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It was Smithy who went down next, to
a catch in the field by Erroll. The
Bounder did not look pleased as he
came off. Johnny Bull took his place,
and put in some steady batting, back-
ing up Bob’s more brilliant game with
cheerful stolidity. . )

Bob was hitting far and wide. His
comrades watched him from the pavilion
with cheery faces. There was no doubt
that Billy Bunter had done the side
s service in getting Bob off his deten-
tion that day. ;

The Rookwooders were getting heaps
of leather-chasing, DBob seemed 1m-
pervious to every kind of ball; but the
Rookwooders, at least, were of opinion
that Jimmy Silver could have put
“paid ¥ to him, But Jimmy Silver
was grinding Latin in the Fourth Form
Room, and was not where he was g0
badly wanted. The score went up by
jumps.

But the fielding was good, though the
bowling was not strung. Wickets went
down—though not Bob Cherry’s. Tha
score stood at 110 for six wickets when
the bell rang for the dismissal of morn-
ing school, and a swarm of Rookwooders
came down to the ground, _

Ahead of them came Jimmy Silver,
sprinting, in flannels. He had changed
very quickly. He joined the Greyiriars
fellows at the pavilion—warmly and
sympathetically greeted by them. .

" Hundred nnsr ten for six!” said
Jimmy, with his eye on the board.
“0h, my nnl; summer hat!”

“Well, you're here now,” said Harry
Wharton. “Call that man off and piie
in, old bean! I hope yolu'll get off this
afternoon; but, anyhow, you're free to
play till we knock off for lunch.”

“Half an hour to play yet,”
Johnny Bull encouragingly.

“ And the playfulness of the esteemed
and ridiculous Silver will be terrific [
declared Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

Jimmy Bilver grinned. |

"“You fellows are sportsmen,” he said.

And the substitute gave up his place
to the junior captain, and the faces of
the Rookwood field brightened to sve
Unele James in the ranks. It meant los-
ing a wicket in their innings i1f Jimmy
dig not get off detention—and there waa
little hope of that, if any. But it was
worth it to iﬂt Jimmy’s bowling while
it was available, _

Bob Cherry was very carefully on his
guard as Jimmy started to send the
leather down. He stopped the first ball
dead, and the second gave him & single,
bringing Peter Todd to the batting end.
And there was a cheer from Rookwood
when the next ball spreadeagled Peter's
wicket. Uncle James was not long
in showing his value,

“Man in 1” said Harry Wharton.

“Man in"” was “man out” at the
next ball. And the next man in was
out to the next! A roar from a hun-
dred Rookwood throats greeted the hat-
trick by Uncle James.

Harry Wharton whistled.

“"Good bowling!” he remarked.

“Bit of luck for us that that man's
under detention this afternoon,” re-
marked the Bounder. “We'd better
hope that he won't get off, as Cherry
di I|l.Il

“I hope he will, all the same,” an-
gwered Harry.

Hazeldene survived the last ball of
the over, and then Bob Cherry got the
bowling again from Mornington. In
that over Bob added 12 to the score,
bringing the total to 123. What was
going to happen next was no secret,
when Hazel had to face Jimmy S8ilver’s
bowling. Hazel went down at the
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said

second ball, and Bob Cherry was “not
nut‘.-ﬂ' )

“All down for 123,” said the captain
of the Remove, as the field came off.
“Jolly good ; but if that man Silver had
been on the field—h'm!"

"Let’s all go to the Rookwood Eeak
in a body and ask him to let the man
off to beat us after lunch |” suggested
the Bounder sarcastically. ,

“Oh, he wouldn’t beat usl!” said
Harry cheerfully, “But I'd jolly well
get him off if I could, It's rotten for
Rookwood.”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!® Bob Cherry
clumped down his bat. “That man
Silver's a coughdrop, isn’t he? He's a8
good a bowler as you are, Inky.” -

“The goodfulness iz preposterous |
agreed the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“ Rotten luck for him to be detained
this afternoon! Nobody to get him
off, as Bunter did for me!” said Bob.
“Hallo, hallo, hallol I suppose you
couldn't ocut detention this afternoon,
Bilver 1 .

“We want to see you performing hat-
tricks at our expense, you know,” said
the Bounder, still sarcastio.

Jimmy Silver laughed. ) )

“I'd thought of it,” he said. The
Head’s going to Latcham this after-
noon, and won't be on the spot.
But—" .

" But Dicky Dalion will 1* said Lovell.

“Yeg—there’s no chance! Rotten

luck !”? said Jimmy. “8till, Dick
talk the Haad"m'ar after lunch,
just o chance.
; Tt was a slim chance, but all the Rook-
wooders hoped that it would materialise.
And the Greyfriars men, like the good
sportsmen they were, hoped so, too.

may
here's

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Blows Inl

i SAY, you fellows ™
I The Fistical Four of Rook-
wood, glanced round. It was
after dinper, and Jimmy BSilver
& Co. were strolling mnear the pgates,
rather anxiously discussing the possibili-
ties. Mr. Dalton had gone to sﬁmak to
the Head once more. It was close on
time for the cricket mateh to be resumed,
and it was still uncertain whether
Jimmy Bilver would be able to bat for
his side. Most of the cricketers were
already gathering on the ground; but
the Fistical Four were wailing to hear
the verdict from Dicky Dalton. And
then that fat voice hailed them, and they
looked round to see a plump youth in a
pair of big spectacles, who was a
familiar if not a fascinating sight, It
was Billy Bunter, of Greyfriars.

A taxi was standiui at the gates,
Billy Bunter had alighted therefrom.
The taxi belonged to Latcham—and the
Latcham driver had a rather grim ex-
pression on his face,

“That fat =aszs!” grunted Arthur
Edward Lovell. “Come on|” Arthur
Edward was too worried about the pros-
pects of the cricket match to have any
inclination to bother with Billy Bunter.

“7 gay, you fellows!” squeaked
Bunter. )

“Oh, let’s see what he wants!” said
Jimmy Silver good-naturedly. And he
walked over to Bunter. )

His comrades followed him.

“That'll be six ghillings!”
Latcham driver was saying.

“1 say, Silver, old chap,” said Bunter,
blinking at the captain of the Roolk-
wood Fourth, “My friends are here,
I supposei™ Y

“The Greyfriars men are here,” an-
swered Jimmy.

the
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“1 want to see one of them.

You
see,” said Bunter mnﬁdentiallf, “ coms=
ing away in rather a burry, 1 leit my
money in my study.”

“Oh!” said Jimmy. Raby bestowed a
wink on Newcome, who grinned. The
Rookwooders had seen Bunter before,
and were not unacquainted with his
manners and customs,

“Had just enough to take my railway
ticket,” said Bunter airily; “and as I
had to take & taxi from Latcham, I'm
rather stumped, One of the fellows
will lend me six chillings, if you call
him.”

“Oh!" gaid Jimmy again.

“Or I dare say you could,” zaid
Bunter. “No need to keep the man
“;Taiting. I dare say he'd rather get
oit,

“1 ain't going without my fare!” re.
marked the Latcham driver., Apparently
there had becen some little argument
already. It was ono of Billy Bunter’s
hnppi ways to take chances fﬂrﬂ this,
“The faot 18, Silver, old chap, I'd
be obliged if you'd lend me the few
shillings,™ saidj Bunter, “T'll send
along a postal order to-morrow,
course,”™

“0Oh, wait a bit,” said Arthur Edward
Lovell sarcastically. “I'll eut down to
the ground and tell your friends—and
there’ll be a rush, I can see them fall-
ing over one another to get here first |

Raby and Newcome chuckled.

Oh, cheese it, you men !" said Jimmy
hurriedly, and he dived his hand into
his pocket. Jimmy was good-nature
itself, and he had a very strong doubt
whether there would be a “rush ” of the
Greyiriars men to lend Billy Bunter the
required sum. Billy Bunter was rather
doubtful, too, and he was greatly re-
lieved when Jimmy Silver handed over
the six shillings.

The Latchem man, duly paid,
grunted and drove away. Billy Bunter
rolled in with the Rookwooders.

“How’'s the game gone !” he asked.

“Greyfriars batted before lunch,™
answered Jimmy—"123 for the inninga,
Our knock’s Lust going to begin.™

“Well, look here, come and ve B
ginger-pop before you begin,”® said
Billy Bunter, blinking round at the
school shop, "My treat!”

As Billy Bunter had not been able to

y for the taxi from Latcham, it was a
ittle difficult to see how he was going to
pay for the ginger-pop. ) _

“Time you saw Dalton, Jimmy," said
Lovell.

“Yes, I'd better cut off.”

The four juniors walked towards the
House, Bunter blinked after them, and
then rolled after them. Bunter was
rather keen on ginger-pop, after the
Eai]way journey to Roockwood. He was

ry.

“I say, you fellows—" he squeaked.

Jimmy Silver & Co. went into thae
House. Billy Bunter rolled in after
them, But though tha Roockwooders
were quite polite fellows, they were not

iving Bunter any further heed. Mr.

alton was coming away from the
Heed's study, and they met him at the
corner of the passage.

Dicky Dalton’s face was grave.

The Rookwood juniors, eying him,
read that thers was no hope. Dr.
Chisholm had not relented. =

Billy Bunter blinked at him ml;n-
tiently. He did not see &ny reason for
wasting time talking to & beak. He
wanted to get to the subject—ths im-
portant subject—of ginger-pop! How-
ever, even ]!’runtﬂr realised that he had
to shut up while a beak was speaking.

“] am sorry, BSilver,” said Mr,
Dalton, “] have epoken fo Dr.

of













































Reward offered:

confidence, *“BUNTER

REWARD OFFERED !

Advertiser desires someone to take son
off his hands for the summer vaeation.
10,000 shares
Hanky-Panky Tin Mines Corporation.
Present value, nil, but may shortly be
worth ten times as much —Write
SENR.," : _
No. 111, GREYFRIARS HERALD. 3

No. 43 (New Series).

in the

in
Box

==l

EDITED BY HMRY W'HARTON.

S

July 29th, 1933.

Recently
to station.

Friardale.

MOTOR-BUS FOR SALE!

used for taking Greyfriars boys
Cost £500 last month.
£5 or near offer. — Crirpsg,

MICROSCOPE WANTED !

My pater has promised that when reading
my Term Report this time he'll look only
for the good points in it l—A., TRELUCE,
Study No. 9, Hemove.

Accept
Contractor,

BREAKING-UP
GREYFRIARS

DAY AT

Smiling Faces Everywhere

It's Breaking-up Day at Greyfriars
—and we don’t mind telling you,
that if you've never seen Breaking-u
Day at Greyfriars, you've never lived,
Boys, it's a riot |

rate not to us of ancient oman
earnivalas or the Dionysian revels of
Greece. Greyfriars can give "em all
g start, and lick the lot of 'em when
it comes to letting off steam |

The wvery buildings look different
in the cheery light of last day of
term., By that, we don't mean that
the ivy has peclod off the walls or
that the clock-tower ia standing on
ita head. It's just that when you
loock at them you get a different
impression ; but we give you our
word, it's a TREMENDOUSLY
different impression from tho im-
pression you got when you look at
them on & wet Mc 1day in mid-term !

The beaks are different, too. For
once, they've come down from their
pedestals and taken on the semblance
of real, genuine human beings,
Sounds impossible ; but it's true !
Even old Quelch doesn’t disdain to
stand on ths School House steps,
discussing the merits and demeriis
of half-a-dozen seaside resorts—and
if you know of a bigger miracle than
that, please drop us a postcard
about it |

Smiling faces everywhere, Coker
stops to shake hands with Wharton,

No Cure

Talking of hols reminda us, that
during the last vae, Bulstrode’s uncle
tock him to Madame Tusssud's in
the hope of curing his bad temper,

But it was quite useless. Bulstrode
came back looking more ' waxy "
than before |

and Loder drops a half.crown into
Gosling’s horny palm, looking at
least fifty per cent less furtive than
usual as he docs it. The impossible
and the fantastic become the normal
order of things on thia day of all days.

Bolsover stops bullying, Temple
stops swanking, Hosking gives Eha
piano & rest, and only Bunter is
Bunter still. Ewven if the gkiea fall
and the eclouds rained copying-ink
pencils, we believe Bunter would
atill be mumbling about postal-orders
and titled relations !

What & cheer when the first bua
arrives from the stetion! What a
gilence when the last bus has gone !

Empty and desclate is Greyiriars
for the long period of the good old
surmmmer vae, But we'll all think
kindly of it while we're away., It's
not & bad old place while we're there,
anyway, and diztance may lend it
enchantment while we're basking on
the golden sands with the gsoft

port last week
expense of our worthy leader,
give the complimenta to the
man Wwho really deserves them—
Horace Coker | Let him drop one of us
from the ericket team, and put in good
old Coker, who'a streets ahead of any-
one else in the Fifth. Then we'll admit
that Blundell has his good pointa ; but
until that time eomes, there's little
we can say in his favour,

All that we've said up to this point
is what Coker has told us to say, and
ing

ghonld

good fellow |

murmur of the sea in our sars!

DICKY NUGENT'S WEEKLY

WISDOM

The Remove are wundering

such a pancful fineko.

If you msk me, the cggsplunation ia
sinply that Skinner's forgetful. You see,
they left Bkinner on guard with a whistle,
to warn them if the Fifth returned,

But Skinner forgot eggsactly what it was
Instead of blowing the

he had to blow,
whistle, he blew the gaff |

why their
resent raid on the Fifth Form possidge was

AS OTHERS SEE

THEM

What We Think of
George Blundell

By Potter and Greene

First we want to BAY

number,

Coler, pasges our understanding |
But it's just like Blundell.

Let him

with our usual practice of carry

out Coker's wishes for the sake of peace
and gquietness, we've duly said it!
Having discharped our duty, we
like to add that our real
opinion of Blundell is that he's a jolly
; Ag an all-round sports-
man, he has no ﬁq.uﬂ,l in the Fifth, and
a8 o Form captain, he'd be hard to
beat—for he carries out his duties with
honesty, courage, dignity, and good
You can take it from wus,
kids, George Blundell is one of the very

humour.

best |
But wait till Coker sees this |

{ Next week we've going 0 heay
cbout a fellow who rarely flgures
in our columns—Coker minor, of
mifss Tom
North's version of Coker mi,,

the Sixth. Don't

whatever you do [—Ed.)

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

that we're
still breathless with indignation over
Blundell’s article on us, in last week's
How any man can demean
himself to make such base insinuaticons
about our great and illustrious leader,

eally,
it's about time we got used to his
conceited ideas and jealous ways., We
expect he thought he'd win our sup-
¥ praising us at the

HAS GREYFRIARS GONE

“ vacant ! look about it |

MAD 7

Weo hate to think it has; but now that
the hols, have started, it certainly has o

Harry Wharton and Co., make

sake ; bui Hazel,

4 Won Lung amueed the Hemovites
Eﬂﬂt of being friendly with Peter

azeldens for hia gister Marjorie’s
A somewhai
wayward [ellow, usually prefers
the company of Ekinner and Co.

i

o
o
s

il

Cecll Neginald Tple is
taking Dabney and I} on a
motor-boat tour of iBroads
this vac. He gaviem a
dress-rehearsal on thibrk in
& hired motor-lannch k Wed-
nesday, and after waltig that
rehearsal, we can ams you
that Debney and Fryein for
the holiday eof their lis
Admittedly, they mldn’t
gtart up at first, andl took
them an hour to dissr that

the reason was & shnge of
petrol. But an incit like

that is just the mirthpoking
gport of thing one wmjrs on
holiday.

Wea must confess & that
their start was not pmalarly
impressive. Matter | fact,
Temple found himezelf iverse,
and shot back into ththding-
stage. DBut accidentsy hap-

ipen, won't they 1

When Temple did|t her
poing in the right dotion,
however, he got her g with
n vengeance. Bo quitita the
start that Dabney andy only
escaped heing flung o the
river by a miracle. th an
expert like Temple at lhelm,
they'll have to geted to
little practical jokes i that,
we suppose |

They were the cynm of all
eyes B8 they chugpdown-
gtream. That was

- SEMPLE TAKES
e Hean/

A 4- Rivercraft Display

by Expert

wondered at, for Temple's
steering ia of the unorthodox
kind, Instead of taking a
straight course, he maps out a
zigzag line all over the river.

The fact that he eventually
erashed into a punt and over-
turned his own craft must not
be regarded as reflecting on his
ability in any way, It was
merely one of those unfortunate
affairs that come into the lives
of the greatest river experts at
timeas,

Peoople are blaming poor old
Alonze Todd over the affair
of the pickpocket at the end-
of-term cricket match,

Now hore are the main facts.
Crowds of parents and rolatives
were present, and the jolly old
sneak-thief got a tremendous
haul because he was strolling
about with ‘'Lonzy, and so
eacaped suspicion. It was only
by chance that Wingate hap-
Euﬂnﬂd to spot him, and got P..e,

ozer to nab him just in time.

But don't be in a hurry to
blame 'Lonzy, chaps ! Any one
of you might have fallen for the
wilea of this confidence trickster
just as easily. We've spoken
to 'Lonzy, and we quite under-
stand how he was taken-in,

In the firet place, the man
was wearing an Old Boya' tie,
8o 'Lonzy neturally concluded
that he was an Old Boy.

Then he said to 'Lonzy:

'BOLSOVER WONDERS WHY

Answer Quite Simple

Bolsover 18 in a state of
complete wonderment.

He wonders why, when he
went for a stroll in the woods
the other day, a girl gave &
plercing scream and ran from
him like a champion on the
cinder-track.

He wonders why a man he
encountered uttered a terrified
yell and hastily climbed up the
nearest tree.

Ho wonders why twe Boy
Scouts jumped out and started
bashing him furicusly with their
oles till he was forced to run
or his life.

He wonders wh alice-
whistles started shrilling out all
round him.

He wonders why the trees
began to rustle and men began
to close in on him.

He wonders why, eventually,

to be | 8 crowd armed with guns end

sticks swarmed round him with
every appearance of hostility,

He wonders why two uni-
formed men ecarrying chains,
took a good look at him, and
then said: * No, that’'s not
the one ! "

He wonders why the erowd
pushed off, muttering dis-
appointedly,

But really, you know, there
wos no reason for Bolsy to
wonder al all,

The explanation was per-
fectly mumple.

A few hours before, the
Human Ape had eseaped from
the eircua at Friardale, and the
people Bolsy had met had
merely made a quite natural
mistake |

We hope that, in view of this

explanation, Bolsy will now
stop wondering |

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE

Frank Nugent is exiremely lonlimmy Bunter manages unfaii-

When

e

Illnkrl'.l

firat came to

£ ' : The bhard court tennis ehampion-

in the Rag by standing on his of his young brother Dick, amijgly fo wedge into any feed Greylriars his dusky skin drew ship of ths junior school was

bhead—one of Chinee’s many when Bolsover cuffed the fstjven in the Becond Form- leasant comments from the won by Ricbard Hillary of

weird accomplishments, Quite & Frank saw thopgihom. He never bas any cads. * Inky," however, proved the Remove, who beat Scott

number of lellows came to grief, pounds lighter than Bolsovujomey—but he is. an expert completely imperturbable. Once, ol the Upper Fourth 6—1,
trying to imitate him | gave the bully a trouncing | | cook | however, he tweaked 's nose 6—4, 0—0,

HE

WORE HIS

OLD

SCHOOL TIE

So Why Blame ’Lonzy?

“ Look ‘ere, young shaver, I
feel kinder lonesome like, bein’
'ero all on my own: Bo "ow
about you walkin' around with
me—eh 1" Naturally, that
arcused 'Lonzy’s sympathy.

After that, he asked 'Lonzy
to point out to him any of the
“ teachers.” Of eourse, that
led 'Lonzy to explain et great
length, that they were called
“masters " nowadays, and how
eurious that they should have
been dubbed * teachera in
earlier daya |

Later, he wanted 'Lonzy to
show him over the schovl
explaining that the place had
alterod g0 much since his time,
that he couldn't find his way
about, Enowing that the school
has not been altered to any
extent for a hundred years,

'Lonzy was understandably in.
trigued by the thought that he
wia in the company of a man
who must have reached the
great age of 120, or thereabouts.

Finally, when ‘Lonzy gaw

L hirn going through other people’a

pockets, the chesry visitor ex-
plained that his hobby was
giving unexpected presents to
all and sundry, so as to bring
lota of happiness into the world,
How coould ‘Lonzy do other
than feel friendly to such a
philanthropie gentleman 1?

Frankly, we can't sce how
'Lonzy can posgibly be blamed.
The man was wearing his old
school tie, and there was nothing
on earth to make a chap think
he eould be a pickpocket,

Be reasonable, you menl
Don’t blame "Lonzy |

oblivious to the circumstantial

'Lonzy’s Little Letters

Dear Editor,—In the
associated with that interruption of studious
continuity known as the terminal diurnal
occagion of knowledge-acquisition cessation
or, rendering it in the
** Breaking-up :
ial phenomenon that this interval,

gpiritual exuberance

popular colloquialism,

Day,” let us not become

in addition to offering recreative facilities in the unrestricted
atmoaphere, also consolidatea the effectuation of the pravision
of unigque opportunities for cultural development on individualistio

lines and psycho-analytical experiment tending

to the ultimate

eventuation of intelloctual metamorphosis in that merphological
manner concerning which I have previously made comprehensiva

indicative asseverations.

I enclose a volume entitled '* Deterministic Psychiatry, or The
Neo-Egoism Philosophy,” which explains what I mean in the

brief space of 1,600 pages.

Ever perspicucusly yours,

YOU WAIT! (Don't

get alarmed, chaps;
only telling
provement | 1
anywny, that we're whales for self-improve-
ment during the vae. This vae, for instance,
we're going to
swimming, sculling, temnis, and penny-wm-
the-slot-machine prowess |—ED.)

ALONZO TODD.

"Lonzy’s
us to use the wvac for self.im-
We can give him our word,

improve our cricket,

Annual.”

last 1

Daoes this mean he's developm
for literature, or—fantastic thought !—con
it possibly be that he intends bringing
himself into contact with real water ot

WHICH ?

Bunter informs wus that W!:'.I.iIE at the
genside he is poing to take his ' Holiday

a taste



