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The Greyiriars hikers were hurrying off to the rescue of their kidnapped chum when Billy Bunter rushed alter them.
say, you fellows—ow !—I’'m all out of breath I 1 say—"

gasped Bunter.

he tramped across the moor in the sink-
ing sunlight. On the Blackslade road
Jervis was waiting with the car: an
though Jervis’ wooden face expressed
nothing, there was no doubt that the
chauffeur was wondering very much
what his lofty end lordly young master
was “up ” to. Gadsby and Monson were
not there; Pon waa {Baving his pals out
of this] Gadsby and Monzon had a
rather high limit; but certainly they
would not have had a hand in such an
enterprizse a8 kidnapping,
Pon stepped into the car.
“Back to Blackslade!”
curily.
And the green Austin buzzed away.
The gipsy van was alse in motion.
Joseph had re-entered the vam, and
carefully ga.gghed his prisoner again;
and then the horse was harnessed on,
and the caravan rumbled away by a
rugged track on the moor. And Bob
Cherry, as he realised that every roll of
the wheels was taking him farther and
farther away from his friends, lay on

he eaid

the jolting floor in & frame of mind
that could not have been expressed in
words.

THE FOURTEERTH CHAPTER.
Found at Last |

“ Y only esteemcd hat!” ejacu-
M lated Hurrea Jamset Ram
Singh, the dusky WNabob of

hanipur.

Hurree Singh was hanging to a high
branch of a tree, scanning the expansa
of Grimslade Moor from that rather
perilous perch. The sun was ginkin
deep in the west; but there waa sti
plenty of light, and the nabob's keen
eyes swept over the surrounding moor-
land, far and wide. And at & distance,
he had a glimpse of a figure that moved
in the lonely expanse.

It was too far off for Hurroe Singh
to moke it out, keen as his dark eyes

were. But it moved, and the movement
caught his eyes. It moved slowly—very
slowly—rather like a tired snail.

The nabob fixed his eyes upon it
From the ground he could never have
seen ik, but from the high treetop he
picked it up, and he watched it in-
tently, wondering whether it was Billy
Bunter| It might have been one of
the searching hikers, or o stranger on
the moor—but from the snail’s pace at
which it moved, it sesmed probable
that it was Bunter,

As he ?‘uzed at it there came a sudden
flash of light from the slowly progress-
ing figure.

I'he nabob ehuckled,

It was the flash of a large pair of
spectacles, reflecting fhe rays of the
getting sun!

“The absurd and idiotic Bunter!”

exclaimed Hurree Singh.

He marked the spot carefully with his
eye, and slithered down the tree. Long
tramping over the moors had tired him,
ag 1t had all the hikers; but he started
st a steady trot. Having sighted
Bunter, it was only a guestion of reach-
ing him; the fat Owl was not likely
to get very far before the nabob came
on him, his rate of progress being about
& hundred yards an hour| Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh had no fear of los-
ing him again.

He trotted on, and presently spotted
the fat, weary figure that was tottering
on the rugged moor.

Bunter looked quite done!

After what had happened in the elump
of oals, the hapless Owl had started
onee mare, in an attempt to get off the
moor. He was tired, and he was hungr
end thirsty—terribly so! Having baolte
al] his provisions in the morning, he had
naturally had nothing since, and at
sunset Bunter was feeling ae if he could
have eaten the hind leg of a mule! He
tottered along, every now and then
blinking round him hopelessly, in a

““ What Is it ? ** roared Wharton.
“1 want some with the pudding ! ™

(1] I
** Where's the sugar ? **

atate of dismal depression and despair,
The Holiday Annual was under his {at
arm, and more than once he hed been
tempted to throw it away, to save the
trouble of carrying it. Howover, he was
still sticking to it, hoping every minute
to see a path or a road, or somchody
to help him out.

“"Oh orikey!” gasped Bunter, as,
blinking round once more, he spotted a
hithe figure coming towards him at &

trot. "I say! Help! Help! Helpl®
The nabob grinned.
“ My esteemed Bunter—"
“Oh!” gasped Bunter. "“Is it you,

Inky "
nabobh through his big spectacles.
gay—ow | I say—wow! Oh dear|™
. He plumped down in the grass, gasp-
ing.
“1 say, Inky! Got any grub?”

“T have some ridiculous chocolate——"

"Quick !" gasped Bunter, holding oub
a fat paw “Quick| I'm starving”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh handed
over the chocolate. Tt diseppeared as
if by magie

“(Yot any more?” gasped Bunter.

The nabob shook his head,

“ Anvthing to drink?"

Hurree Singh handed over his water-
hottle The Owl of tha Remove poured
the contents down his fat neck.

“That’s bhetter.” he said.

Bunter was feeling a little revived.

“Hew did vou find me?” he asked.

“By looking for you, my esteemed
and absurd Punter.”

“Lock here, if wyou're after thno
Holiday Annual *  Bunter blinked
suspiciously at the nabob.

Hurree Singh, with a grin, jerked
that famous volume from under Billy
Bunter's fat arm, and slipped it into
hizs rucsack.

“T.onk hers, vou beast—
Bunter

“That esteempd wvolume belongs to
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]:-pmnmh,er when we were talkin'
im—"

Wharton started.

“It's possibla! But—even if Bob had
had a shindy with them, he could have

ot back They couldn’t have hurt

:m__ll

Billy Bunter blinked up.

“1 say, you fellowe——"

“Oh, don't worry, Bunter !” .

“Oh, really, Wharton! 1 was going
to ask you if there was mny more
pudding—"

“Cram some pudding into him, and
shut him up!” said the captain of the
Remove,

“ Boast |

Nugent passed the pudding to Bunter,
The fat junior filled hiz mouth before he
gpoke again.

“1 say, you fellows—'

“0Oh, do dry up.”

“Oh, all right,” said Bunter. “If you
don't want to know where Bob is——"

The hikers jumped. )

“Do you know anything about him,
ﬂuu fat ass 7" cxclaimed Nugent. “Why
d

to

aven't you gaid so, you blithenng

ummy " . .
“I forgot—till you mentioned him,”
answered Bunter, munching. “When a

fellow's tired out and starving——"

“Have you seen Bob since you pgot
lost 7" exclaimed Wharton. ]

“1 dido’t exactly get lost. I missed
my way—" _

“Have you Boh
Wharton.

“You needn't yell at a chap! I was
going to tell you, only you keep on in-
terrupting me. Those gipsies have got

geen roared

him [*

“ What ?"

The hikers gathered round Billy
Bunter. It was utterly unexpected to

hear that Bunter had seen anything of
Bob Cherry,

“Where did you see him—what do
you mean——"

*It was in a clump of oaks—miles and
miles and miles away,” answered
Bunter. “Those two beasts collared
him there, I =ay, you fellows, there
isn't enough sugar in this pudding. You
know I lﬂtﬂ plenty of sugar—"

“You saw the gipsies colHar Bob?”
gasped Wharton.

“Yes; they tiad his hands and took
him away. Where's the sugar ?*

""Bugar !” hissed Johnny Bull, “I'll
give yon sugar, you fat scoundrell I'll
jolly well give you—"

“Yarooh ! Keep off, you beast!”
roared Bunter. “ Wharrer you getting
your rag out for, I'd like to know? I'm
not saying anything against the pud-
ding, if you made it—only I like plenty
of sugar.”

"Tell us what’s hap
anything has,” said
7 [guiclz—gﬂt it out !"

“I'm getting it out as fast as I can,
ain't I? Look here, one of you get the
sugar whila I'm telling you, and save
time, see?”

“If you don’t get it out in two
seconds,” said Harry, in concentrated
tuntis, I" I'Hl pitch you head first into the
water !”

Billy Bunter got it out—not in two
soconds, but quite rapidly, The looks
on the hiker's faces warned him that
he had better drop the subject of sugar
for the pudding, important and urgent
as It was,

The hikers listened in amazement.

From what Bunter had seen and
heard in the clomp of oaks, it was plain
that Michael and Joseph had seized
Bob, apparently on account of some un-
kmown person who had hired them to
do so,

It was so amazing, that the juniors

ed, Bunter, if
arry Wharton,

found it hard to believe; but thera waa
the fact that Bob was missing; and
there was also the fact that the gipsy in
the dingle had been furtive and uneasy
and slermed when Wharton and Mauly
came on him there. And there was the
fact—which now acourred to them—that
Pon had been seen with the gipsies,
They had a glimmering of the whole
thing now.

“Pon !" said Harry Wharton between
his teeth. " You remember he got a gang
of tramps to pgo for us—now he's got
hold of some gipsies. We know what
he's after. It's that Highcliffe scoundrel
at the bottom of it. 1f Bunter's got it
right, Bob must have been in the van
at the very time we were standing
beside it, talking to that lean-faced
villain !*

“Might have heard us talkin'!” said
Lord Mauleverer. “0Oh gad—if we'd
only guessed—"

“How could we?" Wharton clenched
his fiands. “ And to think that that fat
idiot kmew this all the time, and noever
told us the moment he met us—"
“Oh, naJ:El.ljl'g Wharton 4
“Why didn't you tecll us at oncel™
roared Johnny Bull,

“1 forgot——"

“Forgot ! yelled Johnny.

“Well, I was fagged
famished, end——"

“Oh, kill him !

“That's the way you thank a chap
for telling you where to find poor old
Bob ! said Bunter bitterly.  “That's
the thanks I usually get!”

“Why didn't you help him 7" roared
Johnny. *“You saw him eollared, and
you Jet them grab him without lending
a hand, you flabby funk !"

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“Well, Bunter couldn’t have done
much in the scrapping line,” said
Harry. " Either of those ruffians could
have knoeked him out with a tap from
a finger!”

“Oh, really, Wharton,
—as & matter of faet, I—I rushed to
help him,” said Bunter. “I—I rushed
like—like anything, but—but—but I
caught my foot in something, and—and
fell—and—and—and then they were
gone! If you're trying to make out
that I'm afrajd of those gipsies——"

“Oh, cheese it! Thank goodness we
know whers to look for Bob now, at any
rate !” said Harry, “We might have sat
up all night, wait-

out and

ou beast ! As

Z1

“YouwTre such a terrifia scrapper, you'll
be Eahitully watar i

“Beast! You know I'm too jolly
tired to stir a step! Look here, you're
not going to leave me here!” bawled
Bunter. *“Might ba some tramps comse
along——*

“Go to sleep and shut up! Coms on,
you men |”

“Beasts | roared Bunter. “Lock
here, you oan go after Bob in the
morning, I dare say he's all rightl
Anyhow, think of me |"

“Think of you!” gasped Nugent.

“Yes, you beast! Think of me,” ex-
claimed Bunter indignantly. “Think I
want to be left here alone all night 7"

The hikers, however, did not seem to
be thinking of Bunter. They did not
even waste a single small thought on
him, They marched off up the steep
bank of Grimslade Water.

“ Beasts I roared Bunter.

And he gave his attention to the pud-
ding, while the hikers pgave their
attention to clambering up the dark and
rugged moorbank. They were not far
away, however, when Bunter was heard
in motion, and hia fat voice was heard
ghouting :

- “I say, you fellows!
important

“Hold on a minute,” said Harry,
looking back,

“Don’t waste time on that fat freal !”
growled Johnny Bull, “Haven't we got
to get after Bob, fathead "

“'There may be something he’s for-
gottenr——"

"1 say, you fellows——" yelled Bunter.

Harry Wharton ran back.

“What is it—quick?” he snapped.

Bunter gasped,

“Ow! I'm all out of breath! I
gay——"

“What?” roared Wharton.

“Where's the sugar gaaﬂad Bunter.
“The sugsar !” shrieked Wharton.
“Yes. 1 want some with the pud-

ding—yarocooooh |” bellowed Bunter, as

the captain of the Remove smote.

Bunter sat down suddenly. HHe gat
and roared—forgetful, for the moment,
even of the sugar!  And the hikers

(Continued on néxt page.)

I eay! It's

ing for him to
come 1, 1f that
blithering idiot

hadn'’t let this out.
Let’s be going.”

“What-ho !” said
J ﬂ};}l]ﬂj’ Bull,

And get hold of
gomething—it  will
mean a scrap, of
they've got Bob in
their van !*

“And somebody,”
sald Johnny Baull
emphatically, “is
going to get hurt |”

Each of the
hikars selected &
stick, and Wharton
took out his electrie
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fellows! You're nos
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Crash, erash I Bang, bang ! The whole van rocked and groaned under the hikers’ attack. The door would not have
lasted long ; but It flew open and the iwo gipsies leaped out and rushed at Harry Wharton & Co. “ Back up ! ** roared Lord
Mauleverer. “* Give 'em beans, old tops [ *

“Oh!” exclaimed all the hikers was on a road. But it was not needed! said Joseph. " You may, if you please,
together. That wvigorous summons &t the door fetch a policeman ™

They bounded to their feet. They told that his friends knew that he was “And give you a chance to ocut while
were nobt sleepy now. On a patch of there. we're gonel!” hooled Johnny Baull,

grass by the roadside, hardly twenty
yards away, & dingy gipsy caravan was
halted. The horfe wes tethered near
it, but nothing was seen of the gipsies.
But it was the van of which the hikers
wore in sea ey knew it at once, as
well as the bony horse. Michael and
Joseph, apparently, were asleep in the
van—not up at that early hour, after
their might travelling.

The hikers jumped out of the lorry.

The lu-na l'll]IthBd on, and left them.
And the Greyfriars hikers, with grim
faces, walked across to the van.

T, o———

THE SEVENTEERTH CHAPTER.
Rescue |

ANGI
B A thundering bang on the
door of the caravan startled

three sleepers into wide wake-

b Ch d aud '
0 erry, eramped and uneasy in
his bonds, waa sléeeping fitfully, The
two Eipﬁiﬂa weére sleeping soundly

enough. But that terrific bang on_the
door would have awakened Rip Van
Winkle,

Bang |

“ Open this door, you rascals |” roared
Johnny Bull.

“Open this door, you terrific and pre-

sterous scoundrels |” shouted Hurree

amset Ham Singh.

Bob Cherry’as eyes danced. Weary
and cramped and aching, he was in &
state of utter discomfort; but he forgot
it as. he heard the voices of hia chumes
shouting outside the caravan. He was
still gagged, and could not eall to
them ; 5113 gipsiea had not taken the
riegk of his calling out whila the wvan

Michael and Joseph did mot share his
satisiaction by any means, They
scrambled up from their dirty blankets,
exchanging & startled glance. A
glimmer of the rising sun came in at
the little window, and Joseph imme-
diately put hie lean face to the window—
to look out, and to prevent anyone out-
gide from looking in.

“There's one of the rotters!” ex-
claimed Nugent, and the hikers crowded
to, the little window.

“What may you be wanting, youn
gentlemen?” asked Joseph, . irf' hign
emooth tones. “You have awakened

me—"'
“We want Bob Cherry, you scoun-
drel|” answered Wharton.

Harr
“Open the door, or we'll iren.k it in1”
“1 don’t quite understand you, sir,”
said Joseph smoothly, “When I saw
you yesterday, I told wyou I knew
nothing of your missing friend, and 1
have not seen him since.”

“I'm speaking of Bob Cherry, whom

you collared on Grimslade Moor and
t away in your van!|” answered
arry. "You've got him thers now,

vou rascal! You were seen to kidnap
him, if you want to know.”

Josaph, the gipsy, caught his breath.
In spite of his cool impudence, he was
taken utterly aback. DBut he recovered
himself quickly.

“You are mistaken, my master ! he
said, still smooth and oily. “I have
not tgeen him. Why should I—"

“Because you were paid to do it, you
villain I said Wharton. “We know all
ebout it now, and we'll make Ponsonby
sorry for himself next time we come
across the rotter | Open that door!”

“No ona but an officer of the law hes
s right te order me to open my door,”

" Are you opening that door or not?™
*“1 refuse to open my door at your
orders, certainly,” smiled Joseph, * And
I beg you to be quiet, as I am going
back to bed. No one iz in this van
excopting my friend Michasl—"
“Open the door and let's look, then!”
said Harry. “It won't take a minute.”

The lean-faced rascal was so cool and
go assured that the juniors almost won-
dered whether they had been mistaken.
But, mistaken or not, they were not
likely tp go without searching the
van.

Joseph shook his head.

“You have no right to give me
orders,” he answered. “I will open my
door to a constable, and to no one else.
Feteh one if you like.”

He closed the window, and drew the
ragged curtain over it.

The hikers looked at one another.

“ About four miles to fetch a bobby |*
said Nugent. “Not quite ﬁnud encugh,
What are we going td do?

What Johnny Bull, for one, was going
to do weas evident from his nctions,
Hea lifted his thicle stick and crashed
it on the caraven window, sending
broken glass and smashed sashea into
the interior together.

“Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Wharton.

There was & vell of rage from the
gipsies in the caravan. Johnny grabbed
the curtain with both hands, dragged
with all his force, and tore it away.

“There's Bob!*” he yelled. He
glimpsed the bound schoolboy on the
ficor of the van, struggling to rise,

A stick lashed from the window from
within, The hikers backed out of reach.
Joseph—no longer smooth and oily—
showed a lean face distorted with rage,

Tae Macxer Liprary,—No, 1,337,
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E.C.4,

QULD you believe that it was
pm'!iu for an island to &
suddenly on the face of the

°  ooean, remain I;h&rud for s

month, and then disappear—an p
again & short while ulptarwardn 4 ung
amazing, dosm't it—but it's true. I was
yarning with an old traveller the other
day, and he gave me some interesting
inl’ﬁrmnti:un conoerning

THE DISAPPEARING ISLAND,

Ita name is Anak Krakatoa, and it is
in the Dutoh East Indies. It is of voleanic
origin, and %ﬂtl up to the most wonderlul
tric In 1883, for instance, there was
the biggest eruption of modern times
down there, and two-thirds of the island
was deatro together with 20,000
inhabitants ! Then strange happenings
began to take ploce ; islands popped :.E
and popped down again, including Am
Erakatos, which is the crater of the
It rose one June, sunk again
and then re-ross. And now

volgano.
in Auguat,

there are three new islands surrounding it 1

Krakatoa is something of a puzzle. It
is still active, and no one can tell when it is
likely to burst out again. Needless to
say, it is l,gwun a wide berth nowadays,
but scientists are always keeping an eye
on it by meana of aeroplanes.

From s Halifax reader thers comes &

query this weel, asking if I can fell him
something about -

THE CHELSEA PENSIONERS.

He doesn't mean the football team, but
the old soldiers you will ses any Saturday
afternoon on the teams at Btam-
ford Bridge —for thess old warriors are
mostly enthusiastic Boceer fans. There
are about 670 of these grizzled veterans,
snd everything is done to see that they
are amply id for their services to their

sountry. have no duties to -
£ supplied with Ig::g
they need, such as olothing, food, an
beer—aa weld as being given & small
allowance each week for " tobacco
munﬂr.ll

A Chelsea pensioner can get up when he
ﬁl:mu. and have his meals just whenever
likea, Each pensioner has his own
oubiole, and lives a perfectly free life,
Chelzsea Hospital dates from the time of
Nell Gwynne, who vwas responsible for its
foundation.

Ever heard of

THE MUTINY OF THE FLOWERY
LAND ?

George Jackson, of Bangor, asks me to
tell him something about it. It waa one
of the most gruesome mutinies in the
history of the sea, The mutineers were
eight in numbear—aix Spaniards, one Greek,
and a Turk. They murdered thres
English sailors, the esptain, his brother,

Jowme Inlo The

Office. Boys /

Your Editor iz always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him : Editor of the
“ Magnet,”” The Amalgamated Press, Litd.,
Flestway House, Farringdon Street, London,
A stamped addressed envelope wil

off it

ensure a reply.

and the chief-mate. They then ordered
the second-mate and three men to leave
in & boat, and when one of the men fell
overboard, they pelted him with bottles
until he sank. They scuttled the ship,
leaving the Chinese cook to drown. They
gof, away, but seven of them were gub.
sequently hanged for the mutiny.

One of the most astonishing mutinies
was aboard an American ship, the Frank
N. Thayer. Five men were killed, tho
captain and five more men were severely
wounded, and the veesel was set on fire,
and had to be abandoned. And yet the
mutineors only numbered two men | They
wers Indian coolies who had, apparently,
“run amok,” They jumped overboard
after sotting fire to the ship.

Baveral readers have asked me to give
them a few more paragrapha concerning
“ Things you'd Hardly Believe.” Waell,
have you about

THE RIVER THAT CHANGES
MIND ?

The Montana Eiver is one of the most
ourious in the world, and also one of the
most cobstinate. It eimply will not
“stay put,” Every now and again, it
takes s fancy to o ita course, and
goes—taking no notice of man's
attempta to keep it in order. The result
is, that eome of the bridges which have
been built across it are now merely
croseing stretches of dry land! Two

t—and expensive—ateel bridges
have already been left high and dry, and
the river is threatening to play the same
trick on a third. Furthermore, it has
taken into its head to ecross a highway,
thus causing a terrifiec amount of confusion
to traffio.

ITS

THE PERFECT HOME PASTIME.

With the approach of winter comea the
old problem of how best to find entertain-
ment during the long evenings. Although
there are numerous different diversions to
be found outside the home, many people
Elrafar to find amussment nearer ,]::mma

bere is no better anaswer to such a queat
than Riley ' Homa " Billiarda,

Home Billisrde in this country has
alwaya been Tunjmuuﬂ with the name
of E. J. Riley, Ltd. This firm has for long:
specialised in the manufacturs of billiard
tables iul];r suited to the private
house. iley " Home ' Billiard Tables
are made in & variety of sizes suitable for
any size of room, and the makers por-
tioularly emphasise the fact that ‘Sl(—ﬂ.!
" Home " Billiard Tables are not toys.
Every model, right down to the smallest,
is a %larfeut- replica in construotion of a full
gize billiard tablo,

The faot that any Riley * Home ™
Billiard Table can be obtained on easy
terms makes it possible for every home to

ossess one, As little ss 8s per month
rings & Riley “ Home ™ Billiard Table,
complete with all asceasories, -and seven
daya' free trial is allowed.

25
One of the most ular Riley Billiard
Tahles is the Riley ™ Eoml:i‘.uu.“ Here is

an article of furniture which can be trana-
formed in two minutea from a hixurious
dining table to a flawlesa billiard table or
vice versa. Riley * Combine " Tables
are offered in many abtractive designs and
various gizea for cash or easy terms, from
84 low as £22 10s.

Full details of all Riley Billiard Tablea
will be supplied on aﬁ lication to the
manufacturers, E. J. Riley, Ltd., Roysl
Works, Acerington, or Dept. 88, 147,
Alderagate Street, London, E.C.l.

Now for a few

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES.

Whers is. the Tallest Chimney In the
World? (B jack,"” of Broadstairs) :
In America, Itia 500 feet in height. The
tallest in En%Ia.nd is in Lanocashire, and
is nearly 370 feet in height.

How did the ‘*‘Catly Sark " Get Its
Name ? (K. J. D., of Durham): The
eurious name came from Burns' poem,
* Tam o' Shanter.”

A Cricketing Query. (E. Adams, of
Reading): * Umpire" sayn: Yes, the
batsman would be cut in ths case you
mention, for the ball has not touched the
ground. ‘There are many well-known cases
of playera being caught out in the manner
you deseribe.

How Many are there in the Crew of a
Modern Ocezn Liner ? (Jack Cummings,
of Ealing) : Well over a thousand men and
women, In addition to the seamen and
engineering staff, there are also such
B:o le as mesase -boys, nurses, Turkish-

th atiendants, kiosk attendants, inter-
prefers, librarians, and so on. Thers is
even an editor for the ship’s paper, and a
cinema operator.

Is Sydney Bridge Longer than Hell Gate
Bridge ? (" Enqguirer,” of Hastings) : Yes,
it is the longeat single-span bridge in the
world. Hell Gate Bridge, near New York,
is constructed in & ar manner, but is
between 500 and 800 feet shorter.

My space is short, but I musb
not forget to remind you that those two
famous annuals—"* The Holiday
Annual,” and the " Popular Book of
Boys' Btoriea '’ arg now on sale. There is
cortain to be a ftremendous demand for
thom, ehums, so if you don’t want io
be left out in the cold, ssk your news-

t to resarve copies for you. You will
find them the finest valus of any boys'
books on the market. The Holiday Annnal
costs nnlﬁ 5a, this year, and the Popular
Book of Boyas' Bto is still only 2a. 6d.
Don't fail to get them |

There is another bumper issue in store
for you next week. Look out for it|
The long complete tale of the Greylriars
cbhums is entitled

“THE HIKERS' PRISONER.™
By Frank Rlchards.

I don't need to tell you much about it,
because you all know what Frank Richarda
can do when he gatu going—and you'll
enjoy every line of this fine yarn. Take
my tip and order your copy NOW I

There will also be the opening story
of & wonderful new series of nerve-
tingling stories dealing with the African
jungle, and starring & modern Hercules
who i3 known as ** Um:.uqa.nn the Mighty.'
A ' Greyfriars Herald " supplement, of
aourse, will be found in next week’a all-
star programme, and the wsual shorter
featurea,

YOUR EDITOR,












BEFORE YOU GO—
To the Public Schools Tennis Tourna-
ment, why not make your will?
Probably it will be your last chance,

bound

playing, you're to

Herald.

for if you r.m_uﬁn: to see Coker

TICKLED TO DEATH | — Peter
Todd, Legal Expert, ¢/o Creyfriars

be

—

AS OTHERS SEE
THEM

What I Think of
Bolsover Minor

By Wingate Minor

Bolsover miner iz the yunger brother of
Bolgover majer. This being so, you can't
expect too much of the yungster, can

ou 1

Y Hubert Bolsover, a8 he hoa the daghed
nerve to be called, is, however, not very
much like his elder brother—for which
relisf, we in the Third are jolly thanlkiul !
Bolsover majer looka like a walking ad-
vertisement for beef extract ; but Bolsover
miner reminds you more of a shrimp or a
hewman gnat |

As a result of & kidnapping stunt or
something of the kind when he was a meer
chald, Bolsover was brought up in
some awiul slum where I su .unmum..a wasn’t
overburdened with tuck ; hence, the lack
of inches. But lack of inches, in his oase,
doesn’t mean lack of fighting abillity. On
the contrary, he's like a giddy wildeat
when MUH get his mad up, as I've dis.
covered to my sorrow more than once |

The yungster's manners are aimply
shocking to fellows of refinement like the
Third at Greyiriars. He barges you out
of hia way instead of politely eaying * Ho
it, bust you 1" He eats peas wi
instead of ﬂ.h._uwmum them up with hia
hands ; and he puts his fingers to his nose
ab ﬁﬁEﬁHwEm .m.nﬁmﬂn of poking out his

at them. ga things are very trying
to fellows who're accustomed nﬂﬁ rather
high standards of Etity Kett; but in
the unusual circumstances, of corse, we
make sllowances for Bolsover miner.

Bolsover miner'as biggest handicap is his
majer. For reasons which nobody has
yot fathomed, the yungster is fearfull
proud of hia majer, and this naturally le
to endless seraps. Only a cupple of days
before the summer vac we a frightiul
get-to, meerly because I called his majer a
beastly, bullying rotter and a smoky cad.
Goodness knows what would have hap-
pened if I'd said everything slse I thought
about him |

Btill, Hubﬂn%&ﬁqﬁfﬂuﬂ so bad ﬂ_...mﬂ
vou get to whim. He wasa jolly rou
diamond when he first arrived, u.ﬂ_E m ._...Em_.n WOULD YOU Hm.u.—._m..c__m T

I taught him & lesson or two ; but I'll admit
he’s taught me more than one lesson In

return !

(Next wocele:
Wingate minor.
beans ¥ Wailt and see |[—Ed.)

RBolsover

a nife |

minoy on
And does he spill the 2
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SAVE STUDY No. 71

Friends of Study No. 7 are urged to
rally round and support the Fund for
Strengthening the Study Furniture with
Steel. Bunter has put on 2 stone during
the vae. and the furniture won’t last a
week unless something’s dong before New
Term ! Donations to the Friends of
Study No. 7, Box No. 69, GREYFRIARS
HEERALD,

Spectre’s Surprising Appetite

Can a chap's ghost haunt
the midnight air while he’s
atill alive and kicking ¥ This
and other important ques-
tions are raised anew by an
extraordinary incident which
happened last term, and which
hag only just been reported.

It was & dark and stormy
night—beg pardom, though!
On consideration, it was
nothing of the kind. Matter
of fact, it waa a calm and mild
early summer night, with a

big, red-tinged moon shining
from & cloudless gky. But
there was something eerie
and pinister about it, if you
understand what we mean,
Perhapa it waa the faint wispa
of mist that gave it a gueer
look ; whatever it was, e
was something ghostly in the
air,

And then it happened!
W.H_.E.ﬁ the mrm..mnﬂn.m ﬂﬂ& School

ouse came & ghostly appari-
tion, gliding dh_,ﬁ_w Emnwwumnw_
precigion to the corner of the
guad, under the elmal A
bat whirled evilly over it,
while from the elms came the

of an owl |

mournful __uumbﬂ
a tuckshop,

As it reached t
the
A long interval, and then—

A ghrill feminine ghriek of |

terror assailed the air,

“A ghost! A ghosat |
The ghost of Master Bunter |
Lawks-a-mugsy 1

.H_". wad the wvolce of Mrs.
Mimble ! The good tuckshop
deme had seen the fearsomse
Pregence |

Came a gasping cry '* Oh
erikey !|” and a ﬂ% 4
sound ; then the ghost glid

back on its trail to the shadows
of the School Housze, till it
was lost in the might |

There, in brief, you have it,
It is an incident of wvital im-
port to all interested in
psychic phsnomena, for it
wasd accompanied by unique
Hﬂh—_ﬁﬂgﬂ-

To. begin with, Mra, Mimble
afterwards found herssif short
of about one pound’s worth
of tuck, which would seem
to suggest the startling pro-
position that ghosts can have
tremendous appetites,

Then there 13 the stegger.
ing eciroumstance that the
ghost bore an amazing re-
semblance to Billy Bunter,
from which we are entitled
to deduce that the ghosts of
living people ocan wander
about while their bodies lis
W%mammn:m. sleeping in the

emove dorm |

There's only one drawbaok
to the entire theory. At the
time of the ghostly visitation
on the school tuckshop,
Bunter, for reasons which
have not been explained, was
abgent from the dorm. |

DICKY NUGENT'S
WEEKLY WISDOM

My pator had to pay out kompensation

because our dog bit a tramp on the leg.

After all, beggars can't be * chewed, girs,”

can they 1

o

to give

—

'
¥

ectre vanished. |

“ The modern youth,” Rusmll's
ater once told him, **ia

ut an ill-mannered young
NOW IN MY DAY s

 Well, you all know the resi)
we' wdn't trouble to repeall
Anyway, Russaell {elt a ittle anis
when he WE&EHEE: ter WB
coming to lara for a
visit on Wednesday aftern,
To mark the occasiom, he had i
vited Brown and Ogilvy and Bquif
to & special tea in the stody, He
waan't at all sure that the gt
the kind of ill- . ¥
ruffians his pater had mentionsl,

o Euz”..n are, it meany I aba't
get & tip | ” he explained dimmally,
to his gueats,

“I, nothingl"” was Soullls
prompt retort. “‘ We esn be J
ﬁ.

thing your _H_.._-_“_E.. wanta ug to
t
if that's how he'd Lke wus, 1,

Butter won't melt in oar
H 11 =

ocha

..mm.E.rn 1
and Ogilvy.

* That's an idea | *' RusgeB wld,
brightening up considerably. *“Ii
you can pretend you're po _ﬁ
nice-mannered for onoe—ol 1
it'll cost you an effort

glared—Russell's not alwaya
Eﬂnﬂ.—u 15 he qlrm.rﬂﬁ alter a E
argument agreed to operate
wheeze, i

Now mark the result| ju
Russgell senr. arrived at Frias il
Station, the four were wallig

I—yonll
help me & lot t Thanks, awiualiyl” .
rown and Bquif and .

v on the pletform in best bib and

'

g
ngﬂ of slang or alipshod grammar

Youth Critic
Unimpressed

tucker and glossy &ilk toppers
to welcome him. Russell senr.
looked surprised—and looked more
M.ﬁ_u_,.ﬁ__m when they raized their
st and almost touched the plat-
form with their nappers in o
sweeping bow !

That was only the beginning!
Tha politeness of Russell and hia
pals that afternoon was a thing to
wonder at | They vied with each
other in being polite to Mr. Russsll !

On their way up to the school
Russall & Co. kept their heads
bowed reverently, only epeaking
when Mr, Russell addressed them.
When they did speak, their speech

meticulously correct; not a

passed their lipa |
; At the tea-table they ate practi.
ﬁmﬂ nothing, merely nibbling a
biscuits which they held
deintily between thumb and fore.
fihger,  All their attention was
concentrated on serving Mr. Russell,
mm_u.w. conversation eentred mostly
und the subject of improving
ra. Mr, Ruseell's expression
ame inoreasingly blank.
By the time their guest was
bidy fo depart, Ruasell & o,
felt they deserved well of their
gountry. Not o single hint of im-
politenees or bad manners had
ghtruded on the serenity of an
gdmittedly trying afterncon |
But the strange thing was that
.?. Russell didn't seem a bit
peased about it ; if anything, the
ppverse |
" Good-bye, boya [ "' he said, in a
hollow wvoice, as he shook hands
#ll round. " I congratulate you on
your exquisite menners and im-

i

FISH JOINS
THE HIKERS

Chaps who think Fisher T. Fish has
no use for physical exercise should have
seen him swinging along the road at a good
6 m.p.h. last Wednesday afternoon. We
can assure you it was a sight for sors eyes |

* Whither away, Fishy ? " we greeted.

Grunt | was the only reply,

" Have you taken at last to the broad
highway ! Are you setting out to see the
wayside besuties of rural England 1 ™

ruant !

** Are you doing it (horrid thought !} for
filthy luere—for the sake of a mercenary
wager with some eporting ecquaintance {

runt !

on've come

there's one big drawback
to early aulumn picnicg—
WABPS.

ventive
thought a pieme without
waspa at this time of the
year would be simply great.
And Rake thought he could
“lahminate the waspa.

a little squirter which, on

WASP PROBLEM
SOLVED

But Snag Followed

As all the world knows, with Rake's deadly littla
weapons. ‘The pienickers
were delighted. It was &
real treat to be able to eat
jam-tarts that weren't being
eaten at the same time by
several wasps.

Oniy when they had got
half-way through the picnio
did Rake & Co. realise that
there was a anag,

The snag was the sudden
commencement in all four

Rake, who is of an in-
turn  of mind,

He sot to work to deviee

** Or is it, old bean, beceuss : . _
to the conclusion that a little frech air and|the pressure of a bulb,jof wviclent internal pains.
exercise won't do you any harm ? If it*siwould squirt out just sui-|The explanation was E::w—n_ ﬁ__,

thet, then gratters—and more power to
your biceps | "’
Fish spoke at last.

ficient poison to kill & wasp.

four of them—one each for

most of the wasps they
sittacked were in the act of
settling on tuck at the time

He succeaded, He made

““Aw, can it!" he snapped. ‘' That aﬂEmﬂ. Desmond, Morgan|—and the tuck had conse-
bunk leaves me cold, I guess! If you|and himsslf, the picnicjquently abesorbed a fair
want me to spill it, hyer it ia : Yesterday party. amount of the poison !

I bought a packet of chewing-gum in a
ton-garden five miles down the road, and
the dame who runs the place switched me o
dud .%MHEM_, in the change.

* The reason that I'm doin® this to-day
is that I'm
forit 12

goin' back to get a good one

Waspa — those
littla

serenit
—atood no earthly chance of
disturbing & picnic where all
thé picnickers were armed

It’s a relief to be able to
say that it wasn't enough to
do any serious damage—but
we don’t mind telling you
it was a ocouple of dayas
before Rake & Co. wers
normal again,

It was & master stroke.

RNNOYIng
disturbera of the
of sutumn picnics

(Continued from previous column.)

peccable behaviour. Bubt may I
add something else 1 **

“What im it, pater 1" asked
Russell—politely, of courss |

* Only this,”" snorted THRussell
gonr. ‘' That if you don't soon get
rid of your effeminate and unmanly
ways, you'll grow up into the most
contemptible quartette of mnitwita
extant ] Think that over ™

Next time Russell senr. comea to
Greyiriara, Russell and his pals
are going to have a scrap with
Highcliffiana outside the station, a
brawl with Coker at the gatee and
s bun-fight compared with which a
R r scrum will look like a picnie.

(Continued a? foot of next cofummn.)

erhape that’ll ** learn ™ him |
FACTS WHILE

'LONZY’S

Dear Editor,—In the vociferous turmoil of our scholastio
reassembly, sir, let us not becoms oblivious to the psychological
anguish of those juveniles in our midet who are novitiates or,
in the vernacular or collogquial terminology, " new boys.”
How compassionately should we contemplate their unenviable
gituation, torn, as they are, from protective maternal arms
snd displaying, as they do by audible inhalation of an emotional
character through their nostrila, an indubitable tendency to
phenomena symptomatic of a lugubrious &Ju

I appeal to the philanthropic end benevolent instincts
characteristics of your readers by kindly word and humanitarian

esture and counsel, to render the lot of these juvenile in-
ividualy more felicitous !

YOU WAIT!

LITTLE LETTERS

ogition 1
and

Yours for mutual co-operation,
Avroxzo Topp.

(Sorry, "Lonzy, but we can’t muster up a solitary sob for
the melancholy plight of the new kids |

We know only too
well that the enuffling infant of to-day will
be the pugnacious and alarmingly cheeky ..Fm
of noxt weak ]! Take our tip, old bean, an

¢l save your sympathy for more deserving
{, M cbiccts —Ev.)

"4 " GREYFRIARS HERALD”

SHOPPING SERVICE.

We will gladly porchase on behall of our
readers any articles, whether adverlised in

e = [P 7 i il . = L T thi t, Bend tal-ord

; = - ; g 8 paper or not, Bend open postal-orders

When Napoleon Dupont chal- Fisher T. Fish made guita 8 Horage Coker of the Fifth hint from Mr. Quelch that ha A wasp which sailed throngh thsa @e Wingats cherishes a d cash i agne L
rmun Bolsover major to a duel business of lending small amounis - James Hobson of the Shell j - Euﬁ retire and devote his u.EiE.EuH window Enunlnnu to ﬂ“wahwn-nﬂuﬂﬁinﬂ.h-h-nﬂu H.:E.. wwu Mnm.ﬂﬁﬁuﬁ%.iwﬂﬂm no mm_wmﬂn hwusmm
behind the chapel, Bolsover had fo hard-op lags—until Wingate be chums when Coker waa in “limels bistorical research brought Billy Bunter caused sn_ unex- fiyer. He already has s pilot's d Aot bl be' & aalnt af
the French junior best. dropped om him. iﬁﬁn“ Bhell with Hobson. _Sines hig s pirsonal protest from the Head, pected sbout in class ! It took certificate—and plans sventuslly i) s e T P W 9
MR- AU e R S Rl N o R T X e e M ol
s n re on y unter—while Bo e A .
the aid of an eshpiant | ﬂ“_.ﬂu. as B fling M ___n with the wuap HH-, i VAR, W&nwwmum Bervice, Romove Passage. .



