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“THE GEM" Every Wednesday
**CHUCKLES " Every Thursday
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FOR NEXT MONDAY !

“SKINNER’S CHUM ! ”
By Frank Richards.

That is the title of onr next grand
long complete school story of Harry
Wharton & Co., Billy Bunier, Coker,
and Harold Skinner. Billy, as you have
read, has collared the idea which Coker
had bagged for himself. and there is a
terrific sensation in the Remove when it
becomes known, by a letter, that Billy
Bunter has actually interested a firm of
agents in the play he has written.

The interest of Skinner is more than
that of the others, and the sneak of the
Remove, in the firm belief that Billy
Bunter is at last going to possess a lot
of money, chums up with the fat junior.
His chum costs him quite a lot of
pocket-money, and helps to clear a large
quantity of the stores in the tuckshop!

However, the juniors and the masters
take a hand in the game, and the result
is that Skinner’s'chum gets rather a set-
back. However, the story is one you
will remember for a long time, and I
advise you all to remind your newsagents
that you want copies saved for you.

. Every Monday
Every Tuesday

I
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Address your letters to: The Editor, THE | &
MAGNET LIBRARY, The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,
always pleased to hear from my chums,

THE SUPPLEMENT.

There will be a further issue of the
grand supplement in next Monday’s
Maexer Library. Many fine stories
have been sent in to the editorial offices
of the “Greyfriars Herald,” and Harry
Wharton has also eollecied. a splendid
pumber of articles and poems.

It is rather interesting to note that

Harry Wharton has approached the
Head to control one issue of the
“Herald,” and this is being done. That

will be a number of numbers!
Keep your eye on the Macser Chat
for further news of this,

THE “HOLIDAY ANNUAL.”

FRIDAY!

September the First!

What a tremendous number of boys
and girls have eagerly looked forward
for that day! And it comes this week—
and with it the publication of the
“Holiday Annual.”

This “is the three hundred and sixty
page volume I have told you about—
packed as it is with grand long com-
plete school ‘stories of Greifrlars, Rook-
weood, and St. Jim’s, adventure and
sports stories, articles, poems, tricks, and
puzzles, plates beautifully printed in mag-
vificent colours, and heaps  of other
features too numerous to mention,

This volumo ia sure to find a place in
every home, and I do so want my readers
to be the first to have it. I canmot too
strongly advise you all to order a copy
of the “Holiday Annual,” and all the
time I am writing this I fear that some
of you will leave that until too late, and
will try and get a copy when they are all
sold out.

THE

BEST Boys’ Books on the Market.

No. 625.—YOUNG YAREDLEY. p
A splendid yarn of the Australian cricketers in Epgland. By Richard

BLAKE
LIBRARY

Fourpenre

Per Volume No. 247.—THE

Randolph.
BOYS’ No. 626.—IN QUEST OF A WORLD CHAMPION.
A magnificent story of the boxing ring. By Walter Edwards.
FRIEND No. 627.—THE BOY WITH FIFTY MILLIONS. .
LIBRARY A grand tale of schoclboy fun and adventure. By Vietor Nelson.
No. 628.—THE RED RAFIERS.
= A powerful romance of the Middle Ages. By Morton Pike.
ourpence
Per V%"JITIO No. 629.—CHUMS AFLOAT!
- A stirring yarn of life and adventure In the Wavy. Ey Geoffrey and
Andrew Gray.
No. 243.—THE CRIMSON DOMINO.
A tale of Sexton Blake, Tinker, and Pedro, introducing GRANITE
p— GRANT (the King's Spy) and MADEMOISELLE JULIE.

No.244—THE HOUSE OF GHOSTS.
sExToN A fascinating tale of mysiery and adventure In London and the
Lake District. By the author of “The Gnat,” ete., ete.

No. 245.—THE LAMA'S SECRET. ¢
A remance of London and Tibet—tihe Forbidden Land.

No. 246 —~THE WERE-WOLF OF ELPHINSTOWE,
A wonderful story of Laffling mystery, introducirg DR, FLRRARO,
By the autbor of “The Diemond Flood,"” ete.

CASE OF THE VANISHEID HUSEAMD,
A tale of thrilling adventure and clever detective work.
author of “The Case ¢f the Deserted Wife,” eto.
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Now on Sale. Buy ¥our Copies TO-DAY!

Don’t let that happen, hoys and girls;
don't write and tell me you can’t obtain
a copy of the “Annual,” Order it now,,
and you are sure of it, Next Monday,
may be teo late!

Cotrespondence.

Albert Pooley and Jack McDonald, 23,
Goulburne Street, Yarraville, Melbourne,
Victoria, Australia, wish to correspond
with readers interested in stamps and
amateur magazines. Ages, 13-15.

Robert A, Beaton, 15, Janet. Street,
Maylands, South Ausimliu, wishes to cor-
respond with readers. Apges, 16-18.

Gordon Haydock, Datinga Street, Mile

End, Adelaide, South Au:@li'aligh wishes
to correspond with readers in America,
Ages, 14-10.

India, Japan, or Spain.
H. W. Swift, 103, Sheffield Street,
Scunthorpe, Lines, wishes to contribute
stories, eic., to amateur magazines.
Edwin G. SBmith, 40, Hotspur Street,
Tynemouth, wishes to correspond with

readers abroad interested in postage-
stamps and - natural history.  Ages,
13-15

Jack Hudson, 123, Fitzgerald Street,
Horton Lane, Bradiord, Yorks, wishes to
correspond with readers anywhere,

8. Step, 15, Devonshire Street, Theo-
bald’s Road, London, W.,C.1, wishes lo
hear from editors of amaleur magazines
as to rateg, ete. .

¥. D, Paterson, Bushey Park Coltage,
Teddington, Middlesex, wishes to hear
from readers willing g contribute to his
magazine, the “Live Wire.” :

George W.- Day, 9, Buckingham
Gardens, Slough, Bucks, wishes to hear
from readers at home or overseas. All
letters answered. Ages 15-16.

Charles Cannin, 2, John Street, Wrex-
ham, North Wales, wishes to correspond
with readers in Canada. o

. A. Cannon, 60, Norman Avepiy,
London, N. 22, wishes {o correspond wit
readers, preferably overseas.

. 8. Khan (Srddique) 58, Torty-
Eighth Street, East Rangoon, Burmah,
India, wishes to hear from readers of
the Companion Papers and the “Holiday
Annual.”

Miss Margaret Nunn, the Old Hall,
Ruswarp, Whitby, ¥orks, wishes to
correspond with readers anywhere, who
are interested in the Corps of Guides.

Your €ditor,

it S N P i )
ALL THE
LATEST

PICTURES

AND FOOTBALL

- FORECASTS

Every Week in

FOOTBALL
SPECIAL 2°

On Sale Every Friday—Buy it NOW!
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A Magnificent, Long, Complete
Story, dealing with the
adventures of Harry Wharton
& Co., the famous Greyiriars
Chums. 2 12 ::
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B FRANK RICHARDS.

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

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Coker Asks For It!

6™ O you're back again !”

Coker of the Fifth made the
remark, and the recipients
thereof were Harry Wharton &

Co., of the Greyfriars Remove.

Tt' was the first day of the new term;
and the Famous Five of Greyfriars were
erossing the old quad arm in arm in a
Merry row.

They scemed Lo have turned up again
in high spirits after the vacation, to judge
by their looks.

Perhaps Coker of the Fifth did not
approve of high spirits in fags of the
Lower Fourth. Or perhaps he was hutt-
ing in  just because he was Coker;
“hulling " into anvthing being one of
the great Coker’s weaknesses,

Ile had been looking al a newspapér
when the Famous Five came along. He
lowered it, to fix his ¢yes upon the row
of cheery juniors, frow ning,

“Yes, here we are again,
snid Bob Cherry cheerily,
glad Lo see us?”

“Can't say 1 am,” said C'nkm

“RBad taste on )onr purl said DBob,
with a shake of the head. “Now, if we
had faces like yours, Coker, old man, it
might be a bit of a shock to sece us,
But—"

“I don't wanl any cheek!”
Coker.

“Eonough of your own?"” asked Bob.

1

old top!
“Ain’t you

roared

“The cheekfulness of the ludicrous
Coker——"" began MHurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“Is terrific!" chuckled Bob.

Coker frowned more darkly.

“If you young rullians have come back
this term to be just as cheeky as you
were last lerm——"" he began,

“We have!"”

“We haz!" grinned Johuny Bull,

“Quite 1" said Harry Wharton, langh-
ing. “DBul a more important qnoatxon,
have you cowme back to be ns cheeky as
you were last term, Coker?”

“As giddy old Hamlet remarked, that
is_the question!” said Frank Nugent.
“Coker looks checky! I think we

= jmis

couldn't begin ihe term belter than by
bumping Coker.”
““ Hear, hear!”

1 suf you fellows—

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, Bunter! Come
;}n{cti !cn us a hand bumping Coker,
atty [

I say, g1\e him a jolly good bumping,
you follows ! said Billy Bunter. * The
east wouldn't let me get into the brake
at the station. He said the springs
wouldn't stand it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You cheeky young rascals—
began Coker, as the Fantous Five of the
Remove closed round him, with playful
looks.

“Collar him !”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharton & Co. were in ex-
uberant spirits, and Coker had ha[ipened
along, as it were, just in time to benefit
by the exuberance. They eollared
Horace Cloker on all sides,

Coker of the Fifth was a hefty youth;
but he was not quite hefty enough to
deal with five pairs of sturdy hands,
which grasped lim anywhere that they
could find a hold.

Coker, with a roar, ecame down on the
cold, ]1arr1, unsympathetic quadrangle.

Bump

Coker's hat flew in one direction, and
his newspaper in another. Coker sat on
the ground and bellowed,

“ Foel l:ettnr [Iora.ce 7 asked Bobh,

“¥a, ha, ha!

( oker spluttered,

\ou you young
I'l—

“Come on,” said Dob,
here listening to Coker.
boxes o unpack yet.”

The Famous Five troited on, chuekling.
IMTorneo Coker staggered to his fect.

His face was red with wrath,

Certainly, Coker had asked for it;
Coker always was asking for it. Dut he
was nol pleased when he got jt.

He stopped only to gel his breath, and
%Iwn he rushed in pursuit of the Famous
five.

“Hook it!" ejaculated Bob Cherry.

The five juniors ran, Afler them sped

"

11—

villains!

*Can't slay
There's the

Coker, at top speed, on the trail of
vengeance,

The quadrangle was crowded with
fellows returning for the new term; and
there was shouting and laughter on all
sides as the chase went on,

“Go it, Coker!”

“Iut it on, Horace!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker gained on the Famous Five.
Perhaps they allowed him to gain. Ile
drew closer and closer, till his oul-
stretched hand almost touiched Wharton,
Then the fugitives stopped suddenly and
stood fast, as firm as rocks. Coker came
into them with a crash,

It was qullc an unexpected collision-—-
to Coker! He rolled over from it as if
he had struek a brick wall,

The Famous Five turned on him as he
rolled; and they captured Coker's ankles
as he sprawled. In possession of Coker's
ankles, they marched on, the rest ol
Coker perforce accompanying the ankles.
There were yells of laughter on all sides,

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Coker.
“Lef_..gn' You young vwillaing! Oh,
crumbs ! Leggo! Ilelp!”

“Ia, ha, ha!"

“Cave!” yelled Vernon-8mith, from
the School Ilouse steps.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes
Quelchy !

Mr. g}uelr_\b, the master of the Remove,
came into view. He blinked at the

extraordinary sight of a Tifth-former
being {railed across the quad by his
ankles,

He had time for only one blink.

Then Harry Wharton & Co. dropperl
Coker like a hot polato, and bolted.
Horace Coker was loft sprawling on his
back, almeost at the feet of the Remove
master, Ile sat up and gasped,

“Oh! Ow! Wow! Groogh!

“oker 1 thululcred Mr. (,;uol(h

“Dw! Wo

“Are you not ashamed of yourself,
Coker ¥” thundered the Remove master.
“1 ean make allowdnees for exuberanco
of spirits on the part of junior boys, on
the first day of term. But a Fifth Form
boy—a senior——""
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“Have you no sense of dignity?"” ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch, “T am surprised at
you, Coker—ashamed of seeing a Fifth
Form boy perform such senseless pranks
in the quadrangle !

“Why, I—I—-I—"

“@Get up, at once, sir!” thundered Mr.

ucleh. ““Do not sprawl on the ground,
sir, like some fooligh boy of the Second
Form! If I were your Form-master, I
should cane you!”

“I—I—I—" stuttered Coker.

“ Pah I,‘ X

Mr. Quelch sniffed, and walked on,
Cloker scrambled to his feet, with feelings
that were really too dée? for words. He
i]a.red round in search of Harry Wharton

Co. ; but those cheery youths had van-
ished, and Horace Coker was denied even
the ¢ lation of v nee,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Chance for Bunter |
‘H

E, he, he!"”
Billy Bunter watched the
flight of the Famous Five,
grinning. When they vanished from his
sight among the crowds in the quad-
rangle, Bunter turned his attention to the
hat and the newspaper that Horace Coker
had dropped.

The hat he quickly disposed of. One
shove of Bunter’'s boot drove in the top
of Coker’s hat, and transformed it into
s concertina, That was Coker’s reward
for refusing Bunter admittance to the
school brake, on the grounds that the
springs would not stand Bunter’s weight.

Then Bunter picked up the mewspaper.

Bunter was intercsted in that. He
had seen Coker with that paper in his
hands, in the train; and again in the
brake Coker had been scanning it. And
once more, standing in the sunny quad,
Coker had been deeply engrossed in that
paper when he so unfortunately
“butted ¥ in on the Famous Five. Billy
Bunter was curious to know what it was
that Coker had found so very interestinyg
in _that paper,

Coker was not much given to reading.
It was quite unusual for him to be
deeply engrossed in any reading matter.
And Bunter had noticed that Coker had
the paper folded open at an advertise-
ment page.

So William George Bunier scanned the
page that Coker had been scanning with
inquisitive curiosity.

There was a eolumn of advertisements
headed *“Personal.” One of the para-
graphs was thickly marked’ round with a
pencil,

Evidently, it was the marked para-
graph in which Coker of the Fifth had
been so deeply interested.

Billy Bunter blinked at it and started.
He read it through with as much interest
as Coker had displayed. The adverfise-
ment ran:

AMATEUR DRAMATISTS.—We re-
yuire brightly-written, entertaining half-
hour sketches, suitable {for wuse as
curtain-raisers in the London theatres.
Good payment for good stuff. Type-
writing  essential.—Sharkey & Co.,
Walker House, Sharp Street, E,C.

“My hat!” murmured Bunter,

He read the advertisement through
once, and he read it through twice. Then
he grinned. He could guess why Iorace
Coker had been so keenly intevested in
that advertisement. Once upon a time,
Coker had written a play. It had been

NEXT &k L ]
MONDAY ! SKINNER'S
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with Coker on their track,

a splendid play, a considerable improve-
ment upon Shakespeare. Coker was
assured of that, and did not hesitate to
say so. There was no false modesly
about Coker. Bub nobody else had
shared Coker’s opinion, and the ultimate
fate of Coker’s play was unknown. Cer-
tainly, it never had attracted enthusi-
astic audiences to a theatre, so far as
was known at Greyfriars,

“The silly ass!” murmured DBunter,
“He “thinks he could do it—that ass,
Coker! Ie, he, he! Wants brains. So
what chance would Coker have? Looks
like a chance for me.” .

Bunter’s round eyes glimmered behind
his spectacles,

Bunter had always been convinced that

he could write, if he had time. Only
the time was wanting.
e determined to find time. Good pay

for good stuff was just what Bunter

wanted. Whether the stuff was good or

not, it was essential for the pay to be
good ; that was the more important point
of the two.

“ Brightly-written I
ter.

murmured Bun-
“Why, that's just my style. I'm

going to have a shot at this.” "
At this point it occurerd to Billy

Bunter that Coker might return in

search of his paper and his hat, Bunter

COMPLETE
SCHOOL -
& STORIES -

Every week in the
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did not want to part with the paper—
and it would have been positively dan-
gerous to be found near: Coker's hat,
considering its present condition.

So William George Bunter beat a
hasty retreat from the spot, with Coker’s
paper tucked under his tight jacket.

{e hurried away to Study Ne. 7 in the
Remove, where he cut out the valuable
advertisement, and consigned the re-
mainder of the paper to the fire-grate.
Bunter considered that the safest place
for it, lest Colter should inquire after
his missing property. Coker was just the
rotter to make a fuss, Bunter considered.

The Owl of the Remove read the ad-
vertisement through once more, and
stacked it away safely in his pocket.
More and more. it was borne in upoen
his fat mind that this was the chance
of a lifetime. It was of no nse to Coker
of the Tifth, of course. Obviously, only
a fellow with brains would be able to
extract good pay from Messrs. Sharkey

Co. for brightly-written, entertain-
ing skotches, suitable for use as curtain-
raisers in the London theatres. Useless
to Coker, therefore, it might be of the
greatest use to Bunter—who had the ve-
quired brains!

“Rather a suiprise for the fellows
when it comes on the stage!"” murmured
Bunter complacently. “I'm going in for
this! May mean hundreds of pounds!
My hat! Hundreds of quids!”

And Billy Bunter rolled down to tea
in a cheery frame of mind, guite in high

feather. Already, in his mind’s eye, he
saw his brightly-written, entertaining
curtain-raiser on the histrionic boards,
and a delighted audience standing up
and shouting for the author! He saw
himself led on the stage, bowing to
thunders of applause. He saw this with
his mind’'s eye. He was not likely {o see
it with his other eyes, even with the aid
of his big spectacles!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Stumped at the Start!

6 ODDY, old fellow—"
“No!” said Peter Todd.

He did not wait for Bunter
to finish. There was no n

When Bi![y Bunter addressed him as
“old fellow,” Toddy knew that it was
time for the answer to be in the negative,

utroddy_____n

i No !”

“You don’t know what I want yet!”
roared Bunter,

Peter Todd chuckled.

“1 can guess!” he remarked.

‘“Toddy, old fellow, I'm in rather a
difficulty,” said Bunter reproachfully
“I'm in want of twenty guineas.”

Bunter’s study-mate jumped. .

He had expected to hear that Billy
Bunter was 1 need of a small loan,
owing to the delay in the arrival of &
postal-order which he had been expecting
for some time,

“Twenty guineas!” he ejaculated.

“Just that!” said Bunter. “I-I-I
ﬂup;!ose you couldn’t lend it me,
Toddy "

“For once, old scout,” said Peter
Fodd, *“your suglposer is working well,
and you're right on the mark. I
couldn’t ! No need to add that Twouldn't,
anyhow. You know that,”

“It's a bit rotten,” said Bunter,
“Lots of the fellows have come back
from the holidays with money left over.
I know Wharton’s got some pounds, and
Bob Cherry’s got something. Smithy's
rolling in it. Johnny Bull's got a five-
pound note. And they wmﬁdn't club
together to lend me twenty guineas if T
asked them.”

“ Wouldn't they really?” asked Peter
with sarcastic surprise. “Isn't that
selfisk ¥

Bunter nodded,

“I'm used to selfishness at Grey-
friars,” he said sadly. * Sometimes I
think it will make me selfish in the long
run.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Peter.

“How can a fellow keep on being open-
hearted and generous, with so mudl
selfishness going on round him?” said
Bunter argumentatively.

“How !"" gasped Peter,

“But that’s neither here nor there,”
continued Bunter. “I've got to
the facts as I find them. The fellows
could raise the sum I want if they
clubbed together all they have left over
from the holidays, but they won't do it.
No good even asking them—they simply
wouldn’t! So the question is, how can I
get the twenty guineas?”

“Fcho answers how!” said Toddy.

“What am I to do, Poter?”

“Deo without!” suggested Toddy,

* “QOh, really, you know. With a chance
like this——"

Y1ike what?” asked Peter Todd,
staring at his fat study-mate.

“You see, I've got a chance at last,”
explained Bunter. I won't go into
details, because you might cut in—"

A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.
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By FRANK RICHARDS. i



The Longest and Best School Tales Appear in this Paper Every Week!

" Eh?!i i
“]—1 mean, no need to go into
details,” said Bunter hastily. ‘“But a

chance has come my way at last of using
my talents—"

“Never knew you had any. You've
kept them awfully dark all the while
you've been at Greyfriars.”

“Oh, vreally, Toddy! TI've got a
chance at last of using my talents, and
making considerable sums of money,”
said Bunter.

“ Great pip I

“And I can't Dbegin for want of a
miserable twenty guineas!” said Bunter.
“Bickening, ain’t 107"

“lorrible ! agreed Peter Todd.
“ Awful!  Terrific, as Inky would say!
Why nol write home to Bunter Court
for 1L ¥

“I'm afraid the pater wouldn’t send
me twenly guineas in a lump.”

“Try your uncle, the marquis—

“0Oh, really, Toddy—"

“(Or your cousin, the duke—r

“Look here, Toddy, do be serious. I
simply must have a typewriter——"

A typewriter ! yelled Peter Todd.

“Yes. Typewriting is essential.”

“ Bssential to what 2"

“Oh, nothing.”

Peter Todd regarded Bunter with in-
creasing surprise, 1f Bunter had wanted
twenty guineas or any other sum {o ex-
pend in tuck Peter would not have been
surprised, PBut what DBunter could
poasibly want a typewriter for was a
deop mystery. Typewriting was a form
of work. Bunter hated work
shape or form.

“ Without it,” said Bunter, “1 can't
begin. Of course, I can do the rough
skotch in handwriting——"

“The rough skeich of what?"”

“Oh, nothing.”

“ You're going to make a rough sketch
ofenpthing in handwriting, and you want
a lyper to type it out?” asked Toddy.

“Exactly, I'm glad you understand.
You're a bit dense, as a rule, Toddy.”

“ My word !" said Peter.

“[undreds of pounds, probably, are
just waiting for me to pick them up,”
satd DBunter, blinking at his amazed
study-mate through his big spectacles.
“And I'm stumped at the very start!
There’s no time to waste, either; they
won't wait long.”

“They !" said Peter dazedly. * Who?"

“Bharkey & Co., you know.”

“Bharkey & Co.!” repeated Toddy.
“And who are Sharkey & Co. 7"

“0Oh, nobody,” said Bunter hastily,
Apparently the Owl of the Remove
realised that he had said too much, and
was in danger of giving away his secret.

“You want g typewriter to type out
nothing, because nobody won't wail
long 1" said Peter Todd. “I suppose it's
studying BEuclid that’'s made you as clear
and lueid as thiz, Bunter.”

“Yes, very likely,” assented Bunter.
“Quelchy's got a typewriter. Ile uses it
for that rot he's writing about the his-
tory of Greyfriars., DBut he won't lend it
to me. He let me use it once, and a
couple of keys got broken, and there was
some jam on the ribbon, and the tension
strap flew off and got lost; and be's
made that an excuse for not letting me
touch it again. Rotten selfishness on all
sides !" said Bunter bitterly, *I—I sup-
pose you don’t feel inclined to sell your
bike and lend me the money, Toddy?”

“0h, my Aunt Selina! Not guite !”
gasped Peter Todd. “I don't quite see
myself doing it. Ask next door!”

“You're just as selfish as all the rest,
Toddy !” said Bunter, “1 think you

““ SKINNER'S

NEXT
MONDAY.!

in any |

b

Bob Cherry held up the wedge of paper.
Todd.

“yah! Beasts! Gimme my play! You’re jolly well not going to bag it
(See Chapler 5.)

* Wha-a-at Is it ? ** ejaculated Pe.er
«{ say, you fellows ! ** Billy Bunter came bounding up the Jower stairs. |

might play up, afler all I've dene for
on.”’

“What have you ever done for any-
body but a fat rascal named Bunter?”
inquired Toddy.

“Well, I'm pally with you,” said
Bunter. * Clonsidering my social position
and—"

“Your what?”

“Hocinl position, Considering that,
and that your father is only a poor
measly rotter of a solicitor, 1 think you
might be grateful. You can’t deny that
I've always treated you as an equal.”

Bunter blinked at Peter Todd, as if
hopini_tlmt this might have some effect
upon hi

It had!

It was not the effect that Bunter hoped
for, but undoubledly it had an effect—
quite a strong effect.

Peter Todd jumped up. e reached
for Bunter with one hand, and for a
ruler with the other.

He grabbed them both at the same
moment, one in either hand.

Whack !

The ruler and DBunler came into
sudden contact, with a crack that ran
through the study like a pistol-shot.

“Yooop!” roared Bunter. * Wharrer
you at? Ow! Oh, my hat! Leggo!”

Whack!

“ Help !"

Whack !

* Yarooooh !”

Bunter tore himself away and fled.
Peter followed him to the doorway, and
stood there, brandishing the ruler.

“Come back!” he roared. 1 haven't
finished yet!"

Bunter did not come back.

CHUM!™

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Means Business 1.

URING the next few days William
George Bunter, the fat ornament
of the Remove, wors a gloomy
brow.

He seemedl to be generally in a bitter
and sardonic humour,

Ile was, in fact, quite pessimistic.

The amount of selfishness that Bunter
found in his surroundings was enough to
make any fellow pessimistic. Bunter
felt that he sould have been justified in
despairing of human nature altogether.

Lots of fellows, by clubbing together
all their resources, could have raised the
sum Bunter needed to buy a typewriter.
. :And they never even thought of doing
it!

Bunter was quite shocked. He won-
dered, indeed, whether all this selfishness
wouldn’t, in the long run, have a de-
teriorating effect upon his own generous
nature.

Be that as it might, there was no
doubl that Bunter was, as he had ex-
pressed it, stumped at the start. Accord-
ing to Messrs. Sharkey & Co.’s adyer-
tisement, typewriting was essential ;
unless it was typewritten, his play
wouldn't be read, though it was written
ever so brightly. And fellows, instead
of rallying round and helping him, didn’t
seem (o care a rap—not a single solitary
rap!

True, they didn't know why Bunter
wanted o typewriter. Bunter was keep-
ing the 8harkey advertisement very care-
fuﬁy dark. Coker of the Fifth, so far as
Bunter knew, was keeping it dark also.
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6 Have You Seen the Lafest Number of * Billy Bunter’s Weekly *'—

At all evenls, Punter had heard nothing
said upon the subject.

Possibly Coker's motive was the same
a8 Bunter’s—a desire 1o keep other com-
pelitors out. Or possibly Coker, having
failed to find his lost paper, had for-
rotten about the matter altogether.

unter hoped that he had. Not that he
feared Coker's rivalry—he smiled at that
thought. But he didn’t want Sharkey &
Co. to receite a lot of silly, ill-written,
ill-spelt rot from Greyfriazs. It might
prejudice their judgment against his own
masterly work when it arrived.

But his own masterly work, so far from
atriving at Messrs, Sharkey & Co.’s,
conld not even staxt !

The mere writing of it was nothing—
to Bunter. To write a half-hour play
in a bright and entertaining manner was,
to Bunter, as casy as falling off a fornw.

Literary work of the most masterly
kind fairly flowed from his pen. e was
surprised himself at his own faeility.

All he needed in order to become a
dramatist, was a bottle of ink, a pen, and
a stack of impot paper.

Gening did the vest.

In a few days the masterpiece was
completed, so far as ink, pen, impot-
paper, and genins could do it.

Bunter read it over and saw that il was
good.

Good wasn't the word—it was excel-
lent. He realised that, e was tempted
to read it aloud in the study to Teddy,
1o astound that youth. He could imagine
the effect on- Toddy—incredulity gradu-
ally giving place lo breathless admiration.

But  he resisted the temptation.
Nobody was going to know anything
about Sharkey & Co. uniil Bunter’s suc-
cess was an accomplished fact. A lot of
incapable scribblers butting in might
spoil the whole thing.

It was really exasperating to be barved
from success by the miserable lack of
twenty guineas to buy a typewriter.
Here was the masterly play ready.
Sharkey & Co. were ready. The public,
doubtless, were ready to swarm to the
performance and enjoy it. The resulting
cheque was ready for Bunter—and, most
certain of all, Bunter was ready for the
cheque!

No wonder the Owl of the Remove was
gloomy and pessimistic!

It added to his exasperation that at a
time like this Mr. Quelch expected him
to give the usual attention to lessons. It
was the last straw, insult added to injury;
but undoubtedly Mr. Quelch did expect
it. Even prep could not be cut without
serious consequences in the Form-room.

Bunter’s only resource seemed to be
to hire a typewriter. But here, again,
that weakness of frail human nature,
selfishness, came in to baffle him.
Mercenary shopkeepers wanted to be paid
for the hire of their property. And
Bunter hadn’t any money !

It was borne in upon Bunter’s mind

that it was Mr. Quelch’s typewriter that
would have to serve his tarn—it was neck
or nolthing., He did nol dare to ask for
the loan of it, which wonld certainly
have been refused. Mr. Quelch had been
more concerned than Bunter about the
breaking of a couple of keys and a
tension-strap on the last occasion. In-
deed, he had seemed quite annoyed and
bitter about it. .

He had even threatened to send the bill
for repairs to Bunter’s father. Fortun-
ately, he had not done so, but it was
obvious that Bunter's fat fingers would
never be allowed to tonuch the machine
again,

But necessity is the parentof invention,
As Bunter had to have the typer, it
NEXT ik - U
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became a question of aulwilting Quelchy,
and to that problem DBunter turncd his
powerful intellect.

On Wednesday afterncon, which was
a fine half-holiday, Mr. Quelch went out
with Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth.
Bunter watclied hiin go, from the window
of the Remove passage.

ile shook his fat fist at the back of his
Form-master’s unconscious head.

After the two gentlemen were quite
gone Bunter sorted out his valuable
manuseript, stuffed it under his facket,
and rolled downstairs. While the cat
was away the smice could play; and
Bunter hoped lo get his typing done
before Mr, Quelch retuimed.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! IHere’s Bunter {”
erclaimed Bob Cherry. **Start from the
top, Bunty.” -

The Famous IMive and some other Re-
movites were deriving a little harmless
and necessary entertainment from sliding
down the hanisters. They also had noted
that Mr. Quelch had gone out.

“Rot!” said Bunter.

“Aren’t you sliding down?” asked
Beb, “Afraid of damaging the landing
if you drop®”

“Yaht”

“Give Bunter a turn !” chuckled Peler
Todd, *Collar him and hang him on the
banisters! IU's time he had some exer-
cise !”

“Good I

“¥ah! Go and eat coke!” howled
Bunter, and he fled down the stairs at
top speed., Nothing would have induced
William George Bunter to trust his valu-
able person to theé banisters, and it did
not dawn upon him that the humorous
Removites were only pql!inf_his leg, and
had no intention of shiding him down.

“ After him !’ roared Bob.

‘(Baast !I,

Bunter tore on, and slipped, and sat
on the landing with a roar. Greyfriars
was an ancient building, built in the days
when builders were builders. But ihe
solid landing almost groaned as Bunter
landed on it.

“ITa, ha, ha!”?

“ Do that again, Bunter ! roared Bob.

“ Beast I

Billy Bunter serambled up and seuttled
down the lower stairs. Fle left a wedge
of impot-paper on the landing behind

“Hallo, hallo, hallo hawled Bob
Cherry. “You've dropped something,
Bunter—your lines, old fat top!”

£ Yah !”

Bunter knew that he hadn’t any lines
about him, and he rolled on. Bob slid
down the Remove staircase banister to
the landing and picked up the papers
Bunter had dropped.

He supposed that it was an imposition,

and his good-natured intention was to
hurry after Bunter with the lost
property.

But as he glanced at the smudgy,
blotty, scribbled top sheet of the wedge
Bob gave a gasp.

“Great Christopher Columbus! My
only hat "

Getting On With It!
‘H
banisters after him, joined him

A, ha, ha!”
Bob Cherry roared.

on ihe landing and gathered round in

surprise,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
His chums, sliding down the
“What i3 it?” asked Wharton

“Something of Bunter's? asked DPeter
Todd, in surprise.

Bob Cherry gurgled.

“Look ! he gasped.

Ie held 'up the wedge of paper—a
dozen sheets of foolseap, pinned logather
ab one corner., Every sheet was scribbled
on in Bunler's large, sprawling fist. The
top sheet was enough for Bol—and
enongh for his comrades when they saw
it. They stared and roared.

THE MISTERY OF THE MOTED
GRAINGE.

Seen I, Akt I,

Lady Gloxiana’s boodore. Lady Gloxi-
ana diskovered reklining on a sofer,

Enter Sir Regginald Ribstone,
Sir Regeinald; “Ha! At last we aro

aloane !”
Lady 5 “ Unhand
H 1}

knaive!

Gloxiana: me,

That was all the literary work that the
page lheld in Bunter's sprawling fist.
But there was a liberal allowance of{blota,
smudges, and erasures.

The Removites blinked at it.

“Wha-a-at is it?’* ejaculaied Toddy.

“Y say, you fellows!” Bunler came
bounding up the lower stairs. “¥ah!
Beasts! CGinme my play ™

“Play I yelled Bob Cherry.

“Yah! Rotters! Gimme my play!”
yelled Bunier, “You're jolly well not
going to bag it and plagiarise it—"

“Plagiarise that?” gasped Wharton,
“Oh, my only hat!” .

“Let’s seo what Sir Reginald does
next ! stuttered Bob Cherry. *‘Docs he
unhand her, Bunter?”

“I1a, ha, haI?

““Beast I i

Bunter grabbed his valuable manu-
script, He tucked it under his ‘Jacket
again, and glared at the Removites, with
a glare that almost cracked his spectacles.

“So that’s what you want to type, 18
it? exclaimed Peter. My dear chap,
it would burst the machine.”

“Nunno!” gasped Bunter. *I—I—
The—the fact is, if—if you fellows think
that js— I'm jollqi well not going to
tell you anything! If you think I saw
an agvextiscment in Coker’s paper, you're
jolly well mistaken !

“What?"? 4

“There isn’t any demand for brightly:
written, enlertaining curiain.raisers,
said Bunter, blinking at them. *Don’t
you run away with the idea that there
is! There isn't!”

“What the dickens—"

Billy Bunter turned and scudded down
the Jower stairs again, leaving the
movites staring. )

He chuckled as he disappeared, fecling
that he had put his possible rivals off the
track in guite a masterly manner.

He reached the door of the Remove
master’s study, while the juniors return
to their gymnastics on the banisters,
Bunter turned the handle of the door;
but it did not open,

He gave a snort of disgust. ¥y

The Remove master had locked his
study door, and taken away the key;
just as if he could not trust a fellow to
fes.ve his typewriler alons during his
absence! Such distrust shocked Bunter.

But the Owl of the Remove was not to
be beaten by a locked door. He rolled
out into the quad, and round to Mr
Quelch’s sindy window.

The window was open at the top, as he

““Ha, ha, ha 1" shricked Bob. expected to find it. Mr. Quelch, who had

“Let's look—" left a heap of important papers on his

GHUM | RL A SPLENDID TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS,
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{able, had taken the precaution to lock
his door; but naturally he had not
expected his study to be burgled by way
of the window overlooking the quad.

Bunter blinked round him cautiously.
Skinner of the Remove was loafing near
at hand, but nobody else was near
Bunter.

“1 say, Skinney, give a chap a bunk
wp !’ said Bunter.

Skinner stared at him,

¢ Japing Quelchy 7" he asked.

#Ve.es—exactly.”

“Good luck, o{i scout " said Skinner
cordially. - “Never thought you had the
nerve. Wait a bit {ill I see whether the
coast’s clear,”

fkinner looked round; his eyes were
much keener than Bunter's. Wingate of
the Sixth a.pp}:sared on the path, with
Gwynne, and he waited for them to pass
out of sight, Bunter waited impatiently.

¢ Gtive ug a hand, Skinner.”

“Right, old tolp 51

unke

Skinner * 3 d " the fat junjor on
%o the window-sill, Then he strolled
rather  hurriedly  away. “ Juping

Quelchy ¥ was a deed after Skinner's
own heart; but he did not want to risk
being caught taking a hand in it; and
anybody might come in sight of the
window at any moment,

But Bunter’s luck was good. He
grabbed the sash and dragged it up, and
rolled into the study. He did not trouble
10 see where he rolled, and his fat legs
came into contact with a light table, and
sené it spinning. There was a terrific
crash as a jar of flowers landed in the
fender.

*Dh crumbs I murmured Bunter,

He blinked at the havoe. But it conld
not be helped. Anyhow, Quelchy was not
to know that he had been there, so it
didn’t matter! Comforted by that re-
flection, Bunter jammed down the
window, and turned to Mr. Quelch’s

table.

- The Remove master had been drawing
up some papers in Latin prose,  There
avas quite a stack of them on the table
under a paper-weight beside the type-
sriter, which Mr. Queleh used for a good
deal of his work, as well as for that
«History of Greyfriars ¥ which he had
been engaged upon for so many years.

Bunter pushed the papers out of the
way unceremoniously, He bad no time
to waste on Latin prose. The paper-
weight rolled to the floor, and some of
the papers followed it. Bunter had no
time lo waste in picking them up.

He jerked the case off the typewriter,
dragged it to tho edge of the table, put
a cushion on Mr. Quelch’s chair, and sat
down to work. There was luckily a
supply of paper at hand. Bunter had
used the machine before, so he knew how
to handle it, more or less. Fe put a
sheet of paper on the roller, and stavled.

Click! Click! Click! Click!

The clicking of the typer was almost
musie to Bunler’s fat ears. He had gob
going ab last! The last obstacle belween
himself and a cheque from Sharkey &
Co. was disappearing. Click!t Cliek!
Click ! Click !

Then the carringe came o a sudden
stop as the machine jammed. Bunter’s
clumsy fingers had driven a couple of
keys fogether, and they had locked,

“ Pother 1" growled Bunter.

He hammered on the depressed keys,
but the type-bars did not nnlock. So he
shoved a fat hand into the machine to
jerk them apart. He succeeded in doing
that—only too well!

Crack !

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bunter.

He withdrew & fat paw, with a
troken steel rod in it. Ie blinked at it

“* SKINNER’S
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in dismay. It was the letler “E " that
Le had detached from the typewriter. It
was veally dismaying. DBunter was not
thinking of the damage to Mr, Quelch’s
proqerty. That was something for Mr.
Quelch to think about! But how was he
to type out the “Mysiery of the Moated
Grange,” without the most essential
vowel ¥

“Well, of all the rolten luck " growled
Bunter. “It’s too rotten! I shall have
to go over the giddy manuscript, putting
in all the E’'s with a pen! Just like
Quelchy to have a rotten typer that
breaks at a touch! It will Jook quite
rotten—blow it!”

It really was very annoying. Mr.
Queleh was likely Lo find it anmoying, too,
when he came to use the machine again,
Fortunately, that did not concern Bunter.

He resumed typing with a discontented
frown, He had finished one page, and
was beginning on the next, when he was
startled by a sudden sound—a most
alarming sound. It was the sound of a
key being inserted into the lock of the
door from outside.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Coker, Too !

1 IPPING ! said Horace ('oker.
R Coker’s rugged face was full
leased satisfaction.

He was silting at his study

table, in hLis room in the Fifth TForm

passage, with a pen in his hand, several
smudges on his fingers, and a little stack
of manuscript before him.

of

.

! ’”Ifjl] T

7

Upon the top of the top sheet was
writlen, in Coker’s well-known (ist and
still betler-known spelling :

“THE MISSING EIR.”

Cloker was a great man, but he was not
great on orthography. 'The greatest of
us have our little wgaknesses. Coker’s
was in spelling. Tven Ilomer is said to
have nodded; Coker, certainly, did not
excel orthographically. Perhaps he was
not quite so bad as Bunter of the
Remove. DBut he was a very good second,

Cioker knew, of coutse, that the “h ™
is silent in the word “heir.” He knew
that by the sound of the word;
apparently he did not know that the
H, though silent, was there; that il
should be seen but not heard, as it were.

“The Missing 'Iir ¥ was the title of a
brightly-written, entertsining _curtain-
raiser, written by Horace James Coker, to
be sent on to Messrs, Sharkey-& Co., in
answer to their advertisement. Coker
had lost the paper containing the adver-
tisement, owing to the fact that Bunter
had found it. But a second copy of the
paper had been obtained easily enough;
and Coker had lost no time. Quite un.
conscious of the fact fhat there were
more literary men than one at Greyfriars,
and that he had a dangerous rival, Coker
had concentrated his mighty brain on the
little play that now lay before him, had
finished it, perfected it, revised if, and re-
revised it, and now it was perfect; in
fact, it was a gem, which Coker expected
would attract like & magnet,

===

e

and started typing
faet that Bunter lay under

B pretty rotten of Quelchy to butt in and try fo cut a fellow out like this I
muttered Horace Coker, as he removed the unfinished sheet from the roller of the
typewriter and pushed it aside with the others.
the title-page of ** The Missing Heir,” fotally unaware of the
the table a few inches from him,

Then he inserted a new sheet
(See Chapter 7.)
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No wonder Coker said that it was
“ripping.” He was quile satisfied with
it; in his judgment 1t was a perfect
sample of its kind, and Coler had great
faith inx his own judgment,

Pottor and Greene weore in the study.
They did not lock so happy as Colker,

The reason was simple. Coker had
been reading the play to them.

Coker did this in the kindness of his
heart. He felt that Potter and Greene,
being his chums, deserved to have the
masterpiece read to them. Potter and
Creene, on the other hand, did not feel
that they deserved it in the least—they
had no sins upon their consciences great
enough to deserve this,

But they stood it. They were loyal
chums, and they expected Coker to stand
a spread at tea-time; seo they stood it.
But they wera glad when it was over.
During the recital they had sat with long-
ing eyes on the door. Now they rose
and edged towards the door. They had
a lurking fear that Coker, being so
pleased with his artistic work, might
read it out again, And there was a limit
to human endurance.

“Well, what do you fellows think?”
said Coker, with 2 beaming smile, *1
think it’s ripping myself] But what do
you think 7

“Blessed if T know how you could do
it, Coker!” said Greene.

“ Never heard anything like it,™ said
Potter.

“ Original—what 2" said Coker, with a

nod.
“Original ! VYes, 1 should say so,”
assented Iotter. “1 feel certain that

there's never been anything on the stage
like it

“You're not such an ass as I've often
thought you, Potter, old man,’ said
Coker kindly. “1 don’t mind telling you
that this is really a little work of art.
Unigque, you know. Rather a good and
taking title—what 1"

“ 8o new!” murmured Potter.

“Phat’s it,” sssented Coker. *‘Naovel,
and all that. DPreity original plot, too—
the heir of the ostate being missing, and
turning up at the last minute—siriking,
don’t you think so?”

“ Awfully 1 said Greene.

“ And the treatment of this new theme
is rather original, too,” said Coker.
“W'rinstance, these lines—"

*“Hem ! say A

Coker did not heed, He proceeded to
ro-read the striking and original lines to
which he referred:

“t Albert . ' Father!”
“igir Guy: “Those features—these
documents—my long-lost son 1 2

“That's the genuine article,” said
Coker—* what "
“0Oh! Yes! Rather! Yes!”

“T'd read it over again te you fellows,
a8 you lz’ke it so much—"
O 1

“Only T've got to geb it typed,” said
Coker.

Potter and Greene breathed again.

“ Better get it typed at once, I should
think,” pgasped Potter. “Strike the
iront while it’s hot, you know.”

“That’s it,” said Coker, rising from
the table. “It won’t take me long to
knock it off on Mr. Queleh’s machine.”

“ Quelchy lending you his typer?”
asked Greene.

“VYes. He's gone cut for the after-
noon, and he told me T might use it,’” said
Coker. “I told him what 1% was for, and
ho stared. Surprised, you know.
he’s let mo have the machine, He's
given me the key to his study so that [

MONDAY ! ** SKINNER'S
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But:

can get it done while he’sout. T'd better
gel going, so I sha'n’t be able to read it
over agam to you chaps—mnot now, at
any rate.’

FPotter and Greene locked as if they
could bear this deprivation with some
fortitude.

Coker, quite heedless of his comrades'
looks, picked up his manuscript and left
the study. Potter and Greene Jooked at
one anocther.

“Jayver hear or dream ol suc¢h a
frabjous ass?” murmured Potter,

Greene shook his head.

“Naver !”

“If we dida't see Coker every day,
Grecney, I shouldn’t believe in him,
Faney o chap writing that silly rot——"

“That abject pifile—" zaid Greene.

“That burbling imbeeciliby—"" said
Potter.

“That  potty,
said (ireene.

“ Fancy it ! said Potter. * For good-
ness’ sako let’s keep out of his way till
he’s posted it. 1f T had vo stand it over

»

footling, foolery

again I should have a nervons break-

down 7

And Coker's chums departed from the
Hchool Housze, while Coker, in o happy
and satisfed mood, approached BMr.
Quelch’s study, felt in his pocket for the
key, and inserted it in the lock.

As the door was locked, Coker, of
course, supposed that the study was
empty. He did not know he had 1
literary ¥ival in the Remeve, and did not
dreatn that that rival had obtained access
{o the study by the window, and was
now sitting at the typewriter.

Billy Bunter had not even given a
thougit to Coker., When he heard the
key turn in the study door lock he
naturally supposed that it was the
Remove master returning.

TBunter sat frozen with horrer for a
sacond.

To he caught theve, in burglarions
possession. of the study, with the type-
writer damaged, and a smashed flower-
jar in the fender, the consequences were
too terrific to be even thought of.

Bunter for one second sat dumb with
horror as the key grated into the lock.

Then, forgetful even of. his master-
piece, and thinking only of self-preserva-
tion, tha first law of nature, he slid from
the chair under the table, and crouched
thers, palpitating.

It was the nearest place of concenlment
— Bunter's enly chance. Ie could only
hope that it would be successful.

There was no cover on the table, but
there were two flaps to it, both of which
were down; and Bunter could only hope
that he would be hidden from sight.

The door opened.

Bunter could not ses who entered the
study, but he did not doubt that it was
Mr. Quelch.

He searcely breathed.

Horace Coker stroda in and shut the
door after him, leaving the key in the
outside of the lock, ready to leck up the
rgom again when he left.

Then he came lowards the table, and
laid down his bundle of manuseript. He
stared at the open typewriter. Tt was
not like a methodical gentleman like Mr.
Quelch to leave his machine uncovered
for the dust to accumulate upon it. But
it was uncovered mnow, and a partly
typed sheet was on the roller. Coker

ANSWERS
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blinked at it, and his eves opened wide,
There were several sheets of Latin prose
on  the table, and Coker naturally
expocted to see an unfinished sheet in the
machine. What he saw was this:

“Lord Adolfus: ' Stand bak, villin ??

“Bir Regginald: ‘Ha! We mete
agana! This {ime yon shall not ekscape
my vengence! Dyel””

“My only sumner bonneb ! ejaculated
Coker in the utmost astonishment.

And Billy Bunter, under the table,
opened his eyes also, as he recognised the
dulcet tones of Horace James,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Dolng !

ORACE COKER stared at the

typed sheet,

" Why Mr, Quelch should have

written that was a deep mystery
to him. He could only suppose that Mr.
Quelch had written it.  1f so, it was
evidept that Mr. Quelch had adopted a
new svstem of spelling—ar that, at least,
waould have been evident to any member
of the Tifth Form excepting Coker.

Butl Coker was so original in his ortho-
graphical methods that he did mob
ahserve originality in others.

The spelling of those lines did nob
strike him, any moye than it had struck
Bunter.

He was astonished to find lines of o
play typed on the mochine—that was all.
It seemed rather a frivolous thing for a

serious gentleman like Mr. Hemry
Quelch.
“Dash it all ¥ muttered Coker, "Its

odd! Joly odd!  Quelchy writing a
play ! Who'd have thought it? Awful
vot, too—nothing like mine. Ulter trash,
in fact 1

“8illy ass!” murmured Bunier under
his breath, “Lot you kLoow about
wriling a play."”

Coker pursued his train of thought.
Unconscious that there was a listener
under the table, he mumblad aloud:

“It’s jolly odd! 1 don't like to think
such u thing of Quelehy, But i's veally
suspicious! I told bim about the adver-
tisemnent when 1 asked him to let me use
the machine, I noticed that he stared,
Seemed very much surprised, I thought.
Tt certainly looks as if he’s ent in himself.
The way my paper was missing the
other day—— Quelchy was in the quad,
I remember he jawed me. And when 1
looked for the paper it was gone.”

There was a smug grn under the
table.

“Here's some more of it,” went on
Coker, ‘““Three or four sheets! °The
Mystery of the Moated Grange !’ Bah!
Done Lo death long age —nothing like niy
originalily here! "Awiul trash!”

The grin under the table turned inte
o contempiuous sneer.

Coker sat in the chair and regarded the

typewritten  sheels. e was very
thoughtful. He did not see Bunter's
original manuscript, as that was lost o

sight under the iyped sheets.

It was guite a painful discovery to
Coker that a man in the hononrable
position of 4 Formanaster should have
“out in ™ like this, and entered the lists
as a rival

Tyne, the advertisement in the Eaper
had been addressed to the whele public—
at least, to the gullible portion of the
public—and Mr. Quelch was a member

of the publie. Still, he oughtn’t to have

(Continued on page 13.)
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¢EDITORIAL!g
‘«g By Harry Wharton. §
GRBIHIBBBIPLHVEHHE

The *“Holiday Annual” has nothing
to do with Billy Bunter's annual bath.
Oh, dear, no! It is a choice, compact
volume of stories and articles and draw-
ings and verse, and it makes its appear-
ance on September 1st.

Although it costs 6s. the “Holiday
Annual 7 is simply priceless! (This is
Bob Cherry's joke.)

I have been privileged to see an early
edition of this bumper book, and
honestly, I have never before seen such
a tempting array of fine fiction, If the
“Apnual ” were double the price, it

avould be worth every penny of the
money.

There is a long, rousing story of
Greyfriars School. There are long
stories of 8t Jim's and Rookwood.
There are adventure stories—I was

simply thrilled by a yarn dealing with
the French Revolution—and there are
‘weveral bright, helpful articles, on sub.
jects which arve dear to the heart of the

Jritish boy.

Thers are plenty of short, snappy
stories. And there is a whole gallery
of bright and breezy verse—mainly con-
tributed by our own special bard, Dick
Penfold.

' Amateur actors are catered for by a
remarkable little play, in verse, featur-
ing Billy Bunter. These plays in verse
have come to be a regular feature of
the “Ioliday Annual.”  They are novel
and amusing, and at the same (ime
inexpensive to perform.

There was one fealure in the
fAnnual ” which made me rock with
merriment, The Editor has published
two leaves from my Autograph Album;
and you will have a chance of seeing all
the different styles of handwriting, to

say mnothing of the spelling. Even
Horace Coker's Dblots are faithfully

reproduced |

I have said nothing about the fine art
plates, in colour and in photogravure,
which adorn the “ Annual,” making it
a thing of beauty and a joy for ever.
This year's “ Annual ” is even better
than its predecessors in (he matter of
art. There are some truly magnificent
pictures, How I laughed at the one
entitled “Fire Drill at Greyfriars.” and
at Ithe picture of Billy Bunter on the
ice !

I have no axe to grind in “cracking
up " the “Annual.” T praise it because
it merits praise, and Dbecause it is a
delectable feast of fun and fiction which
no reader of the GREYFRIARS HErrALD
should miss !

HARRY WHARTON,
Editor.
Supplement i.]

THE GREYFRIARS

HOLIDAY

1923 ANNUAL 1925
FOR BOYS AND GIRLS
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LAUNCHING THE “HOLIDAY ANNUAL™!

By the Editor of the Companion Papers.
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HE task of compiling a bumper volume
like the “Holiday Annual™ 138
not a simple ome. It entails many
weeks of work and thought.

Yet it is a pleasant task, and one that I
would not readily relingquizh,

I set out with the firm resolve that this
year's * Annual'' should be better than the
preceding volumes. I took -as my slogan :
“Year by year this book of cheer grows
better and better and better!”

Certainly 1 have not lacked support in this
gigantic venture, Aunthors and artists have
responded cheerfully to my requests for the
finest work they can produce.

Mr. Frank Richards, as usual, has a big

finger in the pie. I commissioned from him
an extra long, powerful story of Greyfriars
8chool, and he rose to the occasion in
splendid style.

Mr. Martin Clifford was no less eager than
his genial colleague. Mr, Clifford’s stories
of 8t. Jim's have been immensely popular for
many years, and in the forthcoming issue of
the “Holiday Annual” he has excelled
himself.

Mr. Owen Conquest also came up to scratch
with one of his fine stories of Rookwood.

It is hardly too much to say that these
three long stories of the famous schools are

(Continued overleaf.)
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the very life's blood of the * Annnal.” Upon
the merits of these stories the success of
ths volume largely depends.

Messrs. Richards, Clifford, and Conquest,
fiction manufacturers and exporters of
humeour, were in their best form when they
contributed their respective stories to the
» Annual.”

It has been said ihat variety is the spice
of life, and I hore this in mind when com-
piling the “Annnal.”

HSome really rousing adventure stories have
been included, and I am conlident that these
will make a wide appeal.

Our artists have certainly excelled them-
selves this year. The plates in colour, the
plates in photogravure, and the excellent
black-and-white sketches leave nothing to be
desired.

There are short stories and articles in
abundance. In faet, were 1 to try to de
scribe the whole gallery of features’in detail,
1 should take up the whole of thiz supple-
ment, and the staff of the “Greyiriars
Herald * wouid be up in arms!

The “Holiday Anounal” makes ita wel-
come appearance on September lst. It is
beund to be in universal demand. I can
honestly say that it is the best volume of its
kind which has yebt appeared.

And now, baving succeeded, I hope, In
making your mouthis water, I will leave you
to  await  Beptember lst in  feverish
impatience!

THE FIRST OF
SEPTEMBER!

By Dick Penfold.

I feel as merry as King Cole,
As lively as a lark; .

I<dance and sing, and, "pon my soul,
I am 3 gay young sparkt

1 sha'n’t do any work in class,
Whatever the masters say;

Worries and cares, keep oft the grass!
The “Annual’s " out to-day!

What is the “ Annual *? What is this,
‘That al} the chaps commend it?

Six shillings’ worth of fun and bliss;
If you've the money, spend it!

In shady nook, this bumper bock
‘Will while the hours away;

I've stroked the eat, and hugged the cook—
The " Annual's™ out to-day!

I know a shop in Courtfleld Town
Which stocks this tempting treasure,
Containing fiction of renown
To fill my heart with pleasure.
No wonder all the fellows dance
And shout “Hip, pip, hooray !?
While Bunter seeks a cash advance—
The “ Annual’s” oub to-day!

Long, Jovely yarns I shall devour

Of Qreyfriars and of Rookwood;
This volume will beguile each hour

Like no dull, dreary book would,
It will be with me when I work,

,And near yne when I play;
1 !} grin and-giggle, smile and smirk—

The “ Annuals ™ out to-day?!
N T TG T TR T T

GRAND NEW FEATURE
COMING SOON!

“THE
GREYFRIARS
PARLIAMENT!”

Full particulars to be found on
Page 18. HW,
SN nnes

ST TN

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD, ¢

i ey
P iy

By a Copy of “‘ The
Holiday Annual.”

E arrived ot Friardale by train on
the morning of September 1st.
There were Ofty of us—brand-
new, neatly-bound books, as yet
unread hy anvbody save those who compiled
and printed us.

We were thrown out on to the platform
with milkeans and newspapers and luggage.

I hoppened to be the top volume in the
packing-case, and the manager of the hook-
stall elaimed me at once, and placed wme in
a eonspieuous position on his stall.  He
put a ticket on me, hearing the words:

“: HOLIDAY ANNUAL. JUST OUGT!
PRICE 6/-.

My fortymine companions were shunted
oft to the newsagent’s in Friardale.

I did nct remain long on the bookstall.

The tall form of George Wingate, eaptain
of Greyiriars, came inte view. Wingate
looked aft me with glistening eyes.

“Hallg!” Te exclaimed to the bookstall
manager. “The * Holiday Anpnual' out
already ™

“ Yes, sir,”

Wingate groped in his pocket, and produced
six shillings whicli he handed o the manager.
Then he gathered me up aifectionately, made
& rapid survey of my contents, and earried
me off in triumph to Greyiriars.

On entering the school gateway Wingate
gaw that a fight was in progress in the
Close, between a couple of fags.

Instantly the captain of Greyfriars placed
me on the ground, and rushed off to sepavaie
the combatants. Whilst he was thus en-
gaged, & junior came creeping stealthily
towards me. It was Skinner of the Remove.

“Why,” exclaimed Skinner joyfully, “here's
a copy of the * Holiday Annual '! Finding's
keepings!”

Skinper bore me away to his study. He
turned over my pages, and ever and anon
went inte a fit of lavghter.

Skinner was enfoving me to the full, when
siuddenly the breakfast gong sounded.

“1 must be off I” he muttered.

And he left me lying on his study table.

Wo sooner had Skinner departed, than o
youth in butfons came into the study. This
wag Trotter, the page.

Trotter gave a whoop of delight on eatehing
gight of me. He picked me up, and tucked
me under his arm, and raced off to the
domestic regions, in order %o read me at
leisure.

1f Skinner’s enjoyment had been great,
“Trotter’s was even greater. He laughed till
the tears rolled down his cheeks.

He was still deeply engrossed in my pages,
when along came Mra. Kebile, the House-
dame.

“Hlackin’ - again!” she said sternly.
trouble Fou to get on
Trotter!"-

“0Oh, really, ma’am—-—"

Trotter left me on the kitchen-table—a
fatal place to leave me, for directly alter
breakfast I fell into the hands of William
Georze Bunter.

Not having had enough to eat, Bunfer had
come into the kitchen in order to seek fresh
worlds to conquer.

When the fat junior saw me lying in-
Fritiélgly on the table, he forgot all about
ood.

“Why, here’s o copy of the * Annmal’!”
he ejaculated. “I'm going to boy ohe my-
Efl'f during the day., Meanwhile, I'Il borrow

1is.”

Bunter carried me off to a secluded corner
of the ©Close, and read as much of me a3

“1)
with your work,

possible in the limited time at his disposal.
Then the bell rang for morning lessons,

and Bunter rose to his feet, tucked me under-
neath his Eton }aeket, and rolled away to the
Remove Form-room. ;

Holding me open under the desk, the fak
junior started to read me.

“Bunter !” thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Ow!  Yegsir?”

"“What are you nursing on your knee?®”

“A—n kitten, sir!* stammergd Bunten
searcely knowing what o say.

Mr. Queleh {rowned.
“Do you mean to tell me, Dunter, that
you have had the eifrontery to bring a

feline creature into the Form-room?”
“Nunno, sir! It—it's not a kitten.
was just a fizure of speech.
of flowers, sir!”
41 gannot believe you, Bunter!”
“0Oh, really, sii—"
"Brm% the objeet, whatever it is, to me
at oncel”
Billy Bunter had no alternative but fo
carry me to the Form-master.
|
iy

That
It's a—a bunch

Mr. Quelch tecame so atsorbed in me
that he siemed 10 forget all about his
pupils.

Mr., Queich gave a fearsome scowl, yeb a
keen observer would have noticed that his
eyes lighted up with pleasure.

“Leave this hook with me, Bunter,” le
said, “and take five hundred lines for tell-
ing falsehoods!™

“Oh erumbs!”

The Remove had an easy time of it that
morning.

Mr. Quelch became $o ahsorbed in me that
he seemed to forget all aboat his pupils
He turned over my pages eagerly, and ocea-
sionally he was compelled to convert a laugh
into a eough., .

When morning lessons were over I was
taken along to Mr. Queleh’s study, and he
perused me until dinner-time. Then he [leff
me on his desk, beside his typewriter.

I then fell into the hands of Mr. Prout,
the master pf the Fifth. He was reading
me with vast enjoyment, when Wingate of
the Sixth came along.

“1 have a splendid book here, Wingate!™

exclaimed Mr. Prout. It is called the
‘ Holiday Annual’ You may borrow it, it
you wish.”

“Borrow 161" hooted Wingate, forgetting
the respect due to a master. * 'Whj, it's my
awn copy '

“Bless my soul!”

“1've been searching for it high and low,”
said Wingate. “Thank goodness I've sucs
eeeded in running it to earth at last! i

chain it up in my study for the future.”
And he did!

The Best Annual of the Year for Boys and Girls is—

Tag- Macner Liprary.—No. 760.
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HOLIBPAY ANNU

A Breezy Ballad by
secured his copy of the

2aid Bunier to the bookstall clerk,
“The ‘ MMoliday Annual's’ out.
It’s packed with fur for everyone.
Yon have it here, no doubt?”
#Qix shillings, pleass!” the bookstall
man
To Bunter made reply.
Then Billy maaned. and =adly groaned,
And heaved a solemn sigh.

“T'11 let you have a shilling now,
It's all T've got to-day;

The other five (if T'm alive)
L'll let you have next May.”

The bookstall man, with upraised fist,
Smote Bunter on the nose;

And Billy fell, with fearful yell,
Upon a porter’s toes.

Then up he got, and forth he sho
Just like a nimble hare.
“Tyu the Courtfield shop I think Il
Pop;
*I'm bound to get it therve.

“The *Tloliday Annual please!” he
cried,
And sobbed an anxious sob.
With shaking head, the shopman said:
“Not till you've paid six bob!”

“I've got no money,” Bunter groaned;
“T lent it to my chums.

But, Mr. Wren, I'll pay you when
My postal-order comes!”

Then Billy Bunter got the boot,
1le vanished through the doorway;
Rose to his feet, fled down the street
Inlquite a sad and sore way.

ST |
|

By Bunters Quest !

Dick Penfold, showing how Billy Bunter

To countless libraries he went
To get that volume grand;

But met with foes, and violent blows,
Alas! on every hand.

Then back to Greyfriars Billy went,
His heart was in his shoes.

“Until I get that boek, you bet,
I’ll neithef rest nor snooze!”

0ld Closling met him at the gate.
“1 want six bob,” said Billy.

“My Uncle Jack will pay you back,
He lives in Piccadilly.”

Then Gosling raised his hefty broom,
And smote with might and main.
Poor Bunter fled, in fear and dread,

Nor did he come again.

To Mrs, Mimble's little shop
He paid a flying visit.
The dame appeared, looked far from
cheered,
And murmured: “Well, what is it?”

“T want six bob,” said William George,
With eloquence and grace.

“0h, don’t say no—'twill be a blow!
You've got a nice, kind face.”

Bul Mrs. Mumble shook her head:
She pointed to the door.

And Bunter went. ITis head was bent,
His soul still sad and sore.

He met Bob Cherry in the Close,
And asked him for a loan;

Fled, with a frown, as Bob stooped down
And gathered up 2 stone.

To Harry Wharton he repaired,
And with a mournful air

Said: “Lend me, pray, six bob to-day,
For I am in despair !"

Then Harry Wharton made reply:
“1'd lend it, right enough;

But if I did, you stupid kid,
You'd stuff, and stuff, and stuff I

“QOh, really, Wharton! I declare
I do not want the money
To go and stuff on currant duff

Or buttered rolls and honey !

¢¢ Holiday Annual.”

“T want to buy the ‘* Annual ’;
It's now on sale, yon know.

And if T don’t, or can’t, or won't,
'Twill be a frightful blow !’

Then Wharton, like a friend in need,
Produced the sum required,

And got a kiss of grateful bliss
Before the Owl retired.

W

.Back into Courtfield Bunter IS};(‘d,
Just like a flash of light.

“ Hooray, hooray ! I've wan the day!
The glorious goal’s in sight !

ITe bought the volume that he loved,
And with a whoop of pleaswre

Ile sprinted back along the track
With his six-shilling treasure.

In Study No. 7 he sat
And turned the pages o'er
With gloating glee, and ecstasy,
And many a mirthful roar.

His minor, Sammy, toddled in
To share the fun with Billy,
And there they stayed, and shook and
swayed
Till laughter sent them silly.

1

““It really is a ripping book
Cried Bunter, W. G.
“QOh, Sammy, look! Some fellow took

A photograph of me!”

“The stories there, I do declare,
Are great !” said Scmmy Bunter.

“ And everyone who's fond of fun
Should be an * Annual’ hunter,”

There we will leave them, boys and
wirls,

The moral is quite clear:
The “blues” defy, and always buy

The “Annual ” every year!
—The “Holiday Annual ” Order a copy from your Newsagent ’l‘%-day!

Sl}ppiemm: iii.]
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ICK DAUNTLESS gave a whoop of
triumph.
He "was sitting in the Hbrary of

3 his old home, Mildew Manor, with
his chum, Sam Sturdy.

. The candles had been lighted, and they
illuminated the quaint old room with their
ghostly flare.

On that midsummer evening the curtaing
had been drawn across the mullioned
windows to keep out the snowflakes. (Bnow
in midsummer is typical of our HKnglish
climate.) :

“0dds bodikinsg!” cried Dich,
have found!"

“Looks like a chart of some sort,” said
Bam Sturdy. :

*That's precisely what it is, dear boy—a
chart which concerns s buried ffeasure. A
erude diagram iz given, showing the route
te be taken by the treasure hunters. And
beneath the diagram is a verse of dogpgerel,
Tl read it."

And Dick Dauntless recited the following:

“He who seeketh tempting treasure,
Let him scan this chart at leisure,

Full directions will be found;

e must burrow underground

With n pickaxe and o spade.

There the tressure trove is laid.

Let him who deems it worth the while,
Dig, and he'll have cause to smile!”

“See what I

“Where have we got to dig?” asked Sam.

“The chart will tell us. There's a row of
eaves, and one of them is marked with an
arrow. Why, it'z the old Smugglers' Cave
that we explored the other day!™

“Buf we didn't dig under the ground.”

“Of course wot! Ilow did we Know there
was a treasure there, fathead?"

The two chums were tremendously excited.

By a ltcky chanee, Dick Dauntless had dis-
ecovered the treasure chart in an ancient aml
mildewed velume. Within a few hours, if
fortuno favonred them, the two chums would
be vich beyond the dreams of avarice.

In their jubilation they danced a hornpipe
round tio room.

They did not notice that the window
curtains lzd been parted, and that the
swarthy, sinister face of a double-dyed

villain wus peering into the room.

“Let's go and find a pickaxe and spade and
a lantern!" eried Dick,

And they hurried from the room.

When they returned, armed with
necessary  implements, they made
astounding discovery.

The treasure chart had vanished!

Lying on. the table was s note, written in
an #Hlifetate, sprawling hand;

“Wile your bax were turned I stole the
trezzure churt, and have now gone fourth to
seek the trezzure, Von little new I was gn

tite
an

the track. Ha, hal---DAREDEVIL DAVE.”

The two chums excianged glances of
dismay.

“Forestalled, by Jove!" cried Dick
Paontless,

*“Dislied by Daredevil Dave!" gasped Sam
Bturdy.

Dick clenchied his hands. His eves gleamed.
His white {eeth flagshed in the candle-light,
“We must go after him?!” he exelaimed,

“But the Tord car has broken down
again!” suid Sam. “We cannot pgive chaze.”

“We must follow him on foot!"” cried Dick.
“{ome on!”

The two clinms dashed ont of the lhonge,
Dick Dauntless carrying the pickaxe, spade,
asd Tantern.

It was a wild night. Great gusts—of wind

1 insensible,

A Breathlessly Exeiting Story of Adven-
ture with a Thrilling Climax.
By Tom Erown.

drove the snowflakes into their faces as they
TAlL

On and on they went, taking a short cut
which led to the caves on the ceast.

Once they thought they heard a mocking
laugh ahead of them. And they ran all the
harder.

Stumbling over the rocky shore, they at
Iast reached the caves.

In the old Smugglers’ Cave a light was
gleaming.

“Daredevil
Dauntless.

“Collar him!" eried Sam.

The two chums rushed into the cave.

Daredevil Dave was feverishly scraping the
sandy floor with his penknife. On hearing
Pick and Bam approach, lie wheeled round,
and whipped out a jewelled dagger from his

Dave!” muttered Dick

elt,

“&tand back! he eried, grinding his tecth.
“Back, you dogs, or I will puncture you
both!™ |

But our heroes were not to be intimidated
by the scoundrel’s threats. Dick Dauntless
dived at the raseal, and wrenched the blunt

s (Y it jll.r; e
“ The grandest treasure we could find!"”
said Dick, as he picked up the precious
volume,

dagger from hiz grasp. Then he hit Dare-
devil Dave over the head with the bnsiness
end of the spade.

Dave was lucky in possessing a head
harder than the average, or his skull wounld
have been ernshed to powder. As it was he
emitted a groan of anguish, and rolled over,

Al i

“Brave, Dick!” eried Sam Sturdy, elapping
his hands. i

Ham removed his coat, and rolled up his
sleeves, and commenced to dig by the light
of the lantern. And the muscles of hia
brawny arms stood out like.iron bands.

TFor an hour he dugz, and then Dick
Dauntless took a turn.

Presently his spade came 'into contact with
something hard, and he gave a shout of
trimmph.

“ What is it, Dick?” he ecried.

Ram Bturdy came forward eagerly.

*The grandest treasure we could ever hope
to find!” was the reply, “It's a copy of
tha *Holiday Annual’ for 19251

5o saying, Dick stooped and picked up the
precious volume,”

And the triumphant treasure hunters,
waving their hands in mock farewell to their
bafiled rival, stepped jauntily out of the

cave.

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

WHAT I THINK OF THE
“ HOLIDAY ANNUAL!”

By a Number of Greyfriars
Celebrities.

BOB CHERRY: —_

It's a perfect treat from beginning fo end.
Six shillings’ worth of concentrated pleasure !
I should like to slap all £he contributors on
the back, and congratulate them on the ex-
cellence of their stories and sketehes.

DICK PENFOLD:
Humdreds of pages of fun and cheer
Are set before us year by year.
And, thanks to the Editor's keen endeavour,
The latest * Aunual " is better than ever!

BILLY BUNTER: ’

The “Holiday Annual” i3 not so bad, buf,
as an eggsperienced jernalist, I konsidder
there is roem for improvement. Howevvyer,
when the Editor beeomes as brainy as me,
he will no doubt be able o do better. I
think Mr. Frank Richards has said some
very rood things about me in the currant
“annual *; and Mr. Chapman's drawings of
ma ate the reverse of komplimentary, DBub
1 bare me mallis. [ freely forgive them
both!

GERALD LODER: 15t

For ounce in a way, I .don't feel inclined
to be sneering or eynical. The *Holiday
Annual * i3 really a splendid produetion, and
its compilers are to be congratulated.

GEORGE WINGATE:

I like the “Annual® tremendously, but
somebody’s been and bagged my copy, and
things will go hard with the raider when
I get hold of him!

DICKY NUGENT:

What i think of the holiday apnual kannot
be kondensed into a few words. i should need
a whole issew to set fourth my views, 50
perbaps i had better shub up!

WILLIAM GOSLING:

What I says is this hers—&hat there
“ Anmual 7 is the solace of my old age, and
the suppert of my declining years. It iz
food to the hungry, drink to the thirsty, a'nd
2 soothing balm for the rhenmatics. Which
I ain't never enjoyed a hook better,

THE HEAD:

I have nothing bot commendation for the
excellent volume in question. The contenfs
are clean and healthy, and such as will
appeal to every British boy. I predict an un-
precedented sale for the latest edition of
the "Holiday Anoual,” and I shall most cer-
tainly preserve a copy on my hookshelf,

HOW 1 SEE OTHER
FELLOWS!

By Frank Nugent.

& PULES ANAT

(8t. Jim’s.)

A Bumper Gift Book for YOU is the *“Holiday Annual!”
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The Longest and Best School Tales Appear in this Paper Every Week !

COKER’S RIVAL!!

(Continued from page 8.)

cut in like this.
and Coker’s idea.
te have butted in.

“Rotten ! was Coker’s final comment.
“Beandalous, in fact! I'm very much
surprised at Quelchy. Of course, this
utter piffie is no good; Sharkey & Co.
won’t look at it. Still, it's ;retly rotten
of Quelchy to butt in and try to cut a
fellow out like this,”

And Coker sniffed contemptuously.

However, he had come thera to use the
machine, so he removed the unfinished
sheet from the roller, and pushed it aside
with the others. Then he inserted a new
sheet, and started typing the litle-page
of the “Missing Ieir!” Ilaving typed
the title, he looked at it, and found Lhis

result:
TH MISSING IR.

It was Coker’s paper,
Mr. Quelch oughtn't

That was the outcome of Bunter’s pre-
vioud handling of the machine, Coker
frowned at it and examined the type-
writer.

“My hat! A blessod letter gone!” he
grunted.  “ Awfully careloss to have 2
machine in such a state! ?lelchﬁ;’ﬂ get-
ting slovenly. Here's the blessed letter
lying heside the machine! If Quelchy
thinks I'm going to mend his dashed old
typewriter for him— 7

Coker snorted,

Mending the machine was beyond his
powers, as the type-rod had been broken
off short.

“Well, of all the rollen sells!” said
Coker,

H=> pushed back the chair and rose
flronl the table. e could not type out
e * Missing "Eir ” leaving out all the
e’s.

e It's  simply sickening!” grunted
Coker, *“I shall have to fag down to
Courtfield now, and get it typed at the
stationer's. They’ll charge me about ten

tob, too.. Awilul fag! I've got no time
to waste, and those cheecky young cads
in the Remove won't fag {;nr the Fifth!

Rotten system io let the fags get their
ears up !

Coker seemed dissatisfied with things
genevally,

lowever, there was evidently nothing
doing in Mr. Quelch’s study, as'the typoer
was nol in a state to be used,

Coker folded up the * Missing Heir ”
again and slipped it into his pocket.
Then he grunted and went to the door.

Under the table William George
Bunter was grinning. X

The study door éosed on Coker, and
the key turned in the lock again. As
soon as it had turned Billy Bunter
emerged from his hiding-place.

11e did not sit at the typer again.

Typing out his play and putting in all
the e’s afterwards with a pen was an
unsatisfactory method, and Bunter had
thought of a far better cne.

He carefully <ollected up his valuable
manuscripts, put them into his pocket,
and went| to the window.

He blinked out inte the quadrangle to
make sure that the coast was clear. Like
Moses of old, he looked this way and that
way, and saw no man. So he opened the
window and dropped out.

But Billy Bunter was shorter-sighted
than Moses of old. Although he looked
this way and that wav and saw no one,
Lthere was someone quite near at hand.
Mongieur  Charpentier, the French
master, was leaning on the beech-treo

** SKINNER'S

NEXT
MONDAY I

near Mr. Quelch's window, admiring the
effect of tha sunlight on the leaves of the
elms in the distance. He ceased looking
at the elms, and looked at Bunter as that
fut  youth droppad from the study
window.

“Buntair 1" ejaculated Monsieur Char-
pentier,

Buanter jumped.

“Ow! Oh! Yes, sir!” he gasped.

“Vat is it zat yvou do, Buntair?' de-
manded Monsieur Charpentier.

“* Nothing, sir.”

“Do not tell me one mensonge, Bun-
fair,” said the French gentleman
severelv., “You come out of Monsieur
Qt“mlch's study by vay of ze vindow, isn't
it

“Oh, no, sir! T—I was just sitting cn
the window-sill, sir——"

" Comnient 1”7

* And—and I fell off I gasped Bunter.

*“Mais—hut I see you, wiz own eyes,
to come out of vindow and joomp!” ex-
claimed Monsieur Charpentier. *“It is
zat you play some chape, as you eall him,

Oh, sir, no, sir!” stultered Bunter.
“I—1I've just taken in my lines, sir.”

“Ven you shall take in lines you shall
not leave study by vay of vindow, Bun-
tair, T zink.”

“There—there’s a chap alter me in
the passage, sir,” stammered Bunter.
“(oker, you know—awful bully—he—
he's \\'ﬂ.itillg for me to come out, sir, so—

5

“Zat iz dilferent,” said Monsieur
Charpentier. “I understand. But you
should not tell untroof, Buntair.”

“Oh, no, sir! Certainly not, sir!”

And Bunter, glad that the French
gentleman was so easily satisfied, scuttled
off. As a matter of fact, Monsieur Char-
pentier was not quite satisfied, and he
stared after Bunter rather suspiciously.

Billy Bunter had no iime to, think
about Mossoo, however. He scudded
into the School House, hurried to the
Fifth Form passage, and presented him-
zelf at Coker's study.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Fagging for Coker !

€% SAY, Coker—" ]
I “(Get out !” snapped Coker.
Horace Cloker was not in a good
lemper, He had to walk te
Courtfield, and to do so he had to put
off several other engagements for the
afternoon. So he was annoyed, and had
no politeness to waste upon William
George Bunter.

But the Owl of the Remave proceeded
to pour oil upon the {roubled waters, as
it were.

“I'm ;going to Courlfield, Coker—"

i Eh?l

“1 just dropped in to ask you if there
was anything 1 could get for you Lhere,”
explained Bunter.

“Oh 1" said Coker, his brow relaxing.

“The fact is,” continued Bunter, “I'd
like to oblige you, Coker. Wharton and
those fellows are up against fagging for
the Fifth. I don’t hold with anything of
the kind.”

“Oh, don’t you?” said Coker.

“(ertainly not! If fellows fag for the
Sixth, why not fag for the Fifth?” argued
Bunter.

Coker nodded a full assent.

“Certainly !” he said. “But I never
expected a fag in the Lower Fourth to
have sense enough to see it. ¥You're not
such a cheeky young scoundrel as the
other grubby liltle rotters. Bunter.”

That was Coker's graceful way of put-
{ing it. But Bunter did not mind.
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“Thank you, Coker!” he said meekly.

Bunter, in fact, did not mind in- the
least what Coker might say so long as he
succeeded in pulling Coker’s leg. That
was his present object, and it was not a
difficult task.

* As a matler of fact, I want something
done at Courtfield,” said Coker, more

amiably. “It's a bit of a bother to go
myself this afternoon. 1 suppose you
kl](']\\" Smith’s—the stationer’s?”

Oh, yes! Quile!”

“They do typewriling for customers,
al so much a thousand words,” said
Coker.

“ Do they 7" asked Bunter innocently.

“¥Yes; I've seen their advertisement in
the lozal f)apcrs. Well, I want some type-
writing done.”

“Do you really

“Just that!” said Coker. “Now, if 1T
hand the manuscripl to you, have you
sense enough not to lose 1177

“I—1 think so, Coker.”

“If any harm comes to it, Ull skin
you! Remember that!”

*Ye-es, Coker.”

“Take it to Smith’s, and ask them to
get it {yped for me, quarto size, best
style. They'll want to be paid on the
spot, of course. I'll give you a ten-
shilling note, and there’'ll be some
change. Bring me their receipt.”

“Of—of course.”

“Jf they can’t do it to-day, ask them
to send it by post as early as possible to-
morrow,” said Coker. * But if they can
get it done this afternoon, wait for if,
and bring it with you,”

“Right-ho ! . B

Coker, considerably relieved in his
mind, handed over the envelope contain-
ing the manuseript of the * Missing
!‘Elr"l

“Take care of it, you know,” he said.
“T’ll break every bone in your fat car-
cass if you lose it!"

“I—T'll be very careful, Coker.”

“T'Il give you a bob for yourself when
you come back, Bunter.”

“Thanks, old chap!”

Billy Bunter retreated from the study
with ‘the priceless manuseript and the
still more priceless ten-shilling nole. He
could scarcely believe in his good luck.
True, Coker's leg was always easy to
pull; unybody could “butter ” Coker.
Billy Bunter felt as if he were wallqng
on air, as he departed from the Fift
Torin passage, and quitted the School
House.

Bunter liked a walk to Courtfield even
less than Coker did; but he was very
glad to take that walk on this special
occasion.  When he veached Courtfield
Common he stopped, and sat in the grass
to rest. Ile drew his own manuscript
from his pocket and locked over it care-
fully.

Then he took out Coker's manuscript.
For some minutes he sat blinking at that
manuscript through his big spectacles.

“What the thump am I going to do
with that silly rot?” he murmured.
“May as well chuck it away; it's no
good.”

Having come to that decision, Bunier
rose, looked for a ditch, and shoved
Coker's manuscript inlo a deep crevice
therein. The *‘Missing *Eir ” was likely
to be more missing than ever now.

Then Bunter trotted on cheerfully to
Courlfield, and arrived at the establish-
ment of Messrs. Smith’s, the stationer’s.

He trotted in as cheerfully as ever,
inquired for the typewriling department,
and was referred o the young lady in
charge of that department,

The young lady received his manu-
script, gave a little jump as she looked
at it, and looked at Bunter. The

o
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“Mistery of the Moted Grainge "’ was a
little surprising at fivst %!nnce. Possibly
the * Missing "Eir ' would have suy rised
the typewriting ymmF lady, too, Dut it
was tll'(m “Mistery of the Moted Grainge ™
that she had to deal with.

“Howmuch for typing that out, quarto
size, best style 7’ asked Bunter.

The young lady controlled her astonish-
ment. Business was business. She made
a rapid calculation.

“Saven shillings and sixpence.”

“(lan it be done while T wait?"

“If you can wait an hour.”

“1'll wait,” said Bunter.

He waited. The young lady retired
into an inner room with the manuscript.
8he reappeared in a few minutes. She
cougl edp

“Kxcuse me, do you wish the spelling
to be altered?” she inguired.

“Eh! Certainly not.”

“There seems to be some—a few—
mistakes in spelling—I thought—"
murmured the young lady.

Bunter ‘blinked at her.

“Nothing of the kind,” he answered.
“T guppose I know how to spell.”

“Hem 1"

“ Just type it out as it is,”” said Bunter.
“That's all right.”

“Very well, sir.”

The young lady disappeared again.
Billy Bunter waited cheerfully.

In rather less than an hour the young
lady brought him the typed script. Billy
Bunter blinked at it with great satisfac-
tion.

He paid the seven-and-sixpence, and
received a receipt. Then he went into
the stationery department, purchased an
envelope quarto size, and borrowed pen
and paper, Bunter was * getting it
done ” with a vengeance, now that he
was fairly started.  On the stationer’s
gounter he wrote his letter to Messrs.
Sharkey & Co., Walker House, Sharp
Street.” He enclosed the letter with the
typed script in the envelope, sealed it
up, and addressed it, and left the shop
smiling with satisfaction,

His next step was into the post-office.

There he registered the letter.

Then he walked back to Greyfriars in
a cheery mood. He was feeling almost
grateful to Coker,

Bunter had mnever thought much of
Coker of the Fifth. But he realised that
even Coker had his uses. This afternoon
he had been very useful indeed—to
Bunter.

Horace Coker was in his study at tea
with Potter and Greene when Billy
Bunter turned up there. Potter and
Greene were looking quite cheery; they
liked Coker's spreads much more than
his literary works.  Coker nodded to
Bunter when the Owl’s fat face looked in
at the doorway.,

“You can come in,” he said.

“Not having that porpoise to tea,
Coker?”’ ejaculated Greene.

Coker sniffed.

¢ Not likely !
tea,”

“ Your—your fag?"” said Potter.

“Yes. Bunter's fagging for me.”

a“t Oh !“

“Well, is it all Bunter 77
demanded Coker. that—the
receipt? Good "

He glanced at the slip. Tt stated that
the sum of seven-and-sixpence had been
yeceived for typing by Messrs. Smith.
Coker slipped it into his pocket.

“(Got the seript?”’ he asked,

“It's not done yet,” explained Bunter,
“J waited some time, but it wasn't
done,”

“When are they
asked Coker, frowning.
NEXT 1] L]
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I dor’t have my fag to

right,
# What's

sending it on?”

Have You Seen the

Latest Number of * Billy Bunter's Weekly "—

“To—to-morrow 1" stammered Bunter,
“QOh, all right! Where's the change ?”
“The—the change?”

“Yes; I gave you a ten bob note.”

Bunter couglleg.

“You didn’t mean me to keep the
change, Coker?” he asked.

Potter and Greene grinned. They had
been surprised to hear that Bunter was
fagging for Coker. They thought they
understood now.

“T told you I'd give you a bob, you
fat young sweep!” growled Coker,

“ Well, knowing how generous you are,
Coker, I—I thought you'd like me to
have the half-crown,” said Bunter.

“Jf you think the same next time
you're fagging for me, Bunter, you'll get
a hiding !" said Coker. “Roll away
before T kick you!”

Billy Bunter rolled away, glad to
escape without a kick, A half-crown was
nothing to Horace Coker, who had ample
supplies of cash from his affectionate
Aunt Judy. It was a good deal to Billy
Bunter. It had cnabled him to post his
maslerpiece to Messrs, Sharkey & Co.,
and there was a little change left over for
the tuckshop. So Bunter departed
satisfied.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Coker Catches It!

L HARTON!”
“Yes, pir 1"
The captain of the Remove

stopped. Mr, Quelch was
looking out {)F is study doorway, with
a brow like thunder.

Harry Wharton assumed his meekest
expression, He only hoped that he,
personally, had not called up that
thunderous frown to his Form-master’s
brow. Mr. Quelch’s look boded trouble
for somebody.

Tortunately, it was not Wharton’s
head upon which the vials of wrath
were to be poured, as he was relieved to
discavet.

“Wharton, will vou find Coker of
the Fifth, and request him to come here
immediately.”

“QOh, yes, sir! Certainly "

In his relief Wharton was only too
happy to oblige, IHe hurried away to
the Fifth Form passage.

Coker & Co. had finished tea when
Wharton looked in. Coker, in a cheery
mood, was telling Potter and Greene
about his prospects, and promising them
a box for the first performance of *The
Missing 'Eir,” when it came off.
Potter and Greene were trying to look
grateful, and trying still harder not to
chortle. Coker waved an impatient hand
at Wharton.

“Don’t butt in here,” he said. “Just
cut !"”

“You're wanted, Coker—"

“Bosh! Cut off! I'm busy!”

“Porhaps it’s a message, Coker,”
said Potter, hoping that it was. Any-
thing short of an earthquake would have
Leen welcome in Coker’s study just then,
to stop Coker’s flow of eloguence.

“Tt's a message from Mr, Quelch,”
said Harry, “He wants you to go to
his study at once, Coker.”

“What rot!"” grunted Coker. *I'm
busy !”

“Better go,” urged Potter.

“ Much betler !” said Greane.

“0h, I'll go!” said Cooker impatiently.
“YWhat the thump can he want? 1've no
time to waste. I gave him back his key.”

But Coker decided to go; and he went.
He was rather surprised, when he arrived
in Mr. Queleh’s study, to find that

CHUM!™
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gentleman with a brow of thunder. Mr.
Quelch’s eyes fairly glinted at him.

“Coker! I gave you permission {oise
my typewriter during my absence (his
afternoon—""

“Yea, sir,” said Coker, * but—"

“As you are a senior boy, Coker, I
expected vou to use the machine with
proper care, and to act in my study,
Coker, as if you were a civilised human
bein%”

“Wha-a-at?"”

“It appears,” thundered Mr. Quelch,
“that I was mistaken. What do I find?
My papers scattered on the floor——"

“1 never——"

“My flowers in the fender, and the jar
broken——"

L I_I_!,

“And my machine damaged!” thun-
dered Mr. Quelch, *One key actually
broken off !

Coker stared at him. Obviously, the
Remove master was in a towering temper.
Coker was rather irritated himself at
these unexpected accusations.  He
answered hotly.

““I never used the typewriter, after
a ___"J

“What? It is broken—"

“That's why 1 didn't uvse it,” said
Colker. “Couldn’t! I had to send a fag
down to Courtfield to get my typewriting
done.”

“(oker! The machine is broken! It
was in perfect order when I left it]"

“QOh, draw it mild, sicl” ejaculated

Coker.

“What? What?”

“J1—1 mean, it wasn't! It was busted
—T mean, broken—just as it is now. So
was that jar! I remember seeing it in
the fender.”

“Cloker! How dare you prevaricate
in this way? Did not I hand you the key
of my sludy after locking the door?”

“Yeo-es—""

“Did you not hand me back the key
when I came int"”

“Ye-e-0s.'

“Was not the door locked during the
interval ?”

“ Certainly 17

“Vet you tell me that you did nol
damage my property!” exclaimed the
Remove master.  *‘I left it in perfect
order! No one else has had access to the
study. You, therefore, have done the
damage !”

“T never wrote a line on it!” roared
Coker. “That is, I wrote just one lins,
and then noted that it was busted.”

“How dare you say such a thing,
Cloker? There is evidence on the machine
itself that it has been used. It has been
used carelessly, and the type has printed
on the roller !

Mr. Quelch pointed to the machine,
A new roller had lately been put on the
typewriter, and it was quite clean and
smooth, and showed up clearly where the
{ype had struck, after the paper had been
turned up too far. One masterly line
was quite complete and very legible:

“Unhand me, villin, or dye the deth of
a dogg!”

“Well, if that isn’t too rich!" ex-
claimed Coker, in great indignation.
“That's not my work! That's yours!"

“Mine !" shrieked Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, yours!” exclaimed Coker
warmly., “I'm really surprised al this,
Mr. Quelch.”

“You are what—what?"”

“Surprised,” said Coker. “In fact,
shocked! It's not playing the game.”

“Coker! Boy!”

OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.
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“I wasn’t going to mention it,” said
Coker indignantly, “but I jolly well will
wmention it now., I think it’s thick.”

*““Thick " babbled the Reinove master.

1]" Jolly thick!” said Coker emphatie-
ally.

Mr. Quelch gasped.

“If you are nol oul of your senses
Coker, tell me at once what you mean—
if your words have any meaning.”

“Well, what do you call it yourseclf,
sir 7 demanded Coker hotly. 1 showed
you the advertisement when T asked you
for the typer. I never dreamed for an
instant that you'd think of butting in
like__'?,

“ Butting in ! said Mr. Quelch dazedly.

“ And trying to cut me out—"

“(-c-ent you out?”

“You could have knocked me down
with a feather when I saw thosc sheets
of your play,” said Coker,

“Muni-mum-my play 77

“¢The Mystery of
Grange,’ ” said Coker.

“{ The—the—the Mystery of the—the
—the Moaled Grange'!” babbled Mr.
Quelch, like one in a trance,

“Yes, sir, and I don’t call it square,’”
said Coker. “Not that T mind! My
work fears no rival! A chap who can
wrile needn’t mind other chaps butting
in. I've no doubt Sharkey’s know the
right thing when they see it! DButt in,
gir, if you like! All the same, now you
bring the subject up, I don't eall it
playing the game.”

Mr. Quelch leaned a hand on the study

table, and blinked aecross it at_Coker.
Coker was in deadly earnest, and unless
he was labouring under sonie amazing
delusion, the matter was beyond com-
prehension.
" “(Ooker!” gasped Mr. Quelch. “Do
you state that you did not write that line
which appears on the roller of the
machine 7"

“ Certainly not !

“Then by whom was it writlen ?”

“You, sir!”

“Are you insane, boy? If you could
suppose that I should write such an
absurdity could you suppose that I should
spell in" that manner?” spluttered Mr.
Quelch.

Coker blinked af Bunter’s line,
read it through again.

the Moated

and

“Unhand me, villin, or dye the deth
of a dogg!"

Ile seemed puzzled.

“What’'s the matler
spelling 7”7 he asked.

“ What 1"

“The spelling’s all right,” said Coker.

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Quelch
faintly. *‘The—the spelling is—is—is all
right! Upon my word 1"

“ Anyhow, that’s how you did it, sir,”
said Coker. “And I'm surprised—"

“@ilence, you absurd boy! I cannot
believe that you are deliberately lying to
me; you seem in earnest. Did you allow
some junior boy io come into the study
to play with my typewriter?’

“(lertainly not!”

“ Then I must hold you responsible for
what has happened, Coker. You have
broken my typewriter, and left my study
in disorder—""

“1 haven't!"” roared Coker.

“You will be punished——"

“Jt's mean, sir,” howled Coker ex-
citedly, “putting it on to me! DMean, I
call it, and I—1 don’t care if you take me
to the Head! It's mean! Bagging my
idea, and trying to cut me out, and then
making out that— Leggo!”
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Monsieur Gharpenﬁer
Quelch’s study window,
is it zat you do, Buntair 2 **

looked up at Bunter as that fat youth dropped from Mr.
 Buntair ! * ejaculated the French master.

“ Oh, nothing, sir. I—I was siiting on the window-
sill, and—and I fell off ! ** gasped Bunter. (See Chapter 7.)

““ Vat

Mr. Quelch grasped Coker by the
shoulder with one hand, and his cane
with the other. In another second the
cane would have come down on Coker’'s
shoulders with & terrific smite. There
was a cough at the door.

“ Meestair Quelch——"

“ Pray do not interrnpt me now, Mon-
sieur Charpentier!” gasped the Remove
master.

Whack!

“Yaroooh !" roared Coker,

“This ruffianly boy has——"

“ Excusez-moi, Monsieur Quelch, is it
zat somezing go wrong in your study
while you shall be absent——"

“ Exactly. This boy—"

“Zen I tell you at vunce vat I come to
say,” said Monsienr Charpentier. '‘Zis
afternoon vhile you are avay I see Bun-
tair come out of your window."”

Mr. Quelch jumped.

“ Bunter—my window "’

“PBunter ! gasped Coker.
hat 1"

Mr. Quelch released Coker, and laid
down the cane, Coker wriggled, and
tried to rub his back where that one hefty
whack had fallen. IIe ‘ooked as if he
were trying to tie himself into a sailor's
knot.

“Bunter 1" repeated Mr. Quelch.
“You—you are sure, monsieur?”

“J'en suis sur,” said Monsieur Char-
pentier. I doubt myself zat Buntair get
into ze study to play some treeck—so I
zink I mention him to you "

“Dless my soul ! gasped Mr. Quelch.
“T—]J certainly did not dream of—of any-
thing of the kind. I—it was doubtless
Bunter who used the machine, and

“Oh, my

damaged it. He has done so before—"

CHUM!™
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“Bunter !” murmured Coker.

He understoed, too. Mr. Quelch was
not the author of the “Mistery of the
Moted Grainge.” The brilliant author
was William George Buunter, of the
Remove. Hven Coker's brain was able
to grasp that now,

“Thank you very much, monsieur!”
said Mr. Quelch, and the French master
bowed and retired. * Coker, it appears
that I have misjudged you to some
extent.”

“Ow N

“However, you deserved punichment
for your unheard-of impertinence,” said
Mr. Quelch. *“You may go!”

“T jolly well think—"

“@Gol" thundered Mr. Quelch.

And Coker jumped, and went.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Is Not Believed !

13 ALLO, hallo, hallo! Is the
H porpoise in here?”
- Bob Cherry locked into

No. 7 in the Remove, and
magde that inquiry. Billy Bunter was
taking @ well-earned rest in the arm-
chair, and Peter Todd was washing the

teacups.
“There he is!” said Peter.
“He's wanted,” explained Bob.

“Jump up, Bunty!”

Billy Bunter blinked round at him.

“Feed 7 he asked.

“Fa, ha! Nol"

“Phen I'm not coming,” said Bunter.
“Tf it's Coker, tell himi to go and eat
coke! I don’t know anything whatever
about his manuseript ™
LE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.
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# Manuscript I”* repeated Bob.

% Ves: and besides, it was such ufter
rot that it wasn’t any good, anyway!
I lost it.”

“Lost it!” .

#] couldn’s help that, could 1?7 said
Dunter. ‘“‘Besides, I'm prepared to
swear that I never had it!”

“0Oh, my hat!” said Bob.

“ Begides, Coker's got the receipt,”
said Bunter. “If he doesn’t get the
sczipt, it will be because it's lost in the
post. Lots of things are lost in the

post.

“What is he bwbling about, Toddy
asked Boh Cherry, in wonder.

“* Ask e another I’* said Peter.

“¥You can tell Coker that ¥ decline to
have anything. to do with him,” said
Bunter. “As for entering into any
sordid argument about the 'seven-and-
six, it’s beneath mel” .

“0h crumbs " said Bob. “*Have you
been swindling seven-and-six out of old
Horace 2"

“Certainly not! I'm a bit more par-
ticular about money than some fellows,”
said Bunter, “You, for instance, or

Toddy. You can tell Coker—"

“But it isn’t Coker,” said Bob
Cherry. ““It's Quelchy that’s sent for
you, and I've got to take you to his
study.”

“Oh dear! What's the matter with
Quelchy 1"

“Blessed if T know! But he looks as
if he's lost an English quid and found
a Oerman mark! Come on!”

Bunter felt an inward gquake. He
remembered that Monsieur Charpentier
had seen him emerging from the
Remove master's study window. It
looked as if the French master had
mentioned the circumstauce.

“I—I. can't. go,” said Bunter. *Tell
Queichiy I'm ill{”

“ T 1" rgpeated Boh.

*Yes; caught a severe cold,” said
Bunter.. “Bay you think it's turning teo
pneumonis: That ought to make even
old Quelchy sympathetic.”

Bob ‘©herry chuckled.

“Are you coming ?"-he inguired.

“No! .Tell Quelchy I've sprained my
foot—both feet, in fact! And I have a
pain in my back, and can’t get out of
the chair ™.

“Poor old Bunter! T'll help you

“Yaroooh I

Bunter yelled as Bob Cherry helped
him out of the chair. He landed on the
carpet with a heavy bump.

% Feel better now ?”* asked Bob.

“Ow! DBeast!"

#Shall T help you as far as Quelchy's
study? I don't mind in the least. Just
let me get a grip on your ear—"

“Yeep off, you beast! I'm coming,
ain't 17" “hopted Bunter.

And he ‘care.

Bob Cherry conducted him as far- as
Mr. Quelch’s door. There Bunter
entered, not in a happy mood. The

Remove master turned upon him a pair
of eves that seemed to pierce like
gimlets.

“Bunter, you were in this study during
my absence this aftermoon—-"

“0Oh, no, sir! The door was locked,
and I couldn’t get in,”’ said Bunter. *1I
never came near the place, sir !

“How do you know the door was
locked if you did not come near it,
Bunter 7"

#1—1 mean—"

“Do not tell me absurd falsehoods,
Bunter ! %

“Certainly not, sir!” said Bunter.
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“Rely on me to tell tha absolute. truth,
sir. I make a habit of it!”
“ Monsieur Charpentier saw you leave

my stady by the window, Bunter.
Doubtless you entersd by the same
method.”

“Not at oll, air!”

“You used my Sypewriter, and
damaged it. You disordered my study.

You left a ridiculous, ll-written, ill-spelt
sentence inseribed upon the roller of my
machine, Bunter I

“Porhaps it was Coker!”

#(aler I repeated Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sirl” said Baunter brightly,
“You know how rottenly Coker spells,
siv. If it was illspelt, it was Coker,
T'm rather good at orthography, sir!
You—you've: mnoticed that i class,
haven’t you, sic?”

“You spell worse than any other boy
in the Remove. Buntet,”

“Oh, Mr. Quelch!™

“You were here—surreptitiously—"

“0h, no, sir! can call a dozen
witnesses to prove that I wasw’t, sir,”
said Bunter, “I—I was out of gates all
the afterncon, sir. Coker was here.
You're thinking of Coker, sir.”

“How do you know Coker was here?”

“8aw him, sir!” said Bunter triumph-
antly.

S g(ou saw him here—when you state
that you were out of gates all the after-
noon 17 thundered Mr. Quelch.

Bunter’s jaw dropped. Once more he
had put his fat foot in it

“T—1 mean—"" he stammered.

“You mean, I fear, to tell any
ridiculous falsehood that comes into your
obtuse mind 4" snapped Mr. Queleh. “1
shall punish you severely for entering
my study without leave, Bunter!”

“ But. sir, I—I swear—"

“Qilence! Hold- out your hand!”

Bunter groaned, and held out a fat
hand. Mr. Quelch gave him two of the
best, and Bunter gave two fearful howls,

“Now, Bunter, I have punished you
for entering tmy study  surreptitiously.
And now I shall punish you for telling
falsehoods, 2 still more serious offence.
Your hand!”?

“Oh ecrumbs !”

Swish! Bwish! =

Mr. Quelch laid down the cane.
Bunter tucked his fat hands under his
arms_and wriggled,

“You have now received the punish-
ment you merited, Bunter,"” said M.
Quelch grimly.  “ With regard to the
typewriter, }' shall send it to be
repaired, and the bill will be forwarded
to your father!”

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bunter again.

“Don’t utter absurd ejaculations in
my presence, Bunter!"” snapped the
Remove mdster. * Leave my study !”

William George Bunter limped out of
the study. He was feeling hurt—both
in hands and in his susceptibilities. He
felt ithat it was rotten that the Form:
master could not take a fellow’s word.
Mr. Quelch had practically ealled him a

liar! PBunter could not help feeling
hurt!
He grosned his way down the

passage, and groaned his way up the
stairease. In the Remove passagé he
came on the Famous Five, and he
blinked at them with deep woe and
indignation.

Y say, you fellows, I've been through
it ! groaned Bunter, “Quelchy’s a
bea?b—an awiul heast] He's licked
me"’

“I suppose you asked for it!" said
Harry Wharton,

“1 told "him 1 hadn’t been in his

CHUM !™
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study I groaned Bunter. *“He didn't
believe me!  Actually refused to take a
follow’s word! What do you think of
that?” |

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“Blessed if I see anything fo cackls
at!" snorted Bunter, “‘IU%s all your fault,
Wharton!”

“Mine{” ejaculated the captain of the
Remove.

“Yes!” pgroaned Bunfer. f you'd
borrowed Quelchy's typer, as I asked you,
the other day, I shouldn’t have had to get
Blto!”his study by the window to use it!

wl

“Then you weare in his study ex-
claimed Johnny Bull.  * And you're
grousing at Quelchy because he doesn’t
believe you weren’t.”

“Can’t ho take a fellow's word?” de-
manded Bunler.

"Oh, my hnt !]’

“rPain’t as if it was one of you fellows.
But T suppose I'm preity well known to
be an honourable and truthful chap.
Ow, wow, wow !

And Bunter rolled on to Study No. 7,
leaving the chums of the Remove staving.
Ha plumped into the armchair in Study
No. 7 and groaned, and Pelter Todd
looked up from his prep inquiringly.

“Had it bad?” he asked.

“Ow! Yes! The .beast is going to
send the bill for repairs to my paler,
too!” groaned Bunter. “I told him I
never fouched the typer. But the

ater’s got to pay. There'll be a row!

f course, I shall assure the pater that I
am quite innocent, But he mayn't be-
lieve me. :

“Very likely not!” grinned Peler,
“Knows you too well, I should think.”

“It’s a bit hard that a chap's dwn
study-mate can’t believe in his inno-
cence,” said Bunter, with deep indigna-
tion. I never touched the iyper. Be
sides, how could I help the rotten key
breaking? Must have been out of order
before I—7

“Bafore you didn’t touch il?" asked

Toddy.
“Y‘Zzs——no, 1 mean!
You're a beast, Toddy!

(1%
k]

'R

Ow, ow, ow!
And Quelchy’s

a beast! Wharton's a beast! Coker's a
beast! Tverybody's a beast!” groaned
Bunter, *Wow, wow!”

And Bunter rubbed his fat paws and
groanad, feeling how hard it was to b
practically the only really decent chap in
a population composed almost wholly of
beasts.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Glorious !

[ [olale g
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”
“Jolly good ”

Billy = Bunter's fat face
face beamed. 1t was the second mornin
after his misadventures, and Bunter hg
recovered from his licking, and forgotten
the misadventures. He was standing
now with a letter in his hand, and the
contents of that letter seemed to afford
him great satisfaction. So beaming was
his fat face that it drew general atten-
tion.

“Postal-order come at last?” asked
Peter Todd.

“Better thari that.”

Billy Bunter grinned joyously.

“Tt's all right!” he said. “I'm in for
a good thing! Of course, I knew it! |
don't mind telling you now, Toddy! Toc
late for you to buft in.”

“ Eh—what ?”

“Fancy that ass Coker!” chuckled
Bunter. “IHe actually had the cheek to
put in for it! He, he, he!”
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*For what?” asked Harry Wharton.

*‘Look at that letter!”

Bunter held the letter up on high.
He considered that it was safe now to
reveal the secret, and he was too full of
fat elation to keep it to himself. Every-
body at Greyfriars who cared to listen
was going to be a witness of Bunter’s
triumph,

The juniors looked at the letter. Tt
was typewritten on business paper,
headed:

“ Bharkey & Co.,
Literary and Theatrical Agents,
Walker House,
Sharp Street, E.C."”

“Who the thump are Sharkey & Co.?”
asked Bob Cherry.

“My agents,” said Bunter, with ex-
agqemted carelessness,

“Your whatter?”

“ Agents! Just read the letter.”

Harry Wharton & Co. read the letter
}\;ith some curiosity. It was a brief one.

ran:

“ Master Bunter,
Greyfriars School,
Kent.

“Dear Sir,—We are in receipt of your
play, entitled ‘The Mystery of the
Moated Grange.” The same has bheen
passed on to our reader for examination,

“We shall acquaint you later with his
report. In the meantime, however, we
may state that on a cursory glance we are
pleased with your work. and have little
doubt that our reader’s report will be of
a favourable nature.

“We are, sir, yours, faithfully,

Sharkey & Co.”

“ My only summer bonnet !” exclaimed
Bob Cherry. “Whe's pulling your silly
leg now, Bunter?”’

“Nobody !” roared Bunter.

He fished out Sharkey & Co.’s adver-
tisement from his pocket. He did not
mind the Remove fellows seeing it now—
now that his success waz assured.

“Bome fellows ecatch on to these
chances,” he said loftily. “1 dare say
you fellows would have passed that ad-
vertisement over and taken no nolice of
it. I made up my mind at once o 2o
inand win! And I've done it!” DBunter
swelled his podgy chest. ** You've nlways
refused my offer to write the plays for
the Remove Dramatic Society, Wharlon.
You'd be jolly glad to gel me to do it
now—whal? Ie, he, he!”

“My dear ass——"

Bunter waved a fat hand at him.

“Too late now!” he said. “My time
will be full up. If T write plays for you
1 shall have to charge you full profes.
sional fees—same as 1 shall receive from
my agents,™

Harry Wharlon laughed.

“I dare say it wouldn’t cost much to
pive you that amount;” he remarked.
“Are you really such an ass that you
can’t see that this advertisement is a
catch for mugs?”

.lYuh 1,?

Evidently Bunter eouldn’t see 1t !

*Poor old Bunter " said Peter. “ Bun-
ter’s just the kind of chap Sharkey
wants to get in touch with—excepling
that he hasn’t any money.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly ass!" howled Bunter. *Of
course, it's quite straight. Why, they
say typewriting is essenlial. Now, if

they were trying to catch mugs, would
they say that? Any seribble would do
if it’s only a catch.”

And Bunter blinked triumphantly at

Toddy.
** SKINNER'S
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“Bomething in that,” said Boh Cherry.

“Nothing at all,” said Peter. *““That’s
puf ‘in to make it look gennine, If it
were genuine they wouldn’t be bothered
b{ serawl, They would want typewriting,
of course. And putting that in makes it
look genuine—to anybody with Bunter’s
amount of brains. They don’t want to
gl;;e it away in their advertisement that
they’re after anything they can lay their
hands on. And they don’t want to get
intoe touch with fellows who've got no
money. A chap who can afford to have
his piffle typewritten can afford to be
swindled by Sharkey. If he can't afford
it they don’t want to waste postage-
stamps on him.”

“I suppose that's it,” said Wharton,
with a nod.

“No supposing about it,” said Peter.
“That is it.”

Snort ! from Bunter,

“ Look at their answer to me,” he said.
“They’ve passed my play on to their
reader, and they like it already. Toddy,
old man, you shouldn’t give way to
jealousy like this.”

“What "

“Y know it's a bit rotten for you and
these fellows to be put into the shade by
a really clever chap. But don’t give way
to envy,” said Bunter, wagging his head

seriously at Toddy. *“It's mean! You
shock me, Toddy!”

“You—you—you fat owl!” gasped
Peter.

‘e Yah !,’

Billy Bunter rolled away with his fat
‘littla nose high in the air, He was in

high feather; like the classical gentle-
man of old, he felt like striking the stars
with his sublime head. But he stopped
suddenly as he caught sight of Coker of

17

the Fifth in the quad. Horace Coker
was bearing down upon him, with an
expression on his face that could only
be described as Hunnish. Bunter had
almost forgotten the incident of the
seven-and-sixpence for the typing. He
had a very bad memory for such trifes,
But Coker’s Hunnish look recalled the
trifling incident. He fled.

“ Stop!"” roared Coker.

“Oh dear!” gasped Bunter, and he
put on speed.

Horace Coker raced on his track,

“1 say, you fellows, help!” yelled
Bunter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

Bunter rejoined the group
Removites. Harry Wharton & Co.
closed round the fat junior. - They
waved Coker off as he came up breath-
lessly.

“Lemme get at him!"” roared Coker.

“Hands off, Horace, old top!” said
Bob Cherry. “Mustn’t rag the Remove,
you know., Bunter doesn’t matter; bus
the Remove does! Don’t be naughty.”

“The fat rascal has swindled me!”
voared Coker.

b | sa{, Fuu fellows: "

, h

of

£l

“Well, he’'s always swindling some-
body,” said Bob. ‘“Let's hear the tale
of woe, and we'll judge.”

“I say, you fellows, don't take any
notice of Coker!” gasped the Owl of the
Remove,

“I'm not going to take the trouble to
explain to » gang of fags!” snorted
Coker. “I'm going to thrash Bunter!”

“Come on, then!” said Harry

Wharton invitingly.
“Do!” urged Peter Todd.
Coker paused.
waited for him to come on;

Six sturdy Removites
but it

TR T

TYPEWRITING
ans

PurLICATIAS
s s

and looked at Bunter,
asked the Owl of the Remaove.
and made a rapid caleulation,

The

The young lady received the manuseript, t,
* How much for typing that out, quarto size, best style ?

¢ Seven-and-sixpence ! *’

and gave a little jump as she looked at it,

young lady econtrolled her astonishment
(See Chapter 8.)
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opened, and Coker came on, Bunter fled,
After him went Coker, foaming; and
there was a chuckle from the Removites
as they disappeared round the chapel,
both going slrong.

® - - = (] .

For the next few days Billy Bunter
led a life in which excitement was not
lacking., He was expecting, daily and
hourly, to hear ain  from @ssTS.
Sharkey & Co., an? he fully expected
their next letter to contain a handsome
cheque. This was exciting enough; but
it was not the only excitement Bunter
had. There was Coker!

Coker of the Fifth, like the ancient
Rachel, could not be comforted for that

which he had lost. The “Missing
Heir ” was now missing beyond re-
covery. The seven-and-sixpence did not

matter very much to Coker. But a
manuscript  worth, at the lowest com-
putation, some thousands of pounds, was

—FOR BOYS AND GIRLS—

dawned upon Coker that if he did, the
results would be more painful to himself
than to the six. He calmed down.

“I gave him my manuscript to take
to  Smith's on Wednesday, to be
typed!” he gasped: ‘I paid seven-and-
six! The script never came. I wrote to
Smith’s to ask about it, and they say
they know wnothing of the *Missing
Heir, but on' Wednesday they typed a
manuseript  for Bunter, called the
¢ Mystery of the Moated Grange.'”

“My only hat!” gasped Peter. *'So
that's how you got your rubbish typed,
was it, Bunter?”

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“Where's my play?” roared Coker,
with a ferocious glare at Bunter. “You
never left it to be typed. What did you
do with it7”

“It got lost——"

“Loat!" shricked Coker.

“What does it matter?’ argued
Bunter. “It wasn’t any good.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker appeared to be on the verge of
foaming.

“As for the seven-and-six,” pursued
Bunter, “I gave you the receipt. You
can’t deny that, You've got it now.”

HI—I—I—"" stuttered Coker.

“You awful rascal, Bunter!” said
Harry Wharton. “You——"
“Oh, really, Wharton! It was all

Coker's fault, thinking that he could fag
the Remove. I really did it for the
honour of the Form.”

“You—you—>"

“Besides, I never did it," added
Bunier, as a sort of afterthought, to
t'_nrn;lzlete his vindication, as it were. “I
simply don’t know what Coker's talking
nhm,n,t. Wandering in his mind, I should

ay.

“0Oh, my hat!”
“Let me get
Coker. “I—I'll—
Harry Wharton stood aside, and his
chums followed his example, For once,

at him!"”  shrieked

the wrath of the great Coker was
justified; undoubledly he had been
“done ” most wunscrupulously. Billy

‘Bunter did not seem to realise that there
was anything questionable in his remark-
able proceedings. The Co. could only
hope that a licking from Coker would
help him to realise it.

But Bunter did not stay for the lick-
ing. As the ranks of the Remove

THE CREYFRIARS.
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quite a different matter. The “Missing
Heir,"” however, was gone for good; and
Coker's only possible consolation was to
take it, as it were, out of Bunter's hide..

Bunter was, naturally, more particular
about his “hide ™ than Coker was, He
dodged Coker.

In the intervals of classes, in passages
and studies, in the quad and the
Common-room, Bunter dodged Coker.
His hairbreadth cscapes would have
filled volumes. In these hectic days
Bunter's life was crammed with incident.
And—to Bunter's great indignation—the
other Remove fellows seemed to derive
only entertainment from the prolonged
game of hide-and-seek between Coker
and Coker’s rival.

THE EXD.

(There will be another long complete
school story of the Chums of Greyfriars in
our mext dsswe, entitled: Y SKINNER'S
CHUM Y by Frank Richards. Coker of the
Fifth plays a big part in this story, but
the fellow occupying the greater part of the
limelight i&  William George Bunter, who
thinks he will get at least o million pounds
from hiz wonderful play. So does Skinner—
hence Skinner's idea in chumming up with
Billy Bunter. Now read about the forth-
coming new feature, * The Greyfriars
Parliament.")

Have You Seen the Latest Number of ** Billy Bunter’s Weekly *—

THE GREYFRIARS
PARLIAMENT.

Special Announcement by the
itor.

What do tyﬂu all think about the idea?
I feel myself it was bound to come. The
learned ~ Tditor of the *“Greyfriars
Herald,” his indefatigable staff, and I
have had a grand pow-wow on the sub-
ject, and we have arrived at conclusions.

It just comes to this. Harry Wharton
wants to give all MagNET readers a
chance to air their views on sports,
hobbies, and things which interest them.
Therefore, we are going to call a
Parliament together, and any suggestions
sent in by readers will be debated when
they are interesting. Ideas will be acted
upon when possible.  Prizes will be
awarded to the writers of the best letters,
and though space will not permit us to
print many of the communications
received, still, a few will be inserted each
weel.

I am dead certain this nolion will be
a_ welcome addition to the splendid
Macner bill of fare. Of course, I am
leaving the best part of the detail of the
scheme to the care of my clever
colleague, Harry Wharton, but on broad
lines the new feature will be a sort of
weneral publicity department for the
benefit of MAGNET readers, We shall
start with a page of opinions on all
manner of subjects—hiking, footer, how
io act in certain emergencies, what lo
do in the matter of the upkeep of a
bike, or a pair of football boots, ele.
There are myriads of topping nolions
floating round, and I want my chums to
send them in.  Suggestions will be
valued, and the members of the

(Continued on page 20.)
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* WHAT A CAMPER SHOULD KNOW.,”
By Hairy Wharton (Leader of the Liong).
AMPCRAFT does nobt stop at the
knowledge of putting up a fent,
lighting a fire, and cooking a meal,
That's only the first stuge, The real
camperaft goes on mmch further, and is
divided up into individual arts, each having
a very greab hwmportance in the great game.

The beginner should theroughly acquaint

himself with the elementary stages, and then,
having mastered the sturt, should look round
for the miore sdvanced knowledge.  This
latter is mecessary to the camper if it is
his wish to make & success of the sport. Like
all other sports and hobbles, it has to be
studied until-the sportsman can really say
he is proficient,
. Thers aro many arts and crafts in eamping,
and we have already dealt with one or two
of thém in these columns. Camperaft
emulates the brook; it goes on for ever—
there is no end. TFresh discoveries are made
daily, probing deeper into the great mystery,
wonderful discoveries that only go to prove
that more are inevitable, and we really know
very little, ; )

8o in the grand sport of camping you need
never be bored, or experience an empty
moment. ©On all sides you have things of
wonderful interest waiting to be studied—
things that will keep you oecupied for many
hours.’ And the great thing is, that you are
not wasting a moment of your time.

As vou proceed deéber into the fascinating
study of the great mystery, the thought that
this ‘acquired knowledge will be of pgreat. ad-
wvantage to you in the ordinary walks in life
will at once strike you. Nature, or as we
know it to be, the great mystery, has many
elasses in her great woodland sehool, Thege
elasses we call wooderaft or camperaft.
Thera are arts such as bird and beast lore,
ingect lore, botany, herb lore, tracking,
stalking, and many other departments of the
same nature. Then you get- such ecrafta as
log:-book keeping, camp games, frst-aid,
story-telling (not of the Rilly Bunter
variety), nature-sketehing, weather lore; and
camping as in the first stages,

To hegin with, it is very helpful to know
just a little about each of these erafts, o
that you can makb yourself quite comfort-
able in camp. 'Fhen, ds yom begin to feel
your way along, a certain craft will interest

ou. Vou then proceed to study that one
ing, finding out everything possible about
it, and forming your own theories on it.

L tell you, once cateh hold of the trail rope
anid there's no stopping. You are gripped by
a longing to master that never-ending sub-
ject and although ydi don't learn all, you
are taught something, - - ]

Wature is very thorough' in her teaching.
There is no half measures, and that is where
the advantage comes in,

But not only are you improving mentally,
but also physically. That side of the ques-
tion is almost as importunt as the other.
When a doctor thinks you are run down,
what does he say? “Oh, yoeu want a breath
of fresh air. Get oub into the opern country
somewhere.” The finest prescription he can
give you. The fresh air iy a wonderful tonic
which lias never failed in its purpose.

To return to wooderaft, OF the little we
hiave mentioned of some arts and craits, we
have, 1 think, given enough to start you,
Limitation of space does net permit me to
deal in too great an ext.:j{.xt. on each subject,
but these first stages will give you a little
idea—only little—of the particalar art, until
you -are able to take up the branch and sub-
jeet it to a closer and more liner examination.
" The knowledge of tents and tent making,
methaids of camping, fires and dfire lighting,
cooking, tent and camp pitehing, weather
fore, fm:linf the way, and the smaller things
which in their combined uses are so im-
portant, every camper should be theroughly
verged in. We have already dealt with some
of this “gronnd work,” as you might say, in
these columns, sod in the following article

EDITOR'S NOIE. —dll my readers who
ar who are fnterested in
tﬁemj" Great Out-Doors »
= of articles full of ugeful tiys,—Ep.

this litlle series

Bob Cherry gives us some more hints. Next
week we will deal with the advanced stages.

As each braneh is too extensive to deal
with largely, it is my intention to publish a
short  article each week, explaining the
principles and beginning of the arts and
erafts of camping out. )

A short while ago an article appeared de-
geribing the art of making yourself coml-
fortable in camp. This is gertainly an ex-
tremely importaut subject and a very wide
one. Many people are of the idea that tools
are required for everything fashioned from
wood, or any othier material, To a certain ex-
tent they are right; but there are things
which ean he made from wood with only the
aid of & sharp knife.

Take, for instance, the times when England
was one mass of forest and animals, with
very-few humans, The everyday necessjties
of the Ancient Britons were fashioned from
the vast amount of natural material they
were surrounded by, with the crudest of
tools, ¥Yet they were able to do it. Bo you
see how it is possible to make useful things
for the camp, and at camp, with just your
knife, and material Nature provides for her
scholars. .

But before we start with the arts and
crafta 1 think it would be a good plan to
" zive you a few more hints on the first stages
of camping.. We ecall this first stage, or
knowledge, “digging oneself in”' and.it de-
pends largely on the way you do this whether
your eamp i3 going to be a success or mol.

No book can teach you' to be a good
eamper. It only shows you how it has heen
done. If ¥ou want to understand camping
you must camp -and learn by your own ex-
periences. With just the first stage know-
ledge which is given 'in these articles every
week, you will be able to make a good be-
ginning to .your camping out, and a good
start is half the thing accomplished. ‘Then
your experietice will teach you something of
the more advaneed knowledge of camping.
You will learn by mistakes, bet take good
care not to make the same misztake twice.

I great game of camping has taught

me from time to time. Of course,
it ‘is absclutely mecessary to know a little
ahout the spert of camping before you start,
As Harry Wharton has just said: " A good
start is half the battls won.” And that is
what I think, teo. We have, in these
columns, given you a good deal of the
elementary side of the question, but a few
more frst-hand hints “won't do you any
harm,” as the saying goes. The more you
know" at first the better for you in the long
rumn.

If you “dig yourself in* properly at the
start you are assuring the success of your
camp, and these following hints help you te
do this.

In the first place, don’t take unnecessary
things to camp with you, especially when
only on a short trip. All you really want wil]
just go in a good-sized hucksack or haver-
sack; anything that won't, chuck out. Now
for the long list of "do’s " and ¥ don’ts.”

Never camp on private ground without
permiseion. If you do you are asking [for
trouble, and also speiling other fellows'
chances of camping there if they do have
the forethought to inquire for permission.

Never light a fire under a tree or hedge to
screen it from  the wind, It's too jolly
dangerons, for you are liable to cateh the
trees alight.

Shut all gates. Don't break down hedges.
Keep the ground clear, aund burn or bhury
all Tubbish, so that your camp site is always
clean. A clean camper ia the chap who gets
on. . - ) i
Always slacken your guy-rapes hefore going
to bed abt night. If you den't, snd it rains,

“ DIGGING YOURSELF INI?
By Boh Cherry.
HE fallowing article iz a collection of
hints which my expérience at the

you may find the tent on top of you, and 4l
the tent-pegs will have been pulled out of
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the ground. Even if it does mot rain the
dew will do the same thing. So beware!

If you find the ground hard to sleep on, &
zood stunt is to dig a small hele for the hip
to rest in.

Always have something hot to drink’ aboub
seven or eight o'clock, and don't ent too
miuch grub just before you go to bed, like our
friend Billy Bunter does. After the evening
meal, which should start db the fore-
mentioned time, take a rest round the camp-
fire, and have a pood yarn, It's wonderful
sitbing round the blazing log fire, listening
to the noises of the night, or to the yurning
of your chum.

Never break branches from growing trees.
You will find plenty of weod lying about en
the ground sufficient to last your camp, and
defacing trees is really a crime which you
are liable to be prosecuted for.
¢ If you are not certaim that the watermear
your camp is good for drinking, purify by
boiling it before use. )

Don't pitch your camp umder frees, bub
a few yards away from them. The Teason
for this is that if it rains it will drip ofl
the everhanging branches, and sowk through
the canvas of the tent. This is a curious
thing. Rain coming straight down will not
soak  through the temnt, but rain dripping
from a branch will; also, the noise of the
raindrops on the tent ab night will keep you
awake. Then there is the danger of being
struck by lightning in a thunderstorm, if
camping under trees,

If you are exploring woods, don't rob nests.
It is a very carefully kept law with campers
never to take more than one egg out of a
nest, it any at all. That is what is called
“playing the game."

Always take a map with you, and 4 note-
book and pencil, You may need them—the
map for tinding your way ulgng, und the
book for jobting down notes on various sub-
jects. Later om, when you run through thoss
notes, you may be able to start a log-book.
Thia you will find an extremely interesting
hebby, and 4ds it is really a camp craft I
shall deal more lrgely with it later on.
But for the timeg beiny keep your eyes open.

A very good way of cleaning out yeur billy-
ean is by using white ash from the fire,
mixed with a littla water. Rub over thie pot,
and then rinse ouf, Your hilly-can will
always look bright and clean, .

Keep your mabehes corked in & gmall hottle
to prevent them from getting damp. Wet
matches are useless, and to arrive at your
camp unable to light your fire is no fun.

If  you get your boots and stockings web
tako them off, and walk barefooted. Tt will
stop you from gebting a cold, and it's safer
to walk in bare feet than in wet stockings
and boots. ) )

Here's a few mora tips for you when you
go on a tramp camp. All toe-nails should be
cut square across, and to harden, your feet
hathe them in salt-and-water for a little
while, Don't walk in very loose or very
tight boots or shoes, De certain that they
fit you before you start, :

Whilst. tramping along the highway, over
the heath and down the leafy lanes, keep
-your eyes open, and notice the lie of the
land, in c¢ase you have to return by the
sape roite.

The beginner’s first night in camp is nearly
always a sleepless ong, for the "noizes of
the night” are things to get used to. |
remember, some Years ago, my first night in
camp, 1 was surprised at the number of
noises there are. I heard the * Hoo-aoon!”
culls of the owls in the distant woeods across
the valley, as these might birds hunted for
their prey. Then, after a dead silence, the
seratching of some animal at the back of the
tent, and & bark and a sudden twitter. A
distant cow called a mournful “Mooooh!”
which sounded almost at the tent door; huot,
of course, wasn't, which was followed by
the thumping of a gulloping horze a few
fields away. And so on througheut the night
came the medley of calls and noises from
the night Lirds and animals, DBut after the
first night 1 began to pet used to them, and
when my head touched the "camp pitiow " I
was at once in the arms of Morpheus. 11l
be the same with you,

‘Fulking of pillows, it reminds me of the
one I made a short while ago in the following
manner, I procured two picees of canvas.
and sewed them together down three sides,
thus making a bag, Fhen into the bag 1 put
handfuls of gathered wool from the thistle,
then sewed up the fourth side, makig a
very comiy and soft pillow,
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