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By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
First Day of Term !

“ Here we are,
Here we are ! _
Here we are again!”

in song.
It mingled, more or less har-
moniously, with the rumble of

the train that was bearing u swarm of
Greyfriars fellows schoolward. .

Few .fcllows were glad that the holi-
days were over, but Bob, at least, was
going back to Greyfriars for the new
term in exuberant spirrts

There were nine fellows packed in the
carriage in the local train from Court-
field to Friardale—or ten, counting
Billy Bunter as two! Bunter was
double-width, and needed room for twao,
if not for three.

Bunter grunted discontentedly.

Packed between Bob Cherry and
Johnny Bull, Bunter declared—not
once, but many times—that he hadn’t
room to breathe. And the other fellows
did not seem to care whether he
breathed or not | .

There was plenty of noise in the
carriage, Bob was sing: loudly, if
pot tunefully. Hearry arton and
Frank Nugent, Johony Bull and Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh were talking—some-
times in turns, sometimes all together.
Billy Bunter was uttering a series of
unheeded complaints. inner and
Bnoop were comparing notes ghout the
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BDE CHERRY'S volce was raised

“hols.” Only one fellow in the crowded
carriage was silent—a slim, rather deli-
cate-looking fellow, who was a stranger
to the Greyfriars juniors. He had a
corner seat, end sat quite silent, some-
times glancing from the window at the
pleasant countryside of Kent, sometimes
rather timidly at the noisy crowd that
filled the carriage.

“For pgoodness' szke, shut up,
Cherry 1" said Billy Bunter irritably.
“What are you yelling for?”

“Don’'t stop singing, Bob!”
Frank Nugent. “Keep 1t up,

chap |” .

“EVhy. you silly ass!” exclaimed
Bunter. * What the thump do you want
him to sing for " ‘

“Tf he left off singing, he might begin
to whistle I"" explained Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why, vou fathead * said Bob
Cherry, :

“8ing, old bean—sing !
of two evils "

“The lessfulness is terrific!” declared
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. * The sing-
fulness iz not the boonful blessing, but
the whistlefulness would be the ridicu-
lous limit ¥

That remark caused the timid-lockin
vouth in the corner to look roun

uickly at Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

dusky nabob’s wonderful flow of
English often had a startling effect on
strangers,

“Fathead !"” said Bob, with
diminished cheerfulness. “ You've fot
no car for music! What is it Bhake.
spears says? ‘The man that hath no
musie in his soul—'"

said
old

It’s the lessor

“PDen't you spout Shakespeare now ¥
grunted Billy Bunter. *“We get enough
of him from Quelch in class! I =ay,
you fellowg, we shall be at Friardale in
g few minutes now."”

The timid yvouth in the corner spoke
for the first time.

“J= Friardale the station for Grey-
friars Schoal "

Billy Bunter did not trouble to
answer. Bunter's fat thoughts, as usual,
were concentrated on his fat self. But
Bob Cherry, glancing round, answered,

“That’s right, kid! Going to Grey-
friars ?"

i YEEIJI

“New kid?" psked Bob.

" Yes "

The new boy spoke shyly, colouring a
little, Evidcnt{}‘ rather difident among
the cheery crowd of schoolboys. That
was not at all unusual in a2 new boy
going to & big achool. Bob Cherry was
just the fellow to give a shy new kid a
iitﬂf cheery encouragement to begin
with,

“We're all Greyfriare men here,” he
said. ‘' All these chaps are Remove.
What Form are vou going into, if you

know "
“Mr. Queleh’s Form —the Lower
Fourth.™
“That's the Remove,” said Bob.

*“Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen, this
kid in guini_intn our Form! What's
vour name, kid 7"

““ Arthur Traill."

“Meet Arthur Traill!" said Bob ta
hts comredes, “Traill, you're & lucky

i S e
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and ready to kick Bkinner out of the
study, But he could hardly prevent
Traill from having his own way. He
gtood mside, while the combat was re-
newed

Skinner came on again with a rush.
Wharton looked on anxiously. It looked
a8 if the slightly built new fellow must
be rushed off his feet by sheer weight,
But Traill side-stepped swiftly, and his
list lashed out, catching Bkinner under
the ear.

Crash |

Skinner went over like a2 ninepin and
measured his lengih on the study carpet.
Ife sprawled and gasped.

“Brave !” roared Bob Cherry.

“Man down !” chnckled Johnny Bull,

“Good man!” said Wharton, in great
rehief,

skinner sat up.

“"Ow ! he gasped. “Wow !l Ow!t”

“"lake a hand up?” asked Johnny
Bull sareastieally. **Shall we lift you
on to your feet, eld bean?”

“Ow !l Oooh! Ow™
“Take your fime,” said Bob, “It's
dorm in a quarter of on hour. But

I suppose you won't be frightfully
disappointed if this terrific scrap is
mterrupted.”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

Skinner zeowled savapely, Az a
matter of faet, he Lad had enough. His
head was singing, and Skinner never
could take punizhment. IIe sat where
he was, and seowled.

“Well, 13 that the finish?” asked
Harcy Wharton. “If you're done,
Skinner, will yon erawl out, and elear?
You don't need telling that you're not
wanted here, I suppose 7"

Skinmer picked himzelf up slowly.
Traill watched him warily, bul Blinner
did not look gt him., Without o word,
but scowling blackly, he crossed to the
door and left the study. The fGght,
evidently, was over,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

A Surprise for Skinner !
s 7INGATEE of the Bixth saw
A lights out for the Remove.
Traill came up to the dor-
mitory with Harry Wharton
& Co. He smiled faintly as he caught
a black seowl from Skinner, Skinner,
looking at him, was tempted to try his
luck again; & less keen fellow than
Skinner eould have seen that the new
Loy was hardly fitted to take his plaes
in the rough-and-tumble of life of the
Lower Fourih. Dut if he had not beef
and brawn he had pluck—and Skinner
was not the man for a fight to a fnish.
Ile still had several aches and pains left
over from the fight in Study No. 1, and
he did not want to add to his collection.
And there were other and less strenuous
ways of making a fellow sorry for him-
self—Skinner was not particular.

After lights out there was a cheery
huzz of talk from bed to bed, Traill
did not join in it. When Bob Cherry
spoke to him he did not answer.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Gone to zlecep
already, Traill?” called out Bob, in a
voice that would have awakened most
sleepers.

There was no answer from Traill
Evidently lie was aslecp, and in a very
deep slumber.

“Let the dear boy sleep!” jeered
Skinner. *The poor litile fellow’s tired.
Why did they send him here. instead
of to a home for crocks? He looks
ns if he would fall dewn if a fellow
pushed Iim."

“He didn't fall down
pushed him,” chuckled Bob.

when ¥ou
“Nou did

the falling down, Skinner! And you
weren't in a fearful hurry to get up
again,”

“Hn, ha, hal”

And Skinner gaid no more.

Blumber sealed the eyes of the Remova
at last, but Skinper did not sleep. There
was a pain in his ear and a pain in
his nose, which helped to keep him
awake. Dut Skinner had no intention
of sleeping till he had earried out a
little scheme that he had in his mind
for thp discomfiture of the fellow who
had licked him. But he was in no

hurry. Ha dozed off once or twiece, but
he was awake when eleven o'clock
boomed from the old tower. Then

skinner sat up in bed,

He listened for a few minutes, and
spoke in a low voice,

“You fellows asleep?”

Unly steady breathing, and the snore
of Billy Bunter answered him. Tle

Remove at that hour were deep in
ElLlIEI.!]E'I’-
Bkinner waited another minute or

two, and then slipped softly and silently
from his bed. It was dark in the dor-
mitory, only » glimmer of May starlight
coming in at the high windows. Skinner
groped his way ecautiovsly in the gloom.

From under hLis bed l:c had taken n
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GREYFRIARS LIMERICKS.
A topping pocket wallet has been

awarded to T. W. Smart, of 21,

Whoberley Avenue, Earlsdon,

Coventry, author of the following
winning effort :

Coksar’s manner's a little affective,
He fancies himself a detective.
| But Potter and Greasno—
Very sad, it may seem—
Both think him a little defective.

Address your jokes and limericks
to: "' Jokes and Limericks "
Editor, cfo MacnEeT, 5, Carmelite
Street, London, E.C.4 {Cump.).

tin of treacle. That tin was to be up-
ended over the slecper in Traill’s bed.
Skinner grinned ot the thought of the
sticky fluid streaming over a startled
face. Traill was going to have a sudden
and unpleasant awakening. Long before
he could be spotted Skinner would be
back in his bed—leaving the Remove to
guess who had played that trick on the
new hoy,

Silently, eautiously, Bkinner groped
his wav to Traill's bed. He bent over
it and listened for the sleeper’s breath-
ing, as o guide for the treacle.

He lieard no sound. Listening in-
tently he gave a start, It seemed, for
the moment, that the fellow was not
breathing at all. Then, in utter amaze-
ment. Skinner made a startling dis-
covery,

The bed was empty |

The bedelothes were turned back, just
ps the occupant had left them, getting
out of bed. He groped over the pillow—
it was cold. It was some time, at least,
since Traill's hend had lain there.

Skinner stood rooted with nstonish-
n:"lnl'.lt--

The discovery was ntterly unexpected.

Where was Trzill after eleven o'elock
at night? Skinner had not heard him
move, but he remembered that he had
dozed once or twice, During one of these
brief dozes Traill must have pot out of
bed and out of the ormitory.

11
Obviously, he ecould not be in tha
dormitory ! Where was he?

Dut of bounds !

Skinner whistled softly,

There were fellows in the Remove who
gsometimes broke bounds after lights
out—the Bounder, and Skinner himself |
But a new fellow, on the first night of
his first term in the school—that was
amazing | Keen as he was, suspicious
8s ho was, Bkinner had never suspected
for o moment that the innocent-looking
new kid was that kind of a sweep|
Breaking bounds at night—his first
night in the school! It was the limit!

“My hat!” breathed Skinner,

He carefully replaced the lid on the
treacle tin. That was not wanted now !
1The tin was hidden under Skinner's Led
again, and the cad of the Remove stood
for some minutes, thinking, Then, with
silent tread, he crossed to the dormitary
door, and with infinite caution turned
the key in the lock. He suppressed n
chuckle as he turned it. Hkinner had
been locked in Coker’s study, now
Traill was locked out of his dormitory.
It was tit for tat with o vengeance.
Skinner drew the key from the door

and laid it on the fleor under his
bod.

When Traill came back and found that
he was shut out, he would have to let
the other fellows know that he had been
out of bounds. He would have to
awaken some fellow to get him to let
him in. But Skinner did net intend
him to be let in. Traill could spend the
rest of the night outside, at the risk of
being discovered out of his dormilory
by a master or prefect. Skinner, as ho
crept into bed again felt that thot would
balanee the account and a little over.

He lay awake for some time listening
for a sound at the door. Twelve strokes
boomed out from the clock tower, and
Skinner's eyes closed in spite of him-
self, Traill had not come back yet—at
midnight | He was keeping it up 1
Skinner fell asleep, the last thenght in
liis mind being that he would waken
when Traill. at the door, tried to attract
the attention of some Removite to let

him in.

Clang, elang, clang |

It was the rising-bell that awakened
Skinner in the glimmering sunshine of
the spring morning. He had slept
soundly, after going to sleep so late.

Skinner sat up and rubbed his eyes.

“I say, you fellows! Dother that
bell 1 groaned Billy Bunter, *“I say,
don't make & row—I'm going to Linve a
fnwl!nr.rra minutns.‘f’

“"Turn out, you fat slacker 1" boo
Bob Cherry. boomed

Bob was
Remave.

“Shut up " hooted Buntor., 1 tell
you I'm going to have a fow more
minutes |

“"You won't have time to wash, old
fat man ™

"1 don’t need =0 much washing as
vou do! TI'm elean!” said DBunter.
“Shut up and et 8 fellow
W E unﬂr.s::-on::i lI ”d

unter rolled out in a tongle of sheets
and blankets, witn the Ir:glp of Bob
Cherry,

'* Beast I he roared.

Skinner sat rubbing lis eyes. Ha
remembered the strange happening of
the night, and bent over the side of his
bed, to glance at the door-key he had
placed there. It was still there, where
he had laid it.

The dormitory door was stil! locked—
Troill had not eome back—ho had not
tried to make any fellow wake and let
him in|
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first out of bed in the

















































tuition in Dormitory Warfarc.
Guerrilla Fightine after CGraduation.

Study No. 2, Remove.
N.B.—DBring your own pillows !

PILLOW-FIGHTING INSTRUCTOR

Offers services to squads requiring expert |
Hundred
per cent [Efficiency Guaranteed in Oue
Month. Specialised Courses in Siege ._H::___ q
Class
beging Saturday evening next, 8 p.m., in

top box-room.—Inquirics to TOM BROVWN, |

o EEEEE R S g 2

EDITION

~

May 13th,

£1 REWARD!

Offered to any gentleman willing to break
into the Porter’s Lodge next Monday and
put back Gossy's alarm-clock Two Hours.
I'm presiding over the Annual Meeting of the
Reniove Dormitory Recreation Commitiee,
begad, and I don't want rising-bell to
interrupt my morning snooze nest day !—
Volunteers please apply to LORD MAUL-
EVERER, sStudy No. 12, Remove.
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Summer Glories SECRET SOCIETY’S e fd™e i | *Lbnzy’s Little Letters | rmtvie? rittiaici BLUE SHIRTS SWEEP

of Greyfriars

School at Its Best

"% Oy te be at Gregfriars,
Now that Sumaner’s theyve ! V

The poet’s words ring as truly now as
when they were written. Qreyiriars is a
great place at any time of the year, of
courge ; but in early summer it's o treat
lo tiwe giddy peepers !

The rhododendron trees down by the
gatea are already in [ull bloom, and the
old elms round the quad are a mass of
folinge, while the Head's flower.beds
ure a glowing tribute to the tonder carp old
Mimble bestows on them,

Oun a * halfer,” if you're in o lancuid
mood, you can stretch out under the
shude of one of the great trees near the
tuckshop, suck at an ico.walor, and lision
te the morry click of the distant criclet
ball and the restful rustling of the leaves
and imagine yourself in heaven |

If you're more encrgetically disposed,
you ean help old Mimble by ploying his
hose over one of the lawns, proforably
when _HEEH”___: of the Fourth 18 eoming
along, resplendent in brand new flanncls
and blazer and just in need of o cooling
shower-bath |

If you feel like venturing abread, the
silvery waters of thoe Sark are only a
stone’s-throw away. ‘There you cun have
a little punting exercise or o dip, just ns
you like. If you have a punt out and you
run inte Highelifians you'll probably have
n dip az .Emnm_. whether you w_._:u it or not !

Oh, it's great when the summer sun
shincg down on Greyfriais, chaps! Even
old Gossy'’s erusty face is creased up into
a smile, and Loder passes o Femove man
without scowling! Even Skinncr & Co,
have for once come out from the stuffy
vonlines of Study No, 11 to take the aiv
behind the chapel—not to maontion as
much of each other's woalth as a rame of
jrenny nap permits |

Don’t forget, then, readers all, if you'rc
thinking of looking us up et Greyiriars,
come in the summor-time and seo the
school at its best |

— ——— -

DICKY NUGENT'S

WEEKLY WISDOM

That silly old fogey, Coker, is ywurricd.
Ho’s wundering what to say when tho Iead
inds out that his motor-bike nocked down
en old maiden lady in Friardale yesterday,

As Coker happens to be the world's worst
kricketer, I should imajine the most truthful
thing he can say is that he never bowled a

“ muiden over " in hig lifel

SECRETS

“Behind the Scenes” Revelations

This weok wo are able to
reveal just what goes on
behind the scenes at the
meetings of the A.0.G.P.

The Ancient Order of
Guinea-Piza is & szecret
sociely of Fourth-Formers
whiclhh bas long defied the
efforta of Remove slouths
to find out its secrets,

Well, one of our re.
porters has got in, any-
way. He adopted tho
smple ruse of oponing
his mouth like a codfish
ond  looking as if he'd
lelt hLis brain-box behind,
with tho result that he
was Iaken for a TFourth-
Yormer aud allowed to
Oiltar.

Ha nsswres us that the

nothing to

AOVGP. s

writé lhiome abount. The
Qrand Master i8 our old
WUE l, Cecil Reginald Temple,
uring the proccedings thisg
gilded ormament of the
Fourth wears o tablecloth
over his shoulders and a
lnmpshade on  his  head,
and carries & battle-axe
in his vight hand.

As soon ag the Brothers
are nsgembled all lighta are

switched off with the
excoption of & pockot-
tore tied round the
Grand Master's neck, This
makes everything secm
very weird, and gives

the Guinea-Pigs a feeling
of solemmnity.

New brothers are
initiated by the simple
process of being stood on
their hoads while the
assembly sings the Sacved
Song of the Guinea-Pigs,
After  this ceremony the
DBrothers quaff the WWine
of the Opder (which our
reporter  recognised | as
Mra. Mimble’s home-made
minger-beer), then Bit
vround and tell each oiher
how much  better the
Fourth is than any other
Form at Greylrviavs, That

telligence displayed !

The  Brothers  work
themselves up iuto quite
# pitch of enthusiaam

when they talk about how
they're going to mop up
the Remove at ericket
next week, and how the
Head is poing to be made
to realise what an im-
portent  factor they are
in the rchool. But they're
curtously silent about the
lickings the Remove have
given them in the past, and
the obscurity which sur-
rounds them as a conse-

quence of the Hmelight
mﬂwmnﬁ.um by our little selves !
Ho, wyou see, there’s

nothing very exsiting to
tell you about the Guinca-
I'igs, They’re only Temple
& Co,, trying to overcome
their inferierity complexes
by swanking in the dark,
and we don’t think we
shall  trouble to attend
their mectings arain,

In any case, the strain
of getting down to the
LUyper  Fonrth  mentality
3 100 much altogether for
the members of our stafi'!

ftar Editor,—Notwithstanding that I am in
nowise lacking in authoritative deference, 1
canfiot forbear to give ulterance to a critical
disgeriation concerning Mr. Quelch. FPermit me
to {ociferate my griovance explicitly. ,

¥ the termination of our antemendian
stihuction to-day, I approached Mr. Quelch

conferning & lineal imposition due froin me, and,
aftdr an introductory prolegomenon, respectfully
posfulated certain logieal theses supporting my

hlity to achieve its consummation in the
requisite chronclogical period. Assuming his
eapfhbility of empirieal inferenze and deduction,
I sthmitted as ressons for the posterior accom-
plishment of the undertaking my preoccupation
with scientifie investization and metaphysical
specalation, not to mention anthroposophical
ragearch and similar studies in transcendentalism.
I was about to supplement my discourds with
agseverative dicta on my literary activity and
philesophical acquiritivoness, when, to my not
ineonsiderablo eonsternation, Mr. Queleh grasped
an instrument of fagellation and applied it
foreibly to my anatomy.

I submit, dear Editer, that this infelicitous
magisterial proponsity lor punitive cperations is
inequitable to the point of incomprehenszibilily,
Dissidently yours,

AroNzo Tonn,

(After all, 'Lonzy, you ean't cupect Quclch
to worry hiz head about yeur scientific investi-

Mﬁnﬁﬁ& when he's m_.u.P.___u_m_..__ you an -_Hupmuﬂ.wnﬁmc.ﬁ_ .imm_uru

has fallen |

Weo might have pgucsscd
Coker was up to something
when we saw him standing
in front of a mirror in his
study, looking like & beiled
owl, holding up his right
hand in salute, and yelling,
** Hail Cokerl?”

We might have known
something was in the wind
when ho appeared in the
quad in o blue shirt, top
boots, black beret, and with
the light of battle in his eyes,

But we didn’t !

Now, alas, it's too late |

Last mnight, for the firat
tirne, the school heard, with
a sickening shudder of
horror, that Coker had
raised a Becret army—tha
Grevivigrs DBlue Shirte—
and hasl been drilling them

for several days. He had
spent  moeoney lavishly on
them, buying them all

blua ghirta and providing
tuelr at the end of overy
drill. The Blus Shirts,
accarding to all acccunts,
were onthusiastic,

And now. they'ra abhout
to sirike ! As our trembling

SCHOOL

Coker on the Warpath

fingers tap out this article
on the typewriter, we can
hear Coker's voice address-
ing thern in the quad.
“*Tollowera! The hour
has come! Greyiriars
arises in hor might and
overthrows the weaklings

—
e LS

AS OTHERS SEE THEM

‘What I Think of Piet Delarey
By Dick Penfold

everer and Vivian, his study.

Bunter's Improved

Asg iz well

known,

It's the same o} round,

miates, are as iar Temoved Bunter is wvery inodest | Last year at bowling his
from him in their idens and etk Boi pnd rarely spoealks about | ball finished up on the
timperament ©3  can Do ricket FOTM  himgelf, = (Help —Ep.} | average about twenty-
imagined, they recard him as i, |[It was all the more |five yards wide of the
gt G the _.._m.w.w. And when & Is Bunter good enough mpressive, therefore, | wicket, Thia year it's

chap’s ons of the best to Manly | gloven 1

for the Greyiriars DPirst

when he told ua

that

only about filteen yarda

. g i : T : dnd Vit van  San  tiakon : ol batiing he was prob. | wide.
_.._.H.u._m.:. Delarey hails from South. tinguish Delarey from the aver- | j1. 0t ﬂﬂﬁvnmm:nr ._.ﬁ.mm.m.“ LR Bunter himsalf stated|ably :.E_uu_um.m.w E_pﬂ in Av flelding practice
A His futher fought|age Euglish fellow. His fiery | _ quite detinitely at the|the school, while at|he used to ecatch about
ngainst  Dritain in  the Boer|tempe 1 atubb inud _..H_E W . ! : o
Var: but Ik . sAARIRL ML CAUIESRIOPIN.  FiiCde | Delar d . .y panmial meeiing of the | bowling there  was | one ballin fifty, But now
War ; but, like mauy other|pendenco stamp him az a borm elarey and Greyiriars will | Bemnogve Cricket Club nobody to touch him, e din Neld ahe I
Boers, he alterwards became| rebel—and, in point of fact, tle | continue to et on well togather, | that ho was. In support |  Tests down at tho nets | twenty.

more aitached to the PBritish
Apg than to that of his ewn
mother country. Pict, too, is as
pro-British as they make 'en,
and his aftection for England
and English institutions eould
not be preater il his ancestors
had lived here for centuries |
Thera are, nevertheloss, cer-ichap while th
tain  characteristics t(hat dis-ivight for Lim.,

WOULD YOU BELIEV

E IT?

Heomovae,

[ can assure yvou !

terrors for him.

Rebel is Lis nickname in the
. Delarey in a temper
18 & sight not casily forgotten,
| When he'’s
in the mood Form masters,
even the Head himself, hold no

Still, he's a mild-mannered
g3 are poing all
Though Maul-

1 fancy ; and when the Rebel

af
finally leaves w3 {o return to

hia

contention  he
explained  that

hava secrved

Aduring

te  show
thut Bunter undoubteadly

Without any question
his progress in the great

mbm-._hm.— .._.,._.Hinb, _.._H.“_.: ha m_...um_"_“__ the | (he FHaster Lhels. a County | has T._._Huﬁ___...q.un.._ marvel- | Bummear Fane 18
kind of ambassador of zood- ericketer who was n|lously on his last year's | phenomenal.
or | will and ._m.E__u._.:E_:ﬁ ﬁ:mﬁ._.cE. friend of his pater’s|siandards. Will he being fame
naumwacémp:r ot Nutions | had given him extra| Last year, for instance, | and glory to the Remove
i : coaching which had{he hit one ball out of | by gaining o place in the
(Dolavey spills ihe beans | brought shout a mar-|twenty on the average, | First Elaven {

about 'enfold next week, boys !
Look out for it I—ED.)

A

-_

GREASE-PROOF PAPER.

Supply wanted for next Wednesday by
Cricket Team puffering from Butter Fingers |
—8end (with our compliments) to C. R.

TEMPLE, Fourth Form.

elsa fancies him that

however |

T

Horace Coker wounld like to go Frank ==mw2 has kept a diary
in for politics, and fancies himself from the

in the role of a dictator. Nobody Iriars, but he steadfastly refuses
way, all offers to publish i, Nugent is

wise |

y be came to Grey-

An ancestor of

imprisoned

m.munnn for #ﬂmﬂﬁww
erTy EUgges 1}
glept most of the

everer’s is reputed to have beem ¢lsima to have delivered over
in the Tower o} uﬁia letters
ars. Bob 'ikring th
¢ probably
time |

voious hinprovemnent in
his ericlket form.,

in ten.

ths Friardale postmno, W.
at Greyiriars
e past ten wyears, He

deserves a tip !

/. G. Bunler has (ried to cash

his postal-order 167 times this

term already, He has reczived
exactly 167 refueals |

T

Reuiding the
hiy

'This year he hitas one

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

L

2 Head
favourite strawberry
Sammy Bunier was caught by
the cook—and he lomnd himsgelt
in 8 different kind

taken before

s kitchen for

the Head |

Fronkly, it wouldn't
BUrprise us!

and traitora who have
overned her in ihe past !
io forward om your vyics
torious task|! March to
the prefects’ room and
throw them out, neck and
crop ! M

“ Hail, Coker!" shout
the wild.eyed Blue Bhirts,

* Hail, Coker | "

“"Let every prefect in
the school know that from
now on he ne longer gives

arders—ha takes 'emn !
" Hail, Coker! "
“On, then, my fol-

loweral ' concludea Coler,
with a sweeping gesturo
towardas the Hehool Housa,

* Forward io viclory !
Strike I ™

It's the haur, right
enough! Ty {for your
lives, follows! 'Tha Hlue

Shirts are coming !
Wait a minute, though |

They're not coming,
after all ! They're walking
away instead! Some of
themm are strolling over
to the tuckshop. Others
aro sauitering down to thoe
patea.  What can it mean ?

Well, the only meaning
we ecan abttach to it I8
that the Blue Shirts havo

“ptruck " in the wroug
way, Instend of siriking
at. ug, they've pgone on

strike againgt Coler !

Apparently that’s what
Caler mﬁEurm. too, Any-
way, his face iz purple,
and ho's waving En“MdE._
tists in the air and doing
a sort of Irish jiz on the
gravel path,

It's all right, chaps;
the Bloe Shirta coup
won't happen, after all!

We breathe sgain !

_E;&E
I'irn EEHM __u.n_____.u..._u___..

EXPLAINED !
We noticed Bolgsover major in Courlfield
last woeelk amusing himself by pulling bell-
belonging to private houzea and

Now we know ﬂrﬂ he is sometimes referred
to aa the Terror of &

e Ring!"

B,

'

of jam when

hat |

CULTIVATE A HEARTY LAUGH

Soctal guccess i3 yours for the asking if
you own & hearty laugh.
popular by acquiring one,
All you need do is go down to tho nets and

watch Coker at cricket practice. If you den’t
come away with a hearty laugh, we

Make yourself
It's quite caay.

eat our



