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“Help ! Help ! Help ! ** shriecked Ponsonby, struggling in the hands of Jnhr
meo 1 ** * Don’t take any notlce of the poor fellow,”” sald Lord Mauleverer fo the Iarmer. *° He
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ull and Nugent. «° They're I:Hn:ppl::
can't help it 1™ A

Mauly, with a significant gesture, tapped his forehead.

did not bolt that night. When mornin
rose over the greem hills and fertile
valleys of Berkshire, Pon was still with
the hikers. And how he was to get
away from them was a problom to which
the dandy of Highcliffe, as yet, could
bnd no answer.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby Hikes !

6 ALLO hallo, hallo 12
H i whﬂ-t b3
“Pon’s pals!” grinned Bob

ﬂhEFI]"+

It was a bright morning. Breakfast
was over, and the hired man had
washed up and packed up. The hikers
were preparing to take the road when
s green Austin car oame along and
stopped opposite the camp.

Jervis, at the wheel, stared at the
camp curiously. Gadsby and Monson,
in the car, eyed the hikers uneasily.
After the affair of the previous day
they were not keen to get near the
hikers. But evidently they were worried
about Ponsonby, and were in search of
him. What had become of Pon was a
mystery to Gadsby and Monson—till
they saw him standing among the
hikers. And then they could not
imagine what he was doing there. That
he had failed once more in his efforts
to snaffle that celebrated Holiday
Annunl was clear; but that was no
surprise to them, for they did not expect
him to get away with it. They had no
fuith whatever in Pon's ability to benat
the cheery chums of Greyfriars, But
it was & purprise to see him in the
hikers’ camp! They had como along

hoping to pick up some news of him,
but certainly not expecting to see him
thero.
“Why, there he i5!" exolaimed
Gadsby, “Pon! What the thump are
you up to, Pon? We've been wonderin’
what the dooce had happened to you.”

Pon made & step towards the road.

Bob Cherry hooked his arm in his.

“Hold on!"” he said affably.

“You rotter, let go!” hissed Pon,
“I'l yell to them to fetch the police if
you don’t let me go at ones!”

“You won’t give more than one yell,”
answercd Bob coolly, “ You will be in
that ditch the next socond, with me
standing on you!”

Pon glanced at the ditch. There was
a foot of water in it, and plenty of
mud ! He glanced at Bob, amsl read in
his face that he meant every word he
sald. His friends wers only twenty feot
away, but Pon did not venture to call
ta_:nl t.htﬂm. He gritted his teeth, and was
Elient.

“Are you comin', Pon?1"
Monson.

Lord Mauleverer strolled over to Pon
and took his other arm. Pon gave him
g ficroo glare of hate.

“*Answer your pals, old bean,” said
Mu.ulir amiably, “Tell them you're
hikin' with us for a few days.”

“1 won't!" hissed Pon.

“Mind pitchin’ him into the ditch,
Bob 7™

“In he goes !” answered Bob.

“Ilold on !’ gasped Ponsonby, white
with rage. “I—I—I'll tell them |

“Buck up, then!”

“Pon!” shouted Gadsby. *Look
here, we've been lookin' for you! What
Bre lynu doin’ with those fellows?'

“I—I—I1'm hiking with them for g

shouted

few days,” gasped Ponsonby, hardly
able to speak in his rage.

“Hiking with those Greyfriars cads !
yelled Gadsby and Monson together,
in astonishment.

“Greyfrinrs what?" asked Johnny
Bull, picking up a stick and walking
ac?}aa to the car. *“What did you call
us ¥

M'Borry !” seid Gadsby hastily. He

did not like the look on Johnny's face,
and etill less did he like the look of the
atick in his hand. *“I—I—I mcant Grey-
friars fellows."
., “Better say what you mean next
time,” said Johnny grimly. “You
might get thrashed for your dashed im-
pudence, you know.”

“But look here—what doos this
meen?’’ exclaimed Gadsby., * You're
gat Eenll_r.r goin' with thoze—er—fellows,

nﬂ;,j

A vicelike grip on Pon's arms warned
him how to answer.

“Yes,” he gasped.

“But what about wuns?' exclaimed
Gadsby. *“What about goin’ on to my
place in Bucks, as we arranged?”

“Ain't you comin’?” demanded
Monson. ‘" And what about the cart
It's n%r E.;h;-r‘n CAr, nntln;;ﬂi" -

“I—=I—I'll join you later!” gas
Ponsonby, “I—I—I'm staying with
these fellows for a bit. Oh gad|”

“Well, you're your own master, 1
suppose,” said Gadsby. "Arc we to
keep the car, or what "

“Yes,"” gasped Ponsonby.

“Oh, all right,”

“Are you goin' to turn up at Gadsby
Croft " asked Monson, .

“Yes," answered Ponsonby again.

“Well, when 1 asked Gadsby.
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Ponsonby suddenly lowered his head and, with all his sirength, buited Mr. Churrock on his ample waistcoat. ** Oooooogh 1 *

gasped the head-keeper, siaggering back and releasing his hold,

“Pon's none too good for it, or any-
thing else,” said Bob, * Stick this pack
ont your back, Pon!” y

“1'm not going on with you!” hissed
Pensonby, between his teeth,

“You'd rather go back to the jolly old
gent with the whiskers?” asked Bob,

grirming. “Take your choice.”
Pon certuinl{l did not prefer that. In
savage silence he slung on the pack, and

marched down the road with the Civey-
friars hikers. Even in such unwelcome
company he was anxious to get goung
and place a safe distance between him-
splf and Frump Park,

“1 say, you fellows, Pon wants o
wash,” remarked Billy Bunter. “Look
lhere! I'm blessed if I want to be seen
with him like that [*

Ponsonby gave the Uwl of the Remaove
n homicidal loock. He was only too
painfully conscious of his dismal and
draggled looks. _

“He looks a pretty specimen, and no
mistake ! agreed Johnny Bull. ""This
15 what comes of having a night out with
poachers. I'm not at all sure that
we've done the right thing 1 getting
Lim off.”

“When we come to a pond, we'll let
you get a wash, Ponsonby,” said Ilarry
Wharton, laughing, "%ﬂu need one,
and that’s a cert!”

Ponsonby tramped on, dirty and
dismal and savagely enraged, but glad
at the same time that the hikeras had

got him out of that awful scrape. He
was so glad to get away from Sir Gilbert
& Co, that he was not even thinking of
escape, for the time.

The hikers were a couple of miles from
Frump Park before Pon began to look
round him and calculate on the chances
of dodging, or yelling to passers-by for
help. Then the hikers arrived at a
crossroads where there was a pond, and
Pon was allowed to wash himself, and
make himself a little more presentable.

appeared upon the scene.

But, after all his efforts, he was still
sorely draggled and shabby and untidy,
and he realised with bitter wrath that
he looked the least respectable member
of the hiking party.

“That's b-e.tter‘!” said Bob Cherry,
surveying him. “Can't expect too much
of a Highecliffe man! I've heard that
they seldom wash at Iigheliffe., If
Bunter’s satisfied now, we'll get on.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A little later there was a honk of a
car behind the hikers. They stood mside
for it to lllmﬁs; and beheld a handsome
Rolls, with a fellow they knew sitting in
it alone,

" Bmithy !” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“ Hallo, hallo, hallg1”

Herbert Vernon-8mith stared at the
hikers, and grinned at Ponsonby. He
signm]ied to the chauffeur to slow down.

“Hallo, BSmithy!” said Harry
Wharton a little uncertainly. Boly's
adventure in Hmithy's boat on the
IKennet the day before made the hikers
doubtful whether the Bounder was to be
greeted as friend or foe. ,

“0h, hers you ared” said Smithy.
“&till hikin' with Pon " )

““Ha can’'t bear to leave usl” said
Boh.

“ Smithy ! howled Ponsonby desper-
ately. “Lend me a hand! Help me to
get away from these rotters, Smithy."

“That's what he calls gratitude, when
we've just saved him from heinf; run
in for poaching | said Johnny Bull.

“Step here a minute, Cherry, will
yvou 7" said Smithy, taking no heed of
Pon's desperate appeal.

“Yes: what 13 1t7” asked Beb 5I:E}J+
ping up to the car, which was hardly
moving.

“You chucked me out of my boat
yvesterday,” said the Bounder. “1I've got
a lump on my chin where your paw
lended.”

“Urrrgh | Oooogh |

The next moment another keeper

“Well, you asked for it,” said Bob,
“ Borry—but— Oh, my  hat]
Yaroooh 1" _

The Bounder's hand came down with &
heavy smite on Bob's straw hat. Hob
sat down suddenly, with the hat erushed
over his ears. The Rolls shot away,
and the Bounder looked back, lavghing.

Bob scrambled up, mad with [ury.
The Bounder waved his hand mockiogly,
and disappeared in the distance.

“The cﬁeak y rotter |’ pxclaimed Harry
wrathfully. ;

“By gum ! I'll punch his nose for him
next term ! said Bob Cherry, with a
deep breath, *I'll mop him up all over
the Remove passage |”

But the mopping-up of the cheeky
Bounder had to be left over. He was
gone; and the hikers resumed their way
—Pon, with & black scowl on his face,
hiking with the hikers,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Just Like Smithy !

¢ OW sweet the moonlight slecps
H on vonder bank M

“Eh, what?”
“That’s Shakespeare ! snid
Bob Cherry. _
Bob, it seemed, was in a poetical
mood ! Really, it was quite a poetical
night and a,poetical scene! The hikers
had eamped on a gently sloping hillside,
with a shadowy wood above them, and a
shadowy lang ivﬂlu‘w. Supper was oOver,
and the work of the camp done—and
they were sitting and chatting before
turning in. A silvery moon looked out
of the clouds, silrerinﬁ the grass, glim-
mering on the dusty lane. From afar
came a faint “mooing '’ of cows; the
only sound that broke the rural silence,
Billy Bunter, replete with several
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THE FIRST STORY IN AN AMAZING NON-STOP THRILL SERIES !

START IT NOW !

—

UnzuGaan #-MicHTY/

By ROWLAND HUNTER.

For long the evil power of Masasi, the witch-doctor, has terrorised
the tribe of Kliedorp. Now arises Umzugaan, a mighty man of
valour, who has sworn to overthrow the sorcerer!

The Whistle of Death !

111 sun was sinking in the west

E behind the kopjes. A vulture

soared high in the heavens, a

black speck against the brick
rod of the evening sky. Dut the peace
of the African scene was shattered by
the roar of a lion away up in the rocks
of the foothills. .

Umzugaan—as vet but a stripling
from the Kliedorp Zulu Kraal—gazed
sbout him anxiouely, and because he
was entirely without weaponsz he strode
rapidly elong the rough trail towards
hig father's huts,

Umzugaan was no coward, but ho was
not reckless, and he had no mtention
of tackling a lion with his bare hands
if he could avoid it. He was anxious
to reach his father's kraal before the
sun went down. VUmzugean the KElder
was the headman at_the Kliedorp
Kraal, and in due time Umzugaan him-
im:.]'.f, called the Younger, would succecd
1m,

Another figure appeared ahead on the
trail, leaving the kraal and walking
towards the rocky hills. Umzugaan
took one lock, and then, with a snort of
mingled anger and apprehension, he
stepped aside to crouch behind a rock.
He did not want to come face to face
with Masasi, the witch-doctor and devil-
.,

Masasi was feared, but not trusted,
and instinetively Umzugaan hated him.
Masesi only wore a kaross, or hide kilt,
as did Umzugaan, but from his belt
hung dried lizards, snakes, and a
string of coloured pebbles. His body
was greasy, bedaubed with ochre and
soot, and a sacred ring of red had been
drawn around both eyves to prove that
he had the power to bewitch anyone
with merely a fierce glance.

Umzugaan hid because he did not
want to have those evil eyes turned on
him, and from the way DMa=as strode
along, with head drooped forward and
chin sunk on his greasy chest, it was
plain that the devil-man was not in a
good temper,

ITe strode past the rock that con-
cealed UUmzugaan, muttering under
his hreath, L'Fm:ugn,u.n was lost in the
ghadows and did not move., He
remained hidden until Masasi had
assed out of sight down into the river

dd. Then he rose and stood there,
gniffing the freshening wind uneasily
and listening intently,

The lion still roared, but suddenly s
shxill, ear-piercing whistle split the air,
It camo trom the spot where, as near
a5 Umzugoan could guess, Maszasi, the
witch-doctor, had reached, As if by
magic; the lion ceased its angry voaring
and peace settled over the seene,

Umzugaan frowned, sniffed the nir
again as if he scented trouble, then
continued on his way to the kraal.
Passing through the entrance in the
thorn-hedge which surrounded the
village, he walked proudly up Lo his
father's huts,

Ha was still frowning. He saw lis
uncle, Intali, scowling at him. Intali,
who always enused trouble in the tribo
if he could, hated the headman, Umzu-
gaan the FElder, Young Umzugaan also
saw that many of the warriors stood in
groups, whispering together, and that

the youths kept to themselves, over by
the huts of the bachelors, _

Umzugaan halted before his father’s
hut, hesitated, then suddenly stooped
and dived in at the low doorway of the
conical dwelling. The interior was dim,
and & haze of smoke from the fire hung
in the hut,

“Hail, my father|” eried Umzugann
sonorously, ene hand raised to the level
of his head, the palm outwards.

“Peace, my son,” said Umzugaan the
Elder. " Behold, I desived thee lo come
and the winds have carrvied my thoughts
to thee, for thou art here. Now, my
gon, send the women away and the
servants, for I would talk to thes in
private.”

Umzugaan obeyed, then squatted on
his haunches before his father, who sat
on & lion’s skin, a blanket around his

shoulders.
“T"here 18 trouble in the kraal,
father,” observed 1ha youngster. “I

smelt it in the air as I came up the
traal |™
"“There is much trouble, m
would talk to thee of that,
witch-doctor, has been here.”
“¥Yon refused his demands, father?”

“Wait, my son. It appears that
Mkusikos:, the hunter, saw a lion to-day
in the hills:; such a lion as has never
before been seen, for it was glossy
black. He returned in fear, my son,
sayipg it was the ghost of Tchaka, the
Great Spirit, or else some evil spirit.
Thia I lacghed at, my son, A lion is
a lion, whatever the colour of its hide.
We have slain liona before, und we can
glay this one.

“"But Mkusikosi, as thou knowest, is
very friendly with thy uncle, Intali.
Mkusikosi went to Intali with his
story, and Intali sent a runner for
Masast, the witch-doctor, to protect us
from this black Jion. Masasi came
to me, demanding flour and cattle as
the price for his services. I refused,
for 1 had not sent for him; whereupon
he departed, muttering threats.”

“We can protect ourselves
lions,” said young Umzugaan. “Give
me leave, father, to carry spears for
one night, and I will slay this lion
myself,”

“It 13 not so easy as that, my son,”
said the headman. '‘Three days ago
Masasi was many miles away, but when
the black lion appears in the hills near
this kraal, behold, the runner Intali sent,
found Masasi encamped in the rocks
down by the river bed. It socunds as
though Masasi expected troubla lere,
and where Masasi comes, there is
usually trouble,

“80, my son, I have angered tle
witch-doctor. And Intali would like to
sen ma dead at his feet so that he may
rule in my atead until thou art of ago
to beecome headman., Even thon, he
may em:ﬂm;[}nsa thy death as well. My
son, watch Intali! I mistrust the man.
And I bid thee, should I come by nn
untimely end, to avenge my death on
man or beast that ecauses it. Yoo
hear 772

“I hear, my father, I will obey!"

“Bwear it, then, my son!"

S0 Umzugaan the Younger rose to
his feet, raigsed his right hand, and
solemnly vowed that should his father
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die other than by old age or in batile,
he would avenge his denth on the man
or beast who caused it.

“It 18 well,” maid the headman grimly.
“*Now go to the huts of the bachelors,
my son, and sleep the sleep of the
warrior |"

The sgleep of the warricr, as the
youngster knew well, was to EiEEp with
the spears close at hand, and one eye
open for trouble., Ile took his leave,
and went to the huts where the yvoun
men dwelt who were not yet full-fledge
WwWAarriors.

The sun had gone down behind the
kopjes, and the world was plunged into
t(larkness. The entrance in the thorn
hedge was closed, and the kraal slept in
peace. The night drew on, and the
mu:n rose in silvery splendour in the
cast,

_And then a woman's shriek rent the
silence. Umzugaan was on his feet in
a flash, he dashed out of the hut. Thero
were s.imuts, wails, alarms in the centre
of the kraal.

Umzugaan had no weapons, but he
raced to his father’s hut, and was just
in time to see an cnormous male fiun
come crawling out, dragging after it
the limp l:m::-r;llr'1 of a man,

Umzugaan had no neced to look twice.
The moon shone brilliantly, and in the
rays he saw that the lion was not tawny,
but glossy black; and the limp man he
dragged along was the headman of the
kraal—his father—Umzugaan the Elder |

Unnrmed ns he was, Umzugaan flung
himself on the lion and struck it again
and agamm between the eyes with his
clenched fists. He forced the brute to
drop its burden, and it sprang round
with o savage snarl, Umzugaan darted
away, and prepared to fight the animal
with his bare hande,

The dew was heavy everywhere, and
during the previous day it had roined,
g0 that the earth underfoot was muddy.
Umzugaan stooped and gethered some
of the mud in his handa, very much as
o IFuropean boy might gather snow to
make a snowball,

Fven as the lion sprang, Umzugann
flung a handful of the soft mud full in
the brute’s eyes. Next moment a huge
paw canght Umszugaan on the shoulders
and crashed him to the ground, torn,
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Sanatorium, Greyfriars.

NERVOUS SHOCK!

Young man would like to be received
a8 patient in norsing home. Treat-
ment required for severe shock, recently
caused by secing Bunter open a letter
containing a real postal-order.—Par- |
ticulars to PETER TODD, School '

Why don't you pay your own
echool fees ! And you—and you
—AND YOU 1 If you go to the

ictures at all, yon ought to
ow that it's done nowadays.
Why, they all work their way
through college in the great
United Btatea] Some sell ice-
cream, some sell newspapers,
and some play in jazz bands !

Well, why not in England,
too ! WHY NOT AT GREY.
FRIARS !

Frankly, we think it's time
wome of you fellows woke up
to the fect that we're living in
a New Age, when the idea of
echoolboys earning the cost of
their own education is rapidly
becoming the order of the day,

You don't know how to set
about it ! FPshaw, it'a essy |
Every man-jack of you hes
BOmMe Euﬂ%ﬁp that can easily
ba  tu to  monetary
advan ’

Temple, of the Fourth, for
instance, could, without the
slightest difficulty, get a job
in Chunkley's Sports Depart-
ment, demonstrating how not to
play footer, Just the job he
waa born for, as you can see for

ourselves if you step over to
ittle Bide when the Fourth
are playing |

Loder would easily earn his
fees a8 a model for a dog-
cleaners' instructional school,
He's such a dirty dog that
they'd take him on without the
elightest hesitation.

Alonzo Todd, we sugpgest,
could make pots of money es

|Mm¢mmm.m5=% w‘
Fortunes _

| ,..,...u
iy ____.._l

a sword-swallower, He's such
& simples gort of chap that he'd
swallow anything !

Lord Mauleverer, of course,
could become a composer of
songs without any effort, When-
ever he exerts himself, he makes
a song about it.

Blundell, of the Fifth, has a
real gift for demonstrating
gramophons records, He's
always putting on airs, as it is !
~ Bo you gee, there's nothing
i the way of any of you making
quite enough in your spare
time to cover your expenses
at Greyiriara, d just think
how pleased pater will be when
you arrive home at the end of
the term and tell him there’s
nothing to pay !

FUNERAL XNOTICE.

All ! fags are requesied to
essemble at the junior garden
plots at 3 p.m. on the first day
of the new term, when the
Second and Third will solemnly
bury the hatchet.

Read This, Kipbs

When missing from compul.
pory practice ome Wednesday,
HKipps waa discovered below
staira, calmly stroking Mra,
Kebble'a tom-cat.

Ii Kipps persists in this
behaviour, he’ll never win his
spurd on ths focter Seld—
though we'll admit that he may
win his “ purrs ™ in the kitchen,

DICKY NUGENT'S WEEKLY

WISDOM

When 1 broke bounds to go to the Court- \
Field Ring the other week, I saw Spike Bamson
M.hi.w,.nﬁum Collyflour such a wacking that |

didn't come round till seven days later.
_Thia is the first time I've seen a man
hterally nocked into the middle of next weel.

=3 ,Q H Q
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WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

=

No. 53 (New Series).

fria

EDITED BY HRRY WHARTON.

AS OTHERS SEE
THEM

What I Think of Wingate
Minor

By Bolsover Minor

L ——

If young Wingate thinks I'm joly irell
airaid of hum, you ean joly well bet your lile
he's joly well mistaken | I hoap this ia clearly
understood by all. If it isn’t, I'm quite pre-
paired to give Wingate minor a bif on the
olock, just to prove it to any Dowting
Tommas ! ;

It's quite trew, as Winpgate minor remarx,
that I spent my early daye in a slum. I'm
awfully sorry if young Wingate objecta.
Perhaps he'd like me to go back there ? If
so, he can joly well like on, for 1'm staying
at Greylriars !

Well, deer readers, I had to get Lhat off my
chest ; but now that I've got rid of if, I
mite as well admit that Wingate minor and
I are eggsellent pals |

Of corse, he's not always my style of chap
entirely. When he starts putting on the
swank, ha geta my rag out. en he stazte
running down my major, he gets my mad up,
And when he starte playing the giddy goat
and reading pink sporting papers like Skinner
of the Remove, he gets a cosh on the boko
from yores truly 1 ;

You'll gather from thie that young Wingate
is & bit of & mixture, He is. Unlike me, he
didn't have the advantage of being brought
up in a slum. I fansy he was brought up in
the lap of luxury and spoiled by hia parents—
he givea me that idea, anyway | :

But, on the wlole, he's what you mile call
& jenileman in the making, and I'm joly well
konvinced that he’ll improve with age.

By the tirne Wharton is kaptin of the Shall
or Fifth, Wingate minor will be kaptin of the
Ramove—and a joly good kaptin, Loo |

You wait and see |

{Nexd week;, chaps, we're back in the
Remove afgain, with Stoti handing out
bouguclts or brichkbats to Morgan. Bool:
carly and hcar all about Ihis rarcly
featured pair |—Ed.)

SKINNEPS SIMPLE
SYTEM

“Logic me to £ s. d.”

Lantham Ilaces wem)
last week., OF ocourse, |
werea striotly out of lm
to Greyfriara chaps, B
you think that
Skinner going 7 No, sir| |y
A Ay aﬂ. and & boldfid
blade, is Skinner. And,
clever ! He took Snoopd)
with him esnd e .
him en route just
he was. .

“ 8potting the winnen
race meeting is Just a
of simple logie,” be
SN00H. .

Snoop blathered : |

“You don't eay g0 1"

“In epite of whaihe

ow th

Spotless imonas and (ed
Little Erice of the
say,t  mouthed

m. “.
" money is made at rug—
pots of it 1" _
“ Yes 1’ burbied Snoylin
BOINE SUrPTiss.
“ Fact | *! nodded
" Money ia lost, of co
by mugs. But money il
won—by fellows who use {fir §
brains | 2

for Bouncing Boy becauss it
was only beaten by a short
head last time it yan. You
follow that 7"

“ Quite | " babbled Snoop.

“ The fourth is Secoter 1l's
race—that's obvious, as Cap-
tain Sleuth, of the * Tipater's
Topical,’ gives it hia confident
vote,” pursued Skinner, with
relentless logio. “ Ask Me
Another will simply run away
with n__..__u_u fifth Hmﬁmlrmm_n ______mﬂn
specially repared for it;
while aa to ﬂr_m gixth, Meander-
ing Mike has been brought

“Go on ! bleated S,
popgle-eyed with  wose
ment. :
““Now, take ﬁ_.._.nwu__,._r_
gramme. 'The winner dpe
firat roce ia bound f{ibe
Bonny Lass.” v

“Are you pure !’ pd
Bnoop. |

“Positivel” m
Skinner. " You see, ke
engapged Nifty Smart t
it.
banking on it 1"

“Really1®
Snoop.

i mm.mHm applica to Loyl
True in the third raoce

m

second, of cowse, looks

down specially from the North
to win his last race before
bhe's retired to an honoured
place in & cab-rank."

“Oh!" murmured Snoop.

“It's just B matter of
using cne's sense of logio, you
gee. Snoap, old friand, you're
going to eee money made
to-day—that is, if you can

'hat means the stiffs |lend me a quid before we go

im.'*

Bnoop, as it happened, was
able to oblige—and obliged
with alaerity when Skinner
cheerfully and carelessly
offercd to pay him double
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the amount lent at the end of
the afterncon.

The discouraging soquel—
discouraging, at any rate, to
people who like to see a
certain amount of logio in
life — was that Skinner’s
seientific forecasta proved to
be not altogether correct,

The firat race waes won by
Babbling Brook, the second
by Nsaughty Norman, the
third by Late Again, the
fourth by Doddering Dudes,
the fifth by Beano, and the
gixth by Oh Crumbs |

Of Skinner's galections, two
came in last, one refmsed to
race, and sat down in the
middle of the ecourse, one
ran the wrong way round, one
stopped half way to do a bit of
grazing, snd the last one
mistook the race for a rodeo
and gave a fine exhibition of
buck-jumping all on his own,

Ag Bkinner remarked after.
wards, the whole thing was
ilogiosl from beginning to end,

ur guggestion 8 that
Skinner startsa a school of
logie to put things right—
with racehorses as pupila |

Did Snoop get his promised
two quid, you ask?! Well,
wa'll lsave you to guess that.
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A pood fag deserves a smart uniform. See
that he geta it ! We have for dia

helmels, blue perge suits with

top-hoots, and gauntlet gloves.~ The very
culfit for {ags hinﬁ
bargains pronto !—The Friardale Volunteer
Fire Brigade (In Liguidation). Selling Agents,
FISHER T. ¥18

Removo,

SMARTEN UP YOUR FAG!

sal firernen’s
asa buttons,

toast | Bnap up thess

& CO. Study No. 14,

Answers To
Correspondents.

“ Booirr "' (Remove),—
“ Johnny Bull ia most un-
reagonable. When I was
praotising on the harp, he
told me to chuck it—and
when I chucked it and hit
him on the nose with it,
he bashed me ! ™

Try to forget it. It
would be most unwise for

you to * harp ' too much
on such a subject |
“PLAYFUL PereR "

(Remove).—So after the
Lantham  Air Hummau_ﬂ_"_.
'Lonzy said he considered
that Coker is & preposter-
ous glider ?

What he should have
said wea that Coker is a
gilly kite !

“ SurrEreER * (Fiith)—
You want to know a good
cure for shooting pains {
Easy |

Give up shooting |

“Faiar-AcEr " (No. T)—
Refrain from listening

at study keyholea and all

‘will be well!

'LONZY’S LITTLE LETTERS

Dear Editor,—Cousin Peter, to my inordinate dia-
composure, recently effectusted the assoveration tbat I,
his consanguinecus relative, * eould not play footer for

nuts " |

Binece it i8 not permisgible to allow such » misapprehen-
sion of my motivation to gain currency, I animate myself
WQEE_EE_% to the inscription of an amending misaive,

g

t all Greyiriars, therefore,

play what is colloquially termed

nnﬂm_um#mum that when 1
footer,” it 18 out of

econsideration for its beneficent physical eonsequences and

the potential plaudita of

the populsce for my perscnal

puissant playing H_uu.nﬂimmmlﬁnﬁﬁ not for the sake of the

esculent pr

(This is how]'Lonzy relutea the suggestion that he "
For goodnesa’ sake, chaps, don’t

play footer for nutas ' |

uce of arboriculturists !
Yours dissidently,

ALONZO TODD,

can't

tell him he can't play footer for TOFFEE, or be'll write at

double the length !|—ED.)

Though a the i ]

Tom Redwing has the blood Cherry can play is a banjo. His would not EE._% * heaks b shilling with a hole in it, whioh claims to have ** bagged * in the

row the old bucoansers in his veins—  repertoire is limited, but his energy know is that he enjoys an cokbe offen fries to *‘palm oft.” glorious past iz & full-grown
" which may scconnt for the faot iferrific—as is festified by the sional jaunt to the Croms dis minor muEE#q priginally elspbani,  Vernon-Smith =a

Bl  thsl, when ronsed, be is & doughty number of sirings he snaps | efter * lights oul *—for o “# palmed *' it on W. G, B, | “Prouty” will eventually

fighting-man | Butler.” imagine that if was a dinosuur |

& Co. |

Bl idiotio ending.

- of water out of hia study window,
as “* His Magnifieence,'' Harry 5.
Wharton has & very proud nators,
but he has learned to keep an
even temper—even with Skinnes

TWO POINTS OF
VIEW

Nugents on Big “Talkie ”

Frank Nugent took his minor, Dicky, to ithe
ictures at Courtfield this week and they've
wnu& written to say what they think of the
big film. Do you mind if we mm.qn you their
views in slices, so that you won't get too tired
of either? You don’t? Thanksl Then
hers goea !

Frang Nuveexr: The theme of the film
was just the kind I like—romantic and
elevating.

Diex¥ NueenT : The theem of the film was
just the kind I like—bludkurdling and
horribull, .

F. N.: The chief figure in the pilece was
the heroine—one of the loveliest girla I've
ever had the good fortune to see on the films.

D. N. : The cheef m«mﬂ. in the piece was tho
villan—one of the ugliest creetures I've ever
had the good fortune to see on the filma|

F. N.: It was a story of a hopeless love.

D, N.: It was the story of a hoaplesa hate.

F, N.: One of the moat dramatio incidents
was o revolver fight between this lovely girl
snd the idiotie villain. .

D. N.,: One of the most dramattick
insidents was B revolver fight between this
ugly villan and the idiotio 'girl.

u«. N.: The scoundrel would have shot the
girl dead; but, fortunately, in the nick of
time, slong came a noble rescuer in the shape
of Deadshot Dan. ? ;

D. N.: He'd have shot the girl easily ; but
unforchunitly, at the last minnit, along came
a eilly fathead in the shape of Deadshot
Dan.

F. N.: Deadshot Dan made short work of
the villain. i )

D. N. : Deadshot Dan took a joly long time
to get the better of the villan. :

m. N.: He finished him off by coming out
boldly into the open snd attacking him with

lion-like ﬂnn-.m.mwwu s
D. N.: He finished up by taking cover and
defending himself like a rat in & corner.
F. N.: Naturally, Deadshot Dan married

tha lovely girl.
D, N. "u.mumwnmwuw Dan, like the fathead he

was, had to get spoony over the silly girl and

IaITy her.
F. N,: It waa o good film, crowned by a

glorious ending,.
D, N.: It was s good film,

know all about it.

gpoiled by an

Well, chaps, now you
don't you 1
Or DON'T you 1

THIS WEEK'S CLEVER
REMARK

Redwing states that when he threw a pail
its unfortu-
nate descent on the head of Billy Bunter was
guite accidental. e :

Personally, however, we're inclined to think
he threw it on * Porpoise == |



