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FOR NEXT MONDAY.

“THE PLOT AGAINST THE
SCHOOL ! ™
By Frank Richards.

That is the tille of next week’s stor
of Harry Wharton & Co., which deals
with a characler who has for some time
kept in the background. We have not
heard much of Dick Russell—who is the
juninr whe plays fo prominent a pari
in this story.

In the story, Dick’s father is robbed
of a gpreat deal of money, which puis
the family inlo a very awkward position,
financially, Mr. Russell is unable to
gend hiz son any money for school ex-
penses and pocket, and Dick beging to
feel it very badly.

Then a slranger—an old boy—arrives
ot the =chool, and it is through his kind-
ness that Lhick ix saved from a great
temptation. Cuite by chance Russell
make: an astounding  discovery, and
cverhears a plol to rob the whala schaool
of its valuable posscasions. What comes
from this discovery, and of the series of
subgequent  everts which pots  Dick

Buzsell and his fanitly back in their old |

position, you will read all ebont in
“THE PLOT AGAINST THE
SCHOOL ! *

the Nflest story ever wrilten.

THE SUPPLEMENT.

To follow this grend stery will be
snother four-page supolement of the

Address your letters to: The Editor. THE E
MAGNET LIBRARY. The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street. London. E.C.4.
nlways pleased to heer from my chums,

¥ 1
i II

* Greyfriars Herald,” eodifed by Harry
Wharvton, of Greyinars. Harry tells me
it will ba a SPECIAL INVENTION
NUMBER, and I am sure he will give
us soe very [inge storles and articles.
I will not spoil the issue by teiling yon
all sbout it here, but will leave it for
vou to find out for yourselves what it
will be like next week.

Don't forget! TF you want to be sure
of next week's copy, take the old advice
and order well in advance !

THE “POPULAR.”

I am offering another grand match
footbali and ten prizes of five chillings
each in connection with the “Poplets ™
competition which appears in  the
Y Popular 7 every week., If you want a
football, here is vour chance of obtain-
g one, It only means a few minutes’
Lhought-thinking and a posicard [ What
a chance! Don't miss thes opporfomty !
But go to your newsagent al once, and
get & copy of the * Popular,™

NOTICES.

Correspondence.

Saum MeConnell, 163, First Avenue E,
Toronto, Opt., Canada, also Jack Vene,
satme address, wish to lear from Com-
pation Paper: readers in England, All
lelters answered.

.......
[T T

AAEMNESSAng

A topping sohool dole.

| Wo. 575, —THE LITTCX OF THE CUP.
) A_grand garn of the footer fleld,
JWo. 574, —THE FETUD IN WEST HOUSE.

By JACK MORTH.

I ¥o. 577, —THE SWORD OF THE TEMPLES
A llne mtory af qhe preat rebeolliom.

)l Ho. 378 --CHAMPION OF THE CUR.
A sylendid bitliamis yarn.

Yo 3TE—THOE CIRCLE OF THIRTEEHN.
A thrillipg detectivg- mowel,

. E.

By EDMUND BARTOY.
By A, & HARDT.

By W, MUREAT GEATDON.

H{ 190, 184, —MARDONED

and M., Jules Yedetta
e | Mo. 188 —HTATE

No. 182, —THE SACRED CITY.
E A wanderful etory of deteattve work in London and Bepares, Introducing
Gracite Grant and Mlle. Julia,

A tzle of adventura in the Bouth Sezs, featurlng Sezton Blake, Tloker,

SRCRETE.
i A magoifcent romancs of detective adeenture. ™
#1170, 196, —PAYMENT SUSPENDDD; or, THH ADVENTURE §
s OF TIRE WRISPERING VTOICE.
A etlrrlog stary of & btank srash.

it Ko, 167T.—THE YELLOW FACE.

hA N A story of fageipating Chinese mystery,

famous chams of 3L,

An  enthralling

2T Yo, 59.—THE SCAPHGRACE OF BT. FRANE'S.
d A pollicking story of selowel e,
M Frank"s, ;
ST e, 60, —THE DIAMOND MOUTMTAIN.
s atory . of
By W. MULRAY GRAYDON,

introducing KIPPEE & 0., tho .fio

advenfure  In dhe  heart of  Africa.
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A Humorous Story of Greyfriars School—

E. Utin, Ward C.5, Queen Mary's
Huospital, Carzhalton, Surrey, wau!d'{m
very pleased to hear from rcaders, ages
16 upwarde,

_Thomas™ W. DBray, 43, Manor Park
Read, Harlesden, N.W. 10, wishes 1o
corcespond  with  readers, ages 1516,
on any kind of zport or general. subjects,

Herbert ldwardson, 1605, Haultain
Street, Vidtorin, British  Columbia,
Canada, wishes i{o- correspond  with

readers anywhere, ages 16-18,

Arthur Gott, 218, Hall Lane, Brad-
ford, Works, wishes to forrespond with
reéaders in America or Egvph

Leslic . Darnborough, 16, Gloucestor
Reoad, Philip Lane, Tottenham, London,
M., wishes to correspond with readers
abroad, ages 16-18. All letters anawered.

Arthur Duker, 4, Wilten Crescent
Mews, DBelgrave Bguare, London, 3.W.,
wishes to corvospond with readers, oges
15-16, Preferably those living in the
same neighbourhood.

F. J:Lfgu-:'s-, Crown Hotel, Shareham-
by-Bea, Suezex, wishes to hear from
“Papular ¥ readers, ages 15.17.

M. Sugarman, 75a, Elizabeth Street,
Cheetham. Manchester, withes to corre-
apond with readers overseas, preferkbly
those interesled n stamps,

George . Withers, 10 Studd Strest,
Upper Street, Islington, N.1, wishes to
hear from readers, with a view to form.-
mi & corrcepondente club,

Tiza I.. Pocver, 48, Loncefield Street,
Queen’s Park, W. 10, wishes to corra-
spond with readers, ages 17 upwarda.

Frederick Giles, 29, Bassinpham Road,
Wandeworth, 5. W. 18, wishes to corre-
spond with readera. London preferred.

W. E. Denning, 2, South Street, Gran-
ville, Sydney, N.B.W., Australia, wishas
ko correspond with resdors anywhere.
Interested in stamps and photography.

Thomas V. Weir, ¢fo Brinswick P.0Q.,
Melbourne, Victoria, Australin, wishes
to correspond with readers in America.
~ Mareus Soltan, 16, Abercrombie Street,
City, Bydney, N.3.W., Australia, wishes
to correspond wilh readers anyvwhere.

Miss Thelma Severin, 45, Forest Btreet,
Sublaco, Western Australia, wishes jo
exchance correapondence with readers,
agres 15-16, in England or America,

Hatry McKav, 200, Laurier Avenue,
W., Ottawa, Ontario, Canada, wishes to
corvespond  with readera, ages 14-17,
ahout camping, stamp-collecting, ceypto-
graphy, pholography, chemislry, ete.

Alizz Gwen Bennett, 8, Gwydr Terrace,
Uplands, Swansea, South Wales, wishes
to hear from z girl render about cightesn,
who is resident in France, so that corre-
spondence in the French language may
be exchanged with a view to the
advertiser improving her knowledre of
I'rench,

Silip J. Park, 1, North CLff Street,
Preston, Lancashire, wishes to hear from
readers interested im music.

Football.
Keplin UTnited {I5) requires matches,
away preferred.  Write:  Secretary,

L. Graw, 19, Kepler Road, Acre Lane,
Clapham, B8.W. 4_1?

Sports Club,

Will those interested in  forming
hranches for aporis eluby in their town

please communicate with the Bocrptary,
18, Chester Streef, Newcastle-on-Tyne?
Ages 16 vpwards, Magazine freo.

EYour €ditor.
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7 BUNTER’S
M. VERY

A Magnificent, Long, Complete School Story, dealing with the adventures
of Harry Wharton & Co. and Billy Bunter at Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Tribulafions of Bunter |
HW ILL you lend me——"
Y No ™
“Lend me—"
s Hix !FI‘

Five voices replied each time to Billy
Bunter; and they replied in unison, and
with considerable emphasis.

Harry Wharton & Co., of the Gr&;-
friars Remove, seemed at one mind in
the matter, Billy Bunter had not yet
statad what it was he wanted to borrow:
but the Famous ¥ive, apparcntly,
weren't lending Bunter anything.

“1 say, you fellows—you might lend a
chap—" recommencded Bunter, in u
tone more of sorrow than of anger.

i R«E.F.E !l!

“If you think I want to borrow any
money of you——"" Bunier started again,
warmly.

ik El:] ?_1l'

" What "

" Don't you?"

“No!" roared Bunter,

“What 13 it, then?" demanded Bob

Cherry. “If it's a boot, T'll lend you a
boot, with pleasure. Where will you
have it ?"

Bunter dodged back.

“Yah ! I{m? off, you beast !"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“It's a book!™ howled Bunter. “I
want you to lend me a book.”

“A book!" ejaculated the Famous
Five together.

*Just that [ said Bunter,

“Well, my hat,” said Wharton, in
surprise, “if it's a book, we can lend
you a hook! What the thump de you
want a book for?"

“To read, of course.”

“Taking up reading?” asked Bobh.
“Well, I dare say you can improve your
mind that way; and goodness knows it
neads improving. I can lend you my new
Latin dictionary.”

“1 want something interesling, of
course, you g33,” eaid Bunter. “You
gee, I'm detained this afterncon.”

“¥You don't want a hook to read in
detention,”  said  Wharton. “ Mr,
Quelch will set you semething to do.”

Bunier snorted,

"I know he will, the beast; but I jolly
well ain’t going %o do it. I'm not
going to mug up filthy deponent verhsy
on 8 half-holiday; not if T know it. I
ghall have to stay in the Form-room;
but it won't be ao iﬁd if I've got a book,

uiff’'s given me some toffes, and
Smithy's stood me some bullseyes—"

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
" With toffes and hullseyes and a book
you ought to be able to get through de-
tention all right.”

“Just what I waea thinking," =aid
Bunter, blinking sagely at the Famous
Five through his biy spectacles, T can
spin Quelchy & varn about not getting
the dushed detention task done—I can

pull his leg somehow. But I've got to
et through the afternoon from three to
ve. Bo I want a book a fellow can

read. A ° IHevald ' would do.”

“I've lent my ‘" Herald ' to a chap in
the Fourth,” said Johnny Bull, *'I can
lend you Todhunter's Alrebra '™
LI D“. !r:

“I've got a Greek
MNugent.

“ Waow 1M

“We've gol some books in the study,”
said Harry Wharton thoughtfully. The
captoin of the Remove was quile kind
and interested, now that it turned out
that Bunter only wanted to borrow a
book. Tt wns really a very mild re-
quest, especially for William George
Bunter. W.G.B. waz not often so
modevate.

_ “Bomething exciting, with murders in
it,” said Bunter. The fat junior’s taste
in hterature was evidently rather Iurid.

“Oh, my hat!” said Wharton, ]
haven't anything with murders in it
Some pood school storiesg——""'

“Rot I"* snid. Buntaer.

lexicon " said

A deep voice called from the divection
of the School IHouse, and Billy Bunter
Bpun round.

“ Bunter !

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remaove,
was standing in the doorway, beckon-
g to the fat jll'l:li-l_',ll".

* Yes, sir,”

*It i3 time wom were in the Form-
room. Bunter ™

“Oh dear !

Billy Bunter rolled away to  the
Bchool House; and the Famous IFive,
for once, regarded him sympathelicnlly.

— —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Coker Shows How !

ILLY BUNTER followed Mr.

Quelch to the Remove-room, with

a frowning fat brow and a dis-
contented Eace,

An afternoon’s detention was a heavy

blow; all the heavier if it was accom-

anied by exercises in deponent verbs, as

1t was in this case.

Bunter didn't care o rap about verhs
deponent or otherwise; amd he cared
very much about a half-holiday,

All his vaual occupations were knocked
on the head. Trie, he wasn™t keen on
footer, aid he didn’t care much about 2
cycle spin, and wothing would have

ragred him out of gates for a walk in
ihe woods or a ramble on the cliffs. But
he might have spent the time happily
onongh in sconting through the studies
whily the other fellows were out on the
cli_imst. for stray tavis or remnants of cake,

e might have dunned the whole Re-
move and Foorth for a lean, and
succceded in rajzing the wind sooner or
later for a visit {o the tuck-shop.

Inetead of which, he was to sit in the
Form-room for two heurs, and devote
his attention more or less to that
tronblesome varicly of Latin verb, the
deponent.

lis only conzolations were Squifi's
toffee and Bwmithy's bullseyes. He had
not even o book to while away the weary
hours.

Bunter felt himsell a much-injured
youth as he followed the Remove muaster
into the Form-room,

He sat down heavily 8t his desk, and
produced hiz  schoal books wearily.
School books were not what he wanted,
Certainly there was nothing exeiting in
them. In his history there wers murders
enough, wndoultedly, hut not the thrill-
ing kind that Bunter liked when he de-
vated his valuabla attention lo literature.
There was nothing thrilling in Romulus
knocking out Remus; and even Henry
the Kight's ﬁxglnita were not thrilling,
though no doubt exciting enough at the
time they happened.

Mr, Quelch grimly set him his task.

“1 shall return here at five o'clock,
Bunter,” he said. “1T shall expect you
to have made considerable progress by
then.”

“Youo, sir,” said Bunter dismally.

“T am gorry vou are detained thia
afternoon, Bunter-——*"

“8Bo am I, sir!” said Bunier, with
deep feeling.

The Remove master coughed.

“ Dioubtless it will impress upon your
mind, Bunter, the necessity of bestowing
a little attention on vour work.”

“1—I think it would impress it belter
on my mind, sir, if—if I was in the
quad " zaid Bunler.

“That will do,” said Mr. Quelch,
“No doubt after your detention this
afternoon, Bunter, you will remember

Teg Mackri Lisnart.—MNo. T15.
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“ Now I've got you fairly locked ] ** said Coker.
He made a swift and rather peweriul movement,

“ Right-ho ! '* said Potter,

** Now try and get loose | *

and to Coker's greal surprise, he—Coker—sat down with a sudden bump on

the floor of the Form-room.

(dee Chapter 2.)

that & deponent verb iz passive in form
but active in meaning,”

“{h, yes, sir! Certainly !”

“Remember that this 1= for pour own
rood, DBunter!” added Mr. Quelch, as
he withdrew.

Bunter snortfed when the Form-master
WaE gone.

Passibly it was for his good, but
Bunter did not want Mz, Queleh to lock
after his pood in this assiduous way.
He would have preferred his Form-
masier to [et him go to the bad a little.

“Oh dear ! proancd Bunter. * Rotlen
Tatin, rotten verhs, rotten bosh ! I wish
1 had o good murder story I"

He dinped his pen in the ink, wrole
half a line, adorned it with a hlot and a
smudge, and then vested from |his
labours.

He started on the toffee, and found
solace in it. The toffee dizappeared in
record time., ;

The bullseyes followed. By that time
Bunter was fecling a little happier and
looking a great deal stickier. .

He was turning a dreary eye an his
Tatin grammar again, when the door
suddenby opened, and Coker and Potter
and Greene of the Fifth Form apprared
in Lthe doorway,

““Fhiz room will do.” said Coler of the
Fifth.  “There's nobody here.  More
roonm hera than in the smady——

“1 say—"" begun Potler and Grecne
simultancowsTy.

Horare Coler interrupted them with a
wave of the hand.

“TDon't jaw, vyou fellows,” he said.
“I've always said that you talk too
much. I'm going to show you that jiw
jitsu trick. You [Frst, Potier——"

Pt i

“¥ou first !" rapped out Coker.

Coker of the Tifth prided himself on
having what he called a short way with
fags.,  Sometimes he had a shorf way
with his fellow - formers in the INifth, ton.
Potter and OGreene were looking very
reative,

EE]

¥

Az & matter of fact, Patter and Greene
MEXT
MONDAY !
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' THE PLOT AGAINST THE SGHOOL!™

wanted to be on the fooler-field ; but the
great Horace was quite indifferent to
that. Heo wanted to show them a jpu-
jitsu trick he had mastered, and he was
roing to show it to them.

“There's somebody
Greene.

Colker glanced carelessly round towards
the fut junior gitting in solitary state
amic the empty desks.

“Only a fag!” he said. “He doesn’t

matter !
gpid  Bill Bunfer

“Doesn't  he!” :
warmly., “Daon't you come ]iqn}'mg the
Go

goat m ihis Form-room, Coker!
into vour own Ferm-room '™

“Prout's there,” said Coker. " DBe-
siles, T'll come into any Form-room I
like ! Shut np, Bunter !

*T.o00k here——%

“If vou want a thick ear, Bunter,
you've only got to say so.”

Bunter sniffed. and was silent.  Tle did
not want o thiek ear; and Coker was
only too liberal in the way he handed
out those adornments.

“Came on, Potter ! said Ceker im-
patiently.

George Potter unwillingly submitied to
the ardeal. He wasn't interested in the
developments of Coker’s wrestling, but
it was no use arguing with Coker.

“¥Yon see, | take a grip on you like
thiz,” smid Coler, “and then I get yon
with my left like that—see "

“1 gon,” nasented Potfer. .

“MNow I've got vou fairly locked, with
seareely any exertion on my part!”
grinned Coker. * Catch on?"”

* Not quite.” . :

“Well, try to get losse, that's all 1™

* Right-ho 1" zaid Potter.

He made n swift and rather powerinl
movement. and to Cokar's groat astonish-
nient he—Coker—sat down with a sudden
bump on the floor of the Form-room.

Potter did not wait for Florace Cokey
to recover. He jomed Greene at the
door, and the twe Fifth-Formers seutiled
away down the corridor.  Somchow or

here,"  eaid

A SPLENDID TALE OF GREYFRIARS.
i3

A Splendid Chance of Winning a Match Football in This Week’s ¢ Popular !
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ather heif.' werg keener on football than

i
| on Coker's jiu-jitsu demonstrationd,

“"Here, come back ! roared Coker,

He scrambled up rather dacedly,

“Come back, you duffers! [ haven't
finished yet!"” he roared.

Baut it was clear that Potter and Greene
had finishad., They had disappeared from
view down the passage,

“He, he, he !" cackled Bunfer.

Coker, who was striding out in porsuit
of the deserters, turned back. That “'he,
he, he !" seomed to annoy him, somehow.
He strode acrogs to Bunter,

“What are you cackling at?” he
demanded.

“Well, vou looked such an awful ass,
you knaw,” satd Bunter.

“What 17

“*You con't wrestle for loffec!™ said
the fat junfor. “You don't know any-
thing ahout jiu-jitsu, Coker!”

Coker's reply was not in  words.
Words were quite madequate to express
hie feelings. He reached across the desk
and took hold of Bunler's fat car with a
suddon grasp.

“Yarooooh ! roared Bunter, "Ow!
Leggo !

“Den't I know anything about wrest-
ling " msked Coker grimly, compressing
hiz finger and thumb hke & vice.

“Yow-ow! Yea!"™ pasped Buntser,
“Taats! Wo end?! Yow-ow-ow ! Beast!
Yah! Oh, my ear! Leggo!”

Coker grinned and released the [al gar,
and strode out of the Form-room in
search of Potfer and Greene. Billy
Bunter rubbed his ear, which was ¢rim-
gon in hue, and ejaculated :

“ Beast 1"

And then he turned his attention once
mare daolorously to deponent verbs.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Good Gllbert !

KINNER of the Remove looked inta
S the Form-room a few minuteés after
Coker was gone, Bunter blinked

up drearily at him.

“Nice here?” asked Skinner, with a

Iin.
it Rotten I groaned Bunter.

“Tt's too bad!" said Skinner sympa-
thetically. “I heard you asking Whar-
ion about a book in the guad, Bunter,
g—""

“The beast might have brought me
ané 1" zaid Bunter. “1 suppose he's
gone down to the fooler and forgotten
all about me.”

“ Lucky for you I'm such a kind and
thoughtful chap!” said Skinner agree-

ably. “I've brought yeu a book, old
top!”
* Th " /
Bunter blinked at him suspiciously.
Skinner of the Remove was a youth of
very humorsua %Irﬂ-cli\'ltlﬂﬂ, but his jokes
wera not generally good-natured. It was

gquifo untike Skinner to bother himaelf
ahout a fellow in distrass,

“ What's the game?’ asked Buniter
suspiciously.

inner smiled blandly.

“ No game!” he gaid. T knew you
wanted 2 book to read in detention, so
I've brought you one. I call that kind,
Bunter."

“ If you're not pulling my leg——"

“ Here it i=z!"

Skinner drew a volume out from under
his jacket and held it vp to view,

“Tt's a jolly good book,” he said.
“ My Agnt Seclina sent it to me for a
birthday present. 1 haven't read %
4

iz By FRANK RICHARDS.
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myzell; Aunt Belina’s tasle in books
isn't exacily the same ns mine. But I'm
sure you'll like it ne end, Bunler. It's
& real good thing !

“ Hand it over,” szid Bunter.

“ Here you are, old fellow "

Skinner tossed the book on the desk,
and quitted the Form-room hurriedly—
perhaps to escape Bunter's grateful
thanks, ot perhaps Lo ecacape the danger
of being spotted there by Mr. Quelch.

Billy Bunter's fst face [ooked quite
hopeful aa he picked up the voluma. He
in!lz that it was uncommonly kind of
Skinner to think of a fellow in distress
like thia.

Bul the next moment Bunter gave a
snort of disgust.

The volome was a gilt-edged one, with
g coloured picture on the front-represent-
ing & schoolboy, who seemed fo be
understudying, In expreszion, an ex-
piring duck in a thunderstorm. The
title, in  gilt letters, was: “Good
Gilbert, the Blind Schoolboy.”

Bunter did not want to read any
farther. .

The adventures of Good (Gilbert did not
geern to him much more attractive than
daponent verha. And his gratitude to the
humorceus Skinner was summed up in the
one word:

* Beast!"

He found a momentary consolation in
shying the volume across the Form-room.

Then he turned to his exercises again.

But deponent verbs could not hold
Buniar's pttention. He quitted his desk,
and stared out of the window.

He found himself El:ﬂrin,l_:E at the back
of Mr. Quelch's head. The Remove
master was standing in the guad tallking
to Monsieur Charpentier the ¥rench
master  Bunter popped back quickly.

“ Oh dear!” he groaned.

He wandered round the Form-room like
a caged animal and at last, in sheer
desperation, picked up Skinner’s attrac
Live volume.

Flo 2at down on a form and opened it.

Tha leaves were still uncut, which
geemed to show a lack of appreciation on
Skinner's part Bub the title-page had
apparently been uwsed as a pen-wiper.
And several lemves were gone from the
interior, possibly having been used to
make * spills ' to light Skinner's secret
cigaretles in the siudy—which certainly
had nod been the tention of hiz kind
Aunt Selina in sending him that bio-
graphy of Good Gilbert.

Bunte- yawned over a few pages dis-
mally. Il was nol exhilaraling reading.
Possibly 1 was edifyving. But by ne
glrelelr of the inagination ¢could it be con-
gidered exhilaraling.

“ Gilbert was very happy. The
affliction of his blindness somelimes
caused him to weep. But the serenity
of his cherubie fuce soon returned. Ths
srhoolmates vied with one another in
showing him acits of kindness, His
poodness had won over to the path of
virtue many naughty boys. His grout-
est griefl was that his lack of sight inter-
fered with his lessona, The joy he felt
in mathematics was cruelly dashed. Nao
longer could he see the beloved Greek
characters or the algebraic symbols.
This was the hardest to bear.

“0Oh crumbs!” groaned Bunter, and
once more he shied (ood Gilbert across
ithe Form-room. * What a silly owl! I
wonldn't mind being blind i T could cut

lesgong, and evervbody would pive me
things. I jolly well shouldn't ﬂng it hard
to boar if I had to miss prep, I know
that." '
Buntler roamed round the TForm-room
HNEXT
MOMDAY !
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again It was barely four o'clock, and
his deteution was till five. lle groaned
in anguish of spirit. The deponent verhs
rematined vnattended; it was bad enough
being shut up in the Form-room, without
worrying over rotten Latin verbs, Bun-
ter felt. In blaunk boredom he picked

utlz} the volume again, and opened it by
chance, and read:

* Maughty Ceorgie, whose cruel and
thoughtless blow had caused poor
(rilbert's affiction, wept bitter ifeors
of remorse and repentanee.”

Bang! The volume went to the foor
again, to remain there this time, De-
ponent verbs were botter than that!

Billy Bunter aat at his desk, and tried
to fix hiz thoughis upon those dreadful
verbs which were not only passive in
form, but aclive in meaning. 'i'ﬁ-a regted
hiz head on his fat arms at last, and
slumbered.

He was awakened suddenly by a shake.

Y Ow!" pasped Bunter.

He blinked np. It was five o'clock,
111:_1::1 Mr. Quelch stood frowning before

i,

“¥ou have not finished vour task,
Bunier!” said the Remove master, in a
‘voice thot resembled the rumble of dis-
tant thunder.

“ Oh, sir I gasped Bunier.

* Really, you incorrigibly idle boy——""

‘Mot at all, sir!"" gasped Bunter. ]
—I—I—— The facl is, sir, the—{he—I
—T fel asleep, sir—"'

““ I car see that, Banfer.”

“ The—the fact that I—I haven't done
mey task, sir, is—is the hardest to bear,”
surd Buanter, with a dim recollection of
Good Gilbert in his hazy mind.

“ What 1"

“ My -my sight is—is very bad to-day,
gir,’” said Bunter, astutely pulting to

rofit what he had just read in * Cood

ilbere,”  *I=T fell thal I ouphl te be
cureful of it, siv. It would be my grealest
rief if lack of might interfered with my
sssons, &'

Mr. Quelch gazed at him.

“If 1t is true that you have felt a
T i r
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strain upon your eyesight, Bunter, I wil’
oxXcuse you—-—

“ Tt—it was fearful, sip—"

* Nonsenze [

* Oh, sip—"

“ I will exeuse your this time," said Mr,
Quelch  “T shall take measures for your
sight to be properly examined, Bunter.
If I find that you have been deceiving
me, I shall cane you very severely.”

“0h!" gazped Bunter.

“ ¥ou may go now!”

Eilly Bunter went. His chicf regret
was that Good Gilbert was only & charac-
fer in a book. Bunter would Enve given
a greal deal just then o be able to kick
Gilbert.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Latest !

1 E, he, he!”
H That sudden cackle from the

Owl of the Remove sounded

loud in the junior Cowimon-

room  that evening, Several fellows
glanced round at Bally Bunter,

“ Hallo, halle, halle!" exclaimed Bob

’Cherrr. “What the thump have vou got
an  alarm-clock m your pocket for,
Bunter t"

Hlh? I haven'{!"

“Then what was that row ™ asked
Bob, leoking punzeled.

“Oh, rmﬁy. Cherry—"'

" What's the merry joke " asked Peter
Todd, looking n surprize at his fat study-
mate.

Bunter's sudden merriment was really
a little mystevious. The Owl of the
Remove had been sitling for some time
in deep thought, obliviows of the fellows
rownd .him. And the outcome of his deep
cogitations had been that sudden ue-
musical cachinnation,

And Bunder was siill grirming_ i,
d-i,'.'ll“!:,-‘ srn:ﬁelhing af gu extremely humaor-
ouz nature was working in his fat braoin.

“"Whack it onl, Bunler,” smid Squift.
“ What's Lthe screaming joke? 'Think-
in,?; of =zomething awfully funny®”
‘Ho, he! Yes"

M e

1

e
8

“ He says be’s blind ! ** said Blundell.

in Coker's study !™

Billy Bunter felt an inward fremor as he was marched into Mr, Quelch’s study,
““*Why have you brought Bunter here, Blundel ? ** asked the Form-master,

** He says it was the shock he recelved
{Sce Chapler 7.)
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UYonr face 7Y asked Saquiff innocently.

“0Oh, really, Sguiff——"

“Well, what is it, Bunty?”
Bob Cherry. “You oughtn't to go ofi
suddenly like that, without giving a
ronsor. What littla gome have you
besn playing now?"

"L owas just ihinking,” said Buanter.

Gammon 1"

“It wap his grestest grief—-"

{l_Eh?]‘!

“That he couldn't do his lessons™
said Bunter. “It wouldn't be much of
s grief to me”

The juniors stared at Dunter. He
geemed to be rathor following some
hidden train of thought, than making a
communication, But his  mysterious
remarks naturally cauwsed surprise.

“"What are vyou burbling abouti”
saked Hazeldene.

Bunter rose from his chair

“"Perhaps I've thﬂugﬁlt of a stunning
stunt, and perhaps I haven't——"

And the Owl of the Remove rolled
ouft of the room, apparently toe aveid
further questionming.

“Rilly owl 1V
Chorry.

And with that Dob dismissed from
hia mind Billy Bunter and his

asked

commenied Bob

mysterions Y wheeze,"”  whatever it
WAaS,

But it  wasn’t dismissed from
Bunler's mind, Bunier was gnnomng

at he went down the passage, and he
was grinning in his study when Peter
Todd came along to Study No. 7 lor
prep. And Peler inauired the why and
the wherefore of the broad grin on
Punter's fat face.

“"Only your fentures, old chap,” said
Bunter. *Can't think of you withont
grinning, Look in a looking-glass, and
you'll grin, Loo. ™

Peter asked no more questions. e

B e
h:llmii.lj'lu:i:ll. -fr L EE R
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* The Head’s Guest!"

sab down to work: and Bunter, after a
time, broke tha silence.

".[’t wonld work 1" ha said,

“What would work, ass?™

" MNever mind.™

Peter Todd stared at him.

“Are you off yvour rocker, Bunler?"
he -asked.

“Oh, really, Peler—-"

“¥Yeou seam to be,” said Peter Taodd.
“I1f you can’t talk sense, old lurnip,
dey up! Dey wp, anyhow !

Junter dried up; but ond
He grioned and chuckled,
started talking once more,
~ “Hasy as falling off a formm,” he said,
“"0f course, you wouldn't think of 1,
Peter. It takes a chap with brains.”

“Of what?" shrieked Peter Tedd.

“Oh, nothing!"™

Another interval of silence, Peler
Todd and Tom Datton worked at their
prap,

Bunler sat at ease while hig  study-
mates worked, Evidently he intended
fo “cut ™ prep again, in spite of the
serions resulls of hia last transgression
Bunter waa rather given to " chancing
it with Quelehy,” in the matler of
prap; and ho seemed 1o have decided
to chance it again. Peler Todd finished
his work, and rose, and yawned,

“That's done,” ha remarked.
“You're a silly ase to cut prep, Bunter,
You'll get a frightful rapging in the
morning from Quelchy.”

I don't think z0,"” said Bunter.
“Quelechy's rather a  bheast, bul he's
bound to be a bit symopathetie”

“.ﬁympnthﬂti-: because  you've
prep !’ asked Peter, mystified.

“Nunno; I mean on account of my
foarful affliction.’

“What affiiction?"” roared DPeter.

“Oh, nul,hinﬁ-_l!” .
“Mad as o hatler!”™ said Toddy, in
amazemeant. “Really, Bunter, you

T

for a time.
and soon

cul

Eilly Bunter rose from his chalr and walked over {o the doctor.
into a small table before the window and swept the Jar of flowers off on o the

He bumped

floor. Crash ! * Oh dear! Have I knocked anything over ¥ ™ he elaculated.
{EE’E ﬂﬁfﬂ-j]iﬂ]" Ba}
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onght to sce a doctor if this goes on]
Have you felt it coming on long§"
“Hata ! answered DBunter,
Peter gave a shrug of the shoulders

and left  the study. Dilly Buoter
strotehed himself luxuricouzly in  the
avmchair, and ageiss he grinned,

Apparently he felt gquite safe in cutting
prep thet evening, A little later he
rolled out of Study No. 7, and made his
'ﬁuy fll'ﬂng the Hemove passage to Study

o 1.

Prep was over there, and the Famous
Five had gathered in that celebrated
study for g chat on ¢ interasting
topie of foothall, Billy Bunter blinked
IIr],. and DBob Cherry waved a hand af
.

“Pazs on!” he seid, *"No free sup-
pers here 1™

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

Bunter m!f-zlr] in.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Horace Coker Obliges !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. con-
tinued to talk football. There
wes no supper “going 7" in the
study; so it waes not clear what

Bunter wanted. But the Owl of the
Remove evidently wanted something,

“I say, you fellows—"'

““ Hailo, hallo, halle! Haven't I told
wou there's no supper?” exclaimed Bob

‘herry.  *“Go and eall on Emithy.
Ha's erally got a bone over for a
stroy dog !

"‘g!a., a, ka!*

“fhe fact i3, 1 want you to do some-
thing for me, Cherry.”

“My dear Owl, I know you'roe expect-
ing a postal-order by the very next post,
and I know I'm net going to lend you
anything on it,” gaid b, “Rell
wwoy [

“ it izn't that! T want you to punch
mea !’

“ Wha-n-at "

Bob Cherry blinked at the Owl of tha
Removo. ‘he Co. reparded him wilh
astonishment.  Billy Bunter had  soe
ceeded in surprising Study Neo. 1!

“Punch you!” howled Bob..

“¥ex that's it.”

Bob doubled a large fist. .

“Anything to oblige,” he said
“Where will you have it? I don’t ofton
find plessure m obliging you, Bunler;
but this time it will be a real treat!”

Runter jumped back.

“Hold on—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Changed your
mind already?"

“ Nunno, I—I want you to punch
my head—not hard. Nob hanl enough
to  hurt me  explained Bunler
anxiously, *Only hard enongh 1o give
me & fearful shock.” :

@'y blessed if 1 underatand,” =aid
Bob Cherry, staring at the Owl of the
Reiove bBlankly, “If you're not poily,
Bunter, what are you pretending o bo
potty for?” . P

#Phe pretendfulness is not terrific,
<aid Hurree Singh. “The esteemed
Bunter is realfully potty.”

“ Blessed if it doesn't look
said Trank Mugent, m wonder. ; )

“ You fellows are awfolly dense, said
Bunter impatiently. “Gilbert had a
shock caused by a punch, and that caused
—ahem —" o .

“Whe on earth’s Gilbert 77

“ O, nobody yon Enow [Y said Dunter
hastily.

“Great Seott 1 ‘

“What I really want is a pretended
OF GREYFRIARS. i1
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punich,” said Bunter thoughtfully. *Of
course, | dou't wani any real damage
done. Then, when [ tell the Head—"

“Toll the Head?” said Bob dazedly.

“Yes: when 1 tell the Head, I can
say the calamity was caused by a brutal
blow from you, Bob Chervy——"

L] M h'ﬂ.t !H'

“What calamity " wellegd Wharton,

“Oh, nothing !"

Bob Cherry rose Lo hig feet, a rather
grim look on his face.

YT don't know what you're driving at,
Bunter,” he anid, "1 suppose vou're
trving lo pull onr leg, somehow, Duot
you've asked me to punch you, and 1'll
do it—"

“Boft, you know,” gasped Bunfer.

“Hard as I can do it " answered Bob,
“Bland steady.”

Bob Cherry drew back his powerful
rvight arm. Before he had time to do
more William George Bunter had hopped
actively into the passnge.

“Come back and be punched, you fat
goat!” roared Bob.

X ah !
Evidently Bunter had decided not to
risk it, g rolled on down the Bemove

passage, with o frown of deep thought
in his fat brow. He left the chums of
the Remove deeply puzzled. Bunter's
myaterious words really seemed to hint
that he was not guite right in his head.

“8illy ass!"™ mubiered Bunter discon-
tontedly., *1've got to work it somehow,
though, No pood asking Toddy; he
would punch me hard. o would any
other beast in the Remove, I suppose.
But it's got to be worked somehow."

Bunter wont down the Remove stair-
case, still deep in thought on the subjoct
of the strange and mysterious stunt that
was working in his fat brain.

On the lower landing he found Potter
and Greens of the Fifth leaning on
the windew, and chatting. Potter and
Greene were Coker's study-mates in the
Fifth, but they were far from their study
now, possibly not yearning for the great
Harace's company that evening. It was
Bunter's usual inguisitiveness that caused
him to slacken pace as ho passed and hear
what the two Fifth-Formers were say-
ing. They paid no heed to DBunter.

“Keap out of the study, for goodness’
saka " paid Potter., “That bhowling ass
will be giving wus jin-jitsu 1f we go in.
The silly owl don't know anything about
it, and never will; but he'll take up the
raat of the evening in showing us what
ba can do.”

“What he can't do,
chuckled Greene

Potter chuckled, too.

“Ha jabbhed his silly elbow intoe my
eye showing me what he calls jiu-jitsu
mTEwr ago,” said Potter., “I'm fed
up !

“SBamo here," sald Greene. *The
eilly owl banged my napper against the
mantelpicce. We'll give Coker a miss
this evening.”

“%Yes, rather!"

Billy Bunter rolled on his way, and
went down the lower stair. His round
ayes were pglimmering behind his big
speclacles.

That little talk heiweon Potler and
Greene, which he had overheard, seemed
to have put & new idea into Bunter's
head. Hiz steps took him in the diree-
tion of the Fifth-Form passage.

He lapped alb the door of the study
that was honoured and distinguished by
sheltering the great Coker.

“Come in!"

Bunter wenbt in. Coker
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sald Billy Bunter peevishly.

Wingate came In to see the juniors off to bed. ** Wait a mioute, Wingate [ ™

*I want to finish the last tart [ ™

you know there is only one tart lefi, Bunter ?** asked Wingate curlously.
(See Chapter 9.)

** How do

table, studying a voelume in which were
depirted athletic figures in all the stages
of wrestling. Hi glanced up, and
frowned at the sight of Bunter.

“You ass, I thought it was Iitz-
gorald!” he grunted. * Here, Bunter,
cnt along to Fitzgerald's study, and tell
him to come here! I want to show him
a pu-jitsu trick.”

Bunter blinked at him.

“That's  what I've come about,
Cloker "' he said meekly., Colker of the
Fifth never had much politencs: to waste
on anybody, and least of all wpon a fag
of the Lower Fourth.

But Coker's leg was easy to pull, even
by a fag—in fact, it was the casiest leg
ta pull in all Greyfriara! And William
[Ge?rgﬁ Bunler was well aware of that
nﬂ'!

“T'm awfully interested in jiu-jitsu,
Cloker,” went onmn Bunter, with some
meekness,

Coker laughed. ,

“Lot of d you'd be at wrestling,
Japanese atg?: or any other style!"” he
said. “¥You'd buret!”

“Well, I thought you might he will-
g to show me a trick or two, as you
know the whole thing from start fo
finizch,” said BPunter. “Temple of the
Fourth thinks he knows something about
jiu-jitsu; so does Hurree Singh. But I
told them T wasn’t going to waste time
with them if Coker would give me a
show. Always best to ceme to the foun-
tain-head, don’t you think so, Coker *"'

Coker regarded Bunter more amicahbiy.

“Of course, it's wasting your time,"
said Bunter. *PBut you counld show me
in & few minutes what would take any
other fellow hours.”

“That's so;" said Coler, “There's
precious few things T couldn't show you
in jiu-jitsu, Bunter, if it was worth my
while. Dash it all, I dor't mind showing

A SPLENDID TALE
l.l W

vou a frick or two! Come into the
siudy "

Horace Coker rose to his feet, looking
guite ‘amiable. Coker could alwayes be
softened by fAattery, end he liked his
flattery in chunks. Bunter had adminis-
tered it in chunks, and so eversthing in
the garden, so to aspesk, was lovely.

“T'll show you the arm-ock that T was
showing that duffer Potler in your Form-
room this afternoon,” said Coker, with a
smile. “Just stand there, Bunter.”

Bunter stood there,

M MNow 1 hold you like this~-sea?"

“1 mee,” said Bunter.

“Then 1 pel a grip like that," said

-fi-'%!‘és?ﬂi

“Now you're absolutely helpless,”
smilled Coker. "I'm not exerling my
strength—not in the least! Dut I've got
you guita helpless,”

“Have yout" g d Bunter.

He did not feel helpless, but ho wos
willing to-take Coker's word for ik

“Quite ! said Coker. “Now, with
the slightest turn of my right arm I
could lay you on the floor on your head.”

“I~1 say, do it!" gasped Bunter.
“Tt will be all right on the hearth-rug,
and—and T don't mind pgetting a—a
slight shock——"

“Sore you don't mind 7" asked Coker.

“N-n-not at alll”

“Then T'll show vou.”

Bump !

Billy Bunter wont down on the heazth-
rug, and hiz head banged on the rug
with a loud knock.

The rug saftened the blow, howewver,
and (oker looked down on him with a
smile, expecling to zee Bunter scramble
up.

But Bunter didn't seramble up.

He lay with hiz eyes closed bohind his
big spectacles, and Coker of the Filth
stared at him.
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“Tumble up!" he rapped out. * You
can’t po to sleep on my study carpet,
Bunter ¥

Bunter sat up. i

He put his hand te hiz eyes and blinked
ﬂmdﬁu

“"I--I've had a shock !" he gasped.

“Not much of a =zhock!” grinned
Coker, “Tumble up, and I'll show you
again, if you like”

“ Where are yoii"

" E]..I 'El“

* Where are you?” repeated Dunter.
“I can't see you.”

“Can't see me? repeated Coker
blankly. * What do yon medn? You're
blinking straight at me with your blink-
mg goggles, you owl!™®

“Have you turned the light eout?”
ssked Bunter,

“The light? No! You kuow 1
haven't ! sand Coker, puzeled, and be-
gioning to be angry. * What the thump
are you «driving at, Bunfer? (Gel up
before I kick yon, vou silly owl 1™

“I—1 can’t see the light!”

i Eh !!J

“I—1'm blind!”

“Blind " stuttered Coker,

“Yes. Oh dear!”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Awlul !

] LiND
B Horace Coker repeated the

fearful word, blinking at the
Owl of the Remove in blank
astonishiment,

Bunter rose slowly to his feet,

His eyes were blinking behind his big
spectacles, and thoy certainly locked the
mme as usual. ut, according to his
own siatement, Billy Bunter was blind—
like Gilbert in the volume presented fo
Skinner of the Remove by Bkinner's
Aunt Selina.

“Are you frying te pull my leg,
Bunter?"” asked Uoker angrily.

“Munna! Where are yvou *"

Here T w,” snapped  the ijvvitated
Coker. " Blanding just in front of you.”

“1 can't zee you,"”

" Gammon I

YWall you lead me back to the Remove
passge " demanded Bunter hotly. ™1
ehould think you might have o Little
symipalhy, Coker, when you've made me
blind.”

“*I haven't, you silly owl!" heoled
Coker. “I'll kick you back to the
Remove passage, 1f you like.”

“Oh, really, you know—"

“1 give you ona iminite to get out of
my stuedy,” said Horvace Ccker, m great
exasperation. “I'll teach you to spin
me yarns sbout being blind, you silly
young nssl Get put!”

Bunter groped his way o the doar,

IF he was not blind, he certainly played
his paut very sreditably,  He bumped
mto a cliegr, and then into the tahble.
He groped over the talde, and sent an
mkpot spinming,

There wes o 3.'(‘!] from (oker,

* Look owut, you iliot ''?

“Ihd-—dud I touch gomething 7" gasped
Bunter,

* ¥You—you---you-—" panted Coker.

He rushed io rescue the inkpot, which
was slreanung over a pile of papers.
Then he turned on Bunter, who was
groping blindly to the door.

“Let out!™

Coker's bogt swung up, and was
planted fairly behind Bunter, The fat
punior did oot need to prope his way to
the doorway thenr. He flew through it,
beadlong,
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Bump! DBunter landed in the passage,
and roared,

" Mow, clear off 1" shouted Coker. I
I have to come out to you, Ul kick you
all the way to the Remove staircase.”

“Heip!"” shouted Bunter,

“Bhut up!” hissed Coker, “I'll help
your, you fat fraud! Will you hop along,
or shall I kick you along the passagei™

“* Help 1t

“That does it!" growled Coker.

And he rushed out of the study, te

kick Bunter along the passape, as he had
proanimed,

But Bunier’s yells had brought several
fellows out of the Fifth Form studies, as
the Owl of the Remove had sagely caleu-
lated. Blundell and Bland and Fitz.
gerald ¢ame on the scene.

“What on earth’s the matter?”? de-
danded Blundell, the captain of the Fifth.

“Help!” yelled Bunter. “ I'm blind !

“ What "

“Blind 1™

“Only some of his rotten spoofing !
snorted Coker, " He makes out he's
been knocked blind by bumping his silly
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head on my study carpet, T'Il blind
him! A few kicks will set him right.”

“Yargoh! Help!”

" Here, hold on!” exclaimed Blundell,
pulling Coker back. “If there's any-
thing wrong with the kid——"

“Theve o't P snapped Coker,

Y Well, let's pea.”

lﬁi:l‘:“' ]:‘I
, “Iﬂeep back I"" gaid Blundell authorita-
Lively.

And Hovace Coker fumed and kept
hack.

Blundell
raised hin o hig feet,
Remove blinked at him.

“MNow, what does this mean?’ de-
manded the captain of the Filth. *"Do

«ou mean (o say that you can’t see me,
i:!unf,er?”

“Ne. Are you Bland?"

“T'n Blundell.”

“Yes. I know your veice now," said
Bunter. “ Would you mind leading me
back to the Remove passape, Blundell?
I can’t see, and I might fall over the
stairs. I den't blame Coker. He was
showing me a jiu-jilsu irick when he
hanged my head and blinded me. It
wasn't his fault, I think he ought to
buy me a dog to lead me about.”

“My hat ! gasped Uoker.

stooped over PBunter and
The Owl of the

k]

Dlundell of the Fifth regarded Bunter
very doubtfully.

*“ Do you really mean to say that you
can’t see your way, Bunter?” he. ex-
clanmed.

““All iz dark " said Bunter.

“There’s a light on in the paszage, as
usunl.”™’

“I-—-I ean’t see it

Blundell whistled.

“My hat! That’s jolly serious, if it's
irve,” he said. "I don't see why he
should say so if it wasn't. I'd better
take wou te your Iorm-master,
Bunter.”

“"Yes, do,” said Bunter fecnly, “I'd
b ever so rauch obliged to you, Blundell.
Don't think I blame Coker. He couldn't
help it.”

*1 belbeve he's spsofing!™ growled
Coker. **He'll bunk before you get him
to his Form-master,”

“T'H take ij.ﬁlly good care he doesn’t”
aaid Blundell grimly. " Come with me,
Bunter.™

He took & firm grip on Bunter’s arm
and led bim away. The Owl of ths
Remove walked by his side without hesi-
tation, If he was 'spoofing,” it was
clear that the fat junior was prepared to
carry out the spoof even in the ternfic
presenca of the Remove master,

“Hallo, ballo, hallo "' Harry Wharton
& Co. were coming down to the Common-
room, and they met Blundell and hLis
charge on their way fo the Remove
master's study, - What's the maiter
with Bunter? demanded Bob Cherry.
“What's he buzzing along here with his
eyes shut fori" :

“He says he's blind,"” said Blundell
shortly,

“Hlind 1 yelled Bob.

“ Bunter—hlind """ exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

“I1 say, you fellows, don't worry about
me," said Bunter faintly. “*Coker did
it, He gave me a terrible shock bump-
ing my head on the floor, showing me &
jua-jitsu trick. He didn't mean i, 1
don’t blames Coker. But U'm bhnd. It's
awful! My pgreatest grief 15 that I
sha'n't be able to do my lessons.’

“Come on ' satd Blundell,

He marched Billy Bunter on, leaving
the Famous Five standing rooted to the
passage floor, staring.

“"Bunter—blind ! repeated
Wharton, * M—if it's true—"

“It's some now spool,” said Johnny
Bull suspiciously. * You remember the
timme once when he made out he was
deaf—"

“The blindiulness is not terrific,” szad
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a shake
of the head, i

Bob Cherry locked very sericua.

“IHe always was a Eimﬂ-slf;hted owl,"
said Bob, in 2 low voice, Y 1=I suppose
he might go blind, If it's true—poor old
Bunter!”

“I think we'd better find out whether
it's true before we waoste a lot of syme
pathy on him,” eaid Harry Wharton,
rather drily. “He says Coker gave him
a shock, and that caused it. He was
asking you to give him a shock half an
hour ago, Bob. ™

Bob Cherry started.

“My hat! Waos that—="

Wharton shrugpeed his shoulders,

“Jf Bunter’s blind, we'll stand by
him, and do evervthing we can to help,”
he zaid. “But I want a little proof
first ; and I rather think I sha'n't believe
in it till a doctor’s geen b, at least.”

Ancd the Famous Five wailed in the
passsge, watching the closed door of

{Continued on page 13.)
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FOOTER FACTS!
AND FANCIES!
By H. Vernon-Smith. !

S e 4 Tt T e e Tt

The lollowing is the programme of matehes
for next Saturday. ‘The probable winpers
afe indicated in capital letters. Where a
drawn game is anticipated, both teams are
phinted in ordinary type. (Muatches ure being
ﬂuyed on the ground of the lirst-named

ubj:

Courtfield Tnited v GREYVRIARS FIRST.
UEREEYIRIARYS REMOYE v Higheliffe.
BEookwood v 8t Jim'a.
Horace Coker's XI. v FRIARDALE ATH,
Srconid IE"-:hrm Y 'l‘hia;d Farm.

Cireyfriars First bave o sl task at Court-
field, but under the good generalship of
{lecrge Wingate they should get through.
We understand that the First Eleven will be
aszisted by Mr, Larry Lascelles, n goslkeeper
who is not li]iﬁiif to Bive un:ﬂbhmg AWHY.

Grevioiury Remove=our noble selves—are
at home to Highelife. I have marked the
Remove to win, but it will be no wulk-over.
Higheliffe are bringing <ver & more than
useful side, and that hrilliant wing pair,
Frank Courtenay and the Caterpillar, will
want watching., DBarring accidents, however,
the HKemove ahould fAnd themselves on the
right side at t-hf: :ﬁma‘rl. :

The mateh between Hookwood and 5t Jim's
will Turnish a atirring tussle. I have a
aneuking regard for the chances of the
Haints, but we must oot forget that Rook-
wood possess proumd advantage, and they
will be & dillicult side to overcome on their
pative heakh. A

draw iz the most likely
rosull.

L] L *

Coker of the Fifth has gobt up an cleven Lo
entertain Frowrdale Athletic. The villagers
are no greak guns at feoter, but as Coker i
bound fo put the leather through his own
goal—a litkle habit of his—the Athletic will
Lo dtoubt win, . .

The bahes of the Second are indulging in
A :Inu:[I:.rlr.ing mateh with their rivals of the
Third. The latter are the heftfer aide, but
the Second-Formers, fearlessly led by Dicky
Nugent, are hound to show wp well, and I
ghould not be surprised to sep them make a
draw ol it.

-Fupplement i)
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EDITORIAL!

S By HARRY WHARTON.
PEDRDOVLLPEOILHDD

October is a great mouth for sport.

There i= a keennpess and o crispness in the
air Fhat make owoe loog for the loober Held
and the yunning track.

This is in mawy ways one of the fnest
rmonthis of the year, As the po¢t smge:

“Oetoher ! October!
March for the grave apd pober,
The suns of May for the schoolgirls” play,
But give to the boys October!™

It is rather ecarly to wrike of smoekfights
and tobogguning and skating. The autumu
leaves bave scarcely Auwished falling, We
still see & Iresh crop of them oo Gosling'a
doorstep in the mornin

We must walt until November—or, mayhap,
December—hefore we can prodoce a number
deallog with snow aod frost auwd ice, Hut
there 8 football, ood alze cross-country
tupeing and hockey:. aod I bave asked my
contributors to eend in the stories Gnd
articles dealivg with these populiar sports.
They have responded In mo  half-earted
manner, with the result that I am able to
mace Dbefore my readera & prond Winter
Sporks Numbee of the “Greylriars Herald™

Dick Penfold costributes aspother of Lis
popular parodies, and Towm Brown is alzo to
the fore with a humorouws article.

Our corpulent rival, Billy Bunter, Tias been
allowed—at the express wish of my readors
L0 contribute to this ssue. o

You will notice that Billy's spelling i oot
neprly go shocking as of yoere. He bas been
made to take himscli s bood, aod Cvery
cvening, aflter prep, you may sec dDim
swobtting oi o divtionary, It will be a ooz,
loug time before he can apell with perfect
accuTacy ;. Dbat he has receatly ahown 2
marked improvemeot, and owe bheartily  cou-
pratulate Lim.

I have recontly reccived many letters from
my chums in connection with the “Holiday
Anmual,” now on sale. The genersd verdich
15 that this particulacr * Awnmesl ™ is the lwsd
whichh has yet appearsd; amd prajse could
net go bighdér than that.

Porbiaps Che most inbeeestiog feature in bl
“anuual U ois that which gives comprehensive
details concerning Greyfriars School and it
prugris, . The wiew of Che achoal from an aGero-
plane i3 mot the least of the *Holiday
Anpnal'a ™ many attroctions.

HARRY WIHHARTON.

THE &4TRanc F.
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| ODE TO A PUNCTURED
t FOOTBALL!
| By Dick Penfold.

;.rm“'hnﬁnmmmp

Take it up tenderly,
Lift it with care,
Fashionwod so slenderly,
thissing forth air!

Take il up skilfully,
Pauting for breath;
lolsover wilfully

Kivked it lo death!

Ilad it a father?
Had it 2 mother?
Would it have rathoer
Been kickad by another?
See, 1t lies clammily,
Oozing wilh mud!
Had # a family?
Had it blue blood?

The bleak winds of March
Muke it iremnble and shiver;
And Dolsover's hoot
Made 1t wobble and quiver.
Llow stark and still 1t is,
Btrelched on the grass!
All ils ababities
Tuded, alas!

“Take it up carefully,™
Tnky would say,
“ Lol us despairfully
Bear il awar."
Boe ! In submission
It gives up tho ghost,
Tell the musician
To zound the *Last Post "}

Tug Macngr Lisnany. —No. T15.



A GREAT RAG IN

WING Lo the unpropitions state of tive
wedllier—I'm pob quite sure what un-
propitious menns, but it sounds good
—4g are unable to adjourn to the

Tootball ficld on Wednesday afternoon,

Huarcy Wharton feld a peeling
Removites to discuess what should be done.

"I proposefully suggeat,” said  Hurree
Jamset Ham Singh, “that we play the
esteemed and Lirdicrous game of chessfulness.™

Heots of derision arose.

" Ralh !t

“ Atake it loda!”

“0r anakes and ladders®™

"Why not o nice, exciting game of noughts
and crossea’” augmested Dob Cherry.

Then np spake Diek Russell,

Rusaetl is rather w quict fellow, whe dogsn’t
gay much; but what he does s5ay is worth
listening to.

“Why pot imloor foothall?” he said,

du E‘I_Fl:;ll-l

*We can shift the furniture in the Bag, and
hive a muteh between Wharton's eleven and
dmithy's. It'll be great sport!™

" But—but things will get broken!™ pro.
tested Peter “Todd.

“EZ0 long as the *things " don’t happen to
be gur necks, it doesn't matter,” said Kuossell
cheerfully, * Come along, you fellows! Will
yYou have me on your side, Smithy "

“Yes, rather!™ said Vernot-Smith, with a

rif.,
iwu all moved off in the direction of the

AT

Iarry Wharton and Vernon-Bmith selected
their teams, and the desks and tables were
ranpged round the reom, affonding a clear
WPHICE.

Vernon-Smith spon s ecoln,

“"Meada!™ sald Wharton.

“Heads it ksl

“We'll kick towards the fireplace!™ said the
captain of the Remove.

“ha, bka, ha't™

The playcrs removed thelr coats, and lincd
up with the same enthusiasm g2 §if they were
oir the football held.

Vernon-Smillh Ricked oif, touching the ball
te Dick Russell,

Russell sped away towards the goal, which
happened to he the door. He sent in r
terrifle ahof, but speed wos sacriticed fo
nocuracy, with the result that the ball zhot
off at & tangent, and went clean throngh one
of the windowa,

Crash!

There waz a shaitering of pglass, and a
huge, jagged hole appeared in one of the
panes.

“Oh, my hat!™ gasped Russcll, *That's
done it!”

“Nover mind!™ safd Verson-Smith checr.
fully. = Losing side pays for all damages, aiwd
the loging side won't be us!™

Micky Desmond clambcred through  the
windew, and rgéovered the ball, Then he
chimbed back agsin, alfter the manner of
Tarzan of the Apes, and the game was
resumed,

You never saw sueh an exhibition?

Dust rose in ¢lowds from the Aoorboards.
Playera rollid over atd aver oo the foor, and
ever and anon eame the sonnd of a hefty
hivk, follgwed by the more ominous sound of
A pane of  plass  being shivered fo
smithercens, or an ornament being dashed to
tire growmd.

It had heen areanged {o play a quarter of
an howr cach way.,

Veornon-8mith's  side  prossed
srored o couple of brillingt poals.
time they led by two to nothing.

This ronsed Harry Wharten & Co., who
fairly ran riot B the sccond half.

‘{'l}e players grew so excited, and eo fueshed

LYuE Macxer Lisgany.—No. 715
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Bard, and
At half.

THE RAG!
By Monty Newland,

with the joy of battle, that they did pot
realise the terrific huvor they werc causing.

Every window in the Eag was by this time
punctured. Every ornament had been swept
off the mantelpicre, and many had been
broken.

There would be a coloszal bill for damages,
and Harry Wharlon & Co. were determined to
win, and thus avoid paying the piper.

Wharton himeelf pnt in a brilliant ran,
and sent the ball erashing past Bulstrode—
who kKept poal for Yernon-Smith's side--into
the fAreplace.

" Faatl”

After this play became fast and furious.

The din could be beard all over Greyiriara.

Apain Wharton & Co. attacked, and they
were &80 keenr on sCoring an equalising goal

that they falled to see the door open, and

the lanky figure of Loder of the Sixth come
striding on the ecene.

The players became mixed up in a sort of
Rupghy scrum, ecach fellow making frantic
efforts to gain possession of the ball

The serum moved like a powerful wave to-
wards Loder, and sweplt the prefect clean
off fiis feet.

Loder went down like a ningepin, hitting the
Aoorboards with a terrific impact.

-il,1|115"||':1|a 'ﬂ!!”["fmu

3]

Wharion put in a brilliant run, and sent
ihe ball crashing pasi Bulstrede. whe was
in goal.

"W arcoool ! You—you cheeky
hooligana! You shell pay Ior this!
Stop it, I say!”

But the merry game went on, and in the
closing stages Harry Wharton's side scored
bwiee, thus gaining a narrow vietory.

The amount of the damage was alterwards
assessed gt four pounds, and it was jolly
lucky that Vernon-3mith happened to be the
gott of a millionaire!

In addition to having fo pay for domages,
the members of the losing side received five
hundred lites apiece from BMr. Quelch, to
witom Loder reported the wlair.

Az the winnera received an equal dose of
lines, all the triumph was knocked cut of
them like stufiing.

“Where's the hare-brained luinatic who
aipgested  indoor footer?” demanded Bob
Cherry.

“Here he is!™ aaid Peter Todd, his hand
descending wpon Dick Russell's cellar.

“Bump him!"

*I say, hold on! I mean, leggo!” panted
Eussell. .

But hiz protcstations went unheeded. Ie
wis burnped severely and roundly on the floor
of Lthe Rnf; And many moons will rige and
wang ere Dick Hussell again sugpests indoor
foothalll

young
Stop it

[
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SUGGESTIONS FOR
WINTER SPORTS]

By Tom Brown,
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It has been said that we take onr
pleasures sadly,

We do—and no wonder!

There id nothing so wretched, fo iny
mind, a3 to play a strenuous game of
footer on an October afterncon, with the
sun flaring down from the heavens as it
should have done in mid-July,

By the time the Eame 15 hali-way
through, you feel like a grease-spot.
By the time 1t ig over you actually are a
grease-spot !

Footer, under such conditions, i not 4
pleasure, It's an ordeal—a torture more
eruel than any that was ever devised by
the Spanish Induisition.

Chur zcenp changes, 2s 2 novelist would
S8,

Accompany me, plense—in vour mind,
of course—to the Greyfriars cricket-
gronnd,

_The month is July. The conditions are
like those of January. A cutting wind
bites across the ground—or a biting wind
cuta across the ground, if you prefer it
that way, The blue-ncsed spectators are
shivering as with ague.

It's the English chmate that’s to blame,
of course. We now get sweliering
winters and freezing summers.

It is up to ue to adapt ourselves to the

new conditions. We must take things
casy in the winter, and exert curselves
it the summer. (therwise, we shall scon
undermine our constitutions,
_ The football zcason should commencd
it May and finish in September. Hockey
should be played in June, and snow-
fights should take place in July and
August. Skating and tobogganing rhould
also be snmmer pastimes,

And the winter?

As I have already remarked, we must
take things easy at this season of the
vear,

The day should begin with a refreshing
dip in the sea or the River Sark., After
thie, cne should lounge abeout on the
bank, attired in light flannels.

Games that do not require much
exertion—such as lude, dominoes, snakes-
and-ladders, and dravghts—may be
EI&}'EA’I m winter. But they should always

¢ played indoors, the risk of sunstroke
being too great out in the open.

Games of a more violent character
such as leap-frog, * Chase-me-Charlie,”
and kies-in-the-ring, should only be
playved in summer.

y the way, summer attire should be
warm and thick, Woollen mufera sheuld
be worn, also heavy overcoatls. Disregard
of thiz rule may lead to a serions chill.

I have just seen my name on the notice-
board to E’Iu? footer for the Removo
versus Higholiffe, 1 sha'n't turn outs I
shall go on strike. The October sunshine
waould shrivel me up.

Instead of playing footer, T shall rako
out my yellow-and-green  bathing-
costume, and sample the cooling waters
of the Sarle,

If Harry Wharton really wants me fo
play footer {or the Remove, he should
ask me next July, when the air 13 keen
?}&t} frosty, and everything favours foots
But during the winler T shall taka
tnings very quietly, and all sensibla
readers of the * Grevfriara Herald " will
do likewise,

2

n
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THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

Q, thia ia not a story of the Civil War,
and of that fierce encounter on
Marston Ieath between Woyalists
and Roundheads.

There happens to be another Marston Moor
only a few miles from Greyfriars, and I'm
going to tell you of a pitched battle which
took place thera.

slarston is a small village on the far side
of Courtfield, It is a place of no importance,
and it rarely appears on auy map of Eent.
[t has only eone shop, which combines the
functione of a post-ofice, o hair-dresser’s, o
tobacconiet's, & Horist'a, and an unuier-
faker's,

We have never played foolball or cricket
againet Morstom. True, the willage boasts a
splendid recreation ground, but the only
pecpla who patronise & are small infants
riding in state in their perambulutors.

The Greyfriars fellows had come to regard
Marston na a place of no consequence—a one-
eved, sleepy, old-faghioned village which had
:F“ taken the trouble to keep abreaat of the

Thea.

One day, howewver, we had a shock.

In the sports column of the * Coustfield,
Friardale, and Wapshot Gazette™ (with
which is incorporated the "FPegg Chronicle "
and the "Marston Mail ") appeared the fol-
lowing challenge;

“T0 THE REMOVE FORM, GREYFRIARS
SCHOOL,—The Marston Hockey Club (average
age 15) hereby challenge vou fa a hoekey
match, to take place on Wednesday next, on
Murston Moor, at 5 p.m. R.EV.E.Y

"My only aunt!" ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“These merchants are throwing down the
gauntlet with a vengeance! It's a direct
challenge, straight from the shoulder, and
wa can't get out of ft."

“I dor't think any of us wants to get cut
of it,"” said Harry Wharton.

“No jolly fear!” said Johnny Bull. “We
can play hockey almost as good as we can
play footer, and we shall be more than a
mateh for Marston, anyway!™

“What docg "H.AV.P' mean?" inguired
Hurree 3ingh, who was not yet familiar with
the abbreviation,

“Remove Shall Vietorious Prove!" said Bob
Cherry promptly.

*“Hn, ha, hat*

It was in the school gateway that this con-
veraation took place.

Bolsover major the
Famous Five,

*What's the excitement!” he asked.

"The Marston Hockey Club have challenged
o t0 B match on their ground,” explained
Wharton,

" And
challenge

“0f coutrse!™

“What sork of team will you gend over?”

“The same team that represents the
Remove at footer. Any objections?”
Er*i'Hquu whatever!” said Bolsover, with a

1§

And he was chucklipg to himself asg he
strofled away.

“Bolsover seems to be mighity pleazed
ahout something,” remarked Bob Cherry.

“Blow Bolsover!" growled Wharton. “ Let's
go and reply to this giddy challenge.”

It dide't take long to complete the ars
rapgements, And Wednesday  afternoon
came round very quickly.

A special charabanc was charfered to con-
vey the Remove players to Marston, They
looked very 8t and confident as they
cﬁﬁ'ﬂ#rtﬂ inte the vehicle with their hockey-
sticks.

“Hockey will make a pleapant chiange from
rooter,” sald Vernon-Sndith,

“¥es, rather!™

"We ought to wallop Marston easily
vnough,” said Peter Todd.

But when the charabane slowed up at
Marston Moor, and the Remove players came
in sight of the ground, they received a rude
AUFpriae.

Supplement iii.]

bore down upon

?Enu'm going to accept  the
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The Mar.atuln team were ready for the fray.
They were indulging in some preliminary

praciice.
"Oreat  jumping  erackers!"  exclalmed
Bulstrode. "Look at the aize of those

fellaows! They advertlsed their average age
ag [ifteen, but there’s not a chap there who'll
EYCD Ro¢ Tweni¥-one again!"

Bulstrode’s remark was perfect!y correct,

The membars of the Marston hackey teum
wera strapping fellows, burly of ligure. and
with heavy, scowling factes. It wasn't too
strong a4 term o slyle them hooligans.
Harry Whartpn & Co. were mere Lilliputinns
by comparison.

"This ia a bit too thick!" said Johnny Bull
wartnly. “These bounders hoave deliberately
deceived us. We thought they were about
our own gize and weight, amd we lind they're
giddy giants!"”

*Never mind,” said Wharton.
back ont now. Wa'll play them."

“And all the more honour to us if we lick
them,” enid Mark Linlew.

“There's a pretty big *if ' about that, I'm
thinking " growled Bulstrode.

The captain of the Marston team was a
burly lout named Barker. e made no
spology for pulting such a hefty team into
the feld. e merely exchanged curt
greetings with Harry Wharton., and ithen
tossed wi.a him for choice of emds.

1Wharton won the toss, and the Removitos
lined up with grim, set faces.

"We won't

One of the Marston defenders brought his

stick down with brutal force across the

Bounder's shin. ';;‘Gm }: ** pasped Vernon-
mitl,

They had a stiff task before them, but they
were not dismayed. Wheat they lacked in size
and weight they hoped to make up for in
agility and speed.

The ball was set in motion, and the hand-
ful of spectators sent up a cheer.

In the first minule Vernon-3mith raced
away. going through the opposition like
knife through butter, He was steadying
himself to shoot, when one of the Marston
defenders raised his hockey-stick abovt his
shoulders—a palpable foul—and brought it
I:I]D]'FI'I with brutal force acroes the Bounder's
ghin.

“"Qwl" gasped Vernon-Smith,

And he hopped about on one leg, clasping
hiz injured shin. :

" Foul, there!” roared Bob Cherry, io his
etentorian tobea,

“Play - on—play on!®
skipper impatiently.

Vernon-Smith's chance of opening the score
was lost. The ball was cleared, and play
proceeded at a terrific pace.

Tha home team played with ne regard
whatever for the rules. And as there was no
referes they Jid pretty much as they liked.
Their idea was not so much to score gogls as
to maim their opponents,

Harry Wharton & Co. were fairly in the
wald,-

gaid the Marston

a["fs} on '
oor e

P

RUSSELL.

Casualties were numerous. Wharton and
Nugent and Bob Cherry were limping, and
Yernon-Smith was a4 mere pascenger,

In wain the Removites appeusled to their
opponents to play the game.

The Marstonites seemed fto have not the
slightest conceplion of fair play. They wero
rough, bustling, and agpressive.

But the Greyfriars fellows never once lost
their hewds. Never once—tEhough they liad
sullicient provocation, goodbess knows!—did -
they attempt to retaliate, and to play thuir
opponents ut their own game. They carried
oft gamely and dopgedly, and were leading by
live gouls to three ot the interval

“We've dropped into & hornets' nest this
journey!” gaid Gob Cherry. " ‘I'hose bounders
stemn to think thizs iz a slaushter-house lo-
steid of a hockey ground. My shina are a
mass of bruises!™

nEame Herett

“We sl seem to be pretty well erocked,”
said Murry Wharton, " HBob we'll stick it
out. We'll win this mateh, it we have to
crawl buck to Grevfriars on crutchest”

It was in this spirit that the Removites
lingd up for the resumplion of the tussle,
They bad taken many 1hilrn;l knocks in the
lirst, hbalf. Bub Lhat was o picnic compared
to the second.

Barker and fis burly eompanions wiglded
their hovkey-sticks with great vigour.

It was more like a battte royal than a
hockey matel,

Bub liarry Wharton & Co. stuck ta their
guns.

BBarker, by sheer brute force, manuged to
score twice lor Marston, thus bringing the
srores level. DBut towards the close Frank
Nugent, though limping IF-ainrullf, sEnt in a
rlorious shot, and scored the winoing point
for the Remgve.

AB 5000 48 the pame was over, Harry
Wharton & Co. told the Marstonites, in
simple, honest language, exactly whut they
thought of them. Then they returned tc
Greyiriars,

They were all crocked—every man-juck of
them—and so hadly thut they would be un-
able to entertainy Highelife on the football
field on the following Baturday, It wonbi
take them ab least a week to recover from
their injuries.

All of which seemed o please Bolsover
major mightily,

It was Bolsover who had been responsgible
for the whole husiness, e had eycled over
to Marstan, and arranged everything with
Barker.

“Play a rough game,” he had said, *and
send Lthem back to Greyfriars looking as SOTTY
a set of crocks as you ever saw!™

Barker had ondertuken to do this, and 1
had kept his woard. ¥ B

What waa Bolsover major's motive in
adopting this caddish vourse?

Why, he knew that if the regnlar Remove
eleven became crocked, a fresh eleven would
De necessacy to meet Highelilfe an the Satur-
day. And Beolsever infended to captain that
ﬂle’lflemh Il [ the R
. Fhe bully of the Remove hoped, by defent-
ing l[rj.’,l'lf]E;TE. to win for I1imsf]f gru}'.;t power
in Lthe Form.

But the best-laid schemes of mice and men
—and bullies—gang aft a-giey, us the poet
A4¥E,

Ho far from defeating HigheliMe, Bolsover's
team was soumlly thrashed to the tune of
goven moals to mil Amd Balzover himsebf,
when his caddizh trick had been Lrought to
lipht, wias meule Lo ron the gauntlet in the
Hemove dormitory.

There are few things more paiuful, from
the victim™s point of view, than running th
pauntlet, and Dolsover major received snch
a gruelling that I fancy it will be a long time
belore he does any more plobling against the
Eemove elevon!

Tix Macxer Laenany.--Nao. 715
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EENON-SMITH'S the next fellow on
the lisk!" paid the editnr. “Buz?
alopg.and see him in his poletial

'V
mausion, #od have a hearb-to-

heart chat with bim about winter sporta.
He's the son of a giddy millionaire, so you
1];:]:_111 :&xpl:ct- a jolly good tea when you call on
im!™
Buf, nlas?

When I junsdinuated my somewhat scraggy
frame into the deorway of Vernop-Smith's
study, 1 found him in the act of clearing
the table. He had just fipished tea.

“Got a cup of tea to offer & parched nod
persplring joutnadist?™ [ asked,

“Borry, old top, but you're top late! Had
you dropped i kalf an hour ago, you could
have had hali a dogen cups of tea and as
maoy buttered scomes and pastries as you
could devour ab one sitting™

1 am always just too late,” I sald sadly.
“Every morping I turn up in the Form:
room nk two minutes past nine, instead of
aine o'clock. And @Quelehy's given me a
huudred lines for every minute I've been
late. I'm simply snowed onder with impots.
To-morrow  morging I shall be about an
hour late, and that'll mean a farther alx
thousand lines! 8Buch iz Lfe!™

“Hope youl haven't blown in simply to fell
me your trouldes,” zald Yernon-Smith.

“Wo, no! Tar from it, dear boy! [ come
fn the capacity of apecial represcotative of
the " Greyiriars Herald." "™

"I geem to have heard of that paper
before,” sald Vernon-Smith thoughtiully.

“Well, as you're the- sporting editor of it,
that’s hardly surprising!™ I said, with a
baugh, *“What arc your views ou winfer
sports

“I think they ought to be encouraged
mere,” eaid Verpon-Smith. "At present
foobter s wil the rope, aond other gports—
indoor pames, and all that sort of thing—
are being sadly uweglected.”

"Are you -any good st indoor pomies?t 1
maked.

“I'"l undertake to lick you at any game
you epre to mention ™

“Then let’s have a pame of chess!” I said
gagerly.

“All serene!™

We szat down at the fable, and ¥ernon-
Smith produced the chess-bosrd apd its
pecessories I[rom the drawer.

Now, I have always comsidered miyself a
past-maater at chéss. I have thought of
challenging <Capablanca, the world's chess
champion {og counection with the boy whe
etood on the burning deck. His name was
Capabianca, I believe).

Veroon-Smith, however, took command of
the game at the outset, and won easily.

e E£{ilarr.- o best, s0 far as chess is con-
ceroed,” sald. *But it it comes 10
draughts—-~"

L can lek wou just as easily,” eald my
companisn, with a grin.

And he did. I hardly had a look-fa.

“You're an absolute dud at indoor
games,” sald Vernon-Smith.

And bhe proved it by proceeding to heat
me, -ln_thrn, at dominges, eards, and blow-
Toatball.

I raze to my feet with a sigh.

“I cowfess I'm o bit of a duffer, so0 far
ai  indoor pumes pre concerned,” I gald.
“Leap-frog is more in my line™

“You claim to be a leap-frog expert

“Yes, rather!”

“I'll wager you a dish of doughnuts that
you wou't leap over the boacks of fifty fellows
without slopping,” zaid Verpou-Smith.

Jl.ﬂun’e :'||
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By our Special Representative.

Week: H. VERNON-SMITH.
Editor of the “ QGreyfriars Herald.")

Vernon-8mith  stepped  out  into  the

paszage, and raised a stentoriao shout.

gtudy doors opemed up and down the
padanpre, and fellows looked ouwt.

“What's the rumpus, Smithy?"
"I want flity fellows te form up in a row
in  the Close!" explained Vernon-Smith.
*This clever merchant says he can leap-frog
over the whole jolly lot of them!™

“He's welcome to try, then!” said Bob
Cherry. "“Come along, kidlets!”
A big crowd of Removites swarmed out
into> the Close, and a number of fags com-
pleted the fOfty. _

At Veroon-8mith's word of command, they
all touched their toes.

1 then started on my task

It waz not neacly &0 egsy as 1 had

Imagined.
I cleared the backs of the first dozen
Theo progress became

fellows with case.

painful and slow. T grew dizzy, and my
legs became heavy as lead.

I could hear Vernon-Smith's ironical
laugh, aad it causcd me to pull mysel!

together.

Bolsover major loomed Lefore me like a
hopge mountain, but I ¢leared his back with
o despernte spriog,

Then I went an atd on, wotil there were
only half a dozen crouching forma to clear.

Y- . oRaoex
I erashed inte Mr. Prowl, and bowled him
over like a skittle,

I was in such a state by this time that I
conld scarcely see where 1 was going.

When I came to the last man of all I
had no “spring ™ left. 1 erashed right into
him, and bowled him over like a skittle.

There was a wild yell of anguish, whick
sent icy sbhivers down my apine. For the
victim waz o9 other thag Mr. Prout, the
master of the Xifth!

Needless to state, Mr, Prout had not been
takiog part in the game. He -had merely
halted at the end of the row of fellows, in
order to tie his bootlace. And I had barged
P.t-rmrl;ht into him without knowing who he
was!

dlowly the master of the Fifth sorted him-
self=out, and tottered to his feet. His face
was purple with rapge.

“Boy! Depraved young hooligan!" he
spluttered. " How dare you collide with me
io such a mannéri"

"Jorry, sir! It was a pure accident—"
“You will necompany me at once to your
own Form-master, who will doubtless deal
with youl”
. Breathless and exhausted, 1 limped away
m Mr. Prout's wake, until we reacked Mr.
Qualch's study.
_ Quelchy didn't lick me. He saw that [ was
in po It condition to stand a licking just
then. He contented MWmsell by givivg me
another five hundrod lines, which gringa the
total, to date, up to sevenbeen thousaod
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= WILLIAM THE WRESTLER!

By Billy Bunter. =
STORUVEORUE R ERERY RN R O R TR

LR
HETHIEN

|

Winter is now with us, and I have
already taken up two winter purscols,
One 13 spelling—notiss how carefully
overy word iz spelt in this artikle!'—and
the other is wrestling.

It wae Treluce of the Remove who Ergg
drew my altention lo the manly sport
wrestling.

Treluee hails from Cornwell, whera
wrestling i3 vory popular. The whola
country is m the grip of the wrestling
craze. From Trure to Penzance, from
Mewqguay to Land's End, people are kan-
stantly chucking each olher about, gnd
putting what they call the 4-Nelson on
each other,

Treluce tapped me on the shalder tha
other day, when we came oub from after-
noon lassons.

“Carg to have & wrostling-muotch with
me in the gym, Billy ¥ he inkwired.

“I would, like a shot!" I replied,
& ﬂ'ﬂl} SRR

“Only what?"'

:: I'm ?jlmid I should hurt you."

" And I shouldn't like to see a hansom
fellow like you krawling about in splinls,
and bandiged from top to tow!"

“That'a all rot!"” eaid Treluce. * Yon
won't sland an earthly against me, n
-spita; T::rE your sighs. ow much do you
way

“1 turn the skalea at fourteen stoan,™
I replide, “If you try to throw me over
vour sholder, you'll crack all your
muazels "

Treluce laughed.

“Come along to the gym, and Ict's try
konkluaions 1" said he.

A big crowd followed us to the gym,
and they watched ua with baitad breath,
as & fisherman would say, while we took
off our fackitta,

“Time'!" said Bob Cherry.

“"Go il, ve kripplest™

Treluce immediately made a spring at
my lags, and tried Lo up-end me,

Jisut [ was as firm as a rock. e might
ns well have tried to uproot the stoan
pillers in Big Hall.
_Panting and gaapn;lg
tions, my copponent sl
the floor.

And then—then, dear readers—I sat
on him!

There was a noise like wind escaping
from a Lire—a loud, hissing noise, as 1f a
soda-water siphon had been brought into
ackion.

Fourteen sboan is no lighl weight; and

from his eggser-
pped down on lo

if Harry Wharton & Co. hadn't dragged
me off, Treluee would have beon flallened
out like a pancake.
“"Owoow-ow!  T've had enuf!™ he
roaned. I feal like a punctured
ellows "'

I stood over my fallen opponent, fold-
ng 'ﬂu{l arms like Nappoloon,

“Pah! I thowght vou Cornish peopls
could wrestle!" I sald skornfolly. * Yon
don't oven know the ruddymenis of the
art! Ia there anybody else hero who
would care Lo take me on? Don't all
apealk at once!™

Thoy didn't! They had seen ithe way
I dealt with Treluce, and they had no
desire £o share the same fale,

My fame a3 a wrestler has spread
abiroad.

I can't find anyhody fo wrestie with
—lhey all fizht shy of me—ao I suppose 1
must devola the winler fo wrestling with
myzelf !

[Supplement iy,



** The Boys of the Polar Star!’’ Grand Serial Just Starting in " Chuckles ']

‘“ BUKTER'S VERY LATEST!” |

{Continued from page 8.) |
Mr. Quelch’s study. And as  other
juniots came aleng, and inquired what
they were waiting for, the news soon
spread.. In tem munutes more than half
the Greyfriars Remove were wailing in

the passage in an excited crewd—wail-
g for nows of blind Bunterl

e amy

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Facing the Musie !

ILLY BUNTER felt an inward
B iremor s he was marched inta
Mr. Quelch’s study. The Remove
master was a very keen gentle-
man ; his pupils often compared e eyes
to & pair of gimlets cn account of their
penetrating qualities.  To keep up &
Y * in Me, Quelch’s presence re-
gquired nerve; and Bunter had more
“eheek * than nerve. But he comforted
himself with the refle-tion that Quelch
wasn't a doshed doctor or an oculist, an
couldn't know anyhow whether a r:!m[p
was blind or not. Besides, Bunter cal-
eulated a preat deal on touching Mr,
Quelch’s heart, Rusty and drusty as he
was econzidered, it stood to reason that
Henry Quelch had a heart somewhere—
it couldn’t possibly have been left out of
his anatomy. If ‘i’;-u had a heart, surely
it must be touched by sa terrible a rale
of woe. Bunter had observed, in glane
ing through Skinner’s birthday boolk,
that Gemd Gilbert's kind teachers had
been deeply touched by Gilhert's s
fortune. There wis no reason why Mr
Quelch shouldn't be equally touched.
Yet the Owl of the Remove felt o tremor
run through him as he feund hnnsclf
gtanding und.r the steady gaze pf Mr.
Guelch's grmlet-eyes.

“What is 1t?" asked Mr. Quelch.
“YWhy have you brourhi Bunter here,
Blundell "'

“Jle says—"" hagan Dlundell

“One moment ! %ﬂ'hy are vou staring
in that peculiar manner, Bunter?”

“Am I, sir? asked Bunter, in an ex.
piring voice.

"¥ou are!
it

#I—I'm blind, eire.”

Me, Quelch jumped. Whether his heart
was touched or not, undoubtedly hie was
startled and astonizhed.

“Elind " he repeated.

“Yes, sir?! It—it's awful, isn't it
gir 17

“Bless my soul!”

“He says it was c¢aused by a shock
he received in Coker's study, sir,” sand
Bundell, “Coker was showing him same
Hiu-jitsu tricks, and his head knocked on
the floor, I understand. Ile savs that
brought it on.'

“You speak as f you doubl his stute-
ment, Blunde]l.”

“Well, sir—-"

The Filth-Former hesitatad.

“Oaite so,” said Mr. Quelch, with a
noed. T also doubt Bunter's statement,
very much indeed. I am not a surgeon,
but I apprehend that it 13 very unlicely
that blindness should be caused by
knocking one's head on the floor, It
would certainly be very unusual ™’

“AN a5 dack, sir ! satd Bunter, with
dramatic effect. " 1—I shall never gize
upan the blessed sunshine, sir—"

“What "

What is the meaning of

“T1—1 shall never hear the little birds | Quelchy, then¥” exclaimed Skinner.
monoavt ~ THE PLOT AGAINST THE SCHOOL!" %

singing in tle woods, sir,” continued
Buenice pathetically.

“"Why not, Bunte-? T presume that
this conrurslon has not eaused you fo
become deal also?"

Bunter starled, He was over-doing it,
as usual.

“[--I mean I shall never sce the little
birds singing, sir,” he stammered.

" ¥ou would scarcel
i anvy ¢asae, I shoold immagme,” sard Me.
Gueleh drily.  ** Will 3ou be kind enough
not ta talk nonsense to me, Bunter 7

“Oh! Yes, sir!”

" When did you find that you could net
gee, Bunter "

“On Lhe spol, sir; as—as soon as my
head banged. Coker had to help me
out of his study, sir.”

* And you cannot see me at the present
moment "

“*No, zsir!” said Bunter, staring direct
at the Remove master, and summoning
up all his nerve. “I-—-I shouldn’t know
it wasz you, sir, excepting for your voice.
It—it might be the Hend, or—or Gosling,
sir, for all I can see, 1 know your voice,
giv, of courre jt=—it’s so musical, eir,
] ——"?

“That will do, Bunter !” snapped Mr,
Quclch.

[Ie revarded the fat junior in per-
plexity for some moments,

It was possible, of course, that Bunter's
statement was well-founded, and in that
case, such a t,ra.gedl_;:* as the loss of =ight
was desorving of the deepest sympathy.
Mr, Quelch was quite prepured to be
sympathelic and considerate—if there
wag need.  But he knew his Bunler,
He wans open to conviction; Lut he
wanted gonvineing.

Billy Bunter, \ﬁl:} never could leb well
alone, recommenced ;

“It's awiul for me, sir. T afrand ok
will interfere with my TFoarm work., 1
don’t see how 1 can do lessons without
sight, sir!”

“1 shall have to send for the doctor
at ooee, Bunter,” satd Mr. Quelch.

Oh, certainlv, sir. I—I want to see
him, of cmu‘m,'f faltered Bunter.

“It will be very inconvenicnt for Dir.
I'llbury to come up to the school at this
lato hour, Bunter.

“I1—I wouldn't mind leaving it till
to-morrow, sir.”

“ Mot a moment must be lost, if what
you stale 15 reglly the case, Bunter. For
the last time, I ask vou whether you are
telling me the truth, or whether you are
playing some unscrupulous trick with a
view to escaping lessons.™

Bunter shivered inwardly. What on
earth made Quelchy think of such a thing
as that, he wondered. ITe was sure that
Good Gilbert had never bean suspected
in this way hy his kind teachers.

“{th, sir,” he murnured, **I—=I never
L thought of sach & thing, sir. It's my
greatest prief that—"

“"Very well, Bunter, I will telephone
to Dr. illbury, and he will come te see
vou at once. You had betfer remain
here, You may go, Blundell, my boy."”

Blundell of the Fifth gquitted the study,
looking wvery grave. Outside, in the
passapge, a score of vowes addressed him
s he emerged, and closed the door
behind ko,

“HMow's Bunter, Blundel] 37

“Ts he really bLlind *¥

Biundell of the Fifth shrugged his
shoulders.

" Blessod M I Lnow,” he said. “ Mr
Quelch is keeping Bunler m s study,
and iz going to ring up Pillbury to come
and see him,™

“He's keepmg up the

see them singing

varn helore
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“Phew ! What & neck ™

Blundell went his way; buk the Re-
maove fellows remained erowded in the
corridor. HHarry Wharton & Co. were
very prave neoew-—it loocked more and
more as if there was truth i " Bunter's
latest.” They were not eonvineed, but
they were hepinning to feel that there
was probalily something in it. Surely
the fat Owl of the Remove would not
venture upon such a “‘spoof ¥ with so
oxceeding ({ dangerous a customer as Mr,
Quelch ! Certainly there was ne other
fvllow in the Hemove whe would hove
had the rar}uirmi nerve, They did not
remember, tor the moment, that accord-
ing to the proverb, * Fools rush in whero
angels foar to tread.”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Sticking To It !

“'j f?"'lf]"l.'} may st down, Dunter.”
Mr. Quelch epoke kindly
enough.

“Thank you,
Billy Bunier.

He looked round for a chair.

Fortunately—for DBunter—ha remems-
bercdd e time that, being blind, he
conldn't possibly see where there was a
chair. And it came into hiz mind at the
samne moment that pﬁﬁsihl:il_‘l “Quelchy "
was trving t¢ “catch ™ him out, 1f
Danter had walked to a chair.and sut
down, certninly the Form-master would
not have believed ithat he was blind.

So DBunier put out his fat hands and
began to grope. He groped over Mr.
Quelch’s writing-table, and knocked over
an inkpot. The Remove master uttered
a sharp exclamation as a stream of ink
shol across the tuble.

“Take care, Bunter!"

“ Dhad-did I fouch anything, sic®”

“You have knoelked over my inkpol 1
snapped Mr, Quelch.

YOh dear! Sorry,
help being blind, sir
patiotically.

Mr. Quelch suppressed his [eelings.
Ile rose to his feet, took Dunter by the
shoulder, and led him to o chair,

Bunter sut down,

Mr, Queleh was busy for Lhe nexi fow
minules, mopping up splt ink,. There
was n twinkle in Bunler's ayes as he
watched him, Considering that he was
blind, he derived a remarkable amount
of enteriainment from  watching My,
Quelch wmepping up ink.

The Hemove master wont to the fele-
phone, and rang up Dr. Pillbuwry
Friardule, and requested him to comee
up e the school as speedily a3 he could.
Then he returned to his teble, look up
his pen, and plunged into his wor
apain.

Thinler =at still, not in a very happy
mood now. I[L was likely to be ot least
half an  hour before Dr. Pillbury
arrived; oml =iting 1 the Form-
masier’s study for half an hour was not
an oxhilarating ocecupatiorn.  So fur o=
Bunder knew, this sort of thing had not
happened to Good  Gilhert., Good
Gilbert was loved by his kind teachers,
ardd his loving schoolfellows were always
bringing him Iile gifts,  That would
have swted Dunter; but silling in Mr.
Queleh’s study was nod pleasant at all,
Frunter  shifted  and  squirmed and
groaned inwardly., Mr. Quelch glaneed
acrass ab him,

“Kindly keep still, Dunier®

0, yes, sic !

DBunler resignm] himsell (0 his faloe

It was a weod hall-hour before there

sie ! said

I—1 can't
said  DBunter

sir!
|!l!

was  a soutdl of  wheols, and  Dr.
SPLENDID TALE OF GREYFRIARS. HH
By FRAHNHK RICHARDS.
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Dillbury's voive was heard in the corri-
dor, {r. Qualch rose end opened the
study door, The stout medical gentle.
man came busting in; and for a moment
Buntor had o view of a crowd of Remove
fellows in the passage. Then the door
closed apai

Mr. 5u h shook hands with tha
school doctor, and proceeded to explain
to him what had happened. Dr. Pill-
bury listened with evident surprise, his
eyes'fixed on Bunter.

“Extraordinary !” he commented,

“X cannot, of course, pass an opinion
on the matter mysell,” said Mr. Quelch ;
“1 have no scientific knowledge of ihe
subject. I think I should mention, how-
ever, that this boy Dunter is exceedingly
lazy, and has often been guilty of tricks
to escape his lessoms. On one occasion
at loast he affected illness.”

Quite s0," said De. Pillbury., I
will examine the boy. If the matfer is
seripus, of course, a spetialist must be
called in."

“Certainly.™

“Come here, Bunter,” said Dr. Pill-
bury.

Billy Bunter rose from his chair, and
was about to cross over Lo where the
medical gentleman was sitting: but he
remembered in time, and walked in the
wrong direction. Ile bumped into a
small table before the window, upon
which stood a jar of Aowers.

Crash !

The table reeled, and the jar went io
the floor, and there wos a smashing and
a splashing,

“Oh  dear!”
“Have I—have 1
ovef, air ¥

“You have!" said Mr. Quelch, in a
grinding voice,

Being blind,

“L=I'm so sorcy, sir!
you know—-"

Mr. Quelch teok Bunler by the
shoulder, and led him to the doctor. The
fat junior stood before Dr, Pillbury, who
fixed a very penetrating gaze on him.

“Let me sce your eves, Bunter!™

“-HE-E-, sir. ™

"Hemove your glasses, please ™

Bunter removed his big spectacles,

The doctor examined his oyes very
keenly. Billy Bunter winked and
Blinked under his inspection.  There
wad growing disbelief in Dr. Pillbury's
face.

“Where did you receive thiz con-
cussion you speak of, DBunter®” he
asked.

“Oh, on the back of the head, sir!"

"And it was immediately followed by
the loss of sight?"

* Immediately, sir,"

“¥ou have scen nothing since?"

* Nothing, sir.”

“¥You cannot see me at the present
moment "

“MNo, air.”

Dr. Pillbury coughed. His expression
showed that he did not belicve Bunter's
statement; but he seemed a little per-
plexed.

“A more thorough examination will,
of course, be necessary,” he said, rising,
“Bunter suffers from astigmatism, but
otherwise hiz eyes are very strong. 1
he iz actuslly blind at the present
moment, it is ver ?jurprising to me-—
very surprising, indeed. If you desire it,
Mr. Quelch, I will teIap{mna far &
London sPacinliat. the first thing in the
morning.’

*1 suppose that 15 essential, if Bunter

ejoculated  Bunter.
nocked something

sists 1n hiz staterent,” said Mr,
uelch.

HEXT kh
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Tag Masner Lisgary. —No.

“Undoubtedly !  Dr. Pillbury turcned
to the fat jumor again. "If you arc
exaggerating for any reason, Bunter, I
recommend you to tell your Form-
master the truth now.”

“Oh, sir!"” said Bunter.

“The specialist’'s fee for a visit to
Greyfriars will bs ten guineas, which
your father will be called upon to pay,™
said Dir. Pillbury. **You realiza that
that is & serious matter.”

Bunter's fat brain swam for a moment.
He eould imagine the feelings of William
Hamuel Bunter, Esquire, when he was
presented with a bill for ten guineas,

But it was really too late for retreat
now. Like other preat men mentioned
in history, Buntér had burned his boats
behind him, * Te own up now meant at
the least a flogging from the Head. Ie
had deceived his Form-master, or
attempled to decsive him; he had
knocked over Mr. Quelch's inkpot: he
had amashed a jar of Howars; he had
brought the busy doctor up to the school
at nine in the evening. at lisf of sins
rrm:tid call for a fogging at the very
sast.

A fogging in hand was worse than a
bill for ten guineas in the bush, 30 to
speak.

50 Bunter stuck to his guns,  He had
reaily left himself wo choice in the
matter,

“You understand?™
school doctor.

“Yes, sit!"” pasped Buntoer,

“You have nothing to say to Mr
Quelch "

' Ondy—only that I'm much obliged to
hiirm, gir, for his kind sympathy to me
under this terrible afliction.”

Mr. Quelch coughed; and Dr. Piltbury
& grimace,

“Very well!” said the medical gentle-
men. "1 will make the appointment
with the eye specialist at as carly an
hour as possible, Mr. Quelch,”

“Thank you, Dr, Pillbury 1™

And the destor took his ft:a*m

Mr. Quelch surveyed Bunter with a
very keen gaze, when the medical gentle-
man was gone. Even the kesn Remove:
mazter's suspicions were shaken now, His
voire was kinder as he addressed Bunter:

“I shall accept your assurance, for the
present at least, Bunter. If this affiction
has really fallen :.'llpcun you, you may count
upon the utmost kindness and considera-
tion. T will ask Wharton to take you in
his charge.”

Mr. Quelch opened the study door.

snapped  the

n

Nearly all the Remove were crowded|

in the pasmsage now. There was a buzs
of wvoices, which &ed awsy as the
Remove master appeared.

“Wharton 1"

“Yes, sir?"

The captain of the Remove stepped
forward.

“ Bunter is apparently blind, Wharton,
and, if this is actually the case, he ia
in nead of care, He will ba seen by &
specinlist to-morrow, when the matter
will be placed beyond the shadow of o
doubt, MaBy I ask you, my boy, to take
charge of Bunter in the interval?”

“Certainly, sirl”

Bunter made a step towards the door,
and remembered again, and began to
grope. Mr. Quelch caught him the
collar just before he was able 'to knock
the clock off the mantelpiece,

“This woay, Buntert("

Harry Wharton led the fat junior
down the passage, amid a puzzled, poe-
plexed, bul sympathetic Roemove,

PLOT AGAINST THE SCHOOL!" %

‘“ The Head’s Guest!’ A Humorous Story of Greyfriars School—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Poor Old Bunter !

1 OOR old Bunter!"
“Poor old rats!" murmured

kinner.
“Bhut up, Bkinner!"

*1 say, you fellows,” said Bunter, =1
don't mind Bkinner! He can't help
bﬁmﬁ?a rotten cad, can ba?"

“Why, you fat cheeky chunk of lard,”
En:éliaimed Bkinner wrathfully, < I'll j-::-I'!J.r
“I.H ___.fl

Bob Cherry jerked Skinner bock with
& grip of iren on his collar.

“Let go!” yelled Skinner. “Ilo's only
spoofing, wyou ailly owl!™

*Give him a jolly good hiding, Bob!™
said Bunter. I tﬁink even Skinner
ought to be decent, at such a fearful
lm&'__'.

Hob Cherry jerked Skinner away, and
he brought up against tho wall with a
bump.

Ed l]l-: her&__‘__:r

“Bhut up!”

“How did Bunter know it was Boh
Cherry that ecollared me, if he ean't see?*
howled Skiuner,

"My hat!" ejocalated Bala,

gasped Skinner,

“That's

za! How did yon know, Bunteri™
Bunter gasped.
1-'1_1__ e st 1
“¥e: how did you know, you

bounder?” demanded Vernon-Smith.

“I knew Bob would stand by me,
now I'm blind,” said Bunter. * Bob
Cherry isn't the chan to let Skiuner bully
me now I'm blind and can’t stand up for

mysalf 1"
“ Well, that's 501" said Bob,
“1 guess that won't wash!” said

Fisher T\ Fish. "1 kinder caleulate that
Bunter can see as well as any other
galoot here!™

*¥You shul up, Fishy!"

“Come on, Bunter, old chap!" said
Wharton.

Wharlon was perplexed; but tha bare
possibility of Dunter being blind was
encugh Lo make him gentle and kind lo
the fat junior

" Where—where are you taking me?
murmured Bunter.

“Ta your study, old fellow.”

“ Mind how you get me up the stairs:™
said Bunter,

“I'li be jolly careful!"

Wharton led the Owl of the Remorve
away, and very carefuolly piloted him up
the staircase. Half of the Remove fol-
lowed them. The juniors were very
much interested in blind Bunter.

Wharton led him into Study No. 7.
and Peler Todd plased him in ths arm-
chair. Half a2 dozen [ellows crowded mnlo
the study, and a dozen more crowded
round the doorway. Most of them wace
guite keen to do anything they coull
for blind Buntor, though probably every
follow there was aftlicted with a Lngering
doubt.

Bunter sal down wvery comfortably in
the study armchair, with a fat smile of
salisfaction on his face.

To-morrowy and the specialist he dis
nissed from his fat mind. For the
present he felt himself in clover. From
being the most insignificant fellow in the
Remove, he had suddenly become that
Form'a most considered member. The
benefits that had acerued to Good Gilbert
in his affliction, were Fﬂing to accrue Lo
Bad Bunter, if he could contrive it—and
he thought he could.

“ Anything wo can do for you, kid®"
asked Bob Cherry.

“I feal a bit fumgr}r," gaid Dunter.

GPLENDID TALE OF GREYFRIARS, i:
i By ERANK RICHARDS.
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% The—the shock secms to have brought |

it on”

"My dear chap, we'll have some sappér
in two ticlkg ™

e Eea, rather ™ e 3

“"Bagging & supper, iz he?" sal
E-]-:inncE}E {ngt'he dm:ﬁ*%vz[ . “"Loaoks as if
he's blind=—1 don’ think! He bags the
supper, anyvhow 1

“Bhut vp, Skinner!”

YT forgive Skinper™
vently. ““He ean’t hel
susproious cod !

satd DBuanier
being a rotlon
Some fellows ¢an't help
having low, suspicious minds! Skinner's
ong of them!™

“You fat spoofer—"

* hack Bhkinner out ! enid Bab Cherry.

Harolé Skinner retired without weiting
Lo be Licked. Peter Todd pulled the arm-.
chair, with Bunter in it, to the table. A
dozen fellows went to their study cup-
- boards to collect tit-bits to grace the
supper-board.

In & ver
spreading
o supper as did net come
m o term.

He was still going strong when Win-
gate of the Sixth came along the Remove-
passage, with the announcement that it
was bed-time,

* Let Bunter finish his supper, Win-
gate,” said Bob Cherry, “He's blind,
you know,"
S " Is he!” said Wingate, with a grunt.

He seems 1o be helping himeelf pretty
easily for a fellow who can't see.” 1

: h, really, Wingate——""

Anyhow, s bed-time,” snid the
Gre:iffrmra {;.aptam‘ Y Out off 1T

“I say, Wingate, let i
tart.—-—J"r’ g me finizh the last
*“The what?” asked Wingate.

"The last tart,"” said Bﬁter, reaching
out to the dish that had contained a
dozen jem-tarts when his supper started,

Wingate smiled grimly.

i

hie way once

m?s'i-. t.itrt, .E?:untcri" he asked.

“Becanse he can jolly well see 4§41
said Skinuer, from the paseage.

::!-—I+-” stammered Bunter.

Wall, get off to bed,” said Wingate,
Now, then, get & move on, the lot of
youl”

Bunter grabbed the last tart, and
munched it as Harry Whur%cm led him
cut of the study. ~ But Wharton was
certainly feeling very suspicious now. So
were the other fellows, Bunter had
helped himiself during that ample suppoer
l-'i‘ll:]"mlit 2 mistake—he had not taken sult
ior eugar, or sugar for salt, as a blind
man might have dens. And undoubtedly
1t waz extraordinary for a blind fellow

to know that only ane tark vehini
the dish. ¥ mained on

The thought of being swindled out of
their sympathy, as it were, was rather
exasperafing to the Remove fellaws., Tul
they felt thal they ought to give Bunier
the benefit of the deubt, so long as a
vastige of doubt remained, at least

Wharton led him very carefully to the
Remove dormitory. Dunter sat on a bed
while Bob Cherry took off one baot for
him and Frank Nugent took off the other.
The Owl of the Remave rather liked
being waited on; and assuredly he was
not likely to exert himself so long as
ayrppab'het_l'c fellowz were prepared  to
wait on him.

Skinner walched the proceedings, with
& sarcastic grin,  Skinner was a rather
eynical youth, and probably would not
have believed Bunter's story if it had heen
true. Certainly he did not believe it naw,

“Rather rolten, that poor old DBunter
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Iow do you know there's only one

_short time Billy Bunter was | ¥
imzelf in enjoyment for such.
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thauldu't have been let Bnish his supper,”
snd Bhinper, “Have some toffec,
Bunteri"” _

“Yes, old chap ! said Bunter at once.

“Here you are !

Skinuer extended a coke of soap to the
fat juniov,

Bunter glared at him.

“¥You rolter! What do you mean?
Tuke it awav 1™ he sporied,

“Take what away?" =zmiled Shkinner,
“Don't you hke toffea? You said you'd
have zome. It's jolly good tofice
Bunier ! ;

“1 guess Bunter can see jolly well for
a blind man ™ chortled Fisher T, ish.!
“"Ha, ha, ha!™

Bunter started. Once more he had
given himself away. DRather too late, he
reached oub for the sopp.

“Thank you, Skinper——"

“Ha, ha, ha I"* roared Skinner. " You
gilly awl, can't you ses you've just given
ounrself away now 1"

“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry,
"He—he knew it wasn't toffee! IHow
did he know 77 :

“UI—I smelt 1 woas seap!"” gasped
Bunter,

Skinner chortled.

“"8mell this soap, you fellows.™ he said.
#Tt's unscented, and I wasn't halding it
within & yard -of Dunter, If anybod
here can smell it's soap at & foot off, I'll
eab it "

“"Ha, ha, ha 1"

" Now, ti'!en, tumble in " gaid Wingate
of .the Sixth, appearing in the doorway.
And the Removites turned in, most of
them sceptical by this time as to the
genuineness of Bunter’s blindness,

T

————

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Washing Bunter !

LANG !
The rising-bell sounded in the
autumin  morning, and the

Removites of Greyfriara awoke
and yawned.  Bob Cherey was usually

™
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the first out of bed after the first ¢lan
of the rising-bell. Dut on this epecia
maorning Harold Skinner precoded him.

Generally, Bkinner remained in bed as
late as possible. Doubtless he had his
owil reasons for hopping out actively as
soon as the rising-bell elanged on this
oSO,

e came over to Billy Dunter’s bed
and shook the {at junior. Ile was carefu
not fo spepk; bult he shook him
vigorously,

lunter’s round eyes opened, and he
Liinked slecpily,

“Leggo!" he murmured. “I'm not
going to got pp this merning ! 1 can't
?n in to lessons, asa I'm blind ! Desides, L
eal weale,",

SBhake, shake, shake!

“leggo!" yelled Dunder. ' Skinner,
you rotier———"

“Ha, ha, ha " roared Skinner.
it | gay, you fellows, make Skinmer
legg .

" Hallo, hallo, hollo! Ilow do you
know it's Skinner " reared Beob Uherry.

“The—the heast said—I—I heard hia
voice—""

“ {Ie didn;’t speak 1" shouted Squiff,

“I was jolly careful not to speak,”
chuckled Skmper. * I wanted to show up
the blessed spoofer!™

“Bo your sight’s come back suddenly,
has it, DBumter?" demanded Wharton
sarcastically.

“Eh? Certainly not!™

“Then hoew did you know it was
Skinner¥"

“ =1 recognised his voice—I—1 mean,
I—T1 recopnized his touch," said Bunter.
“Hisg bony claws, vou know—>="

“Too thin, I guess!™ chuckled Fisher
T. Fizh.

“The thinfulnoss is ferrific!”

“For goodness’ sake chuek up that silly
gammon  now, Bunter,” exclaimed
Nugent. " Yop've given yoursel sway !

“I think it's pretty clear now,” said
Harry Wharton m preat &iagust.
“What put the slunt into your silly

uu.-_

Fhead, Dunter 7'

The Owl of the Remove was captured and yanked along fo the wash-stand,

yelling. There he was washed thoroughly, and when he opcned his mouih to

yell a lather of soap was ecrammed into it, and he spluttered and gasped wildly.
{(Fee Chapler 10.)

A

(]
LI
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“Oh, really, Wharton—""

“Why, this must ba the stunt he was
thinkiog out when he started cockling
in  the Common-room  yesterday !
exclaimed Bob Chorry.

“(h, really, Cherry—" )

“It's as pluin as andzming " gxelaimed
Bob, “He got the idea from somewhere
vesterday, and—""

“I didn’t!" roared Bunter. “I—I
never thought of such a thing. You
fellowa might be a bit sympathetic in my
fearful affliction.”

“Thore isn't any affliction!” howled
EBob,

“1 keep on telling yon T'm blind,
Same blind chaps’ schoolfellows are kind
and sympathetic, and bring them little

ifte, " said Dontér. “Fat lot of that
wre, 1 muat say, Doaaste!"

“EFIDII:II{E:E‘ !u‘

“Who's going to put my boots on for
me?"

“Nobody, I faney!™ said Wharton,
langhing.

“T zay, we'll wash himn, though !™ said
Bolr Cherry. “It's bime he had a good
wash, Iie hasu't had one since we
ducked him that lime when we were
caravanning !

“Hear, hear "

“We'll all lend a hand at that!™
exelaimed Johnny Bull,

Thers wes a roar of prolesl from

Bunter,
“Peasts! I don't want to be washed !
!{F;-e off, you rotters!"”

‘Ha, ha, ha ™

Bob Cherry shook hia head.

“Wa're bound to help a blind chap,”
he said. * ¥ou can't ace to wash your-
self, can you, Bunty¥"

“ Nunno !

¥"Then we'ra bound fo wash youa!"

“ Yeu, rather!”

“The washiulnessa is very necessary,
Bunter, and it shall be tercilic 1™

“ Beasts! Yaroooogh!”

Billy Bunter dodged round the beds as
half & dozen of the Hemove maoade for
him. If any [urther proof was needed
that Dunter's blindness was *° spoof,”™ it
was afforded now. DBunter dodped round
ong bed and serambled over another and
dodged round a third, and then doubled
back along the durmitﬂg. with the }'i;-lli_nﬁ
juniors after him. crtainly a blin
i’?l!n:rw would have met with disaster in
that hot chase up and down the Remove
dormitory; a meak  certainly  Dilly
Bunter could gee where he was going.

DBut there wasa no escape for Buntor.
If he was blind, ho nceded washing by
his kind schoolfellows; and they were
going to wash him. If he wasn't blind,
il was his own fault,

The Owl of the Remove was cap-
tured, and yanked back Lo his  wash-
sland, yelling.  There he waz washed
—thoronghly. It was the most thorough
wiash Bunter had had for a long, long
time. When he opened his mouth o
yell, a lather of soap erammed inlo il
and he spluttered and pasped wildiy.

The Removites washed him, with
howiseof laughter, and howls of u quite
difforent kind from Bunter.

When they had fnished, the faf
juniior was certainly much cleaner than
¢ had been at any time during that
term. He clutched up & fowel—seeinyg
where it was quile easily in spite of
his blindness. He was spluttering wilh
wralh when he rolled out of the dormi-
tory,

" Haold
Cherey,
downstairs,
blind *"
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on, DBunter!"” ghavied DPob
“¥You want to be helped
don't you, now you're

“0h! Ah: Yest! Of—of
gtammearel -Bunter

“Hold on & minute—I'm going 1o
lead you down by your ear!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'll  take the other
Johnny Bull, " We must see Bunter
safe—now he's blind. Don't ba afraid
we'll let go, Bunter-——we'll hold on jolly
tight !

* Beagta !’

Billy Bunter rolled out.

“ Aftar him!"' shouted Bob.

Bunter broke into a run, and escaped
to the staire. Not till he was out of
the reach of the merry Romovites did
.he begin to prope around and fesl his
way, atep by step, in order to make a
proper impression upon anyons who
might observe him. The game was up,
evidently, so far as the Hemove were
mnuarnaci; Bunter's schoolfellows were
not likely to shower kind altentions upon
him, and bring him little gifts, as Good
Czilbert's schoolfellows had done.

Fut Bunter still hoped to share Good
Gilbert’s luck, so far as getung out of
lessons was concerned. “The “atunl ”
had not “panned out ™ as well as the
Ol of the Remove had hoped; but he
felt that there was atill somathing in it
—and even one day of slacking was so
much o the good, from Bunter's point
of view, And so, when he caught sight
of Mr. Quelch in ithe distance, Bally
Dunter stared straight befors him, and
felt his way along with his fat hands—
and made it a point to run inle Trotler
the page, who was carcying a tray Lo
Mr, Proul's study. There was o gaap
from Trotter, and a crash as the tray

sard Bunter.

went down,
“Oh dear!” “Have 1

run into somebody ?"

“My heye!™ pasped Trolter.

“Bunter 1"
“Oh, yes, sir! TIs that Mr. Quelch?"

“Why did you run inle Trotter like
that, Bunter?”

“I'm blind, sir,” said Bunter meekly.

Mr. Quelch -:mn[‘ﬁfsﬂed his lips.

“Why i3 not Wharton taking care of
you, as I directed 7"
“T'm pfraid Wharton®s ralher aselfish,
gir. "’

“Fou muzst not wander about in {hs
way, Bunter. Ah, hers 13 Wharion!
Wharlen, 1 asked you to keep Dunter
under your care for a time"

“VYe-g-03, eir; but—but—"

“But whal?" snapped Mr. Guelch.

H0Oh, nothing, sirc!"  stammered
Harry,

He did not feel disposed 1o
Bunler away to the Form-maaler.

“You will kindly take eare of him,
Wharton ; at least, until the oculislt has
seen him."

coursa 1"

par,”  said

Five

“Very well, sic®

Mr. CQueleh rostled away; and  the
Owl of the Remove grinned at
Wharton.

“You fal frand—" zaid Harry.

“Lead  me  inte  the quadrangle,
plegse ™

“You fal rotter! ¥ou can ses your
way as well as I can!”

“You heard what Mr. Quelech said. "™
grinned Bunter. “Lead me ioto the
quad, and if vou ain't jolly earcful
with me, T shall have io complain to
Quelchy. I don’t want to get vou inin
trouhla with CQuelchy, Wharton, but if
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you ain't jolly careful, I shall have to
complain, ™

And the captain of the Remove, sup-
prosaing his feelings, led Billy Bunter
inte the guad, and remained in charge
?I him until the bell rang {for breuk-
ast.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The History of the Mystery !

ILLY BUNTER came into the

B Form-room with the rest of the

Remove that morning.  Harry

Wharton led him there. When

Mr. Quelch came in he glanced very
sharply at Bunter,

“You do not feel any betler this
morning, Bunter?" he asked.

“Mo, sir! Worae!"” said Bumler

plly.

“Do you feel any pain in your eyes,
Bunter?”

“Yes, sir—awful!  Something  like
burning hot doggers, aie—"

“What " )
"And something like red-hot gimluis,

r"‘!‘

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

"You will be excused lesssonz this
marning, Bunter. You may st 1o your
place and listen.”

Bunter grusted.

Ho might almost as well bhave been
doing lessons as sitting in his place un-
occupied, while the other fellows did
theirs. This was not the way a blind
chap ought to be trealed.

“If you please, sir—"" he began.

“Well, Bunter?”

“1—T think I should feel belter out
of doors, sic—=""

“* Nonsense !

“l don't want io eut the Form-
work, sir,” said Bunter. “It's my

roatest griaf that T shall have to miss
o33onz———""

“That will do, Bunter ™

“But 1 think, sir—"

“You will kindly be silent!™

Loassona commenced in the Romove.
room, Billy Bunter sitling in a slate of
great discontent, and looking on.  He
hoard ithe other fellows conslruwe
tarn, and it was some comfort not o be
called on. Bub he was dreadfully bored.
A really sympathetic Form-master would
have af’lnwed him to walk in the guad,
inatpad of zilling ihere; DBunter fell
that. Good (Gilbert, evidently, had had
2  much kinder Forme-master than
Bunler had,

The Owl of the Remove began Lo
wonder whother {hie “stunt ¥ was wortl
whila, after all; ecertainly it showed no
signs of “panning out ™ profilably. He
had bagged one supper on the slrenglh
af it; while over his mind was hanging
the uneasy prospect of an inlerview with
the specialist, and o bl Far fen guineas
te be senl to hiz fulber —which waonld
cause sometlhing like nn earthguako al
home. DBunter bhad plenty of {ime for
reflection during the morning lessons,
in which he did nol share; and hia re-
Mections were by no means wholly of a
Hleasant nalure.

D'l_l['j_"g ',-hﬂ' ri‘:i}1'nil1g .‘FII' Q_IH]JIL'II whs
called from the Formoronm e answer
a call on ithe telephione, And when the
Remora were dizsmissed, be ealled Lo
Duntoer,

“The spectalist ecannol  gelt here
before six, Dunter, You will e rveady
Lo see him at thal hour™

“Yery well, air!" gasped Donier,

“¥ou will  toke Bunter  ont,
Wharlon,™

“Yes, sir"
SPLENDID TALE OF CREYFRIARS. L
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The captain of the Remove led
Bunter from the Form-room. JIi the
guad he gave the fal junior a very ex-
pressive look,

“You fat, spoofing boundar!” said
Harry, in concentrated tomes, “How
long are you poing to keap this up?”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“The specialist will bowl
when he comes.’

“Rot! I-I 5y, Wharton, can you
lend me five bob '

“No!" roared Wharton.

YI'm expesting o poslal.order  to-
morrow  morning,” =zaid Bunter, blink-
ing at him. “f; think you might lend
me hve bob on ik, now 1" blimd, Of
course, U'll hand you the postal-order
immediately it comes!”

“T'll hand sou a thick ear, you fat
fraud I* growled Wharton.

“¥ou might be a bit sympathetic!
Gilbert's schoolfellow 7

Bunter stopped in time.

“Who the thump is Gilbert? You've
mentioned him & doven  times,” said
Harry impatiently. “What are you
driving at?"

*Oh, nothing "

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a roar from a
dozen Removites, who were.standing in
i c;i,rau round Skinner, in the gquad
under the elms, Skinner had a book in
!'1“ h%ld, and was reading aloud from
it. unteér gave a jomp as he recop-
nised the EEI.“‘- velume  which ﬂugt
Selina had presented to her hopeful
nephew. Evidenily Harold Bkinner had
remembered it, and had put two and
two together.

“Hallo !
out Whaxton,

Skinner roared.

“1 lent Bunter this book when he was
detained yesterday. It's .called * Giood
Gilbart, the Blin Schoolboy *—7

“Oh, my hat 1™

“That’'s whore he got the wheezs
from " howled Skinner.

“"Ha, ha, ha!'"

“I dide't!" roared Bunter.
never seen that book until this
nunute,

“Ha, ha, ha!"” reared DBob Cherry.
“You see 1t this minute, do you?™

“"MNunno! I mean—**

“It's all about a Blind schoolbog,
whose greatest prief was that hig afic-

tion caused him to miss his Jessons,”
chortled Skinner,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Why, Bunter's
claimed Wharton.

“1 say, you fellows——"
~ “Bo now we've got to the bottom of
it,” grinned Vernon-Smith. ™ That
baok ought to he shewn to Quelchy 1

Bunter jumped,

“Ded-don't let Quelchy see £ he
gasped. " I—I say, you fellows, Quelchy
would—would misunderstand,*

“You mean, he would understand!”
grinned Squeff.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Yah! EBeasts!”

Billy Bunter volled away, leaving the
Removites yelling, But Bunter did not
heed their yelling. He had caught sight
of Coker of the Fifth in the quad—a
rather remarkable circumstance, con-
sidering that be was blind and he bore

you oub

What's the joke?" called

“I've
very

very words!”  ex-

down upon Coker.  DBilly Bunter had
business with Horace Coker,
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i

the hapless Owl of the Remove.
You have grossly deceived me !

hr. Quelch selected a cane and rose from the table. He seemed to tower over
** You wreiched boy !
You have attempied to make me belleva that
you had lost your sight '™

It is now clear to me ]
(See Chapler 12.)

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Faying the Piper !

ik BAY, Coker!”

I Horace Coker stared grimly
8t Bunfer. Politer and Greéene,
who were with their chum,

grinned,

Coker had been rather worried thut)

day. Since the misadventure of Bunter
in his study he had not been shawing off
any more jiu-jitzu tricks. Indeed, Coker
wished that he had never heard of jiu-
nteu, Clartuinly, he could not have fore-
seen the calamity that had happened 10
Bunter—no fellow could have., ™ But it
was awful, all ithe sume,

And Coker, who was a goocd-hearted
fellow, repentad him that he had kicked
Bunter out of his study-— after he was
biind! Of course, he hadn't believed it:
but now it looked gemune. Bunter had
gone before his Forn-master ; a specialist
was coming down, Coker was convinced,
and he was sincerely sorry. He was just
remarking to Potter and Greene that he
thought he ought to Jdo something for
Bunter, when the Owl of the Remeve
astonished him by coming up to him in
the quad, with the greeting: “I say,
Coker 1

It was said of old that liars should
have gmd memories.  And it was
Bunter's weakneds that he had » very
bad memory, He had forgotten, for the
moment, that blind fellows couldn't sea!

“Pva been loocking for you,™ con-
tinned Bunter,

“ Looking for me?" gasped Coker,

“Yes., l've got a bone to pick with
you,' said Bunter. * You sce, you made
me blind. I don't blame wou; you
couldn’'t help it, in the circumstances.
But that’s how it stands, A specialist is
coming, and he's goirg to charge ten

uwineas. I think you ought to pay it,

‘oker. ¥You've got plenty of money.”

Horace Coker breathed hard.

“I've got plenty of money,” he
assented, :

“You could pay it, if you liked," =aid
Bunter.

A

“1 eould—if T liked,”

“Well, T think you ought to,” said
Bunter. " There'll ha a fearfn! row at
home if that hill goes to my father?

“I dare say there will," assented
o B h

“As you did it, you ought tb pay,”
argued Bunler, *“You've pgot the
woney, It's up t2 you, Ucker, You zce
that§"

“If I did it, I ought to pay, certainly,™
satd Cloker, with unusual sell-restraint,
“1 was just s.a:..'in%: to Potter that' if
¥ou were really blind, I'd ses you
through, somehow.”

“Oh, good!™ said Bunter, *Well, i
you stand the money for the specialist
it will be all right., I don’t want to
worry themm at home by letting them
know that I'm blind, may recover,
you kpnaw.”

“Yeou may!" said Coker,

“1 think you will " grinned Potler.

“If you hke to hanf me the money,
I'll pay the man whon he ecomes, and
it will be all right,” snid Bunler,

Polier and Greene chuckled. Horace
Coker was breathing harder and harder.
He secined to be on the verge of a vol-
canic eruption,

“You'ra sure that you're quite blind,
Bunter®” he asked, in & suppressed
voice.

Bunter nedded cheerfully,

H{h, gutte sure!’ he answerad,

“You can't ser anything 7"

Y Nothiug at all,™

“You can't see me, {rinstance?®"”

MNunno !

“Then how V"—Coker's voice began to
resemble thunder—" then how did you
know me just nowi"

"“"Th ?H

“You marched right up to me, and
spokea ta me by name,” eaid Coker.
"{Eiimlt'fli-i you a?n; it, if you were blind#**

“Ha, ha, ha!" reoared DPotter and
{reene.

Dunter back away., e did not like
the expression on Horvace Coker's face.
SPLENDID TALE OF CREYFRIARS. 13
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"I'm  waiting for your answer,
Bunter!" said Coker grimly.
“T—TJ-—J—— You zee——-"

“The question iz, whether you see™
snid Coker, with grim homour, *I

think you do.” ,
“Oh, no! Mot at all! All is dark!”
said Bunter “'I ecan hear wvoices, but

I can't soe anything—nothing at all! I
couldn't 1ell how you were dressed, to
save my Dfa! It vou asked me, 1
couldn't say you were wearing a grey
walstooat——*""

“What?"

“You see, I can’t see il's gmy.’
Bunter, * Blind, you know.'

“Hn, ha, ha!” cums in a yell from
Potter and Greene.

Billy Bunter blinked al themn indig-
nantly.
. Y1 eall it rather unfeeling, to cackle
at & fellow who's blind," he said warmly.
“You might be a bit sympathetic to a
chap suffering under a fearful afliction
— Yarooh! Leggo, Coker!”

Horace Coker had loid a sudden,
powerful grasp on ‘Bunter's collar. His
rugged face was erimson with wrath,

* ¥ou fat villain!” he gasped.

said

“Ow! Yow! Helpt”
“Come along !" roared Coker,
“Yaroooh ! won't! W.ov-whera are

you going*"” gaspad Bunter.
“I'm going to take you to your Form-
master, and tell him just how blind you

are, you spoofing rotter!" said Coker
Help!™

grimly,

“I—I won't 1301 Yarooh !

Bunter strugpled, but he was an infant
in the grosp of the powerful Fiith-
Former, Coker of the Fifth marchead
him directly towards the SBchool House,
hoedlesy of his struggling and wriggling
and spluttering. Right into the School
Housza he marched him, and on to Mr,
Quelch’s study.

Coker banged at the door with his dia-
engaged hand,

“Come in!"

Coker threw the door open,

Mr, %uelch wag in his study, and he
raised his evebrows at the sight of
Bunter squirming, with Horace Uokor's
iren grip on hia collar, _

“What does this mean’ exclaimed
the Remove master, in amazement.

Coker gasped for breath.

“ That %at freud, sip—""

“What?"

“I—I mean, Bunter—Bunter makes
out that he was blinded in my sludy last

evening, sir," .
Cloker. A

“I am aware of that,
specialist—-""

“It*'s alt spool, sir!"" toared Coker.

“1t is what?"

“] mean, Bunfer was pulling your ie;@'.
[—— That is to say, it’s all lies, sir!”
stammered Coker. ""He can seo a3 well
as ever he did. He came up fo me m
the quad, and spoke to me by name.
He was bwenty yards away when he saw
me, and he came across—"

“J—I didn't!"” gasped Bunter,

“Totter and Greene were with me,
gir, and they saw him., It's all spoof!™
howled Coker, )

Me. Quelch's jaw set grimly. )

“You may release Bunter,” he said
" Now, Bunter!”

“H—if you please, sir—""
Buntar.

paspod

“I have very strong doubis, Dunter, |

35 o the truth of your statements,” said
Mr. Quelch grimly. 1 saspected hom
the Lirst, Bunter, that it was a trick te
gscape lessons.”

“0h, sir! My greatest grief—"

“ Bilonce ! I:J:: now appears to  be

proved, Bunter, that you have deceived

me, or attempted to do so!"” thundered
Mr. Quelch.

“Oh, no, sir!” gasped Bunter. *¥ou
—yon ask any i; in the Eemove, sir,
and—and they’ll tell you 1I'm utterly in-
capable of deceit, sir. I've often got inio
rows by being so truthful. ¥--I say,
wha-a-at are you guin% to do with that
cane, sir ¥ spluttered Buntor.

* How did you know that I had picked
Llp“l;ij cmml"uthundernd- Mr. Quelch.

“ Answer me, Bunter.”

“I-T1 saw-—I—I mean, I heard you,
sir,”

“¥ou heard me pick up my canat?”
exclaimed the Ramove master, scarcoly
abla to beliove his pars.

“Oh dear! Yex, s#ir,"” gasped Bunter,
desperately, ¥ I—I—I"'m awfully keen ol
hearing, sir. Blind people are, you
know."

“Upon my word!™” exclaimed NMr,
Ql'uelt . “This boy's impudence passes
all bounda! I have never heard such
wicked prevarication in my hfe,” *

“Oh, sir!” gasped Bunter, “I—I
hope you den't think I'm telling an un-
teuth, sie. I=—I'd scorn it sic."

“You saw me pick up my cane,
Bunter "

“{Oh, no, air! I—T don't know that

you've got the cane in your hand at
the present moment, sic!™ groaned
Bunter., “If—if you asked me, sir, I—I
shouldn’t know whether it was a cane or
—or a fishing-rod, sir!”

“Bless my soul!™ said Mr. Quelch,
quite dazed,

Coker grinned. and sidled to the door.
Coker of the Fifth felt that he could
safely leave Bunter in Mr. Quelch's
hands now,

“Oh, sir, I=I—I'm afraid I'm wasting
your time, sir I"* stuttered Bunter. “I1—
I feol that I ought net to waste your
time, sit, when you're writing a letter ¥

“*And how, you wretched boy, do you
know that T am writing a letter, if you
cannot sea?”

“Oh dear!" moaned Bunter.

Mr. Quelch rose from his table. He
seemed to tower over the hapless Owl of
the Remove.

“ Bunter 1"

“Oh dear! I—I— If you don't
mind, sir, [—I'd prefer to let the whole
matter drop.™

1""'""""""""" mr'llu-#"ll-'l‘f
} !
: ---"_"
Screamingly
Funny COLOURED
MASK of CHARLIE CHAPLIN

Here's a topping present for
you, boys and girls—a first-rate
mask which can be slipped on
in m jiffy, and will make wyou
lock like the funniest film
comedian on earth. Do not
miss it It's FREE with every
copy of THIS week's
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 The Head’s Guest!” A Humorous Story of Greyfriars School -

“1 chall telephone to Dr. Pillbury,
Bunter 1"

“0Oh, good, sir! [-—I'd like to see the
doctor, sir, as—as ['m blind and—and
afflictad [

“I shall telephone to him, Bunters, o

ecancel  the  appointment  with  the
specialist,  Fortunately  there i3 yet
time. It i3 now clear Lo me, ¥you

wretched boy, that you have grossly de.
coived me. You have attempted to
make ma believe that you had lost your
sight, for the miserable and contemptible
motive of avoiding wyour lessons. This
miserable cheat, Dunter, would havae
been discovered as soom az you were
expmined by a speciulist. Did you hopa
to deceive the oculist, you unscrupulous

b’ﬂ r?.l’
EYES, sir. I—I mean no, sic” g
“PDare you nassert to me, at ihis

moment, that you are blind " thundered
Mr. Quelch, swishing the cane.

DBunter jumped back.

He was not s bright youth., Dut he
could see that it was not much use keep-
ing up the “stunt” any longer
Bunter's blindneas was now a chicken
thet would not ficht, so to speak.

- say, air!" he suid fecbly,

& “F'E“u ?ﬂ

“I—I believe I can see now, sir!"
gasped Bunter, “I-—I've recoverad my
sight, sir. I—I can see you quite plainly.
Ain't—ain't it wonderful, sir?”

Br. tiualch gazed at him. Hea waa nol
50 much surprised by the fat junioca
humbug a3 by DBunter's absurd belisf
that such obvious humbug could impose
U nnsune-uaa‘;j'»eciaity Mr. Quelch!

“ Bunter, if I did not believe that you
wera too stupid to realise the—the furpi-
tude of your conduct, I should toke wan
to the Head, and request him to admin-
gtar a severs forgmng ! exclaimed the
Remove master.

“I—I say, sir, d-d-don’t do that! I—1
shouldn't like to nterrupt the [Haad.
Hﬂ—hg-. will be going to dinner now,
sir—"

“I shall cane you myself "

£ uh Iﬂ

“ Beverely I

“Oh dear!™

“\With the utmost severity, Bunter!”

Ld Wﬂw !-u
“Hold out your hand, DBunter!™
I—1—-I'm

thundeted the Hemove mastar.

“0Oh dear! [ say, airi.
not blind new—really! I've had a
wonderful recovery, and—and [—I don't

think a chap ought to be caned, sir, for
?crmg_ blind and then making & wonder-
ul recovery ! It—it ain't just, sic!”

Mr. Quelch tock Bunter by the collar.
Then the cane rose and fell, with heavy
swishes, across the Owl's fat shoulders,

Whaek, whack., whack!

* Yaroooh—ooh—oooop !

“Bunter's asked for it,” gasped Bab

erry, “and mow he's got it!  Hae
really begged for it! And he's gof it 1"

“The gotfulness 13 tervific!”

M Now you may go, Bunler,” said Mr.
Qualch.  “And if ever you should
attempt to deceive me nmnin—"  DMr.
Quelch did not finish. He left the rost
to Bunfer’s imagination,

The Owl of the Remove limped out of
the study. A yell of laughter gresind
him as he blinked at tho ecrowd of
juniors thero.

IHis next few hours were not happy
ones. Whoen he tumed up in the Form-
room that affernoon, however, he
appeared to be able to see his way about
guite well. The Remove heard nothing
more of Blind Bunter,

THE ENID.
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Don’t Wear a Truss!

Brooks' New Scientific Appliance—Adjustable to any Size Person—Easy.
Comfortable, Affording Instant Reliel —Made for Men, Women, or Children.

Sent on Trial

No Risk in ordering—Money will be refunded if not satisfied.

After thivty years’ experienpe i curing rupture an appliance bhas been ianvented which will absolutel
rupture ind never slips vet is light, ceol, and comfortable.

hold the
It econforms to every movement of the body without

chafing or hurting, and- costs less than many common triusses. There are no springs or hard, lumpy: pads,

and yet it holds the rupture safely and firmly, without pain or inconvenience.

We make it to your megsure,

god seud it to you on o strict guarantee of satisfaction or money refunded, and we have put our price se
low "that anybody, rich or poor, can buy it.

““1 AM PERFECTLY CURED!"

Bpnith's Bhaeg, Kmngpiiong,
Hypelurd.
C. E, Hrorks, Faq,
" car Sir==Ior, aver 20 years T have suffersd from
ruptitre.  Diping ihor peftied T laove apent poiimibe T
wepking o remnedy. Whon I head of o T il danbibs,
for I thmught Jc wonld be #bpeply spolher cose of Dibgoe
and #XpeRee.  Jual over cix monlha b 1 decided to give
oul o vrial, and I rowesd celiel yery gquickiy.  Fiwl, the
wkt of all, T wm plessed f0 inlovan yau thal foer aver
iwe mondlia [ have el wsed dhe Appliaree, o L an
porfecily curnd, T ain 2 blacksigith, and cien o all the
beavy work wirthmt being tranbled 1o any way,
Acoail ey Bogl (hanks.

Tatira wery gratsfally,
THOMAS PHILLTES,

1Heaun

i melds

el P .

From 5 phetegrapkof Mre (0, E,

Hracke, fnrendorof the d ppiiones,

el rared AEmeed Fo and webode e

prrirmre Ams v Deacifed ko ﬁ"""
£ et el aeefle doatasy,

‘1 CONSIDER 1 AM CURED!”

6, Grove Btrect,
Feorlenld, Rochdale.
Mr Brookes.

Dear S, —L0 ks whth pleasure T wride ¥ou 1licsa fow
lines te inform rou that I have been wiictossiiol with
coltr Applianes. T consider I amn cuwred of Puepbure,
im'ri'ng l‘||l,'.|lrl:l' without it for six weekz, and only bartiog
had it on’fve moenths., after hoaving teied fonp Yoars
with olher Temodies. I shall be pleared to be of sorvico
te vou wlen &n opportunity Comies my weey.

Thonkinge you for the good 3ou have domw- mo,

Yours graiefully,
HOMAE HOWARTH.

PE —The Applizoce iy as goted lo-day &g when I
got ft from you,

We have roceived thonaanda of lettoes bike theas from gmtfnil pabicntz the i

warld: over, Thiy Applinnce gives Instant and Permanent Relisf wheo eve
elee Tas fadled., " Hemember, we nse wg 2alves, ne barmess, ne lies.  Fill

Lhine I
n fthe

attaclied coupon and post to-day, and we will gand yeu free our illustrated Book
on Ropture and fte Cnre, showing the Applinnee, and giving the names of many

peogle who have tried it aml are extremely gratefod.
t'mmnlt.inf Kodma, 0,
tar both ladies and- gerndlomen:

Brooks Appliance Co., Ltd,,

(1876), 80, Chancery Lane, London, W.C. 2,

: it in London, call at our
Chanvery Lawe, Lowdon, W2 Heperienced - attendant s

Free Information Coupon.

Brooks Appliance Co., Ltd,,
{1876), 80, ChanceryLane, London, W.C.2.

Flease send me by poat, in plaln WI:IEI!‘-‘!'- your
ilingieated Pook*~add (il |, teformation - abiul yowr
Applinree for the cure of ropiure,
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FACTORY TO RIDER

Packed PFree. Cammspe Paid, Foteen Davs” Erve Trial,

FLOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMEINT TERME.
Promptdalivery. Save Dealers’ Profiis.  Big Barpaiasin
Shop Soiled and Second-ha Cycles, ~  Sarialaetion
i Euuramm;l st Money - Befunded, "Write for Monsier
1 --1I ize Froe Lints and Specizl Ofer of Sample Bicycle
i 8 [ Sroie comeanr, inoasd.
: Dl BGOT, BIRMINGHAM,

DO YOU LACK SELF-GONFIDENGE ?

Do you ever feel " all of & tremble "7 Do you fesl awkward in the
resence of othera? Do yon have " nervous or mental fears ' of any
ind? Do you suffer from involontary blushing, nervous indigestion,

Iack of coergy, will.power, or mind concentration? Do you shrink

J ’.:_'-I-
-’Ill 'Iv grEIt}

[ &

from the company of men or women, gocis] gatherings, speech-making, -

conversafion, playing, or *' appearing in public™ arn how

eh:ng;e your whole mental outlock hf gending ab once § gznnr a!,aﬂ%gs
mr.g rticulara of gusrantesd cure in 12 days.—CODFERY ELLIOTT:
SMITH, Ltd., 517, ymperial Buildings, Ludgate Gircus, London, E.G. 4,
FHE.E FUH I Qur Fugoy Novelly, causing roars of lavghter,
FEREE to¢ ull sendiog 1{- for T0 Cute Conjuring

Tricks, 12 Jolly ok« Tricks, & Cntchy Coin Tricks, & Cunning Card Tricks,
5 Mrstilying Magls Trelcks, 250 Riddlex, 18 Grinea, 10 Pubny Readings,
Fonpr Hecitations, 21 Monelogoes, 73 Toasls, 52 Wealth Smarets, Enay

Yeateiloguizm Seeret, and 1,001 Btoapthdous Attrnections. Thousands da-

Tighted [ Great Fun [0, HUGHES, 15, Wood 56, Edgbaston, Bumiogham.

EH.HHT ﬂﬂ TnLL ?-"i‘ihlell are 204, and whioh wonld you Like

o be? A drficienoy in Liolght can rapidliy
te mede good by ihe Girvan Bolentifte Treotment.” Biodends report from a
to im:ﬁr,a inerease,  Succeazfully practised by business men, actors,
soldlare, ond all to whom }'m:ghl apd appearanca count.  Bood 5 posteard
for particulats apd our EJQCQ guirantes to ENQUIEY DEIT. AM.P,

17, ETEOUD GREEN EOAD. LONDON, N. &
Mackines, sto. Btamped on-

F“-Hs Fﬂ‘ﬂ SHLEI EHEAP! velope for Lists, G011, E;mﬂ:

Film, 1/3.—TY50N & MARSHALL, 69, Castle Boulsrard, NOTTINGHA

R e .

CUT THIS OUT

" The Magnet.” PEN DOUPON. Value 2d,

Bend 13 of these cougons with only Z2/8 dirent tn ithe Flest Fen (o,
118, Fleet Btrest. London., E.C 4. You wilbreceive by toborn 3 8plendig
Hritish Made Fd-ch. Gold Bibbed Floet Pountain 3an. vodue 1078 {Fine,
Hllid.l-tl'm of Broad Nibk). If ondr L edUpon 18 eent, the price iy 4

! ry dd, oenng
allowed Tor cech exirs coupon up fo 13, (Pocket Clips 44, extra.) Thl
n%‘ar is made fo intreducs the famous B } & groat

leot Pen to the MAONET readers.
Batlstaction guaranie eturned. Forcigo post axira. i

or cash retu
Lever Belf-Filling Model, with Bafety Cap, 3/ extra.
DN

2. EXTRA.

NIOBRE Y.

CGent.'s .

mnvclal
extry,

{a beautifvd presont),
Auny of

first poyment.
21’-, *and

grent - reduction  {usually  sold

{Denk
LOMDON, W.C.1.

22.19-21

SILVER WATGHES

Yours To Wear Whilst Paying For it

full-size KEeyless Lover
Watch, strong Nickel Silver, dugt and
damp-proof cases, clear "dial, -genuine
Lever Movement, perfect railway time-
keeper, price 15/-, or cash with order,
13/6. Ladies' or Gent.'s wristlet

these splendid
watched sent on redeipt of the
Alter receiving:
the watch you send us & further
promise io pay the
balunce by weekly instalments of
bd. each, or 2/- monthly, War-
ranty for 10 years sent with each
wateh: Weo unplersant inguiries.
Pon't risk disappointment, ns this Is
manufacturer's stock, purchazed sk

25/ Bend Z/- and Gd. extra for
postupa and ipsorance at once to—
THE WOEBURN WATOCH 0O0.
M.8), Woburn House,




