discussion, the letter was written,
and Bob Cherry mounted the bicyele to
ride into Dever with it,

———r————

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
Great Preparations !
ﬂB UNTER au%lht to washn!”

“Hear, hear 1"
It was three days later, Tha
Greyfriars caravan was still
camped on the downas, looking on tha sea,
It was a fresh sunny morning, and Bob
Cherry had ridden into Dover to mmquire
for letters at the st-office. Arry
Wharten had asked his uncle to reply
‘*Poste Restante,” Dover. And he had
brought back a reply from the colonel.
It was brief, but very satisfactory:

“Dear Harry,~—I will certainly run
down and see vou and vour frieuds in
FOur camp. shall, in fact, be wvery
pleaged to do so. Expect me on
Thursday afterncon.

“¥Your afectionate uncle,
“Jawes Waanton."

That was extremely satisfactory. so far
as it went. And in honour of tho dis-
tinguished visitor, the chums of Grey-
friars were anxious to make the camp as
next and bright as a new pin, just to let
Colonel Wharton notice what really
orderly fellows they were, even when
they were caravanning. The colonel was
known to be a very Lkind and good
tempered genileman, and open o
persuasion ; but the juniors were agreed
that a lot depended on the impression
they made on him durinz his visit. The

SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUMIORS OF
By FRANK RICHARDS.



¥ The Invisible Raider !’ by Sidney Drew, still going strong, in the * Popular *'! 5

caravan was getting a little grubby. os
caravans will; and the Famous Five sat
to-'work and swept it out, and washed it
owk, and made it look really dazzling.
And the horse was given an extra-special
rub-down, and clothes weie sorted out,
and hats wers brushed, and boots were
carefully cleanced. Then the juniors
turned their attention to Junch, feelin
that they had earned it. And over lunch
Bob Cherry came to the subject of
Bunter. ]

“ Bunter certainly ought to wash,”
seid Bob, with conviction. * We've
washed everything else. Alter lunch
we'd better wash Bunter.”

*The washlulness is the necessary and

roper caper,” assented Hurree Jamset

am Singh. .

“Yah I’ was Billy Bunter's rejoinder.

“If ho wasn't the laziest as well as the
fattest slug known to natural history,”
said Bob, *“‘he would have a dip in the
ses every morning, as wo do. We onght
to have rolled him m this morning,"

“¥an !

“Put it's never too late to mend,™
continued Bob, “Therc's & pond clase

by here, and Bunter cun have & good |

wash there."

“Wah !

“We'll give you one hour to gel your-
gelf nice and clean, Bunter,” s=aid Bob,
“If you baven't done it I:-;.: thenf we'ro
going to do it for you. We can't have
a dirty Tellow sbout the camp when the
colonel comes.™ ;

Billy Bunter blinked ferociously at the
grinnmg juniors. Bunter was on a holi-

ay; and his idea of o holiday did not
include bathing., Lven at achool he “ecut
tubber' as much as he could ; and during
the caravan excursion his daily ablutions
wad grown smaller by degrees and
beautﬁullj less. Of late, his washes had
consisted of a dab at his face after dress-
ing, and the dab did not make much

diffarence to his soiled complexion, ke
really was in need of a good wash,
“I'm going to have a nap i the van

now,” he anid, rising. *1 need & bit of
rost n[E.ar lunch, considering the amount
of—"'

“ Lunch "

“ Mo, you beast; the amount of work I
at in,” said Bunter. “A fellow whe
0es }}mctimlly all the work wants some

rest.’

“Why, you fut bounder, you've been
sprawling in the grass afl the while we've
been fueging awey this morning 1"
exclaimed Johnny Bull indignantly.

“Yph1” _
Bunter rolled away to the van without

pursaing the argument.  Ile rolled m
and closed the door, and felt [or the key
to lock it. But the key was no longer
in the door. Apparently Bob Cherry
had taken it away—being resolved that
Lilly Bunter should get & wash that day,
whether ha wanted it or not. The Owl
of the Bemove blinked wralhfully out of
the van,

“1 eay, you fellows!” he roared.

“Halle, hally, halla!™

“"Where's the key?" )

“0Oh, where and ol where can it be¥”
sang 3ob Cherry, cheerfully if not
rausically.

“Tla, ha, ha!”

“Don't you follows siart any iricks,
that's all ' zaid Bunter, *If there's anv
silly rot, I can tell you one thing—I shall
Eufusg to come over to Fraunce wiih

o f
’ Dok Cherry took out hiz handkerchief
and wiped his eyes. Nugent gave a sob.

Thosa signs of grief oupght lo have
plensed Bunter; bub semchow they did

not. He snorted, and turned into the

van again. And although he certainly
MEXT
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was feeling some misgivings, his power-
ful snore soon announced that he was
getting his much-needed repose.

I think everything looks nice excent.
ing Bunter,"” said Bob Cherry, glancing
round the camp, “and we'll see that
Bunter geis a wash. MMind you fellows
behave yourselves while the colonel’s
hore, We want him to see that we're
not 4 rowdy lot of vanners,™

“Yes, rather !

“MNo ragging, OT scraguing, orf any-
thing of that sort,” :aid Bol thought-

fully. “The colonel's a jolly decent old
card, but you never can tell how a
grown-up is

ﬁaing to take things. They
ain't reasonalde—not what ¥ call reason-
able. I got into a row with an uncle of
mine simply for knocking over a bee-
hive accidentally with a ericket-ball.
Some of the boees stung him. It wasn't
my fault—pure accident, you kpow., But
you'd hardly Lelieve how ratty he was
about it."

Bob Cherry's chums nodded with sym-
rathetic understanding. Al of them had
had their trinls with grown-ups,

“But Wharlon's uncle has pot a lot
of senste, conaidering thut hp must be

nearly ﬂft;r, * gaid Bob hopefully, * We'll

be jolly eaveful, and troat him like the
prodigal son coming home, I've mended
the camp-stool carefully, too, so that it
won't lef him down. 1 put plenty of
nails in it to moke sure. And I've
brought him a cigar fromi Dover. 1
gave the fobacconist ninepence for it
and it's a big one, with a gold band
on it, I think Eze will be pleased. There's
no tolling, of course; but after all, n
fellow can only do his best.”

“That'z all " agreed Nugent,

“My dear chapa,” said Wharton, “ you
can rely on my uncle, So long as we
b;i:{;ﬁa ourselves, he will be as good as
gold.

“That's what I want-=vou fellows have
got to behave wvourseclves," said DBob.
“Any ragging or yelling would meake
himm think we're a rowdy crowd, and
he mightn'l like to Lakn uy in haml and
trot us aecross the Channel. We've all

i
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gob to act just ms if we were going to
tea with the lead.”

“That's the iden,” agreed Johnny

Bull,
“Thoe reposeful calmnesa of our
honourable manners shall be worthy of

the ludicrous caste of Vere o Vere”
said the nabob.

“§lu, ba, hat!™

Byb Cherry wandered round the camp,
putting in a masierly touch here amd
there to make it look mercy and bright
Even the oil-stove and the spirit-stove
%htivm&] und shone in Lhe sun; and the
irewood  was neally  stacked for the
evening camp-fire.

Everything was perfectly satisfactory,
and ealeulated to impress an old gentle-

‘man in the most favourable manner—

excepling Bunter, And Billy Dunter was
to be brought to book. He had been
given an hour’s grace, and he had spent
it in snoozing in the caravan, As zoanh
a3 the hour bad elapsed, Beb Cherry
looked into the van,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallot™ he roared, in
a voice that might have roused the envy
of the celebraied Stentor hindself,

Billy Bunter came out of the nrms of
Morpheus with 2 jump. There was a
crack as his head knocked, and a yell,

*"Yarooooh. "

“Ha, ha, ha! Don't smazh up ihe
happy home " roared Bob.  “Turn out,
Bunty! Timne to wash!™

“Yow-ow-ow ! I'm brained.”

“"Bals! You caa't damege what's not
there,™ :

“Yow.ow-ow! Beast!™
. “Turn out!” bawled Bob Cherry.
Y MNow, then, gel u move on! Bhow a
leg thers!™

“¥ah! Beast!"

“I say, Bob,” yelled Frank Nugent, "is
that quiet and nrderly behuviour, suifable
for a respeclable middle-aged gent to
witnoss "™

“Ha, ha, hat®

“*Oh, rats " retorted Bol Cheery. “I'm
bound §o wake up Bunter, I suppose, and
it's no good whispering to him. nie
out, Bunter!"

As the flame of the mafch ignited the cigar there was a sudden flash

and whizz and a bang.

The clgar flew out of the colonel’s mouth and the
old gentleman started back with a lond startled exclamation.

This is too much. How dare you!*™

“Good gad!
{See Chapler 4.)
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"Eha'n't!" velled Bunter,

“Lend me a hand with this fat porker,

u fellows, [la's got to be washed

fore the calonel hops in."

‘* Hear, hear !

The Famous Five crowded into the
caravan. William George Bunter was
hoisted out in the grasp of five pairs of
hands. He rolled out of the van, strug-
gling in the midst of the guintette.

“Beost! Leggo! I washed this marn-
ing " howled Bunter. “I'm not going
to keep on washing all day! I don™t

need it—I'm not so ﬁirtg as some fellows !
Yah! Leggo|™

“Kim on!”

“Leggo! HHI?I Firel Murder!”

“Ha, ha, hal’

Billy Bunter ran down the hillside in
the midst of the laughing juniors, He
did not want to ron, but Baob Cherry
had held of one fat ear, Johnny Bull
held the other, and they were Tunning.
Bunter's ears had to po; and it was only
natural that Bunter decided to accom-
pany them. Wharton and Nugent and
the nabob helped the fat junior from

chind—and their help was of a kind
that made him put on speed,

With a rush, the whele crowd came
down into the lane at the bottom of the
hillside, where the pond glimmered in
the sunshine.

The pond was at the corner, where the
lane entered the Dover road. Right at
the pond the Famous Five rushed with
the fat unwashed,

Bunter had refused to wash himself.
There was only one thing to be done--
he had to be washed! The method
adopted by the chums of the Remove was
sirgp]e a.::d effective.

e Owl of Greyiriars went headlong
into the pond, with a mighty splash,
The water was only a foot deep, and
the fat junior was not in danger—but

he would have been almost as willing to
ba in danger as in water., He sat in

the pond, with the water swirling round
him, and roared.

“Farcooh! Help! Murder! Help!
Police! Fire!™

“"Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the juniors.

“Yoop! Rescue! I'm drowning! I'm
catching cold! Yarooh! Help!®

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Here's some soap, Bunfer,” roared
Bob Cherry. * Catch!”

“"Yarooooogh ! roared Bunter, as he
caught the scap with his fat little nose.
“ Qoocooooch 1"

“Now strip gnd wash. Your duds
want washing, too; and it’s time you

-:hm?.éﬁd them! G@Go ahcad!™
“"Help! Fire! Police!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“"Wash 1 roared Bob Chearry.

“Wash!"”  howled Johnny . Bull
“You've got to be finished washing
befere the colonel comes.”

“Well, upon my word!” exclaimed a
deep voice, close at hand; and the juniors
Kun round from the pond, gasping. And

ey iaa ed again g8 they niet the
astonis glance of a bronred-faced
gentleman, who had come striding along
the road from Dover, and arrived on the
spot unseen while they were busy with

Unter,

“Oh, my hat ! stuttered Bob Cherry,
And Harry Wharton gasped:
“Unels 1

_—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Nice for the Colonel !

ODLONEL WHARTON stared at
his nephew, and hiz nephew’s
chums, and at the fat junior
floundering in the pond. He

seamed surprised. Harry Wharton &
Co. blinked at the old military gentle-

In his wrath ihe white-whiskered old gentleman shook a gold-headed cane

at the caplain of the Remove. Wharton jumped back. ** You don’t under-

stand——1!"" he stuttered, ** I wasn*t——1"*

you giving this unfortunate lad that dastardly concoction,
me 1" (See Chapter 9.)

“I saw you, sir—— I saw
Don’t talk to

%%y " GREYFRIARS CARAVANNERS ABROAD!"

man.  They had hbeen making greak
praparations in honour of that dis-
tinguished visitor. Unfortunately ho had
arrived before the preparations were quito
completed. Bunter's wash was not aven
begun,

_ "Gad ! said the <olomel, “May I

inquire what this extraordinary gome

means, Harry i
* J—=J—we—"" gtammered Wharton,
“ ¥arooooh I roared Bunter, groping

for his glasses, and setting them straighs

on hig fat little nose. The short-sighted

Owl of the Hemove had not seen the

colonel yet. " Yoop! Gurrrggh! Helpl

You awful beasts! I'm mnot going to

wash in this beaztly pond, and I don't

care a rap for an siﬁr old colonel, cither.

Binghthe colonel [ 1 -
“Shut up, you ass!"” gaspe ugent.
*1 won't shut up!"g velled DBunter.

“Colonel Wharton can go and eat coke,

and be blowed to him!”

“Oh dear ™

“Bother him!" raved Bunter. *Blow
him! T don't care a rap for him, and
if he talks to me I'll jolly well tell him
so! Vah!®

“Cheesa it, vou fat idiat!' shricked
Bob Cherry, almost hysterically, “ He's
here !

(R ] Eh ?:lj

“Here, you fat dummy 1"

Bunter blinked round, but his spectacles
were wet and almost opaque, He
scrambled to his foet in the pond,

M Eh! Is Colonel Wharton here?” ha
ejanculated. I say, sir, make those
beasts lemme out of thiz pond! I've
been nearly drowned! Your nephew is
the worst of the lot. I helieve he wanted
to drown me so that he could pinch my
valuable pold watch.”

“{h, my hat ™

“I'm catching my death of cold, and
my leg's broken, and the back of my
neck dislocated in two places—"

“Comoe out of the water, you fad
idiot I" prowled Johnny Bull.

Billy Bunter crawled out of the pond.
He had had a welting, but not a wash;
tha colonel's arrival had saved him from
tha dreaded contact of soap along with
the water, He rubhed his spoctacles.
and set them on his [at little nose, and
blinked round at the dismayed juniors,
and at tha colonel’s stern  face, ond
erinned,  Filly Bunter felt that matters
had taken a turn in his favour.

%0 this 13 how vou amuse yourselves
caravanning, Harry 7" said the colonel,

Wharton's face was crimson.

“You-—you see, unclo——" be
stammarad.

" Bunter, you had belter change wour
clothes at once, or you may cateh cold,”
said Colonel Whartomn,

“I believe I've caught cold already !™
grumbled Bunter. “If I get preumonia,
and c!m i agony, Whartaon will be re-
sponsible.  Bob Cherry can't help being
a savage hoolipan——*

“Why, vou fat rotter!” gasped Bob.

"“And Inky 15 only a black cannibal.
and doesn™ know any bhetier!" pursued
Bunter vietoriously, feeling quile secure
in the colonel’s presonne,

% ”M’.y esteemed and disgusting Bunier,
* And Nugent's a born idigt——""
“Why, vou——="

“HAnd DBull, just 2 Hun, and nothing
elee!"”  continued Bunter. “It's  all
Wharton's fault! Wharton obght Lo know
belter! I'm surprised ali Wharton.
Treating me like this, after all I've done
for him, too! Ingratitude! That's the
wnr?{—;}ngmhtudaﬂ:{ .

2 n't you toer go an
your clothes?” asked the colonel

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUMNMIORE OF
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“Wos T had, And somebody will have

to pav for those, ruined by tho waterl”
gaid Dunter. *1 shall expect a complete
new outfit. And T give twenty guineas

for my lounge suits!”

“#0nt off, before I massacre you!l"
breathed Bob Cherry.

“Yah!"

Billv Bunter rolled away at last, and
trotlied off to the camp. E':n the hlazin%
sunshine he was not in much danger o
catching cold; indeed, he was almost dry
by the time he reached the camp.

Harry Wharton & Co. remained by the
pond, and lecked at the colonel, and the
calonel locked at them.

There was a rather long and painiul
pilence.

Bol: Cherry's sdea of impressing Colonel
Wharton by nice and carefully-considered
behaviour, and a total absence of ragging
and scra& ing. had evideatly been a
failure. ﬁmrtfm’s uncle contld not have
arrived at a more inopportunes moment
fqi-r the carrying out of Dob's excellent
plan.

“Well,” said the colonel, at last, “par-] ¥

haps we had better walk to your camp.”

“Yes, uncle,” said Harry meekly.

They walked off together up the hill-
gide. Colonel Wharton did not szpeak,
and the juniora remained silent. They
could not help fesling that they had made
& rather unfortunate impression on their
digtinguizshed vistor.

They arrived in camp, Bunter had dis-
appeared into the van, and from the van
as soon as they arrived, there proceede
a deep, anguished greoan. The colonel
gave o start,

“VWhat ia that?” he exclaimed hastily.

“Only Bunter!"” said Bob, between his
teath.

“Is anything the matter with him!"
“Dh, nol™

“It sounded as if he were in pain.”

“DOnly his gammon," said Dob.

“Beast!"” came a how!l from the van.
“I'm in awful pain! I can feel the
fearful pangs of pneumonia coming on
already !

“Bhut up!” reared Johuny DBull,

“Bha'nt! I'm not going to die in
agony without saving 2 word! Like vour
cheek to expect it, I think!"

Colonel Wharton smiled faintly, It was
quite a faint smile, but it had an
encouraging effect on the Greyiriars
caravanners.

“You see, uncle," said Harry, ventur-
ing on an explanation, " We-—we weren't
ragging Bunter—~"'

Mot at all—nothing of thabk sort,™
said Bob.

“There was not the remotest scent of
ragfuloness in our esleemed and nidiculous
actions, honourad e’ _

“Really?" said Colonel Wharton
drily. “I accept your assurance, of
course; bubt I must say that it locked
uncemmonly like 6.7

“You see, sir——"" spid Johnoy Bull,

and stopped.

VW ell 1

“DBunter worn't wash!" smd DBob
Cherry at last, desperntely. “We pave
him time, and he wouldn't! So wea
were going to wash him in the pond.”

“Tless my soul!™  ejaculated  the
eolonal.,

“Laar! came in a gyell from the van,
“T'm. the only fellow in this party that
does wash! Youo're dirty, Dob Cherry ™

“Why, I—-I'll =—"

“You're a dirly crowd!” continned
Bunter. “I'm the only elean chap
amobng you, and that's why you were
ragEing me, Yab!v

Bob Cherry bresthed very hard, He
yearned to step mto the van and

HEXT
MONDAY!

TATRITE AT T (A
HIMRT N
vi s sl

A

Bunter, finding that all his precious medicine was gone heyond hose of
recovery sank down on the deck and leaned wearily agalnst a cabin hulk head,

groaning, and longed for instant anclhilation,

(See Chapler 9.)

slaughter the Owl of the Remove. But
the respected presence of the colonel
made Bunter safe from slaughtering.
Bob had to stifla his yearnings.
‘It was really on your account, sir,”
said Nugent.
“On my
colonel,

“¥Yes, We wanted Bunter to be clean
for once, because you were coming this
afternoon,”

L1 {}J] EJI

“That's how it slands, uncle,” said
Harry hopefully. *“D-d-don't judge us
by—by—by that, you know. As & rule,
we're a3 guiet and—and orderly azs—as a
Sunday-school treat.”

“Quite I”” said Johnny Bull. * Nothing
rowdy about us!”

“(0h, what a whopper !"" came from the
van. * Only yesterday you were fighting
with some tramps. "

" Bhat up!” shrieked Dob Cherry.

“And last week you got into a row
at Ashford with some fellows at a cocoa-
nut-shy——"

"Dy up!" hissed Johnny Bull.

“And Dbefore thal——"

Bob Cherry slammed the door of the
van. Bunler's revelations were gquite
superfluons, in the ecircumstances.

“Won't you sit down, sir?"" asked Bob,
proffering the camp-stool, * Yeou—yan
must be tired after walking up the hLill
from Dover——"

account?” repoated the

“Mind," whispered Nugent, “FLhat
stool's got a gammy leg——""

“1've mended it!"

“Yes; but——"

“"Here you are, sir!™ said Bob, un-
heading Nugoent.

“Thank you, my boy!"

Colonel Wharton sut down, The good
old pentleman was a fair weigld, and
perhaps the many nails that Boh had
driven nto the “gammy " les of the
camp-stool had semewhat failed of theic

““GREYFRIARS CARAVANNERS ABROAD!™

miended effect. The colonel reposed on

the camp-stool for precisely the
thousandth part of a second, and then it
collapsed.

(] ]1 [I#

And the next moment the horrified
juniors were treated to the unexpected
and almost terrifying sight of an old
militery gentleman sprawling headlong
in the grass, over the jagred wreck of a
camp-stool that bristled with nails,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Accidents WIIl Happen !

£’ H! Ah! Woocop! Oh gad!"
O “ Great Scott!” gasped Bob
Cherry, staring wi%h orrified

eyes at the sprawling colonel,
too horrified even to think of helping the
old gentleman up.

:: IYmIl asa, Bob1" ghricked Wharton.

“I knew that chair was gammy
panted Nugent.

“The gammyfulness was terrifie!™

Harry Wharton had rushed to help his
uncle. Colonel Wharien waved him
back. He rose to his fect without assist-
ance, breathing very quickly, and with a
deep red in his tanned face.

The colonel was a well-dressed man,
but his clothes had suffered now. There
was dust on his light cont, and there was
the jagged tear of a nail in his well-cutb
grey trousers. And there was gathering
wrath in the brow of Wharton's uncle.
'i[t “.—-_iﬁ evident that an earthquake was st
v,

HZa this—this—this——"" The colonel
gasped,  * Bovs—boys, this—this—"

Hh, sir, we're awlully sorry——=

“Oaite an accident, sip——"

* ¥ ou—yon sep—"

“This iz what you call, at sehool, 2
jape, I think,” said Colonel Wharten,
more quickly.

“Oh, no, zir—an aceident—— "

Bl
L]
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“A ervifin and ludiereuns acecident,
exicemed sahib——'"

“It was ihat aza Bob!"  gasped
Wharton, *“He mended the chair.
1 'nele, you-—you covldn’t pessibly think
that we should play a practical joke on
von like {hat!™

It was preily elear that that was what
the colonel had  thooasht, But the
genuine  distress  in Wharton's  faes
iouched him aud econvineed lLiim,  His
frowning brow cleaved, and his grun
featares relaxed.

“Well, well, if it was an aceident——?"
he said.

“AXy [ault, Bobh Chorry

sivr,”  zaid

brinbly. 1 thought that chaiz was ail
right. I put eleven nails into that weak
lex of it sir—anybodvy  would  have
thourht thal was enough!™

“'Ton many, perhaps,”  said  the

ru_lrme.!_, The ald gentleman had cer-
tiinly found one of the nails too many,
it least.

MWe've ot another camp-stool,” said
Nugent,

“Thank you !
bauk.*

“Here's a comfortable plice, sic,”" sl
Boiy Cherry.,  And the colonel sat down
aunin on a sloping bank of wross, much
nmeve safely and comfortably than he had
git on the camp chair mended by Robert
Cherry.

You'd like soma ten wnow, uncle?”
asked Harry.

“Thank vou, my boy, I should,” said
the colonel g-eni-.tlﬂ-.

The signz of retuwiing pood-humaoar
were very welcome to the juniers. The
visit of the distingunished guest was going
to be a sneeese, after all. Harery Wharton
& Co. busied themselves getting tea,
Fverything was in order, and the sup-
plies were ample, The ketlle bailed an
ithe spirit-stove, the egzgs bLoiled on the
ote-stove  From the caravan, for some
fimar, eame & series  of heart-rending
o, indieating that Billy Bunter was
entfering sovere pangs; but as no notice
was laken of the groans, they eceased at
last-the pangs apparently easing off.
1y Bunter cume out of the van at Jast,
as he heard the sound:z of ¢linking tea-
rons and saucers, and knives and forks.
It he had been suffering frem  real
nuladies, the fat junior wonld probably
!m-.-c- recovered suliciently te take pare
in o feed,

The jnniors wave him grim looks, Rui
Fally Bunter did not heed ithem. The
raradd  figrure  sitting  on the grassy
Lank was his secarity,

“¥ say, you fellows, bettor leave that
to me,” he said. "I ecan make tea
better than you fellows can!™

“Make it, then, and div wp, you
frabjans porker!™ wvrowled Johuny Bull,
m 4 deap nnedertons,

"What did yon Bullf™
Bunter loudly.

“Bropp-pl??

“If you're calling me names, Bull—*

" Make the tea, you fabby brute!™

Billr Bunter blinked round at ihe
roloned,

“I saw, sir, do von think it’s civil for
Iull to call maa Qobby bhrote? he asked,

Johinny Bull choked,

T think I will sit on the

Eay, asked

"RE:LI?', Bumler, I will not venture
in  pass.an opioion,”  sail  Colonel

Whartan dnily.

“Trem't you think, sir, that the fellaws
ought to he a it more careful in their
language ™ said Dooler. “1 try lo set
them an example. T keep on remvineding
them that they oupht to act just as if we
were at Greyfeiars, with old Quelchy's
eye on us’

vour Forng-master at school®”  ashed
Colonel Wharton,

“Eh? Oh, yeal®

“Hindly do not refer to him as * Old
Quelehy ' when speaking Lo me, Bunter

“Oh!" gasped Bunter, guite Battened.
And the Removites prinned,

Bunter blinked at them maovescly, and
removed the kettle from the stove 1o
male the tea. Perhaps it was by acci
dent that he jerked it towards fﬂlmn:.-
Bull, and that & stream of boiline waier
rerkaed from the spout and swanined aver
Johnny's ler,

The well that zose fream Johnuy Ball
could have heen heard almost as far a-
Dover Castle,

" Yarooogoacan [

“I sawy, what's the matier!”
Bunfer innocently,

" Yow-ow-woopp !
roarcd Johinny Bull
rush at DBunter,

Bunter jumped back, and the kelils
swung roud,.  There wazs a fHendish
howl fromn Hurres Jamset Singh, as he
caught a scalding stream from the spout.

* Ogooooogoch [
¢ “"Bunter, you idiot!’ shricked Whar-
on,

"Keep him  off 1 velled DBunter,
waving the ketile wildly. * What's the
tow, anyhowi Heep off, Dull, you
beast |"

Johnny PBull kept off, hecause the
kettle was rather too dunceraus at close
aquarters. But he eyed Bunter wolfishly
23 he rubbed his leg.

" Aceidents will happen,”™ eaidd Bunter.
“1 hope vou're not hurt, Inky 1"

The nabob eroaned.

YOw! The painfulness in my esteamed
leg 15 ndiculously tervific! Weow!"

“LDion't vou fellows wedpe round when
I'm making the tea,” said Bunter.
“Just pive a chap room.”

Bunter was given plenty of room whilo
he made ithe tea.  Johnny Ball aned
Tlurres Jamset Ram Singh retired to ruls
their mjuries and to vow blead-curdling
vengeanee on DBunier at a more con-
venent fime.
~ Ualenel Wharton was eyeing the fat
junigr tather curiously., Perhaps he hiad
his own opinion about Bunter's aecident
with the hkettle,

A frareant cop of tea, bolled egys and
hawm, and cavefully-cut bread-and-butter
were prosented o the colonel on a tray,
i gquite an clegant style, Buonter wanfed
to carry the tray, but Wharton shoverd
him aside; he had a suspicion that there
waould be an asccident with the tray if
Bunter carried it.

The jumiors had itheir own tea in a
more rough-and-ready fashion, but the
honaured guest was looked alter wilh
seddulous  eare, The colonel and the
raravanners were soon  chabting  away
rheerfully and amiably, and evidenily the
bad impression of his reception had beesn
removied from the mind of the dis
tiriguished puest,. When tea was over
Bolr Cherry  went fo the wan, nnd
returned with something ihet was cure-
felly  wrapped in  Llissue paper. He
carried it with preat care, and with
caqual care unrolled the tissue paper,

“Homethine for vou to smoke aflter
your tea, s, snid Dol

“0Oh!" sad the colonel.

Bob Chervy threw the wrappings aside,
aned diselosed & big, black cigar. The
colonel looked at it rather fixedly. He
was fond of a pood cigar, bub it was
poszible that he had some doubts about
the weed that was presented by Bob
Chesry. Hob was not, perhaps, exactly
a4 connaisseur in cigars: but the junior

asled

'l spiflicate sou!™
He made a frantic

“Are you referving to Nr. Queleh, | was =0 ovidently pleased with  this»
wononv: ' GREYFRIARS CARAVANNERS ABROAD!"™ &

e
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pleasant surprise that he had prepared
for the visitor that Colonel Wharton did
net feel it silile to decline the eipgar,

“Ile, e, he!”

There come o sudden fat chuckle from
Bily Dunter as hoa Dbhnked at b
Cherry's cigar,  Bob glanced at him,
[3oly could ses nothing to chuckle ot in
that cirar.

“What's the matter with you, Fatty "
he snapped.

“Eh? Oh,
hastily.

“"Then don’t go off like an alarm-
elogk 1

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Heve you are, sir!” said Dob, pre.
senting the cignr, 1 think :n::u’fl koo
it, sir, really. Ii’s got o beautiful gold
hnH{l ;:

Thank vou very muech, my boy!"

Colonel Wharton took th j::i;::l{f. Ha
stipped off the end rather slowly aned
thoughtiully, and placed the cigar in his
mounth, The juniors watched him with
smiling faces, prepered to see the lind
old gentloman enjoy himaelf, and foeline
that this reaily was a master-etroke of
haspitality, and remarkably thoughtiul
of Bob Cherry.

Possibly the colonel would have pre-
frrred to keep that famous cigar un-
hghied: bt the general axpectation woe
tor much for him., He strock a mateh
anid applied it to the cigar, hoping for.
the lest,

nothing ™  said DBunter

What happened next wae n surpriss io
well,

_As the flame of the match ignited the
cigar there was a sudden fash and whizz

The cigar flew from tha colonel's
miouth, and the old renileman started
back with a lond, startied exclamation,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Via's of Wrath!
[
\:‘p‘ “ Freat pip!"™
Cuolonel Wharion sprang to
hi: feet, Hisz face waz black
frnm‘his stern, angry stare,

“This 1= too much!” thundered the
colonel.  “Haw dare vou!¥

" Colonel-—-"

“How dara  von ' thumdersd  the
colonel. I waz williner to bolieve that
aceictont,  But it 18 not by accident, I
Fr\gs::.:mueJ that & charge of punpowder
s been placed in that cigar!™
Cherey faintly,

“Impossible I stuttered Wharlon,

“The—the tobacconizt wounldn't put
fﬂiuﬂy,

“No, sir " poured the eolonel. “The
tohaceonist corfmimdy did nol 3 but one of

“0Oh, ar!™

" Wo—we didn't! Wo—wo—-"

“Enough! Harey, T am® surprised at
a: leasi respect, whafever I might expect
fiarn his friends. T am soarprised at yon,
angd very much shocked! T shall not

“Unele—="

" Enough ! :

Colonel Wharton jammed his hat on
and strode away down the down-side.

(Continued on page 13.)
SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNMIORS OF

the colonel and to his entertaimers as
and a bang,
“Good pad!”
[IAT-—"
with anger. The juniors almost shrank
“ Unele <™
your former foolish trick on me was an
Y Gigpig-ranpowder Y pasped  Bob
gnnpowder in oo eigar M said Nuogent
you young rascals did 10
vou! From my own nephew [ expooted
remzin here another mement ™
bis head, picked up his stick and his bag,
-1 By FRANK RICHARDS.
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Assisted by BOB CHERRY (Fighting Editor
VERNON-SRITH  (Syorts  Editor), MAR
LINLEY, TOM BROWN, and FRANK NOGENT,

S T g

HALF-HOLIDAY HINT‘S!?*
By FISHER T. FISH.

i T T
¥ b

Soy! E you want to hire a bike, and
ependd the next holi-boliday awheel, spply
to the Fishy Cycle Company, Ltd. Bikes of
every deseriptice hired out at o penny an
hour, at hirer's risk. If anything moes
wrong with the works, hirer must make good
the damage. A whole afternoon’s joy-riding
for fourpence! Guess you can't afford to let
thiz opporbwnity slip,

g e T T

- ] ]

If you want to spend the next half-holiday
on the river. hire a punt iromn the Fishy
Rowing, Sailing, Puntipg, and Crab-eatching
Society. Glide down the river at your
leisure, bappy in the knowledge that your
Elu.nt. is only costing yon a halfpenny an hour!

end ofllces of the sockety will be found at
the back of the boathouse.

If you want to spend your Dali-lioliday at
the nets, playing cricket, buy a “Fishy "
Driver. Winzate of the Siath wsed one of
tl:eae bats in o recont fitst eleven matceh,
and hit the bal into Frierdole!  Even the
Teehleat batsman witl hecome a Trojan it
he wsea ope of these deivers.  Apply: FPhe
Fishy Cricket-Bat Company, Study No. 14

IF you decide to 2o for a8 Iong esuntry
walk, purchase a pair of walking-shoos from
the dGireyfriars Nop-hobngiled Foobwear Com-
pany (Fizher 7. Fish. proprictor). These
geevieealde shoes will Tast a lifetime (provided

ou don't live to he more than twenby-onc!h

rice, three-amd-sispence per  pair. Bhoes
will Le resgled snd hecled with best brown
paper for a4 tanner,

If you want fo spond Fonr haff-holiday
fishing, or golfing. or motoring, or playing
spakes-anel-lvdders, come and consult Fisher
T. Fizii. Guuess he'll put vou wise as tn the
hast and most ccovornical way of petting
your sperts gonr. Yoor half-holidays won't
ha a frost, becanse F. T. Fish is hot stul.
Xep! )
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EDITORIAL!S

By HARRY WHARTON.
WHEEBHHVEHFHHEHEETE®
Schooldays—without

half-holidays—would
be unthinkable,

Juzt as Billy Bunter regards tuck as the
spive of life, so does the averapge healthy
fellow regard hall-holidays. A Wednesday
afterngon apent in the Form-room doesn't
bear thinking of,

Who was the merchant whe invented half-
holidays? He deserved the O.R.E., the Free-
dora of the City, and every hooour that
King and State could possibly confer upon
him. At any rate, he was a fellow who
believed in the saviog that "all work and
no play makes Jack a dull boy.™

Of course, the long holidays—the vacations
—aure the real goods. IH's sunply glorious to
be on holiday for woeks together. Dut we
musin't despise the shorter breaks-—=the half-
holidays—withont which we should abse-
lutely pine away!

If there wore oo half-holidava, there would
probubly be no “Greyiriars Herald,” [or we
always devote ab least o couple of howurs
on Wednesday affernconsz to the production
of this joirnal. It is pleasant work, and it
degsn™ interfere with our ericket and other
sporka.

The idea of a Speelal Hall-hollday Wumber
has heen in my mind for some time. When T
stbgeested i to the members of my stadl, the
faicly jumped at ib; and Bob Cherry. Dick
Peniold, and the immortal Tom Lrown imime-
disttely ot buzy.,  The mere meniion of a
half-heliday acts as an inﬁ-}::ir.fll.'l-m! IT Pen-
fold’s some and Browsey's artiele foll to
raise a few smiles I shall be mightily sur-
[rrised.

Tlee “Greyirinrs Hepald ™ haz now hecn
appeating in sopplement form for mpearly
cight monbhs, and 1 am pleased to say that
it- iz even mote popular at this stage thoan
it waz at the beginming, 1 owe my hest
thanks to all thosa who have helped to
spread its fame, and I hope they wil! re
double their elforts to rope io new renslers.
The more the merrier!

Billy Dunter continues to  describe the
“Herald ™ a3 "a beastly rag.” Baot (£ the
sort of rag that dusts the floor with “ Billy
Bunter's Weekly,” anyway! When it comes
to n question of journalizm, W. G. B, must
take a back aeat!

Au revolr unbil pext week, chiums allf
HARRY WHARTON.

/

SUPPLEMENT No. 36,
Week Ending Sept. Ird, 1921,

Address all letters to HARRY WHARTON,
¢/o Thi Magact Library, The Flsotway Honse,
Farringden Street, E.C. 4.

BEPPHEEBIPIBHHEEEY -

i SONG—TO MR. QUELCH! 1
# By DICK PENFOLD.
g i g U U b M DT

(With apologies te the author of " The
Sunshine of Your Swmntle.”)

Grim face, that holds so dark a frown for
me,

‘-‘r‘eriu vou nobnear, how thankful I should
e !

I know no frown that ever could replace

Tha.E fierco cxpresston on your grim, stern
Filad: B

Cive me your smile, for which my spirit
pincs.

Give me bright looks—and ot bvo
hundred lines!

Give me the right in class to slack
awhile,

Scatter, dear Quelchy, the sunshine of
your sinbe !

Powmters may fall upon the hand and
kneao,

Iripols to »ll the clazs may given be.

I shall not care, ¢'en theugh I'in dubled
a dunce,

If onty you will smile, sir—jusl for onge !

Hive me vour smile, or I shall grow
trsan !

Beam on me fondly, put away your
cane.

Laal: pleasant, pleasa!
doar atr, i3 vilo.

Seattor, dear Quelehy, the sunshine of
yvour smile !

Your frown,

Ask your newsagent to
let you see a copy of

' THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL.

Teg Macuetr Lipginy.—Mo. T08.
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THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

WHY 1 HATE HALF-HOLIDAYS!

By Archie Howell.

OST fellows seern to regard a
half-holiday as & sort of oass
in the dreary desert of school-
life,

I don't!

If the Head wers Lo suddenly decree
that there should be no move haif-
holidays, I shouldn't turn a hair. In
fact, fshcruid probably utter a thanls-

givinﬁ. . )
A half-holiday ought to be a nice,
restful time. Dut it sn't!

Last Wednesday afterncon I lay down
on my study couch in erder to sleep, and
forgot all my cares and worries,

ut before 1 could take forty wimks—
I'd got up to about thirty-nine, I think—
ald Prout pops his head round the door.

“Howell, my dear boy,"” he said, I am
glad to find you here. Put on '{nur cAp
and accompany me to the goli-links., I
want you to caddy for e,

“Oh crumbs 1™

With & groan, I heaved myself up from
tho couch, donned my ¢ap, and tramped
down to the links with the master of the
IMifth.

The sun was simply seorching, and [
felt like a baked chestuut long befora we
roached our destination,

Then I had to sling a bag of golf-clubs
across my shouldsr, and trot round the
eourae with old Prout. To szee him
attempt to chastiso the inoffensive little
Lall was thetic. ‘The first time he
struck at it he uplifted a clod of earfh,
arel an avalanche of dirt zpaltered into
my face.

At his second swips Prout committed
assuult and battery on Lis ankle. Then
he hopped sround on one foob, clasping
the injured member, and utiering tho
most unscholarly language,

“Ha, ha, ha!™ I roared.

“ Howell ! You impertinent young
rascal ! How dare yon smgger ab oy
misfortune "

“Sorry, sir!” I splultered. 1 was—
ahem '—lavghing at my thoughts, sic!™

Jlooking very tired, Howell.
like gome tea 1"

“Then you had betler divert your

thoughts into more serious channels !
So saying, Prout swung his club for
the third time, and on this eccasion the
ball trickled about half a dozen yards.
“* A magnificent drive, that!” he muz.
muared.  “Worthy of Abe Mitchell
himself 1"
And so the merry game went on.
Prout dgok about twe hours to get
round the course, and he did it in threc
hundred and saventy-nine strokes.
“DOnly one man has ever beaten that @™
ho confided to me. *'The professional,
Tom Niblick, went round the conrse in
seventy-eight strokes. But, of courae,
these professionals learnt the theory of
polf before they left the cradie. You are
Waonld you

I replied that I should like nothing
better. Whereapon, Prout lock me
along to the clubhouse, and I waa given
some tea in & cup which was little bigger
than a thimble, Prout also treated me
to a solitary pat-a-cake biscurt. He
evidently dida’t mean me to make n beast
of myself!

After toa—if such it could be called—
1 fagged all the way back to Greyiriars,
and proceeded to my study, with a view
to resuming the slumber which Proul had
so rudely nterrupted.

I was in the ack of doxing off when
Wingate of the Sixtn locked in.

“lgsa‘n s kid, you might do me a favour,
Take this note over to Highcliffe, and
hand it to Langley of the Sixth. It's a

reply to a cricket challengo!”
“i‘m feelin' tired, Wingate,” 1
mutrmured,

A brisk wallk will soon shake off that
feeliug I said Wingate cheerfullly, “Of
you gol”

Once again I heaved myself up [raom the
conuch, and set gut on the long, leug teail
to Higheliffe, 1 felt mora like a baked
chestnut than ever by the time T had
carried out my mission,

“ Now, I shall get seme peace, I hopo,”
I mutiered, on my return to Greyfmars.

But, just as thers iz no rest for the
wicked, so there is no rest for the echool-
boy on & half-holiday.

I am gbout to make a third attempt to
sake forty winks, when in marches Harry
Wharton.

““Hallo, Archie, ¢ld man! You look
somewhat fed-up !

“1 feel it, dear boy."

“What’s the troublei”

“'ve been ruthin’ around &ll the after-
noon, an’' my frad an' delicate constitu-
tion won't stand it.” )

Wharton nodded sympathetically.

“I've come to ask you something,” he
zaid.  “Woe're just going to press with
the “Greyiriars Herald "—it's a spoecial
half-holiday pumber—and there are two
columns to fill."”

“Run away an’ fill 'em, then!”

" Ahem ! I've written my editorial,
and I don't feel equal to doing anything
more. Now, if you'll let me have an
article—on any subject under the sun—
I'lt ba awfully grateful."

“Tt's a beastly fag writin® articles—-"

“Tats! It won't take you an hour.
Bring the manuseript along to my stedy
after toa, will you? Thanke!™

And Wharton departed, having taken
it for granted that I would write him an
article.

This iz tho article. And now you ean
soe why I hate half-holidays.

Talk about drudgery ! 1 do more work

{onn & hali-holiday than all the rest of

tha week put together !

I think I shall petition the Ilcad, and
ask him to cancel all future haif-holidays,
They are luzuries thal 1 can easily do
without.

When tho mext half-holiday comes
ronnd I shall clear off directly nfter
dinmmer to some gquict spot nbout a dozen
milea from Greyfreiars, that 1 may sleep
undisturbed.

No more gollcaddying--no more run-
ning errands=—uo more journalistic work
for this child.

Eneyrh is as rood as a feast!

A it e A A i A A . o e i e A - i el i e A il i i W A o A A A A e e e i i i e e e - i e
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&
& CORNER!! i
Conducted by Dick Penfold. '}:l':'
T T e T T e T T
There was a young lady of Lelcester
Who found that love stories depressed her.
Her young brother Geradd
Recommended the “Herald "—
Her ri[.'.mT vanished, aud gladness possessed
er L] H L]
When Skinner was travelling to Strowd
He bhonrded the train with o orawd,
He started to =moke,
And to splotier and clioke,
The guard shouted, " No smoking aloud !

P know two young schoolboys of Birmingham,
And a very smil sbory concorping em.

Thoy evaeh 1 a ' Tug 7

By way of & rag.
And their fngers werg seorched ;) they were

burmiog “en
a [ ] 1

The viear of Prierdale=-Lanilse,
bnee went for o ride on o trambe,

They <harged lim zix ponce,

He zaid, “It's immcnso !
1 would rather he poushed in g pramhe?”

THE Maaxer Linrany,—MNo. T08.

MY

FOOTBAWL KORNER.

Fy BILLY BUNTER.

Having konduekted ihe weakly Rricket
Hellum o the "Sreyfriars Herald ® with such
sueksess, it's not alltogether serpridicg that
1 should be seleckied Dby fhe edditier to
tarke] the Foothawl Holwm.

My nollidge of sport iz like Bam Weller's
nollidge of London—epgstensive and pikka-
Hor, and when Wharton came to e ol
hended checks, and with the teers ptrecming
down his necze (I'm afrade 've pot this
ritther mixed) and wmplored me to koptriewt
a weakly Footbawl Kollum to the ' Herald,™
L replide:

Tuertingly, my deer fello! ['m kwite
cggepert on footbaw!l mabter:, awd you've
cone to the rite I By the woay, whab are
you  foing to pgive me for dojug  tiwese
artikels "

"A narl-krown o weak if they've gooed, and
a thick ear il thev're ot wp to slamlerd”
said Wiharton.

“Yeou may rely an vore nkle Billy to
delliver blwe pooda?” 1 said, willl o cheery
Inrf. =1 shall rite the Foothawl RKoilum i
the =same sort of strawe that I refe tiwe
Ericket Kolluni."”

4]

“You  jolly  well won't!™ safd Wharlon
narstily,

ERT What was rong with my Kifcket
Kollum?™

"Their was two moch Bucter abonf it. It
wnrs Bumster this, amd Duoter that, and
neboddy elge got o rhow.™

“That wuas unforchinit,” I replide. " Dut
a% J waz the pest player in the Leen, b was
anky nateheral that I should have nrost of the
limelice."”

" Bowgh-wough ™ said Wharton,

*Lagk hears” L osaid, with sum Teglting.
vake it I siall hawve o plaice o the. sidet™
No: we don't want kweer fish ke you™
‘But b} oam ep eggsellent golekeopor—"

*LRatts ™

“And a dashing sent-her-forwand—"

"[n yore cdrecims!”

i ou Trol-huck, too—""

“A verry fool-back, cepesholly after yon'vo
eaten & harty meel ™ said Wharlon, with a
gifigerring [arl, " Now, lissen to ne, iuoter.
You rao rite the Poollraawl Rollme evvery
weak in the "Horald,” Lot you're noel poineg
to play for the Remoave—uulesz hy apy
echarnse we have fo meat a blind skool, or a
teem of infants in loug close. You uwder-
Atomed

S0, all eHe! I osald sullingly.

Buoowe Jett it ot fthat. And althemglr |
am band Erom Lhe tlectn, deer recders, yon
cun rely on me to komduct thiz Rollum enel
weak i oa proper jermadistick stile, 1 oshall
statle my views without f{er or Fiver, as o
cerbain pollytishun wonee said, Al thoso
who doubt me will do well ta bare o minsd
the words of anuther famus pollytishuen;

“Weight und seal” £
[Supplement i,
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] ALLD, the Head's dropped some-
thing ™
I# was Skioner of the Hemove
who uttered that exclumation.

Dr. Locke. the worthy Head of Qreyfriars,
had just gone along the paseage, and a slip
of paper had fAuttered out of the pocket of
his pown on to fhe Hoor.

The Head walked on withowt noticing
wiiat had happened. And Skioner did not
call after him.

The c¢ad of the Remove was curious to
e what was written on the plece of paper.
He waited until the bepowneéd figure of the
Head bad cisappeared, and then be stooped
down aud picked up the paper.

Ou it aH]:u:-nmd the following, in the bold,;
clear handwriting of the Head:

NOTICE!

To-day being the third anniverzary of
the day on which Colonel Hartley
Chambers, an 0d Boy of Greyiriars, was
presented with the Vieteria Cross, the
echool will be given a hali-holiday.

(8lgnedy HERBERT H. LOCKE,
Headmaster.

“0h, how ripping!” exclaimed Skioner.
“Tt len't often we pet a half-holiday ou a
Monday—only onee in a blue meon, io fact.
I suppose the Head waes nhowt to put this
snnouncement oo the notice-board¥?  Well,
'l save him the trovhle™

S0 saying. Bkinner proceeded to the hall,
nbml rdamxed the slip of paper te the notice-
i ed.

It difo't tnke long for the joyful news to
bpreadd throuwgh the setionl.

Billy Bunter wis the firsk to see the
notice, and his shrill voice could be heard
40 and down the pagsages.

“1 say, you fcllows, it's a half-holiday ™

" {rammen i

o | tell you it's a fact! Tt's on the notice-
bourd, in the Head's own fist.”

‘But we never geb o halfheliday on i
Monday ! eaid Monty Newland.

“This Is o special oecasicn,” eald Billy
Mupter, “It's the thicd aosniversary of the
thay that & Greeyfriars Ol Boy got the
Vivtoria Cross.”

"ﬂhp!

At that moment the bthree Dieks—Russcll
and Penfold and Rake—came dashing up.

“It'a quite true, you claps!  We've just
beem in Ghe ball, and feasted our opbics on
the joyiul  anocupcement,”  eald  Penfold.
“Theee cheers for Colonel Ilartley
Uhambérs ™

* Hurcak ™

“And three more for the Head!™ shouted
Jolinny Bull.

“ Hip, hip. hip—lhuarral ¥

Lverybody wns in great spirits at the
penspoct of an  alfternoon’s imminity fTrom
frssamia,

“Toppinge  aTtersoon I‘ﬂr & Fiver pienic!
fuildl Harry Wharton, = We'll make up o
t::lck 'Itamnfr amid zally forth and enjoy our-
Eirlveas

“Good wheew: M

It was o0 glorions
by —even  thae
it mit af doora.

afternoon, and svery-
Fhickers—decided to  spand

There was o connty cricket mateh Twing
pleyed  at Tenhridee, which  was  witlin
Bihing distinee of LGreviriges: and crowds

of rellows ~et out in order to see it Celor
ol tie Fitth led the way on ls motor-hike,
atid  at  least Rlly ceyclists  toiled aloug
be-inind Iiim.

iMber attractions were the river and the
Boashipre.

Within an bhour of the  aonounncemetet
Lomng pwsted up on the nolico-board, 4Gteys
friars was praciivally desertod,

Awd thew—ta the viter amazement of thw
che oor bero owho bl not yel left the =chaool
fremises—the  bell  rang for afternoon
ll. :"'!1'II||".;h!

The Form-masters woent fnto fhedr respoeo:
tive Formerooms  amd were fAabbergastod to
3] tliem ey,

Supplement i ]
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By BOB CHERRY.

After waiting in vain for their pupils to
turn up, they met tocether in the Sixth
Farm-room {or a consuliation.

“This—this is8  positively  amazing!”
pasped Mr. Prout, locoking very Hustered.
“What ¢on have happoned to the boysi”

“From my study window, I saw lurge
numbere of them proceediag out of pates,”™

said Mr. Hacker. "I am mnot an alarmist,
bt it looks to me very much like a re-
betlion ™

“A rebellion ! echoed Mr. Quelch. “What
nonsense! The boys have po cause what
ever to break out in revelt.”

Mr. Hacker shrugged his shoulders.

“It §a an astounding atfair!™ exglaimed
Mr. Lascclles. I will go and ascerfain if
there are any bays still on the premises.”

Uo going out inte the Close, the young
mathemafica master sighted Mie I».}' Desmend,
of the Remove, The Irish junior was in the
act. of pumping up hiz bleyele.

" ]E"lieﬁngnnd # rapped ont Mr. Lascelles.

ai rli.p

"Why are you not in your Formy-room 1"

Micky Desmond looked astonished.

“Faith, an' it's a hall-loliday, sir!"
aaid.

" What 1"

“Haven't you =zeen the notice, gir”

"Indeed 1 bave not.”

I

The wuniors erewded round the notice

board. "Hurmhr' " said  Monty

Newland. A sr.rr:r:m-!' ﬁdff«.ﬁnf:d‘n'yf
Gammen ! "

“Well, it's on the notice-board, shice, in

the Bead™s own bandwritin®.”

Mr. Lazcelles strode away in the direction
of the Dbinfl, with Micky Desmond at  his
heels.

The notice was there. even fs Micky had
said,  And there could be po questioning
the Head's bBandwriting andg signatore,

“1 camnot vnderstand why Doctor Lacke
gent mo nofification round to the mastera™
said Mr. Lazcelles. " other occasions,
when there §5 to bhe a special holf-holiday,
the mwbers of the stadl are duky uelified
ig the moroing. Where are ali the boys,
Lresmond ¥

“Thercs a crowd on Lhe rviver, sir,
B pairly’s gone over Lo ‘Fonbridge,
el play.™

Mr. Lascelles moedded, smd went to mejiin
his eolleagues v the Kixth Form-roon.

an' a
Lo ®ew

Wl mberrogated Mo Quelch. Wl
have you discovercd, Laveelleay”

“It is oA halthadbilay,” was tho reply.

A a4

W have Bad mo intinaticp—r" licsun
AMr. 1*rout.

" Neveriheleas, the school bas bBecn Siven
A half-boliday.,  Thers 2 a0 anooutoenient
oo e notice-hoard Lo that olfect ™

“Huat—hut why wore we oot imforfsd 2
Fusped Mr. Twige,

Mr. Loseelles =hook his head meo bewilder-
ment.

I mive it up.” he said, seill, 1T oam not
sorty ib = op Lioff-beeliday, We will liave

a ronngd of ?:“:N T T
“Noery owell P oenid Mr. Capper.
Aud the nssemidy of masters disporsed.

C;Il s Y Apliday |

11
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The afterncom passed very enjoyably for

all concerwed
When Harry Wharton & Co. returned
from their picnic, just before locking-up

time, they fouond Skinner of the RKetmove
halding forth tc a crowd of fellows.

I was T who put that announcement on
the notice-board,” he was sayving.

“What 1

“The Head dropped it poing along the
passage, and I pleked it wp and pinned %
to the board. The hall-holiday might Dot
have been intended for to-day at all.”

uﬂh. m}. h&trﬂ

“In fact it coeuldn't have bectn intended
for to-day, because all the masters turped
up in the Form-roome as astual, thinkiog wo
showld be there for afterooon leszoms. So
Pve pote the school hall-koliday.”

"Ha, ha, hat"

“Gosd old Skinpey!™

But  the laughter and opplause dicd
away a3 the Head stalked on the sceue.
An  expression of  alarm cume  OveT

Skioner's face.

“My boys, bepan the Head, “1 hava 1o
make an annsupcement, which 1 ahall re-
peat later on hefore the whole school. As
I wns proceeding to my study after dioner
to-day, 1 happened to drop a shieet of paper
antrouteing that there wans to he o half-
holiday. It appears that some misgoided
boy pieked up the paper, and pinned it tn
the notice-board, with the reslt that the
whaole school took the afterpoon off,"

The speaker paused. It seemed to Skipner

thigt the Hemi's oyes were plercing  him
theough amd throngh.
“The katf-hwliday was oot intemded for

to-day at all, but for toanorraw,” the Headl
went on, “and 1 was about fo alter tlie
anmoutcement, making it 3 whole day's
Tl foetead of merely o half, As you
luiwve already taken o haff-holiday, how.
ever, Jessons will  proceed as  usual  to-
morrow, I orespet that youn ahowld all ho
st heexuse of the wnwarrantod actbon
?If eme single boy; but T have no ulterna-

Vi

“, crunghs!

There were deep groaps on every  slde.
Amd those who bl congratelated Skinoer
were the first to turw upon bim, ofter the
Weael hand poune.

"You duilert™

“You've doue us out of a whole day's
Lebiadary 1°*

" Bomp him !

Amdl  Lhe  woforfunale  Skinnoer,  wiho
thoneht e had been doing the community
aogoad turm, was someslly bumped on the
Haustones, Aad he Towwd it 2 very painful
elimny to the voolicial heki-holiday t

1922 ANMNUAL 022 §
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HOW TO SPEND A HALF-HOLIDAY!

By TOM

(TR

|

k]

(EDITORIAL NOTE.—It Iz useléss to try
stop Tym BErown from being ridiculous.
One might juat as well attempt to stop
Charley’'s Aunt from running, or Walker
of the Sixth from walking, or Peter Todd
from Todd-ling! No amount of ' bumping

or “rageing * can cnre Browney of his per-
verted sense of humour. He conlinoes fo
write tommy-ret each week; but so long
as my readers regard it as such, and refuse
to take it seriousiy, there will he no harm

done.—Ed.}
I I with them when you get them.
I remember spending one Wed-
nesday afterncon with that friend and <com-
panicn of my youth, Donald Ozilvy. And
thiz 1s how we spent it, We sat in the
study and stared at each other, and kepb
repeating the following aslnine questions:

“What shall wa do?”

“Where shall we go?”

“When shall we go?"

“How shall we gof”

When we had repeated this formula about
ten thousand times, we discovered, to our
horror and dizmay, that the hali-holiday was

over! We had done nothing: we had gone
nowhere. It was a complete * wash-out.”

Always have some cub-and-driéd plan at
the outset, Adhere faithfully to that plan,
and all will be well.

Wow, I have noticed that ninety-ning
fellows out of a hundred devete their half-
holidays to plensore-aceking.

Thiz is alt wroog.

Hobody is fonder of pleasure than I am. 1
could sawim in the sea, and row oo the river,
and smite at the neta until the cows come
home. I could 2t at a theatre matinee all
the afternoon, and disport myszell in the
einems all the evening, witnessing the merry
antics of Fatty Arbuckie—the Billy Bunter of
the fAlms.

The object of a hali-holiday, however,
ghould not be to spe how much moncy you
can epend in an afternoon, bubk to see how
much you ¢on save!

¥o, I'm not setting up in business as a
miseT. Neither i3 my name Thomas
MucRrown, -aml Ty nafionality Seoteh
(though, as a matter of fact, it's all tommy-

g

ALF-HOLIDAYS are nteless innova-
tions woless you know what to do

rot ahout the Seotch heing mean. They're
A PFCOeTous o8 you or 1)

I repeat, the objeet of a  hali-hollday
should be fo save mohcy.

Think ¢ over for =z moment At the

present $ime you are in the habit ol spend.
ing your gubstanea In riotous living when
Wedneaday afternoon comes round. At the
end of the day you are in the state Enown
as “stony.” You have nothing but regrets.
You hbegin to with that half-holidays had
never heen invented. You sigh for the
ounds, shillings, and pence which you have
ittered away in foolish plensures,

“ But what else could [ have done®™ you
will zay. - “I couldn’t stick indoors and
mope "

Certainly not, dear boy. Hob you conld
have earned a mnice little sum of money,
which could go towards that new <ricket-hat
¥pu've heen hankering after, or that noisy
avto-wheel, which would convert your bicycle
iota & clreap imitation of & motor-bike.

I ¢an imagine you saying, “"Confound that
fellow Brown! ow the merry dickens doss
l&e Ehink I can earn money on & half-holl-

ay

In divers wayz, my friead. Noo I'm not
supresting that vou should dive for pearls
it the bed of the ocean, 1 mepn this. You
could peb o tempsrary job a3 o grocer’s
assiatant, af Unele Clegg™s=-or even a
Emsscr grecer!  You could ride about on a

pa-trieyele, dellvering packages of grocerics,
¥You could sweep out the shop, clean the win-
dows, and muake youorsell generally wzeful.
Wig?" ‘ve known & fellow earm as much as

HE MacNET LikRARY.—No. T08.
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ninepence-halfpenny in a single sfterncon by
this method!

If you are smart at “cutfing ™ lessone, ¥ou
ought to be equally smarb at cutting hale.
{30, therefore, to the local barber, and offer
him your services. After you have scalped
a few of his pet customers he will probably
relieve you of the scissors, and et you on
Lo swee ing up the premises, DBubt it's all
in the 5&}' s work, and at the end of the
afternoon you will be able to draw a nice
little sum (besides getting a free haircut,
shﬁwe, shampoo, and face massage for your-
gelf .

Or you cnn go to the nnderfaker, and eay,
“Please, Mr, Undertaker, I wish to under-
taker job of work!" But this is rather a
rloomy boziness. ¥You will fare betder in
the local einema, dispensing chocolates and
progrommes, and seeing all the finest flms

for nix.

Thera zre ecores of other mioner-making
oppartunitics. You can act as pgoll enddy
to Mr. Frout, or as tes-caddy to a party of
seniors who are going op a picnic.

'erihy* of money-making schemes there is
no end. You can aet as typist to  BIn
Queleh, If you t.f'ilf_?e twenty pages of his
*“History of Greyiriars,” at a halipenny a
page, you will have dene well.

You ecan act as caddy For Mr. Prout!

You ean hefp Dame Mimble in the tuek-
shop, thus ensuritlz a free ten. :

If Mr. Prout doesn't happen to be playving
eodf, ¥ou can help bim shodt Ehe rabhbits,
afterwards proceeding to the River Sark in
order to shoot the rapeds.

Last, bBut not least, you can devole your
half-holiday to writing an article for the
" Greyiriars Herald.™ This i very remuuneri-
tive work, and if only you stick at it long
enouzh yvou will be able to buy yourself a
new bicyele by the time vou are [Giky!?

I tell you, there are scores of ways of
makmg moncy on 4 half=holiday., 1f I were
bo coumerate them all, they would fill this
fgsue, besides leaving a considerable overflow.

8o when the next half-holiday comes round,
don't pgo plunging into & reckless whirl of
pleasure, 2ay to yourwel, *Instend of
coming back to school in a stony-broke con-
dition, I shall return with zeveral coppeors
(oot of the P.-o. Tozer variety!h

Good luck! Anpd don't forgcl that it wns
Tom Brown who put you in the way of mak-
ing a lortune.

EKemember me, H you will, in your will.
You will?

Aplendid!

PLEASE

LEND THIS COPY OF THE
TO0O A NON.-

“ MAGNET "
READER WHEN YOU HAVE
FINISHED WITH IT!

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

U T R T

A TRAGIC MISTAKEZ

= By Terrors Shocke, Detective.
ST L L e

I

readers, why my exploita bave nob
been tecorded
Herald * hy my trusty friend Shaker
for some weeks.
The faect §s, there have been no cxplobta

in the

Y{H] will doubilesa have wondered, doar

“gireviriara

to record.  For I have been excomdnunicated
from my feltowa; I have been ostracised b
dociety. I bave been cast into Hanwel
Lunatic Asylum—inte one of the padded cells
which are specially reserved for the more
violeot cases!

I can imagine you chuckling, dear readers.
Dot't do it! Tt ie & bitter trapedy—a matter
for briny teara rather than merriment.

; Elm authorities have made a ghastly mis-
ke !

There 13 mo saner man Hving than T,
Terrors Shocke., Not even my worst enémy
can honestly scceuse me of having bats In
my belfry., Yet here I am—and here I am
Iikely to rémain for some weeks, at any rate,

I will tell you what led up to my capturs
and confinement.

Last Wedpesday alternoon I declded to
treat mysell to the vousual luxury of a hali-
holiday.

I bud been working pariicularly hard on
the Case of the Poisoned Doughnut, and I
wag aware that my brain nceded a rest. S¢
[ borrowed Bhaker’s bicycle, and pedalled
down to Southeénd-on-3ea,

Arrived there, I endeavoured fo rest on
the sands, Bub my brain was so active thab
[ was obliged to find some outlet for my
meéntal energy. ¥ therefore decided to counk
up the number of pebbles on the beach.

I had been enpgaged upon this congendal
task for some hours, and had got unp to
three millions ninety-seven thousands eight
hondred and sixty-eight, when the arm of
the law descended in s crucl grip upon my
shoulder.

“You hod better come with me, my mon,"
zald the policeman who had thua appre-
hended me. “I've been watching you for
some time, and I've come to the cotelusion
that you're off your rocker!™

“Nonsense ' I retorted. *“I was enpgpzed
upon & highty scientific rescaorch—to  wit,
counting up the number of pebbles on 1he
heacl., I had got up to three milliong ninety-
seven thouwsands—— Dash it all! You've
made me forcet the test1”

"Come with me!” repcated the constubie
sternly. “I will arrange for you to he
teken to Hanwell under escort.”

“"Hanwell!"™ I shricked. * You—you must
be mad!”
“Ou  the contrary, it's you wha nre

aMicted with that complaint. Come alopg!™

“Dut, my dear man, den't Yom know mo?
I nm Terrora Shocke, detective ™

The constable grinned.

“Funny how madmen always hog delusions
of that sort,” he zaid. “There's a mae at
Hanwell at fhe present time whe imagines
he's the Prime Minister. You'll meet him.™

"I refuse to po to Hanwell ™

i ‘i:'lpu've got no choice in the matfer. This
way!”

I was taken to the local police-stalion, and
from thence conveyed to Haowell

And here I am, waiting for somelody to
come alonz and testily to my sanity.

Doubtleza Shaker will arrive sonn, and theo
I shall et my release. Bat it s = Lerrible
ordeal to he placed in an asylum Wwhen one
is perfectly :ane.

If T remain here much longer [ really shall
go mad, and then I shall be here for life,

[Supplement ip,



* The Invisible Raider!” by Sidney Drew, still going sfrong in the * Popular !
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Caravanners Afloat!

fQontinued from page 8.)

The juniors stared aftec the tall figure
#e it went,

This was a “bolt from the blue ™ with
a vengeanve!  The happy party was
broken up with starlling swddenness.

“Mv hat!™ murmured Jobhnay Bull
“All the fut’s in the fire now! Go afler

himm, Wharton."

L N stammered Wharten.
“ What—whal—— Bob, yvou howling ass,
what Jdid vou play that idiotic trick oo
my uncle for?™

ST dicict ! roared Dol Cherry, iiedig.
nantly, Do you think I'd treat a guest
fike that, even if I were idiol enough!
The ecigar wos all sighi—al feast I
thought il was all right.”

Wharton picked up the romned gigar.

The snell of gunpowder about it was
very distinet, It was only 100 clear that
a Lole had been prevced o the ouler e,
and a small quantity of gunpowder iniro-
duced, to calch fire as soon as a light
was apnlied to the cigar. It wuas an old
trick, and a very inclish and dangerons
me. The captein of the Remove held
the cigar up for hia chuma to see.

“Fon can see what's been done,” he
said. "' Bomebody’s put ghopowder into
the end of the cigar. There'as some
crackers in the van——we hought some at
the fair at Ashiond, and that's where thoe
L.;nn;;mwdcr’s comne from. I want to know
wha's played this irick on my uancle.”

Wharton's look was very grim now.

The colonel was stalking away in great
drdpeon, frmly convineed now that he
nad been deliberately **japed™ by the
juniors who had asked him to visit the
caravan camp. With that impression in
Hs mind, it was no wonder that the old
genflemun wns in & towering temper. -
He had come down to see his nephew
and his nephew’s frionds, with his heart
full of the milk of humnn kindness, and
he had been treated with utter disrespect
—that was how he looked at it, And he
hiel shaken the dust of the camp from
hiz feet, and was gonc—in a rage.

The trickster was certainly boaked for
sevare punishment when Wharton found
gut who he was; even if it was his own
best chwne His plance went from one
[are to xnolher.

Bob Chierry fushed angrily.

“No pood glaring at me,” he said
iartly. “If you think T'd play a trick
like that on a guest, you can Lhink so,
and be blowed.™

I want lo linow who did.”

“Well, T dide't!" pgronted
Ball.

“T shouldn't be likely to, 1T hope”
wid Nugent tartly,

Wharten's ghice rested on tha nabob
ei Bhampur, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
meet i veprouchiallv,

U ALy esteemed chium,” he muarmured,
“you surely could nol suapecifully think
that T would poll the avgost leg of the
honourable vistor i this way? SBach a
thoughl would neverfully enter my ex-
cellent Lram-box,”

I was somebody ! said Wharton.

Boby Cherry pave a swdden yell.

“Buanfer!™

“"RBunter!” repeated YWharlon,

“"He waz in the van all the time, fsel
the cizar was left on the shell ! howlel
Bob Cherry, * It was Banter, of conrse.”

" Bunter " roarved Wharton.

Jolinny

The Owl of the Remove had with.
dvawn to a little distance, and appeared
HEXT
MOCNDAY !
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to have ¢ to sleep in the grass. But
the junmiors remombered now his fat
chuckle when DBob had presented the
cigar bo the colopel., There was not
much doubt as to the identity of the
culprit

Five enraged juniors vushed across ta
Billy Bunter. The Owl of the Remove
kept his eyes shut, as if asleep, but he
was seen to wriggle apprehonsively,

“ Bunter!” bawled DBob Cherry, furi.

ously.
“What! Eh! I'm asleep,”
“I'll jolly soon wake you up, then.”
A zuddenr  contact  between  IDob

Cherry's bhoot and Bunter’s ribs woke
the fat junior up guite effectually, Thlly
Bunter sat up with a hawl.

“"¥Yarooh! Stoppil ! Wharrer marrvec?”

“You put the powder in my ancle’s
vigar, you fat villain.”

“Ohw! T dido't.”

“Yau did? roared Tob,

“Oh, really, Chorry—-"

“You were m the van ! hooted Johnuy
Bull.  “You did it! Only you would
play n roiten trick like that.' .

“Oh, really, Bull—"

UEerag ham!™

“Yoarooh! Lepgpa! Hands off! Mur-
tiur!’: roared Bouder, ns e was draproed
ta las feet. T didne’t] I wasn't! 1
never |

“Lonch hin

“1 never tonched the cigar!” yelled
Bunter. 1 duln’t see it lying on the
ghell, and I never suwrapped it, T didn’t
talke the eracker out of the box ol pll—
never thoughl of such o thoaye: and as for

utting the gunpowder in the cigar, T—
‘m o ibcapable of it.  Besides, T dido’t
know you were going to give it to old
Wharton, and it was only a jokel
Yaraoh ™

“Bump him !

" Y oooooop 1

"¥Yaou fal villain ! gasped Wharton.
"My uncle’s pone off i a hull because
of your silly trick.”

“"Lazk hirn go, and be blowed 1 howled
Bunter, " Dother the old donkey, Dw 1Y

“ Why, vou cheeky cad—"

“Legpo! I duln’t do it; and Lesides
he ought to be able 1o izke a joke,
suppose. 1 never thought i might burn
off his =illy white moustache—I didn't
want it to—and it hasn't, anvway.
thought it mighlt—1 mean 1 didn't think
an¥thing of the kind. Ay belwef iz that
Blob Chorry put the gunpowder in the
vigar.”

* Wha-n-at #?

_ " Or else it was Nugent! Very likely
il was Nugent [ Just like one of Mugent's
silly  beicks! T don't hoow  aoythiog
about 1, I suppose youn ecan lake a
fellow’s word ! gasped Bunlor.

“Bunp him ™

“Yavooh| Help!™

“He's got ta confess o the colonel I
anigd Bob, “Being him alovg, and we'll
eabeh munky hefore he geis away, We
shall have o huastle!  Bring that fat
soomidrel along, and make him own up”

“Fow! T wen’! He'll vk me v Oy
likely ! Wouw "

* Bring him olopg!Y

1:‘!

" Collar him!

“Yarooh! Help!™

Flarery Wharton looked round.  In the
distanee  the colonel’s white hat couald
(il be scen, progressing vapidly along
the ane i the dicection of Dover. There
wias stil]l time Lo eateh Lthe colonel if the
juniors put on specd, aml not @ moement
was fost.  And it was vory npportant to
cateh the colonel, ¢nd make him unders
stund how matters really stood,

The Famous Five started at a run

(R
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down tha hillside—with Buenter, Buniep
wan firmly grasped, and he was made 1o
run 85 he had never run before. Pufling
and blowing and gasping, Dunter panted
on, o heavy boot bchind him bucking
htm up whenever he lagged—which was
avery minule,

“w! aw! aw! ow!” epluttered Bun-
ter, ag he rvan. -"Ow! you heasts! I'il
chuck you affer thiz! Ow! ow! I'm
not gommg Lo stand it! Yow.ow ™

" Faster, you fal rolier!

“ihw! I can’t! Yaroohi®

“Eick hiny a nt havder, Bob ™

“ Yoz, rather"

"Woaoooooop 1™

¥ Bunier had been compeiing on ihe
cinder-path for a valuable prise ho could
ot have made more stronuous cfforis.
Bab Cherry's boot behind was 2 powerlal
persuader,

Piw puniors fairly roced down the lane
after the colomel, and the wll sividing
lgurve came in sight aeain,

Clolenel Wharton must, have heard the
patteving [ootsteps behbd lom, hat he
didd not look round.  Ho strodo stroight
att, looking neither lo the ri;:__rllt. nar In
the left, evidently nursing his just wrath.

He even quickened his pace a little.
But the juniors were running hard, and
the dipmified eolonel, of course, counld
not run. So he was overlaken ab last,
by hve fellows who wore paading breath-
lessly, and one who was pulfiing and blow-
ing like o whale, and steaming with pes-
spiration.  And as the breathless Ke-
moviles surrounded him, the colonel had
to balt.

* Uneleg——"

“Stop a minute, sir,”

* Just liston—""

“It was Bunter—that fat brate!”

“That oily jablLerwock ™

“"Enough!" said the colonel, sieruly.
“1 decline to hear a word!  JT—"

“"TBat you must, mele!” exelammoed
Harry Wharton. " We've fonnd ont that
it waz this silly idiot who played the
trick on you, o must believe that we
knew nathing abeuat it ¥

" Nothing at alliully, esteemed sahili ™

"l.-'tnd”-ﬂ-'-e’rc- going lo serag hiny, sir,
CRTT] et

“Go i, you chaps ! Bump ! Give

liimy o dozen, hard 1
Bamp !
b, ow ! Help "

Milly Donter was bumped =hard=—ripll
at the f[eet of the astonizhed colondh
The old genlleman tugged at his while
manatache,

Bump !

B DN
Bunler.
a Jukao!
dir 1t again!

Bump !

“Stap !t exelainwd the colenel

Muorder ! HMelp 1™
“T dide't da at?! I6 woas only
Stappil ! I apelogise! 1 won't
[elp ™

rogarel

e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Colone! Decides !

ARRY WITARTON & 04,

H stoppod,  They were aumious o

give Willlwo George Dunter the

full dgeen, bLut the colonels

word was law., Al least, the old pentle-

man seemed convineed now thal he had
indnjinded e earavanners.

Bunter sat in the dusty voad Gl
splutterad.  Never had o practical joker
repented so deeply awld sineorely as the
Oul of the Ramove did at that moment,

“You bhelieve that we knew wedhinge
abemt  it, uncle?™  exclaimed  Larey

anxiously.

“Cartaindy, 1T accepl, vour word, 1Tarry.
SPLEHDID TALE OF THE JUNIDR3 OF
HE By FRANK RICHARDS
Tioe Macxer Lisrany.— No. TOE
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The stout old French lady and Bunter reached fhe door at the same time.
They caught and clicked, as it were, In the doorway. There was a zasp from

hoth, “*Yow! [Leaving off shoving a chap!" roared Eilly Bunier.
“ Gettez out of the way, you silly ass,——I mean shover pas !' (See
Chapter 10.}
Perhaps I was a little hasty,” said the [at Greyfriars,” said Dunter. “0id

colonel.

" You ware—I—I mean, not at alll”
said Liob hurriedly.

“So it was you, Bunter, who played
that foolish and dangerous trick?”
demanded the colonel, fixing his eyes
sternly on the fot junior.

“No!" howled Bunter.

“And the others knew nothing of it,
I am sure now,” said the colonel.

“Yea, they did! They knew all
along " howled Bunter, ‘“{‘im;,- sawW me
put the gunpewder in the cigar., Yah!”

“Then you confoss that vou did i?"

“No, I don't! 1 helieve it waa Bob
Cherry ! Personally, I don't know any-
thing about it1”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Upon my word!™ said the colonel,
staring in amazement at Bunter, * This
—this boy is rather extraordinary!”

“Yow-ow-ow "

“Besides, it was only a joke," gasped
Bunter. *I never hoped that it would
blow your moustache off, sic!™

“Whopt
“I don’t think that a white moustache
looks idiotic, sir, and cught to be blown
-:ifE. Naot at all 1™

‘Blesa mny soul 1

“Shut up, you fab idiot!"™ hissed
Wharton.

“Sha'n't! I'm going to explain io

Colonel Wharton! You see, sir, I didn't
know the cigar was for you,” said Bunier,
m!imtin? his fat wits a litkle, and begin-
ning to lis in a manner more worthy of
his model, Ananias. “I—=I thought one
of the fellows was going to smoke it, and
of—of course, I was shocked at such a
thing, 20 I put the powder in it as a
"-'fﬂi‘niug te him. That’s the exact truth,
ﬂ.r-_!'b

“The truth """ murmured Dol Cherry.
“Oh, my hat!”

“I hope that what you state is correct,
Bunier,” said Colonel Wharton drily,

“Oh, yes, sir!  You can take my
word! Any of the fellows will tell vou
that I'm: the most strietly truthful chap

NEXT
MONDAY!
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Quelchy—I mean, Mr. Quelch—has often
complimented me, sir, on being the soul
of honour. They were his very words,
sit—the soul of honour.”

“Bunter,” said the colonel in a dm&g;
voice, “if I wera your fathee, sir,
should give you such a thrashing, sir,
as would impress upon your mind some
sense of veraciby I

“Oh!" gasped Bunter.

“"Let us refurn to the camp, boys"
said the colonel kindly. *I am sorry that
there has been a misunderstanding."

And the colonel and the caravanners
turned back up the lazne, leaving DBilly
Bunter to follow If he chose. Dunter

blinked after them moresely and
indignantly.
Y Bezste 1" he murmured. ™ Roiters!

After all I've done for them! And that
old donkey actually had the cheek to
doubt my word!™ And Dunter gave an
indignant snort at the idea as he started
rolling slowly and painfully back to the
CATgVan camp,

By the time Bunter arrived there peace
and harmony were fully established once
more, The colonol was smoking a cigar
—one of his own—and leoking very
cheery and genial. The storm had blown
over, much to the relief of the Grey-
friars caravauners,

Az Bi[lg: Bunter limped into camp
HMarry Wharlon deiached himszelf from
the group surrounding the colonel, and
joined Bunter. The fat junior blinked
at him sourly.

“Just a word with you, Dunter,”™ said
Harey quistly.

Bunter sniffed, and waved a fat hand
at him.

“MIeep your distance!" he snapped.

“I want to say—"

“Don't talk to me™ said Bunter
loftily. I want to have nothing to say
to you, Wharton, at present, ab leasl.
Porhaps later on 1 may be able Lo over-
lock your rotten conduct. I'm a for-
giving chap. For the present I'll bo

A SPLENDID
GREYFRIARS. i

obliged to you if you'll keep your
distance,”
“*Lasten to me, you fat fool—"

1 decline to do anything of the sort.”

And Bunter torned his back haughtily
an the eapizin of the Remove. 'Lhe
next mement ha spun round again,
turned by the grip of a finger and thumb
o1 his fat ear.

“"Ow! Lepgo!™

“"TListen to me! If there i any more
trouble while my uncle is hore, Bunter,
you area going to be kicked oul of the
camp " said Harry., “That's a tip!
Any movre accidents, apd vou get the
order of the boot! That's all "

Ei 'E'ni‘.. ]F]‘

Liliv Bunter rolled on his way, rub.
bing his ear., But his fat mind was ot
warly, too; and he decided mentzlly that
there had better not be any more
aceidents or treuble while the dis-
Linguished guest was present.  Almosk
every day Billy Bunter threatened to
desert the ecaravanners, and leave tham
in the lurch, but he never did; and it
was pretty certain that be never would,
if ke could help it, until the end of the
vacation. And even the Owl of the
FRemove wns wise encugh to know that
he had now reached the limit.

The fat junior retired to the caravan
like the sulky Achilles to his tent, and
the carvavanners were deprived of his
fascinating company—--which they did not
miss.

As darkness fell over the downa the
camp-fire was lighted, and the campers
gathered round it. Billy Bunter turned
up agein for supper, but he was very
morose, and did not honour the
caravanners with any conversation., He
was nursing wrath and indignation; but
they did not interfere with his appedite,
which was ns keen as ever at supper,

Colonel Wharton smoked a cigar after
the meal, sitting by the camp-hre, with
the firelight playing on his kind old
bronzed face, in an excellent humour,

And Bob Cherry exchanged a signif
cant glance with his chums. It was time
to refer to the scheme in which the
colonel's assistance was needed., Thero
would never be a more favourable
mament,

“%y the way, sir—" remarked Bob.
“Yes, my boy "

“We've got an idea. At least, it was
my idea, and &ll the fellows think it's &
good one—"

“Not bad ! said Johnny Bull.

“You can see the lighthouse lizht an
Cape Gris-mez from this hill, sir)" satd
Bob. “Right across the Strails, you
know."

The colonel nodded.

“That's what we're thinking of—"

“Of the Gris-nez light?” asked the
colonel in surprise.

“1 mean, of going over fo Franeg—->*"

(1] Eh ?I:I'

“ With the caravan——"

“Oh "

“YWe want to ask
the stunt, sir,” said

AR

Colonel Wharton smoked his cigar
thoughtfully, looking into the fire, The
Jumors reparded him anxiously and hope-
fully. During the time that had elapsed
since the idea was first mooted the chums
of Greyfriars had had time to think it
over, and its many atiractions, and they
were now very keen on the scheme of
caravanning in a foreign land. The
decision depended on the colonel, so they
waited anxiously for him to speak.

' 'm afraid you could not go caravan.
ning in a foreign country without an
TALE OF THE JUNIDRS OF
By FRANK RICHARDS.
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elder in charge of the party—at least, at
firat,”” snid the colonel, after a very long
pause, ;

“Couldn't you come, sir?” asked Boh
hﬁ;I::ﬂy.

“Weo'd be glad if you would, uncle,”
said Harry. “Caravanning in France
would be great fun, and—and educa
tional-——" i

“Improve our French a lot,”” said
MNugent.

“We should learn the French names
for all kinds of grub,” remarked Johnny
Bull. ;

“The cash would have to be deposited
for tho van in the Customs,” said Dob,
“hut it would be returned when we
leave.”

“That is s0,” nssented the colonel.

“Wa could leave the horse on this side,
end hire another over there, too,” Harry
Wharton remarked thoughtfully,

" %uita 50" X
“Don't you think it o good idea,
uncle 7" asked the captain of the Remove
hopefully, And the Greyiriars party
hung on the colonel’s reply.

Colonel Wharton amiled.

“1 ean seo that you voungsters do, at
all events,” he said. 1 will think it
over, mﬁ 'im:.rs, and decide by the morn-
ing‘, if that will suit.”

“ Right as rain, sir.”

“¥Yes, rather !

So the quesiion was left, but the
juniors felt pretty certain that the kind
old gentleman’s answer would be in the
affirmative, when he had thought the
matter over in his methodical waf.

The bunk in the carnvan was placed at
the colonel's disposal for the night, room
being found for Biily Bunter in the tent.
When Ifarry Wharton & Co. turned ¢ut,

uite- early in the morning, they found
their guest already returning from a dip
11 the sea. At breakfast the colonel
sruiled as he noted many anxious and in-
quiring glances turned upon him.

“Thought it over, sir?” Bob Cherry
ventured at last,

"Yes, my boy.”

"And the giddy verdict 7™

“Megative or affirmative " murmured
Nugent,

“ Affirmative 1Y
mmiling,

“Hurrah 1™ )

And so the great question wis setifed

jir

said  the colonel,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Cnly Way!
HARR? WITARTON & (1), wae

ver: busy during the following
woek.

Thers were Tlent,‘; of propari-
tions to be made for the trip across the
Channcl with the carnvan,

The colonel was busy, ton.  Maving
cnbered into the “stunt " of the Grey-
friars Caravanners, the kind old penile-
man lost no time, Thero wore passporis
to be obtained, and o dozen ather matters
to be attended to, and the coloncl at-
tended io them methodically, in hiz pre-
cize, military way. The green caravan
remained camped on the downa nenr
Dover while the preparations were going
forward.

Billy Banter was as keen as any mem-
ber of the party on the coming trip.  DBut
—remembering a former experience—the
Owl of the Remove had certain misgiv-
ing with regard to the chops of the
Channel, IHe was observed many times
sturing at the sea, which was in full view
of the caravan camp, and, though it
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rolled smooth and sunny, Punter had afarranging for the caravan tc be taken

rather doubtful expression at {imes on his
fat foce,

“ Wa shall have to ba careful to select a
calm day, you fellows,” he remarked at
the camp-fire one evening. * That's im-
portant, you know.”

“We'll telephone to the clerk of the
westher, and ask him to arrange it for
us,” suggested Johnny Dull, with sar-
CREITL.

“If he can’t, we shall have to take our
chanes,” grinned Bob Cherry,

“Weo'd better setile this now!" said
Bunter firmly. “We've got to have a
calm duay, otherwise T shall refuse to get
on the boat 1™

“Let's all hopa for a stormy day,
then!” said Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Of eourse, I'm
myself," said Bunter,

“ You never are!” grinned, Bob,

“No. I don't think there's a more un-
selfish fellow in this party than I am,”
assonted Bunter., * You fcllows don’t
notice it, but that's becnnse you're so
selfish, you know. [ shouldn't be reaszick.
I'm o gplendid sajlor. But I'm rather
anxious about you, Harry, old chap.”

“ Don't worry,” zaid the captain of the
Bemove cheerfully. *1 can stand the
Channel all vight, Bunter.”

“Then there's Nugent

"Don't worry about me,
chuckled Mugent.

* And poor old Inky——"" eeid Bunter.

not thinking of

either,”

“ My esteemed Bunter, I have travelled.

aeross enormous and terrific distances
from my native and esteemed country,”
said Hurree Singh. “L shall be able to
tolerate the chopfulness of the Channel
with ridienlous equanimity 1™

“Don't wyou start being unsclfish,
Dunter, old top,” said Dob Cherry, "It
renlli}' doesn't suit your giddy complexion,
you know."

" Lol here ! roared Bunter.
f'}ull:-' woell guin'g on a calm day, or

e 1l myself !’

“I'm afraid ;:;a:ru‘.':l have to chance it,”
Harey W

“We're
I may

aaicl harton. My unele is

across, and it will have to go on the day
that a Calais steamer ia availnble,”

“Then I sha'n't come.™

“Good |7

“Oh, really, Wharton! I'd like to
know how you'd get on in Fronce without
me to act as interpreter !

“Ia, ha, ha "

“ Don't stoff too much before we start,
and then vow’ll be all right,” said Dob
Gherrﬂ. "’I'-;Int-:a it & point to eat only
encugn for mx on the Jay.”

“That's rot, Bob Cherry! You want a
squara meal before starting on & sea
vovage,” said Bunter. " But there's
somte stuff a fellow can take—Snooker's
Perfect Potions, you know—they're ad-
vertised to prevent seasickness, You inke
a dose going on board, and if you feel i
coming on, you take another dose, and
you're 2ll right. According to the adver-
tiscment, it works like magie. I think I'l}
get o bottle. It's only six shilbings,”

“Might make you worze!” grunted
Johnny Baull.

“Oh, you're an ass, you know !™ said
Bunter.  “You don't understand these
things, Bull. Anyone going into Dovee
to-morrow morning T

“T'm going on t%m bike," said Bob.

“Bring back a botlle of Snooker’s
Potion for me, will you? You ¢an get it
at the chemist's.”

“&ix bob 17

“Ill settle for that, and a few other
things, a litile later,” said Bunter. “I'm
axpmtmg a postal-order——="

*¥ou can expect the botile of
Bnooker’s ic Muck along with the
postal-order, then,” gaid Bob, “ Perhaps
thex'll arrive together.”

“Ha, hn, ha!”

“ Look here I exclaimed Bunter wrath-
fully. 1 suppose you're not going lo
let me bo seriously 1EI'I on the Channel to
sayve gix shillings? And, considering that
I'm going to stand most of the oxpenses
in France, I should think you could lend
me & few bob now. 1've asked my pater
to send me a cheque, and I'm going to
whack it out.™

Harry Wharton & Co. harnessed their horse to the caravan, and the house
on wheels started, amid great exclfement on the part of a erowd of juveniles.
Hall the rising generation in- €alais seemed to have gathered to watch “ Les

Anglais ** start with their caravan.

(Sec Chapter 10.)
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“The whackfulness will not be great,”
pamarked the nabob of Bhanipur, with a
shake of his head.

“ And the chegquefulness won't be ter-
rific ! chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha " )

“Well, | want that bottle,” said
Bunter, “Unless T'm treated with
common decency, 1 sha'n’t come, That's
my last word !

‘Hear, hear!” .

On the following morning Bob Chetry
biked inte Dover, but he returned with-
out any bottle of Snocker's Perfect
Potions, which were guaranteed to cure

ickness and & dozen other complaints
gt the low price of six shithngs. Billy
Bunter blinked &t him more in sortow
thsn in snger, when ho found that the
Perfoct Potions wera not fﬂrth::aminp;;

“7 ehall have to go for it myself,” he
aaid. “Tt'a rather retten. I call you =
beast, Bob Cherry.™

“You can call me any old thing you
like,” sanid Bob affably. * But yon can't
stick me for six bob for a bottle of bosh,
Bunter *'

ik -Eﬂ.h E”

After lunch, Billy Bunter wheeled out
the bicpcla from the camp and mounted
it. Then he dismounted agoin, to put
dewn the saddle to its fulleat extent, to
bring the pedals within reach of his fat
little legs. Then he clambered on again.

*Hallo, hallo, hullo ! roared Bob
Cherry, as ha started. “ How are you
gnng to E&t tho bortlo of Boshy Bunkum
without the babs, Banter*™

[ 11 E’Eh [I'

With that scornful and monosyliabic
reply, the Owl of the Remove pedalled
away, and disappeared in the direction of
the Dover road.

i ;;}nh Cherry rubbed his nose thought-
ully.

“The fat ass can't be e:ll)eciing to got
it on tick,” he said. *The stuff’s not
worth anything, but I suppose they don't
give it away ¥’

“Perhapafully he will collect an
esteemed postal-order at the honowrable
post-office ! suggested Flurrce Joamset
Eam Bingh.

“ Perhaps " grinned Bob. "If Bun-
ter's relying on that, I fancy he's getiing
a bike tourney for nothing.™

The Famouz Five were rather in-
terested to see Bunter whon he returned.
That he was short of cash, us usual, they
knew. Bunter never kept any money in
his peekets for long. On the rare ocea-
sions when he had any it seemed fo burn
4 hole in his pocket. Indeed, it was cep-
tain that so long as eatables were [or zale,
Billy Bunter would be in a perpetual state
of ghoriness of cash, And though Bunter
wias g borrower of great and dreaded
scill, it was not likely that he wounld

succeed in borrowing a bottle even of o
“‘ﬂl‘ﬂ!léﬂﬁ atent medicing from the Dover
::l*.?m:si. hat rcally was very impreb-
nole.

The Owl of the Remove came back at
last—on foot. Buf there was a bulge in
his pocket, showing a recent purchase
there.

“Where's the bike ?” demanded Bob.

"I left it at the bottom of the hiil,"”
axplained Bunter, “Too jolly tired io
wheal it up™

“Yoa fat owl!” roared Bob.
nosse  some framp  comes
aniroxes ig*

¥ Well, ana of vou fellows can fetch it,
I suppoze 7"

“You checky awl—" i

“Don’t be sellish, old fellow,” =nid
Bunter. “You'te always sa_?:inrg lhat &
wallk would do me pood.  Well, if it

T Er“'ﬂ‘
along and

H

would do me goed, it would do }'ou]dcaLl.:r?"
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good; se vou can walk down the hill and
whesal up the bike. See?”

“Ta this some more of your unselfish-
nesz, Bunter ! asked the captain of the
laughing.

“¥Yeos, exactly, I fry to selt an ex-
ampla to vou fallm-:s,” said Bunter.

“0h, my hat!"

“ And ve vou gobt the bottle of
muck 7' gsked Nugent. :

Bunter drew o large bottla from his
pocket. The label on the botile on-
nounced that it contained Dr. Snocker's
Patent DPerfect Potion, an infallible
remedy for mal-de-mer, and most of
the other illz that flesh is heir to. The
Owl of the Remove held it wp for in-
spection. ;

“There wou are!”™ he smid, “I'm
sorey 1 sha'n't be able to lot vou fellows
have any, After your selfish conduct,
vou can't expect it."

And Bunter rolled away to the wvan,
at:] placed hiz tremsure In safsty, leav-
ing the chums of the Remove very much
puzeled. How Bunter had succeeded in
wnducing the chemist to part with that

“bottle of rubbish was n myste

ry.

“What about the bikei" Eﬂidyﬂugent
suddenly. “Wa've ﬁ‘nt to get it in. I
might be pinched. Who'a g‘g:}ngi‘"

M Bunters gni_ng." satd b Cherry
wrathfully, *“Wea'll make Bunter wheal
the bike in, for the principle of the
thing."

“ (zood [

“Bunter!" roared Bob.

" 8hut up, Llob Cherry, please!™ came
B tired voice from the van. " I'm going
to have a nap!™

“Holl cut, you porpoise !

1] R-af-ﬁ[”

Bob Cherry made s rush for the wan.
Billy Bunter was out of the van In a
twinkling, landing in a heap, roaring.

“Now po for the bike!"™ shouted
Bol.

* Yaroooh I"

“Do you hear, you fat villain?”

£ ?GDU{'P!“

“(Gather round, you fellows!" ealled

out Bob. "All of you jump on him te-
gother when I say  three! One—
two—""

Eilly Bunfer was on his feet Lefore
Baol could say three.

"Keop off, you beasts!”" he roared.
“I'm going for the bike, ain't 17 I was
just going to 4

' Beat, you fat bounder!™

Bob Cherry lifted a large boot, and
William George Bunter “scatled ™ at a
greai rate. He disappeared through
the gorse down Lhe hill, geing strong.

It was nearly an hour later that he
limped into camp, whesling the bike.
The expression on hiz fat face was one
of the deepest indignation and injury.

“Halle, hallo, hallo! Where's ihe
lamps gone off the bike?" exclaime
Bob werry, a3 he lcoked at  the
machine,

“The—the lamps?”

“And the pump!” exclaimed Harry
YWharton.

“The—the pump?”

“And the corrier!™ said Nugent.

“The—the carrier¥”

“YWhat have you done with the
i.hinf’ﬁ, Bunter ¥
“1=1 suppose ithey fell off.," =aad

Bunier feebly.

“Fall off 1" ejaculated Wharlon,

"Yes. I—I remember now thal I—1
heard someihing drop!™ gasped the Owl
al tha Ronove,

“You fat Ananias!” excloimed Bob.
“How eould two lamps fall of a bike,
along with the pump, and a carrier that
was  screwed on behind?  Are you

d | on the down.
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“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“YWhat have you done with the
things, DBunter?” demanded Iarry
Wharton, *We can’'t uwse the bike with-

out lamps and a pump !”

“That's all right,” said Bunter. *I'm
going to buy a fresh lot for you. 1
won't ask you to share the expense. T'll
stand the whole amount.™

“When u gel =& tal-order?”
hooted Jt}hlfl? Bgull. e

“¥Yesz, axactly.”

“You fat villain!"” mid Bob Cherry,
in mensured tomes. "*Tell ws what's be-
come of tha things at once! They've
got to be found and brought back.”

“They—they can’t be found!" stam-
mered Bunter.

“Why not?"”

* You—you ses, I—1 had to have some
money to pay for the bottle of Encoker’a
Patent Potion,” said Bunter argpumenin-
tively, ““You refused to lend me six
shillings—you know you did—""

“Wha-a-t?"

“¥ou remember distinctly that T
asked you to lend me ths money, and
vou wouldn't,” said Dunter. “You can't
deny that.”

Bob Cherry gasped.

“ ¥You—you—you unspeakabla worm,
do you menn to say that you've sold the
lamps [ he shricked.

“I had to!" said Bunter warmly, *I
called al the post-office, and there wasn't
any letter for me. I was expécting a
postal-order; but there’s been some
delay in the pest; you know how the
Goverument manages things. [ had fo
have six shillings, so——"'

“SBo wou sold owr oulfit!” bywled
Johnny Rull,
“I-1 got two beb each for the

lamps,” said Bunter, *“I thought it was
wuther dacent of the cycle-shop man to
give me two bob each for them——"

“They cost ten shillings each ! raved

Cherry.

“Wall, they weren't new, you know,"
said Bunter, “And a bob each for the
pump and the carrier was a fair price, 1
thought.”

* Yon—you——" stuttered Bob.

The Famous Five stared at the Owl of
the Remova, They were used to Billy
Bunter and his little ways; but this was
unusually rich, even for Billy Bunter
The fat junior blinked at them.

“1 s=ay, you fellows, you nesdu’t
worry,” he szid. “I'm pgoing to buy
you a fresh lot—new lamps for old, von
know. He, he, he! I expect to gol
zoveral postal-orders in & fow days, as
well as a cheque from my pater, and I
say—— Yaroooooooop !

Billy Bunier suddenly found himsell
seized by five paivs of hands, and bumped
) He tore himself away awd
fled into the wvan, wilth five furious
juniors on his frack. The door slamined.
Fortunately for Bunler the key was in
tho lock, and he had just time to turn

ih_

Behind the locked door the Owl of the
Remove gasped and palpitated, while
round the caravan five jumiors prowled
like lions round a camp, uttering blood-
curdling threats. And when, from the
caravan window, DBunter caught eight
of the tall fgure of Colonel Wim't{ru in
ihe distance, he gasped with reliel.
Never had he been so glad to see the
colonel. Neot {ill Colonel Wharton had
arcived in the camp, did the Ow] of the
Remove venture to unlock the dvor and
leave his refuge; and then he came ouf
frmn{ng, quite undisturbed by the
Iunnish glances of the Greviriars cara.
VANTIETH.
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THE EIGHT CHAFPTER,
In the Chops of the Channel!
E§ LIFE on the ocean wave!”

A irilled Bob Cherry. “ A home

on the rolling deep—"

Ocean waves wara rolling at
last round the Greyiriars caravanners.
They were afloat on the roiling deep.

It had heen a busy and exciting morn-
ing. From the pier at Dover the great
eranes had swung the caravan to the
deck of the steamer, where it was made
fast. The Famous Five had walched
the operation with great interest. Billy
Bunter hadn't watched it—he was too
busy filling the inner Bunter with a solid
fortification against sea-sicknoss.  As
soon as DBunter’s fat foot lighted on the
steamer, he bheaded for the refreshment
departuent, and he was busy there for
guite a long time. By the time he came
on deck, well-laden, the steamer was
well out inte the Channel. The lon
line of the white clifis of Eﬂgtans
alrsady loocked like a white wall sinking
in the distance.

It was a sunny summer's day, but
there was a fresh wind from the nocth-
west, and there were long rollers on the
Channel. The steamer begar to catch
the roll as she left the land further
behind; and Bunter's many and varied
Irl:;frﬂahmenu stitred uneasily within

LIt

But he was comiorted by the know-
lsdge that he had the six-shilling bottle
of Dr. Snooker's Patent Perfect Potion
in his pocket. Without that, the Owl of
the Remova would have felt very uneasy
indead, With 1t, he was sure that he
would brave the chops of the Channel
with impumity. And he was quite pre-

ared to grin patronisingly at the other
allaws whan they fell helpless vietims to
tha dreaded mal-de-mer,

“I say, wou fellows, feeling bad?”
asked Bunter, with a grin.

“NWot till vou brought your features
slong, old top,” answered Bob Cherry.

“Yah! Was that you singing when I
came up, Cherry?”

L Y’Eﬂ-r“.

“0Oh, that was it, was it¥" said Bun-
ter. *“1 wondered at frst what they
wore turning on the syren for.”

““Why, you cheeky owl—"-"

“Qure you don't feel bad yet, Whar-
ton 77 asked DBunter.

Harry Wharton lauched.

“{f course not, ass!” he said,
“There's no sea to-day—only a few
rollers. " There won’t be any sick-
ness——

“Unless some fat porker has been
overstuffing himself,” said Johnny Buli
“Then there might be.”

“You wait a bit," grinned DBunter.
“YWou'll feel it presently. Wait till she
pets to the middle and begins to eateh af,
Then you'll all jolly well come vound
for some of my Perfect Potions.™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

*You can cackle now,” siid Bunter
disdainfully. “DBuat I teill you what—
after the selfish wa Pmu’m treated me,
I'm not going lo shell out doses of my
pobion for nothing. You ean’t exwpect it
I had to pay aix shillings for a dozen
rozes 1 thiz bottle, and itz rather
exnens va—="

“"Wob very expensive to you, consider-
ing the way you paid for 8! growled

Johnny Bull
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“T've put that down on the account,™
said Bunter leoftily, " You needn’t rake
that up again, Bull. Now, under the
cireumstances, I don't feel that you
felluws are entitled to doses for nolhing,
I shall charge you a shilling a dose.
may as well say plainly that I sha’n’t let
you have any without cash down on the
nail. It wili be a lesson to you not to
be mean.”

“Ha, he, ha 1"

“Wait till the mal-de-mer comes on,
that's all " sncrted Bunter. And he
rolled away with his precious bottle in
his pocket, leaving the chums of the
Hemove chuekling, They were not
likely to trouble the fat junior for doses
of lus precious medicine, oven if i was
offered free of charge,

The enginea throbbed, and clanked,
and exuded the smell of hot oil, and the
steamer thudded on through the Channel
rollers, heading for the dim line that
marked the coast of France.

Most of the passengers were strolling up
and down the decks, Colonel Wharton
sat In & deck-chair and smoked a cigar.
The juniors rcamed about the ship, feel-
ing quite well and cheery. It was what
a satlor would have called a very calm
passage, and nobody seemed to be fecling
any ill-effecis from the * chopfulness ™ of
the Channel, aza Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh called it.

The Famous Five had gathered aft
egain, when Williamm George Bunter
eolled up to them. There was & slight
pallor in William George’s face, and he
seemned to have some difficulties in
breathing. Poasibly he was beginning to
feel that he had overdone his prepara-
tions for the voyage, in the buffet.

“You fellows getting queer yet?" he
asked.

“Ha, ha! Not™

“I'm just going to take a dose,” said
Bunter, * We're nearly in the middle of
the Channel now, and I feel o bit gueer
inside. You just watch the offect on
me, and I think you'll be glad te take a
dose coach. A shilling s ftime, you
know.”

“ Bow-wow !"

“¥ou'd better let that muck alone,”
said Bolx Cherry. ** You've bheen steffin
too much already, and that may ﬁIIiE‘E
you off."”

“Rﬂm!“

Billy Bunter had provided himself,
very thoughtfully, with a tin cup. He
steadied himself on the rail, and poured
out a dose of the marvellons medicine.
He tosted it, and made rather o wry
It smelled vapleasantly, and it
tasted unpleasantly, but, after all, a
medicine eould nat be expected to be z
pleasant summer drink.  Billy Bunter
made up his mind to it, and tossed off
the dose,

“CGurrrrggh I he remarked, when it
wal ﬁnishacﬁ

“TFeel better?” pgrinned Johnny Dull.

" Grooogh 1™

“Qrateful and comforling
what !"” chuckled Dob.

“Oooch! I-—-1 say, you fellows, h-h-
hold this botile for me—ch, dear—
Waoooooooaooch 17

Bunter spun round the the rail and
leaned over it.  Wharton kindly toolk
charge of the boitle, which ecerlainly
would olherwize havea erashed to the
deck, and wasted the remaining eleven
dozes of the Patent Potion.

Bunter leaned heavily on the rail,
clutching it for support; and the eruel
sea smiled up at him. DBunter did not
stuile back ai the sen. The exprezsion on
his fat face, as he hung over the rail,
might have touched the heart of Neptune
himself.

inside,

17

“ Gug-gug-gug-gurgle I'

Evidently the Patent Perfest Potien
of the estimable Dr. Bnocker was not
quite “as advertised.”

———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Terrors of the Deep !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. did
not laugh. They could not help
smitling ;3 bui they nobly forboro
to lau'gfl aloud. There was an

element of the comie in this starfling
result of a dose of the Patent Potion,
though, of course, the humour of the
situation was quite lest on Billy Bunter.
Buntor eould not have seen humour 1.
the front pago of “Chuckles " at that
awful moment !

When ho turned from the rail at last,
with a ghestly countenance, the chums
of the Hemove contrived net even to
smite. In moments of real trouble they
could sympathise with even the exaspera-
ting Owl of the Remove.

“I—T1 say, you follows—="" gpid Bun-
ter, in a feeble, far-away voice.

“ Better now 7" asked Wharton,

“Ow! No! I feel awful ™

“Try a glass of water, old top!” said
Bob Cherry. “I'll pet you one, if you
like, Bunter.”

“Nunno! That's no good.. Where's my
botile 7™

“I've got i£" said Harry. " It'a safe
encugh, Bunter. Dut you don’t want
any more,”

“Yes, I do!
you know."

“Too much, I should think,” said
Nugent. And Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh murmured that the too-muchful-
ness was terrific.

Bunter shook his head obstinately.

Tt says on the bottle that iIf one doso
doesn't work a complele cure, a secomd
should be taken, and if necessary »
thivd 1" he smapped: “Can’t you read?
Haven't you any eyes in wvour silly
head 7

“But it's all rot,” said Harr;r gently.
“ Don't take any more, Bunter.’

Bunter gave an indignant howl.

““If you think you're going to have my
Patent Potion without paying for s,
Harry Wharton——"

“0Oh, my hat 1"

“ Nice boy!" murmured Dob Cherry.
“Buch a trusting natura! Give him his
muck, Harry, and let the fat duffer be s
sick as he likes.”

“Gimme my bottle, you beast!™
howled DBunter. *I1 — I'll call the
coptain—I—-11]—"

“You awful ass!™ =aid Harry, half-
Isnghing and half-vexed. *'Here's your
silly bhottle! Take it and shut up!

Billy Bunter clutched the precious
bottle, and blinked at it anxiously to sec
whkether any doses were missing. Dut o
was still nearly full: ne one uad
surrcptitiously deprived him of any of
the eleven remaming doses. His sus
picions relioved, the Fat junior carclully
paured a secomd dose inlo the tin eup.

Gurgle!

‘The second daose followed the first—and
a few seconds later it agaimn followed the
first—with DBunter's head hasging over
the vail.

Bunter's fat form heaved with emotion
as he clung to the rail.

The sight was painful—but it was not
sa painful for the behalders as il was fer
Dunter. In a convulsive hand he stiil
cluiched the hotile as he clung to the
ratl  and  heaved and  gquaked, and
groaned, and blinked glassily at the
amiling, unsympathetic sca.

SPLENEBID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF
By FRANK RIGHARDE.
THE Macker LiBRarY.—No. T08.

Une dose isn’t enough,
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Hzrry Wharton & Co. were maorving
away when the hapless Owl of the
temove turped 3 ghastly face on them

AT

“ Ded-don't mo away, you fellows—"
he F;sp-:-di

“Is there ansthing I can do?"” asked

Elarey, stopping at once,

“Grrooogh! Yes. Hold this bottle for
ms and pour out anolher dose 1™

“Look here, Dunier i

“I c-cocun't hold it steady !'’ stuttered
Bunter. “I—I'm feecling horrid! Pour
ik out for me, you beast. Can’t you help
a fellow when he's down on his Iuck?
Beast T Pour out my medicine for me 1"

“But the stuff's doing you harm!™
exclaimed Wharten impatiently. “ Can't
¥ou ace that 1U's making you sicker, vou
s ¥

“Yah! DP-popour it out for me, vou
hoast ! I_E'h?:” bo better as soon ns 1've
had a tlird doze. It sm-5-says so on the
baotbha 1™

““Bunler,
ok,

“P-p-pour oul mr medicme for me,
¥ou robter ™

‘tﬁh. all right!" saidd Hﬂt‘t’y YWharton
riostgnedly.

Bunfer held the tin cup in a shaking
hand, and Whatton turned the bottls
over to ik Bunter's hand shook and
swayed, and the dose missed the cvp
and splashed on the deck, which waa in
all probability the best place for it
But Biily Dunter evidently did not think
BO

“Oh, ~ou bLeast'™ he Aaped.
“You're chucking nway my mgdiu:{:?ﬁ,
Just because 1 won'l give you any! You
rotber "™ ¢

“You moved the cup, yvou silly owli™
howled Wharto. b3 4

“¥ah! Deast!"

“You hold the cup for the silly idiot,
Frank "

“Right-ho!" aaid Nugent.

“Don't you drink it,” said Bunter
suspiciously, as TFrank Nugent took the
tin cup from his hand. * I'm neot going
to give you any, Nugent.”

“Dry up, you precious idiot!” snapped
Nupent.

The doso was qmurr.-d into the tin oup,
ad Nugent hamded it to Buuter. With
a sudden jerk, Dunter disposed of it
internally. The next moment the tin
cup clinked on the deck and Bunter
reeled Lo the rmil. Seveml pascongers
had gatheved round now, locking on
with interest and curiosity. A white-
whiskered old gentleman caught sight
of the bottle in Wharton's hand, and
felt called upon to interfers.

* What i3 thaf stuff you are giving the
poor boy? he exclamed, with great
indignation. *“Boy! You should have
more sense than to give the poor lad
this rubbish—a quack medicine, by gad!
That 13 what iz making him so sick.”™

“I—" began Wharton.

“Xou should have more secnsel”
thundered the old gentieman wrathfully.
“You must be a perfect fool, boy!”

“Look here——-"

“Pah! Nonsense!™

The indignant old gentleman jerked
the battle from the junior’s hand, and in
his indignation tossed it over the rail
inlo the sea.

“There " he exciaimed,

“Well, my hat!" elaculated Wharton.
“Look here, sir—""

“ Y ou ahiall not poison that unfortunate
Loy with quack medicines under my eyes
and in my prezence, sir!” thundered the
old gentleman. “If I were that lad's
parent, T would chastise you—I would

1%

old chap—" murmured

chastise yout with the utmost severity!”

And in his wrath the whitewhiskered
old gentleman shook a gold-headed cane

at the captain of tho Remove. Wharton |

jumped back.

“You don't understand !’ he stuttered.
"I—I waan't—""

“1 saw wou, sir—I saw you giving
the unfortunate lad that dostardly con-
coction! Don't talk to me, sir”

“But I—]—"

(o] Pl].i'!!”

The angry old genileman sialked away
along the deck, puffing with indignation.
Beveral other passengers gave Wharton's
crimson  fece glances of strong  dis-
approval. They felt that the Euplesf;
junior had been acting inconsiderately,
if not brutally.

Bob Cherry burst into a chuckle, and
the capigin of the Remove gave him a
rather heated glare.

“What is there to laugh at?”’ he
demanded. “That old donkey—-"
“MNothing, old infant!" smid Baob

snothingly. ™ Mistakes will adise. ‘The
dear old gent is right, too—the sea is
the best place for that bottle.™

;?m:t-er wheoled round feebly from the
Tatl.

HI—I say, you fellows, I feel awiul
bad ! he groaned. “Uhiee doses ain't
enough. Gimme one more !

“The bollle’s gone overboard, ass!”
snapped Wharton,

Bunter gave a husky well. -

“Ynu—-}:uu’vﬂ chucked my medicine
away—"

‘i Mo, oss, another silly ass chucked it
away, and a jolly good thing, foo!"

growled Wharten, “If you want if,
:,'n;:’d better dive for it! Go and eoat
coke I

And the eaptain of the Remove walked
away along the deck, not in the best of
tempers. And his temper, already sore,
was not improved when he heard a kind
old lady murmur to her daughter closs
at hand: *That iz the hn:f who wuas so
cruel to the poor sick lad!™

Wilham George Dunter went through
his remuining sufferings without any
aasistance from Wharton,

Bunler, fnding that his precious
medicine was gone beyond hope of re-
covery, would probably have roused the
echoes of the ocean caves with hia howls
af indignation—-but the grip of mal-de-
mer wad too strong on him. He could
only utter feeble pasps and groans

He sank down on the deck, loaned back
weartly agninst a cabin bulkhead, and
longed for instant annthilation.

A steward kindly and thoughtinlly
brought him & large busin; but the sight
of it, somehow, only seemed to make
Bunter feel worse. A Frenchman
strolled by him, smoking a big binck
cigar, and the scent of that cirar roused
new and fearful omotions in Bunter's
braast. He could not spoak—but he
kicked out feebly, and the French
gentleman jumped in astonishment and
stored down ab him. i

You keock

“Mon Dien! Vat 1s it?
me?’ ha ejaculated.

Bunter waved 2 fat hand at Lim
speechlessly.  The French gentleman
uniierstood.

“Ah! Pauvre garcon!'" he said

sympathetically. And he walked on, and
took hiz fotal cigar to a safe distanec.

Ten thousand centuries pazsed, while
the whole universe rocked to iz inmost
foundations —at least, that was the im-
prossion on Billy Bunter's mind.

In point of iact, the passage of the
Channe! was made, of course, in a much
shorter time than that.

Dut ages and ages of woe paased—Ffar
Bunter—before ho felt a iap on the
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e:ihuuldah and Bob Cherry’s cheery visage
awned apon his lack-lustre syes.
“"Buck up, old son—"
Groun !
“We're nearly jn—-2=™M
Groan |
“Just coming up alongsida the land-

mng-stage,” said Bob  encouragingly.
“We're hardly moving mnow, DBuuter
Cheer up!t”

Grroan !

“Cone,  Bunter!'  excviaimed the

colonel, rather sharply. “We are wait-
g f-:;}r"ynu. I have Leen looking for
D
e Just & minute or {wo, sir!"

“We have to go ashare now, Bunter.
Kindly come at ones!™

“0Oh, very well, sir!” said PBunter,
rizing  veluctantly from the deck.
“Would one of you cheps mind gelting
me some sendwiches "

“Good old Dunter!” murmured Bob
Oherry.

And for once Bunter's desire for food
was sympathelically met,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, ihe Interpreter !

i ASBEZ—passez par icil™
P “1 gay, you iellows—"
* Pasgea par iei” :
“1 don's call it easy!” said
Billy Bunter, gasping as he wedged in
the crowd of passengers. “What doos
he mean by ssying it's easy, Wharton "

“Agal He's not saying it's easy,” said
Harry, laughing., *“He means we're fo
pass by here)”

“Ha asnid easy, distinetly.”  DBunter
blinked at the official who was shepherd-
i:% the passengers towards the passport
offie
ens

g. “Thers he goes again—passyDar
PR

“Fathead! Cowme ont”

“Hald on—I want to buy something.”
Bunter caught sight of a pedlar, with
o tray of fruoit. “3ait for me, you
fallows, Lend me some French money,
one of you. I’ll square when I change
my banknotes into French.” s

Harry Wharton caught the fat junior
by the arm,

“Siny whera vou ave, you ass;
uncle has the passports.”

Y Blow the passports I"

“ Les paszeports!” came p 8ing-s0n
voice, and the passengers wedged throug
a narrow doorway, in a hot and perspiring
crowd, fo fulBl the formalities without
which their fatherly Governments would
not allow them to travel.

It was rather rough on William George
Bunter, whosa ecircumference was not
conventent for thick crowds and naerrow
doorways. A stout French lady, with o
nﬁs:imrt and a bag and & shawl in one
iand, and a large bundle in the other,
wedged throngh the door just as Bunter
waz rolling in, They ecavght and
clicked, as it were, in the deorway, which
wns nob guite wide enough for both.
There was & gasp from boih.

“Yow! Lzave off shoving a chap ™
roared Bunter, * Gettez out of the woy,
yom gilly ass—no shovezr pus.™

“Ease offf Billy,” chuckled Bob
Cherry. “Ladies first. ™

Bunter blinked round.

“Call that o lndy '™ he snorted. " The
Fat Lady out of a circus, if you like.”

“Thut up, vou Hun: perhaps she
undevstands English.” .

Apparently the stout lady did under-
stand Fnglish. She yave Billy Bunter a
rlare caleulated to freeze the bloed in

my
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his fat veins. If she had nof been eo
heavily laden, the Owl of the Remove
would prababi;; have been the victim of
& caze of assault and battery. But as
neither of hor hands was free, the plump
Frincaiso could ouly use her tongue—
which she did with vigour, and at great
length.

“Fat ladeo!” she exclaimed, ' Leetle
fat rascal, s j'avais les mains lihl'EE‘-“f
hit you—I hit you wiz smack—hein?
Leetla fat peeg—"

“ Hera, vou come out of it 1" exclaimed
Bob, dragpging Bunter out of the door-
way. “Pardon, madame—passez s'il
vous plait,” added Bob, with great polite-
ness. * Never mind this fat bounder——"

The stout lady continued fo mike re-
marks in mixed English and French till
the was pushed on by the other passen-
gers, and disappeared. Dilly Buntér was
glad to see her go.

“Blow these French ! gasped the fat
voier. “They can never understond
bnglish if you want to speak to them,
and they always understand it if you
don’t want them to. What's that =silly
ass grinning at—with his silly red
bags?" added Bunter indignantly.

The soldier on duty at the barrier
certainly was grinning, apparently having
found something entertaining in the en-
counter between Billy Dunter and the
stout lady. He ceased to grin as Bunter
reférred disrespectfully to his red
trousers, however. Ho frowned. Evi-
dently he was another who understond
EHFHEE'I-.

“Shove that porpoizse along ! =aid
MNugent. *“We shall Le getting into
trouble with "him scon, Wa ought to
have brought o gag for him."”

“0Oh, really, Nugent—"

“This way, fatty!”

The juniors hurried Bunter on after
tho colorel. They emerged at last into
Calais, after a long and perspiring delas
in the “ Douans™ a the passpert
bureau, "Calonel Wharton left them in
the' buffet, warning them not to wander
away, while ho.departed to see about the
landing of the caravan—a much longer
and more troublestme proeess, involving
afn enormous amount of talk, and the
signing of papers. His young charges
wailed for him, and improved the shining
hour with a little lunch, at which Billy
Bunter assisted, His fead on the boat
before landing seemed to have left a
little space, which he was eager to fill.

“We shall have to vet seme French
money Tnow  we'ra here,” said Billy
Bunter, blinking across the table at his
compantons. “I'll see to that, if you
like. Tl take jolly good care that they
give us the EullJ amount—foriy-six france
and a half to the quid, you know. I
looked it out in the paper this morning,
to make sure. Ther try to chisel you on
the exchange, if they can, you know.
Better hand vour banknotes over to me,
and Tll get them changad.
Franch will come in useful.”

“Be would our giddy banknotes, I'vae
no doubt,” gprinned Eﬂ{) Cherry.

"I sou can't fruek me with a few
banknotes, Boly Cherry——"

“ Mot cven with one, old fat tulip. But
if you want to exercise your French, you
cen dsk the waiter to bring us some
sugar for the coffee.”

“0Oh, all right.” Bunter was very keen
te exercise his splendid French, and he
blinked round for the waiter, * Gar-
gong ! he bawled.,

“M'sieu 1™ eaid a voice at his. elbow.
The “garcon” was just at hand, only
the short-sighted Owl had not observed

him.

“ Apportez—"" began Bunter,
0w, mwisien?”  said  the  waiter
mFut:—meg,,

*Apportez some—some—what the

- interpret for

My splendid

thump do they dall sugar in this ailly
languaye, Wharton 7%
“Ha, ha! Sucre!” said Wharton.
f‘EuEn 1" repeated Bunter., “1 don’t
think so! Tsn't it charbon "
“Cherbon's coal, you ass!”

“1 think you're mistaken, Wharton.

I'm prelty certain charbon is sugar,”
said Bunter, shaking his head. *“¥ou
gae, you don't know . much French.

Garsong, apportez du charhon?”

‘Comment " ejaculated the astonished
walker,

That garcon had been asked for many
strange things by English travellers in
his tims, but he had never heen asked
‘before for coal. It was not surprising
that he was surprised.

“Charbong I repeated Banter. ** Don't
¥ou compranny ! ¥ hat! He doesn't
seen  to understand hiz own dashed
languape ! Partez—apportez—bring—1
mean cherchez—du charbong.”

“ Mensieur veut du charbon

“Oui, oui, oui!” said Bunter. " Hurry
vous up, ahd appertez du charbon—for
the coffes—pour le cafe, comprenny *”

“ Mon Dicu ! Le charbon pour le cafe 1™
sald the waiter faintly,

HOuwi, oul, oui! And buckez vous
up t” $nz:ﬁpud Bantet. * Don't keep us

[

waiting all day for our dashed sugar.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Oh, shut up, you fellows!” said
Bunter irritably, “How's a chap to

au if you keep on cackling
all the tinme like a lot of geese? 'Why
doesn't that waiter yet a move on? Hi,
rnr;angb! Pourquoi ne cherchez vous pas
e charbon pour le cafe?”

The waiter blinked at Bunter, The
other juniors were grinning ; but William
George Bunter was in deadly earnest,
and the waiter zlmost tottered away to
carry out his order. The English often
surprized him; but no British traveller
had ever surprised him 20 muach a3
Bunter. Still, he was there to carry out
the arders of the customers, and if a
custemer wanted ooal with his coffee,
there was no reasor why he shouldn’t
have coat with his coffee, if he paid for
the coal,

“He understandz now,” snid Bunter,
as the waiter disappeared. “ Hallo, there
he is=talking to the femme in the desk
—a woman's ealled a femme here, vou

chaps.”

“Go hon,” =aid Bob Cherry sar-
castically.
o Y 8he is, really,” said Bunter. “It's

spelt femme, and pronounced famme———*

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“If wvou ‘fellows think you can pro-
nounce French baelter than I can, you'd
better do the interpreting,” snorted
Bunter. *T1'1l bhet vou couldn't have
made that waiter understand that we
wanted some charbon for our coffee”

“Ha, ha, ha! Probably not!”
chuckled Wharton., "I wonder what he’s
saving to the lady in the desk. She's
looking at you, Bunter.”

Bunter smirked.

“*1 dara say sha is"™ he answered,
“These Frenchwomen have an eye for a
good-leoking chap.”

“Oh, erambs 17

“That blessed garcon i3 a long time
coming,”” grumbled Bunter, * Takes him
a long time to get ws our =ugar. I jolly
well sha'n't tip him if he doesn’t buck
up. Can vou fellows see him coming ¥

“Hallo, hallo, halle! Here he comes,™
safd Bob Cherry,

“(Oh, good!”

The waiter came back., He carried a
wooden platter, with several smali knobs
of cosl reposing upon . This he pre-
sonted e Bunter,

_L'Tlm Owl of the Remove blinked at
I

]

*You can
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“Wha-a-at's thiz?"” he ejaculated.

“Comment 7"

“Common " repeated Bunter.  “ What
the thump do you mean by common? He
can't mean it's comman to have coal with
your lunch here, can he, you fellows?”

“Ha, ha, hat™

“What do you mean, garsong?®
snorfod Byunter. *Take it away!”

* Comment "

“There he goes aguin!®

“ Plait-il1" sjaculated the waiter,

“Flay till#” repeated Bunter. “The
marn's mad! Does he mean it's a game,

ou chaps, and he'll play till we stop
ﬁim 74

“HEI-:, hﬂ-._ h-ﬂ-ln

“I wizh you fellows wouldn®t cackla
while I'm interpreting! Look here,
ERTSONZ—YOyer vous, pourguol have you
apportaved thie dashed coal?™

* Comafmant | gasped the waiter,

Bitly Bunter's French was tos much
for hire, Jb was his own langusgé
cerfafnly, But he had never heard
spoken like that before.

“Du sucre, garcon,” said Wharton,
as calmly as he could. ' Monsieur se
trompe—il ne parle pas le Francais,
comprenez?™ .

“Ah ca, je compromds maintenant,
monsieur,” said the uwnhappy waiter, his
brain clearing, as it were. _

And he carried off the coal, and ‘e
turned with sugar.

“GEot it ab last!" said Bunter. ™1
believe he understood all along that we
wanted charbon, and brought that coal
for a silly joke! I don’t understand such
1okes ‘mysell. By the way, what was it

ou soid to him In your bad French,

¥harton¥" '

“I told him rou were mistaken, be-
caumae vou couldn’t speak French, and
that we wanted sugar.”

“Well, you cheeky assl" exclaimed
Biumter, in great exasperation. *'Is thak
what you eall being grateful to a chap
who does your interpreting for nothing?
o your own interpreting after
thia!"

They did!

Colonel Wharton rejoined the Grey-
frizrs party at last, looking a little tired,
but still goed-humouvred. The kind old
entleman had seen to many things—
the caravan was ashore, and fres to pro-
reed on ibs way, and & new horse was
hired to draw 1t. And Harey Wharton &
Co. starled at ones for their home on
wheels; and. in great epirita. they
harnessed the horse, and the caravan
started, amnid great excitement on the
part of a crowd of juveniles.

Half the rising %’anemtiun in Calain
seemed to have gathered to watch *'les
Anglais " start with their caravan, The

reen van rumbled away over the low
ﬁilla, and Calaizs and the sea were lelt
behind,

That might the Greyiriars caravanners
camped under o French sky, and for two
ot three days the eolonel travelled with
the wan, till he felt assured that the
schoolboy vanners coubd be trusted " on
their own "—of which Harry Whaorton &
Uo, had felt assured all along.

But they were grateful to the kind old
rentleman, and  théy  thanked him
warmly when he left, and then the Groy-
friars caravan rolled onward by the whito
vonds of sunmy  France, where fresh
wdventures awailed the caravanners.

TILE EWD,

(Anuther eplewldid  story of Harry
Whartan o Ca. ia Frovee will appear in

next Monglpy's jszue of the MAGKRET. )
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solt shikiness,

4, A copy of the now famous ** Hair-Drill ' Manual.

This Four-Fold Gilt will give you an opportunity of proving
it your own home bhat lank, lustreless baie and bab Inoss can be
- things of ihe
prasl. )

T'osk thi o
pon At ones,,
encloging dud,
sharnps §o COVET
eoat of packing
and relury cars
riage o your
own doer, (Any
or all of tloose
preparabions
may hoobtained
[rom Uhemists
and Htores all
over the World.)

‘ Harlene’ Free Gift Coupon

| Datach and post to
| EDWARDS' HARLENE, Ltd.,
. 24, and 26, Lamnh's Comduit Street, |
I London, W.0. 1.

Peur hira, — Plepase send mwe your  Vree
* Hartene " Four-fold Haie-growing Onifig as
dc-suribe:l_, I enclose 4. in.stamps Tor poslage
und packing to my address.

Maguet, 58
HOTE T0O READERS.

Write wour, jull aeme,and address elearly on @ plrin
precE of paper, PR TE coupon fo £, and pdeal a#
direcied abova. Marl: envelape * Sampile Denl ™ . -

0, 11,

r=2.

EVERY BOY CAN S0 MAKE ELECTRIC LIGHT

Batbeiy, “h-. teh, Wire, Lamp, Holder, Beflector, Instruas.
Livnx, che., &8, postage . Larger siee, 88 ; postage G,
BHOCKING COIL! He of Parts for making. 3.9,

1-" "Hasteey aris, LG Rogtage wlb e, Eloenra

:‘* Macnrt, Bd.; postage . (Lifvs 1 pound.)
(‘,./" '\ Hor Elegiyieal Expeyiments, $e; poslige Gd.
TR IEAN Special Cheap Telephont Bet, complete, 18

pastage Bl WA Lalogue bl 1. Vol? Dy ramo 12,6,

THE HARBORNE SMALL POWER cO.,
38, Queen's Road, Aston, Birmingham,

F bl n ] i O R TH it
E‘THMP Eﬂ LL EETG HS! ::'-I.III‘II!."'H- ﬁ::ll:trrljgilarﬂ?:!llr: Jl:llll'lr:'lll'li.:'!.|'r~=?|':

prive Sil="W, A, WIHITE, 85, DUDLEY ROAD, LYH, HTOURBRIHL,

XNMAS GHOGOLATE GLUBS.

Spare-time Agents wantol,  Good reniunceration, Ko outlay, Best
miakes ordy aupplicd.  Parlicilars Freo. —SAMUEL DRIVER, S0UTH
MARKET, HUMNSLET LAME, LEEDS.

HOME ©I HEH&T“GR&?EE -—FRueal Valne,
Inberest. Henil S ERTTRES Tur limfu, - [ I i,
3. DEATTON AVIENTE, WIEST RARLING,

W»—> KING PETER 5% BATTLEFIELD.
{Lnr Mictorialp, Eerpt, TUTGATLAL.

Bobemin, JAMATCA WAR, Copw,
B PEX, Devepae, JUEDLRLAY, Teaviiwnase, £i1TY AN Nudsis, PERLU, {:hln;--
YESELUELA, Brazil. LEVANT. and PERSIA. Al fhese STAMEPS will e
wrfnit FEEE Lo those wlo epebose dal, B postape. BEST MOUNTS. 74, IH
1,000, Fort Froe—VICTOR BANCROPT, Matlock.

PHOTO FPOSTCARDS OF YOURSHELE, I3 doz
FARGEMIENTS. Bl ALsO CHEAP 'PHOTO MATERIAL CATALDGUE
AND SAMULEY FPREE,~-HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERMOCGE.

TOBAGCOD HABIT PFOSITIVELY CURED Iy THREE DAYS.—Fumrona
= .f{i«tﬁ'; :Tr]t':tn"h'l'lﬂlilulr 16, = 1. HUGEES {(Boxr B, HULME,

U OTRLY HAIR - [ty wornebeelfel,'" wirite Ee TELODD Tes Lirmomiy .
Frool ziepl, HAWAYEIT ™ OURLS :'-.T'[|: ATGHTEST HATR, 1% 25
(hrmamps aeeephed.) =035 (Depd, BT 175, Mew Norfh B, London, N, 1.

Srunddargd Felms, Folb of
'MEAN CIXEMA D
| O N EICh X

12 oy 10 kX

STOP STAMMERING ! ¢utF JDUKSELE AS r‘m'%,'.”
FRANEKE HUOGHER LTHR, T, RﬂT]TH\:L[!"Tﬂ"'- BOW, TONDOY, W.

CUT THIS OUT

 The Magnet.” PEN COUPON. ¥alue 2d.

Send thiz saypon swith BP0, for mll S5/ direct 1o the Fleot Pen Co, .
118 Flast vo LOMAOEE, K. n retuen you will receive {90sG ﬁ'-lﬂ
tplendid Britiale Modo 14.ct. Ciali "'.!biwd Floet Fauntain Fen, valoe 1046,

Fou save P2 Qurther coupons, cach will count as Sd. oF the price, 50 3ol m:.
vend 13 coupons apd emly 3/« (Pyoket Clipo il extra) Ay for e, i,
or brogd nib, This gread offer (s made fo ioteodees the faimaus Flogl fen
b the MAGNRT readers, Satisfartion puarawlccd or €ash peiuticd, Self
Filling, ov Halely Models, Z/+ exira.

DN

wekly we offcr mrlliulr:d and N-ﬂam‘l"'d

-: es m HALF usual
AN [ EAAY PA

B.5, A, R'U'YM.-E”HEL KYMNOLH,
Hl_.lﬂbﬁi:-{ amd otlier celebrated makes=—all in excelent
riding cowlition, Many equal to new.  No reasonald:
offier Tefiaed.  Tyres and Actesseries ab by reguciivn.
f froin shop prices, Write for Fres Lisieand Speclal Oflers.

MEA CYCLE COMPANY, Inoorpd,
Dept. BEG07 BIRMINGHAM,
A MONTH nee our casy ferms for theas
faghicnalde  Brogue  Shuwa,
= Ladics' or Gent's gize, Tan or
Sy Black, price 30:=, Sciul 5'- o and ]:rmui:,u
6/ monthly after delivery, Hemd 5°- to-
dity  aml gay what szize and n:-:ri'mtr WL
ghall send you. Batisfaction
or depozit refumded, Price
List Froee.
MASTERS, Ltd., 19, Hops
Stores, Rye. (Esid, 1380.)

TUBQOGLIDER. Reallyglides. Post free, sixpence. $for Lf.

NEW DART GAMES. Bovk and darts, sixpence,
or book, 12 darts and tagget-box, 2f-.  DMalches areanged,
Sloid Manafactaring Co., 15, Hanbury Rd., Acton, London, W.]}.

FULL.S'IE{} MEH —[lacew are Che pn whe Win Alcsess i

bpsiteas.  IT yua arve snder full sige, ane
eropsr sor hoight By Bhe Girvan Scbentifie Treotinent. This teencrent idas
evnni Eeroased the height of saldicrs -.LH-.*Ii L L r:1f-f .n’tl:rtw 1|||III ?“.MTE
roport from 2 lo 5 inches inceegse,  Seandoa peedcrrel Qor pacticokars -J'
sur 2100 gwrranice to ENOQUIRY BEFT. A M., 17, STHOUD GRERSN

RaATy. Iﬁ"'n.l'.lf.a_"- N4

FH E TOLLECTION 500 Different Stamps, FREB!
EE!

Worih £1. Choptive Odfer.  Herwl stamp far foll portico-
OUR FAMOQUS

a Elaar stoch
(_-mn'.lerrlmrht [H 1

fpa= AT ES 3, MT, WERNON GUIEN. LIV ER MO,

WOMDER GLASS" SPECIALLY REDUCED!
1. A First-Tlass Opera Riass.
2, A Magnifying Glass.

3. A Double Magnifying (Hlaxa,
4. A Long-Distance Spy-Olives,
6. An Optical Lens, BNLY

8 ' POET

Bimple Lens, 5
=B rRer.

T. M Gornpais,
B. A Blerecscope.

Tlhis instrument ¢an Lo adjusied by means of o simiple devies, Lay T;I"'M-'H“‘ 3.3

ahaal] mize, 24, Poxt Free, wilhh imateaciioes. Ty owr Marvellion: Mouth.

ﬂr‘nnﬁphﬁnns--jum the thing far Marchine. Congerts, Qulings, e1c. Hoprs.

ninls Piecalo amd Clariowctic.  Bmall sizge. 06, laree, 5 - Post Free,

LANE BROS. (lepl. 1), B, ARTHUR ROAD, HOLLOWAY. M.

NIGERIA PACHKET, 44.—30 Splenctid Qolominbs, Wew lowndband, Lt
Coaxl, H,-a_ul:llnm Teholewia, Niceeia, ote, 158 Mized Riamips i, Fren=,
Columialz, MWE-TURNEDR, 120 VILLA STREEL, WALWOLTL.

3-2-21




