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“I'm here to speak to Skinner,"" he
gaid at last sullenly., “I suppose I can
speak to Skinner if I like.”

“Why not?” grinned the Bounder.
“Bpeak to.him as long as you enjoy
his conversation. I've never found it
interestin’ myself, But what was he
goin’ to hand over1”

Ponsonby trembled with rage. _ Al
every moment he expected Skinner to
appear on the spot, to hand over that
borrowed Holiday Annual. .

“Will you mind your own business?"
he snarled. _

“I'm makin’ this my business, dear
man |” said the Bounder maockingly.
“Whatever you're up to here, Pon,
you're not geitin’ by with it. And I'm
goin' to see that you don’t!”

There wae & sound of rustlin
the inner side of the old wall,
was clambering up there.

Ponsonby started. He knew that
Bkinner was coming! His eyes gleamed
with rage and hate at the Bounder | If
he could ‘have handled him, Pon would
have knocked him handlqnf at that
moment, But he had a painful remem-
branca of his attempt tp handle the
Bounder in the holidays. :

A head and shoulders loomed against
the shadowy sky over the Cloister wall.
An arm appeared, and a hand holding
some ohject. There was a low whistle,

“You there, Poni” came a cautious
whisper, It was Bkinner’s voice,

BSkinner peered down into the shadows.

“Here |” breathed Pon.,

And with & sudden mgvement he
‘thoved past the Bounder and held up his
hand to Skinner's. The next moment,
Vernon-Smith grasped him by the back
of his collar and flung him over agrnwl-
ing on the ground. ithy’s hand shot
up, grasping the object in Skinner’s,

To his amezement, it was & boock—a
heavy book |

“Thanks!” eaid the Bounder coolly.

Skinner jumped so suddenly that he
almost fell from the wall.

“ Pan—who—is that, Smithy?”’

*Quite.” )

“] didn’t know you were with Pon—
whap—" _ }

“0Oh, we're frightful pals!” said the
Bounder, llughing,
kinner peered into the

ivy on
mieone

“What's up?”
darkness below. "“Are you ragging, or
what? Look here, give Pon that

Holiday Annual, Smithy—I'm lending it
to him,"”

“The Holiday Annual I

“Yes—I'm lending it to Pon "

“Great gum !”

Why Ponsonby should have come,
gecretly, after dark, to take a borrowed

over a wall, would have puzzled

Smithy ; but he would certainly not have
It-iit called on to interfere, had that been
all.

But that was not all! ]

Smithy had hiked with the Greyfriars

hikers, and he had heard all about Bob
Cherry’s Holiday Annual, and the secret
that Ponsonby believed it to contain,
Uumpinﬁ; with the hikers, Smithy had
looked through the book more than once
I.:? gee Thether he could spot the secret—
if an

So inw he understood | .

It was hardly likely that, 1f SBkinner
had been lendin is own Holida
Annua] to Pon, the transaction woul
have been carried out in this secret and
surreptitious way. Bmithy would have
been much less keen than he was if
he had not guessed how matters stood.

He gripped the volume very tight, and
burst :nto = laugh. _

““So you're lending Pon a Holiday
Annual, Skinner!” he asked.

(1% YBEII'I

" Your own?"’

“Eh? Yes!”

““Not one you've borrowed ! asked the
Bounder mockingly.

Skinner started.

“Fhi No! Why!"

“Not borrowed or pinched from Bob
Cherry 7"’ grinned Smithy.

Skinner stared down at him blankly.

“Blessed if I sce how it matters to
you,” he said. “Suppose I did borrow it
from Bob Cherry, you needn’t worry
ahout it, Smithy, that I can see.” ;

“Pon hasn’t teld you why he wants if,
then !* chuckled Smithy., * Well, he's
not getting it! Ohl ould you, you
rotter {” Ponsonby, scrambling up,
hurled himself suddenly at the Bounder,
snatching at the volume. Holding 1t
hehind him with his right hand, SBmithy
hit out with is left, catching the dandy
of Highcliffe under the chin.

Ponszonby went down with a thud and
a howl. ) .

“ Have some more!” grinned Smithy,
“Lots more where that came from, Pon !
You rotten cur, you've been after this
book through the- hols, and now you've
tricked a Erayfriara man into getting
hold of it for you. Get out!
not wanted here.”

Ponsonby yelled as the Bounder's foot
caught him. He serambled up, crimson
with fury, grabbed hia bicycle from the
wall, and ran it down to the road. Pon
had faniled once more, and all he could
do was to get back to Hi heliffe—and
he started in a hurry. e bhad had
enough of the Bounder's boot!

Vernon-Smith laughed, and, still hold-
ing the Holiday Annual, he climbed the
wall and dropped into the Cloisters.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Pulling Quelchy’s Leg I

You're
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s B
“You're jolly late!”™
*Been Quelch?”
Hall supper was nearly due, but,
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their surprise, Vernon-Smith, as he
stepped into the doorway of the study,
had a thick volume in one hand, and in
the other held the arm of Harold
Skinner—the latter wriggling very un-
comfortably, but making no resistance
in Bmithy's sinewy grip.

Smithy gave the crowded study »
cheery nod.
* rrn.d to see you men lookin' g0 merry

ah' bright!” he drawled, * Yes—I'm a
bit late—lost a conncction on the line
and had to wait donkeys' nges for
another train,” .

“That's for Quelch, I E'I.IFPDEB 2 gaid
Harry Wharton rather dryly. Redwing
coloured a little; he hated to hear his
chum lie.

“Exactly I" agreed the Bounder coolly.
“I'm not asking you men to believe it.”
“Think Quelch will 7 asked Squiff.

“] hope sol You never know your
luek.”

“But what the thump are you draggin’
SBkinner around for?” asked rd
Mauleverer, changing the in‘]im.

“I thought Cherry might like to speak
te him. e's returning your Holiday
Annual, Cherry.”

Smithy tossed the thick, heavy volume
on to the study table. Bob looked at it,
at Smithy, and at Skinner, puzzled,

“What the dickens—"' he exclaimed.
“"Heve you done with it already,
Skinner? Ii’s not half an hour since
you borrowed it."

“ Bkinnoer hasn't done with it,"” said
Smithy. “Have you, Skinner1”

“Let go my arm " sparled Skinner.

All the feﬁnwa were giving the new
arrivals surprised attention now. The
could see that semething had happened,
Obviously, Skinner had come to Study
No. 13 very unwillingly.

““Blessed if I make this out,” said Bob.
“If Skinner hasn't done with the bdok,
he's welcome to keep it. What the
dickens have you butted in for,
Smithy 7

“I've taken that E"ullj old Holida
Annual away from Bkinner,” explaine
the Bounder. “You pgee, he borrowed it
to lend to another chap, not to revel in
high-class literature himself—didn’t you,
Bkimner?"

“You rotter!” hissed Skinner.

"Well, no harm in lending it to
anothor chap,” said the amazed Bob.
“ Any man at Greyfriars is weleome to
have it to read.”

“dny men Higheliffe,
grimmed Smithy.

Bob Cherry started.

“Highclifa! What do you mean?

Skinner can't have been over at High-

cliffe after lock-up.”
“Jf the mountain can't lg-o to
the jolly old
mountain !

Mahomet, old bean,
prophet can El?e to the mo
Skinner hasn't been to Highclife—bus
s Highcliffe man has over here—
basn't he, SBkinner 7"

“Let go my arm, you cad [*

Bob Cherry could only stare.

“To cut an interestin’ story shorf,”™
yawned the Bounder, “f got in by way
of the Cloisters—and barged into Pon
waitin’ there——"

“Pon!"” excleimed all the

Fiva together.

“# Just Pon! Dear old Pon! Jolly old
Ponl And Bkinner heaved into the
offing with that jolly old volume for
Pon! 8o I took the liberty of buttin’
in, a4 you express it, and that’s that 1”

Bob Cherry’s brow darkened.

“Skinner—"' he began.

“Well, what about it?” snarled
Skinner. “You lent me the book,
didn’t you? Why eghouldn’t I lend it to

at too 1"
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He had expected every bone in his
body to be broken, but he was only
bruised and shaken. He lay still for
a moment to regain his full senses, then
lanced around in the fading light,

e saw that the floor of the pit waa
several feet thick with a layer of
bones—bones that had lain there for
countless a]g]»ea and crumbled to a
powder, with newer bones on the top.

For a space he saw the ugly faces of

the pygmies at the top, peering down
at hfm, then they van_lF;ahad, and above
him, imm the egky, circled the huge

vulture, twice as big as any vulture he
had seen before.

It circled round and round, and came
down slowly, in maddening spirals, and
the flapping of its huﬁa wings echoed
and re-echoed in the horrible, gloom
vastness of the pit, the walls of whi
were too smooth for him to climb had
he been unbound.

He fought and atrugfled to free him-
gelf, and managed to loosen the thongs
that bound his wrists, although Dot
sufficiently to get a hand free.

Then from above he heard frantio
cries, and a tiny body came hurtling
over the edge to drop into the pit,
M;llirming and writhing within a yard
of Umzugaan’s face.

It was the dog—the mongrel cur—the
scavenger of the pygmy willage.
Whether it had iumped in purposely
or whether, scared of the pygmies, it
had blundered in accidentally, Um-
gugaan never knew. Bui thers it was,
enuffling against him and whimpering,

“Once I saved thee,” said Umzugaan,
with a bitter Jaugh. “Now we perish
together [Z _

he horrible vulture ecame down with
a rush, its awful beak down to strike
st the bound man’s face. The dog

bounded on to Umzugaan’s chest, bark- f

ing furiously, and up above appeared
the faces of the watching pygmies.

One huge winE of the vulture sent the
dog spioning, but in a flash the 'tin
ammal was on its feet again, and, wit
a bound, had sprung to the attack, It
flew at the vulture, and its teeth found
hold in the scrawny neck, where it was
bare of feathers.

The horrible bird threshed about,
gtriving to rid itself of the hairy fury,
and rose in the air, the dog stilr hang-
ing to its neck. Down it came again,
flinging itself about, threshing madly
with its wings; but still the dog held
on.

Umzugaan esquirmed this way and
that, wrenching at his cords with all
his might, so that his great muscles
stood out on his arms and chest, He
suddenly became aware that the thongs
were giving, and realised what had
happened. He was lying on a sharp
bone. The weather of years had helped
to sharpen it, until it was as keen as
a knife. Whether bone of man, beast,
or bird he knew not, and did not care.
He chafed the cords viclently upon it,
and felt the bone pierce his own flesh,
felt the warm blood surging cver his
hands, _ o

The wulture, trying to rid itself of
the dog. rose to enormous heights, then
swooped down, beating its great wings
g0 that the echo of them in the pit
eounded like claps of thunder, and its
angry cries—HKee-ee-ee '—hissing and
vicious, ewoke the echoes of the sur-
rounding forest.

Then down it came, alighting on the
pile of bones, trying to crush the dog to
the greund under ifs kreast bone,

But by that tim~ with one savage
wrench, Umzugasn had snapped tﬁa
cords ti‘:at secured his wrists, second
later his feet were free, and he stood
upright, singing his Lattle song:

" Umzugaan, the son of Umzugaan!”

He nothing bt hiz bare hands,
but he never hesifated. He sprang on
the back of the wvulture, as 1t fought
with the dog, &nd encireled the scrawny
neck with one strong arm, The dog,
weakened by its struggles, released its
hold of the bird’s neck and dropped,
panting and bleeding, to the grﬂung.

Umzugaan held on, forcing the bird's
head back. The beak and the talons
could not reach him, He straddled the
body of the vulture, wrenching the head
back, while the bird of prey fought to
shake him off. The strength of
Umzugaan was amazing, but he could
not hope to hold the vulture for long.
The great wings threshed the air, and
man and bird began to rise from the
ground, locked in a deadly embrace.

The odds were against the big Zulu.
His hands were losing their grip on the
featherless throat of the wvulture, and
suspended in midair, the bird being un-
able to lift its own weight and that of
the man more than a few feet from the
Fruund! Umzugaan felt himself rolling
rom his position.
~ One wing tip tilted downwards. As if
m & frenzy the vulture tried to turn its
head to strike at ite foe. The move-
ment came near to being the end of
Umzugaan, for the tilting of the bird’s
body rolled him to one side, and the
vulture turned over on its back and
dropped.

Luckily for the Zulu, he rolled off the
body before it actually hit the ground,
and had the quick wit to scramble out
of the way ae the bird fell,

In a flash the vulture had shot up into
the air again. It was free| ]E?ut 1t
had no intention of leaving the pit. It
had been in the habit of coming to the
pit for food, and would not be denied.

_As it swooped down again with Light-
ning epeed Umzugaan hurled himself
orward, vards away, so that the talons
clanged on the rocks behind him.

Round he spun, not at all clear how
to return to the attack. His bare hands
were not enough against this foe. He
needed 8 weapon, but had no time to
seek one.

The vulture fanned the air with its
wings. Feathers flew, and the acrid
dust of the pit rose in suffceating clouds.
The bird shot up above Umzugaan's
head, then swooped to kill.

Again the big Zulu flung himself out
of the reach of those terrible talans,
although the hooked beak struck him a
glancing blow and gashed his arm.

He went back against a rock, twisted
hie ankle on a stone, and fell in a
heap. Hie hand came in contact with
something hard and round. He snatched
it up. It was a big bone of some sort
—na thigh bonea of a buffalo—and the
feel of it gave him new heart.

The bird had stumhled awkwardly and
was trying to regain its balance. It
turned to face the man, and Umzugaan
leapt at it savagely. He dodged the
wicked thrust of the hooked beak and
struck at the ugly head with all his
might. The hard bone crashed on the
bare skull and the bird gave vent to one
long-drawn-out cry and then collapsed
in 8 fAurry—dead.

The =un had droepped now, and the
pit was in darkness. The prgmies,
around the brink, enraged by the death
of their horrible god, sent a shower of
poisongd arrows into the pit. Umzugaan
crouched eclose to the wall, the dog
beside him. He stroked the animal's
head, to reaszsure it,

Then he became aware that the dmi
was gerabbling wildly at the litter o
bonee elose te the walll Deeper and
deepor the dog dug. until, as the rising
moon above pierced faintly the gloom of
the pit, Umzugoan saw the top of a
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tunnel. With s grunt he went down
on hands and knees and dug with
bruised hands, helping the dog, until
the heap of bones co apsed and they
fell into the mouth of the tunnel, the
existence of which no one had suspected
before. The keen nose of the dog had

detected the current of mir entering the
charnel pit.

Umzugaan had to erawl on all fours,
as the tunnel was not high enough to
permit him to stand erect. The dog
followed close behind, whimpering
slightly. Eventually they reached the
end of the tunmel, and scrambled out
into & glade of the [orest, from between
two huge rocks.

Umzugaan rose and stretched him-
self, then suddenly glanced down at
his feet. The dog was there, lying on
one cide, tongue out, gazing up at him
a‘;épealmgly. Thera was & gash in his
side where the vulture’s talons had
caught him.

The Zulu stooped and patted the tiny
head.

“Great is thy courage, little one!"
he said gently. “Thy gratitude is
greater, even, than man’s."’

He raised the mongrel cur in his
arms, only to see it breathe its last.

Umzugaan's brows came down over
his flashing eyes.

“Little one,” he murmured, *thy
sacrifice ghall be avenged!”

With a Bat stone he managed to scoop
out a grave for the lgnlimﬂ: dog, and
buried 1t there in the forest glade. Then
he arose, and, breaking a stout boughb
from a tree, strode towards the pygmy
village. Once he paused and exammed
the soft soil of the trail. The marks
told him that Masasi and the black lion
had already left. No doubt Masasi
had witnessed the death of the vulture
god and feared for his own skin. But
he could wait.

Umzugaan continued on his way. The
bulk of the pvgmy warriors were
squatting round the brink of the pit,
waiting for the moon to shine into the
heorrible place, and by its light to shoot
down the big stranger who had slain
their god.

But & few warriors remained in the
village, and Nkosa was behind them
when Umzugaan stalked in amidst the
huts. They etarted up, reaching for
their bows and arrows. But the war-cry
awoke the echoes,

“Umazugaan, the son of Umzugaan !”

Whirling hizs broken bough, Um-
gugaan churged into the midst of them.
Man after man he bramed before their
huts, and Nkosa turned and fled. But
Umzugaan caught him, dropped his
Enugh. and held him with hie bare
ands,

“The dog saved me, and the dog died
for me!” he eried, in his booming
voice, “Thou shalt die in payment for
the dog!™

Within a short while Nkosa had paid
the penalty.

Then Umzugaan turned and ran from
the spot. He eould not Gight the tribe.
He raced througlh the forest to the
broad river, swam across, with tho
erocodiles snapping at his heels, gained
the other bank, and set off once more
through the night on the trail of Masasi
and the black lion, with but three moons
m which to accomplish his object,

THE EXD.

(Don't miss the néxt sfory in this
superb series of thrilling adventure n
the African jungle, starring Umaugaan,
the Mighty. You'll find it in nexd
Saturday's tip-top 1ssué of the MAGRET.)
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THE SECRET OF THE HOLIDAY
ANNUAL'!

(Contéinued from page 24.)
“News of the ,Iinlhr old Holiday

Annual, perhaps, suggested  the
Bounder. ‘"Quelchy or Grimey may
have spotted something."’

Bob Cherry went down the stairs and
ropaired to his Form master's study.
His famous Holiday Annual was lying
on the table there, and Mr. Quslch,
with a kind smile, pointed to it.

“You may take your book now,
Cherry,”” he said. “And you will be
very glad to hear that Inspector Grimes
succeeded in discovering a secret mes-
sage in it."

“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob. “I—
I—I mean did he, sir 1"
“He did,”’ said Mr. Quelch. “And I

have just received n telephone-call from
Mr, Grimes, Chorry, informing me that
the jewellery taken from Mr. Lazarus’
shop last term by the smash-and-grab
raider has been found.”

“Oh I"”* gasped Bob,

“No doubt you are interested to see
the secret mcssage in the book, my
boy,” smiled Mr. Quelch; *'I will point
it out to you,”

And he proceeded so to do, much to
Dob's surprise and intorest.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

island I'* repested Bob. " Phew| That
must menn Popper’s Island, where we
rooted that villain Mjcky the Sprat out
of the hollow tree—"

“ Precizely I'' said Mr. Quelch. " And
Inspector Grimes has found the bag
containing the whole of the plunder
taken from Mr. Lagarus’ shop buried
under the rubbish in the hollow tree.
He waa able to discover it directly after
reading that secret message in your
Holiday Annwual, mm“i.

“Now you may take your hook,
Cherry, with the satisfaction of knowing
that it has been instrumental in render-

ing very valuable aid to the law,"” said
Mr. Quelch benevelently,

And Bab left the study with the
Holiday Annual under his arm. He

fairly raced back to the Remove passage
and burst in on the fellows in Btugr
No. 1, brandishing the bulky volume in
the air.

“Hallo, hallo. hallo1” roared Bob,
“What do you men think!l!"

“T think vou'll bring the roof down
at that rate,”’ answered Nugent.

“Fathead! They've found it |"

“It—what 1"

“The jolly old plunder! And the
mesgage was in the book all the time |
But I fanoy Pon would never have
spotted it, even if he had got hold of
tf:e baok. It was jolly deep! Look!"

“0Oh, my hat "

And mrag head in the study was bent
over the Holiday Annual to trace that
mysterious messago.

Harry Wharton & Co. were feeling
quite happy aund satisfied at the outcome
of the affair. Pansonby, at Higholiffe,
was gritting his teeth with rage as he
examined the Holiday Annual for which
ho had paid William George Bunter a
pound. A brief examination revealed
that, though it certainly was a Holiday
Annusl, it was not the copy of that
famoua publication that Pon wanted.
Pon, no doubt, would have tried again;
Pon was & sticker. But the nexi morn-
ing ho had mnews that completely
knocked his schemes on the head. The
hidden plunder had been found.

That settled the matter, cven for Pon,
His dream of the fifty pounds reward
was gone from his gaze liko o beautiful
dream, and Pon was left with his dis-

appointment.

THE EN™D.

(¥ext week's grand long story of the
chuma of Greyfriars fealures an old
éﬂﬂﬂﬂfitﬂ in William Wibley, the school-
oy impersonator. Note the title,
chums, “THE ACE OF JOEKERS!”
and prepare yourself for the greatest
faugh ever.)

“ Sonrch under the big tree on the
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DISCLAIMER ! INTENDING BORROWERS

The rumour that our study 1is
haunted i1s hereby repudiated, The
article of food which was seen walking
through the doorway during vac was

are asked to note that for a loan of
Five Bob I now require Ten Bob at
the end of the week. The Head told
me | ought to take more " interest "

in the School, and [ guess 1 will l—

merely a piece of cheese left over from

last term.—HARRY WHARTON,
m.—”-hﬂﬁu‘_. Zﬂv- .—.

FISHER T. FISH, Financier,
Study No. 14, Remove.
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No. 55 (New Series). EDITED BY HA:Y WHARTON.

In the Removo Court of The moment Wibley Wt r _ on afterwards, but he'd only
AS OTHERS SEE |z’ st s,  THEATRICAL PRODUCER IN  gos st o iy | SRS  DEMOVE il vy whea Tiehy et S
‘HJEE ibley, thestrical producer, OOGW‘.—J with it. “m.m changed the | SEEEP e N i Ml—l\p-nm him whizzing down to the
e oo ™ to”" Thnepr | HRORENY M IINTRHERT P e stonka i that the
o e B s e Ho transformed it irom o | (omme K W MODERNISED [ [sscuitor. whioh ruas over the
What I Think of production ** Attaboy 1 7 Playwright’s Reputation at Stake Foes to 4 play of two scto | IR TS Ll i g et g s
Outlining the case for Plaintiff, Peter Todd, ; Dramatic Bociety. The play in question was|a | four scenss. In & hundred-and-one ways

used by a troupe of trapeze
David gﬂﬂmﬂ.ﬁ K.C., said that rarely in his expericnce had | written st the special request of a theatrical | hylaid his vandal hands on it and ruined i,
o he encountered a more flagrant example of | producer named Wibley. He did not want to ._.mm_.._pmw. it was a story of an honeat and | g
By William Stott the mutilation of a masterpiece than wes | prejudice the mind of the learned’ judge | upright young fellow named Jack Goodman,

ormera in one of their stunts.
ishy picked it up for next to

1 ish’ & tion of
\ Opening of Fish's [aihat & 2 ol ks

. . offered in this case. Dick Penfold, as all the | against Wibley, and he would therefors | wiln, by a misunderstanding, wos accused of m,— by a kind of windlass.
% 8o Morgan thinks I'm a rascal, does he ? | world knew, was a playwright with an|say nothing abovt him except that be | theit, driven from home, turned out into | ¥ mmﬂ ator Tn case you run away with
m almoédt inclined to punch the rotter | established reputation. Bome time ago he | waa a wretched, degraded, unscrupulous worm. | tFe blinding snow. After many vicissitudes An a matter of fact, the idea that Fish is doing this

another use for it was dis-

and draw the orimson claret from hia | wrote o play for production by the Remove | Wibley's actions would speak for EEEE?&F—F.HEHEHH ta the old homestead to vindicate out of sheer kindness of

his honour and win the girl of his heart, & covered only helf an hour and love of humanity, we hasten

Cambrian conk. Unfortunately, however,

I'm not particularly fit just now, and Dr. simple milkrnaid named Mary. after the official opening. he ke

Pillbury says there’s something wron i 0 P i Nothing can stop the onward |Tom Brown suddenly appeared to tell you that RO

with my norves—so, parbaps, oo o] COKER MINOR—PREFECT On Wodnosday, Coker|. In Wibloy's hands it bocame o story of o], (KR8 SO0 S0P g onmare om oo o r  hy - Romove|"mall charge for the use of the
i X = s iried to ston O d | jem= band leader who is a private detective : - . o cscalator—one v down and

sideration, I'll let him off thia time ! W.u..nﬂﬂﬂ and Bu n...n_nmﬂﬂ.umm-nﬂu i his gpare tims, and succeeds in solving the beaks and prefects at Greyfriarsjstaire, yelling * Rescue, twopence up. W couple of fa

After ﬂ__.—- there’s a certain smount of Hw.-__..&q of B E.ﬂ.ﬂ.ﬂmﬁm—.ﬂnﬂ Ewﬂﬁﬂﬂmuﬁ- after- m.m...u,ﬂw.w_ Hﬂﬂ.ﬂ&.ﬂ.ﬂ in m_&_.n.muH-_Em the | Remove | ¥ .ﬂ.wﬁuu Coker ﬂu. the do the __ﬂ._uhﬂ- and Fis

excuse for thia woebegone Welshman’s ~ climbing over the school wall . i o of Fish's moving stairs|Fifth in close pursuit, If it g P
juundiced view of men that matter (this] IROWAY Scenes follow Appointment after locking-up time. Ogilvy | wirls marrying bia ~bosutiful aad blasé opening o g Bt re, P wacalatay|ttands on the laoding, invitin
includes me, of course 1), Time wea whon| The unusual spectacle of [suffering lot in the Remove mﬂmn__nmmmaﬂﬂm ; mﬂFﬁnnmﬁw_ revised play, when presented to the| VernonBmith,  who per-|Browny wold certalnly Bavelineir energy, use the escalator
M was o fellow of some importance | 4 whole Form defying & pre- | but we're not going to mFHm_.ﬂ e T ths ko public in the hLag 'was & complete * flop,” [formed the official uﬁ%ﬁm been overtaken and strewn inlong pand him the cash. .
Ly Remove—a regular member of the | foot ig only one Hﬂ%ﬁ sen- | for that 1 greping in the mud, & i had to be terminated half-way through | téremony by breaking & bottle|little pieces on the staira. . . .
Form Kleven, a ﬂﬂum._m of note, and a | gational ‘incidonts whioh | Coker minor first tried to|, On Thursday, Coker minor | ciio to the acoumulation of over-ripe fruit | of muﬂ. r-pop over the top stairs, |Fortunately for him, however,| Fishy hesiea & smeshing
Big Noise in the Debating Society. But|have followed the elevation [exerciss hiz mnew authority | had the job of shepherding ue | o4 socs an the stage. It was submitted that | 58id that the escalator ought to|Fishy had just got the moving|future for ﬂﬁnﬁ.rﬂn?
now he's & mere nonentity. of Coker minor to a prefect's | over us last Monday, when a | t0 bed. He looked into thod peytoidiy reputation had suffered enormously | Prove o boon and a blessing to staira going upwards 8t top| Congidering that it has to be
- Why the change, you ask. Well, some | panlc early this week, crowd of Remove chaps were | V88 8t bed-time and bleated § ;"o vonee  and that the .sum of five |8nyone learning to overcomelspeed. Brown made a leap for{taken u snd rushed into
would say it's because of the coming of | (Cgker minor, the brainy | regging under his study. He | Bed-time, you chaps|" shillings, au__immmlbm as it sounded, was not | 3iF sicknesa or desiring to brealk|them, and was whisked into the|Stud 0. 14 at breakneck
¥harton, Vernon-Smith, Redwing, and |young brother of Coker of |gave out fifty lines all found,| The only response he get| arexorbitant demand in the way of damages. | his neck, and we don’t doubt|arma of his pals at tho top as %oLa. PGS & LORK SpDORT
the other high-steppers of to-day. My own | the Fifth, was the last fellow - was o deafening chorus of | . Justice Wharton, wh ke at this | for & moment that other usesjif he’d been on some magiojwe're ino to agrec with
opinion i8 that Morgan never waa anything | we ever thought to see carry- RS | ¢ pAaTR " =t _u“__ ide : E.%. E,H_ Mum.n.ﬁhun claimed | #Fill Will be discovered in time.lenstern carpet. Coker stepped |him 1
Whﬂﬂw—nﬂ“ﬂﬂﬂﬁﬁﬁ mhﬂwmnu_ﬂwmﬁﬂww wu_m. _H,MM MEE E_”.m“m..___ﬁ.ﬁ : But | £ We went up to bed event- ﬁ“._. n ﬂ..mﬂw.ﬁ nﬂm-..u.ﬂ waa conduocting his own
for him 45 Seaudes. 8 one o brillian m |y ually, of course ; but inE_u ' gaje, pointed out that the case for the dofence ’ ith a very uselul little gift from his admirers
Don't think I'm %ﬂ?&ﬁm against | Secided. au.w Mﬁwa__.wwﬁ mw,.__,n oy algae _m_w._.ﬁ i wes| hal not been heard.  Judgment was NUGENT EZOW S iy Hecnowh. il
Welshmen. I'm not. I'll grant that there | malking hi m Gamen we, wantac Lo go sug | agiordingly postponed. The Remove, Wharton went on to say, wers
k . ng him a prefect. After not becauss Coker minor had : o i i O.gb.w.—... Ubﬂw :
ave been many famous Welshmen in | consultation with Wingate sdared WWibley, in & really ** hot " speech, said that not an emotional erowd, and the occasions when
history, and there are probably many more | he  has officially made ﬁ_-u_m o us | thus rpeech of the learned counsel for plaintifi - they held commemorative meetings and publicly
to come. appointment. ____“,__EE have been countiess ﬂnﬂsﬁﬂﬁnmmm entirely of bosh, bunkum, and raised their young colleagues were rare indeed.
But you can take it from me that David 6 T P Bemomsy wonid _.m_h-nnﬂﬁu of a gimilar kind | balerdash. Penfold’s play, far from being a . Hv . .—u m.h_ﬂm events, however, loomed so large in his.
Morgan of the Remove at Greyiriars will | (iks to $t % on H....n.uw...m i right through the week. m iace, Was one hundred per cent pure, Hwﬂ.w-un Hﬂmmuﬁmﬁﬁ-ﬂ Uﬂ tory that they overcame the natural reluctance
never figure among them | and now that we don't jolly How long is it going on 1— | unadulterated tripe. In proof of that state- Remove of the fellows to show their feelings. Buch an
rh..m?ﬂ- .m__na:ﬂ_-:ﬂn En..ﬂﬁlm.:n belween w_.__u: like ?.r It's not that we _W_a mw___rm m_wﬁmma: Enﬂaﬂaﬂr ﬁﬂ@ﬂuwﬂﬂﬁ mﬂ%aﬁmhﬁwﬁ ﬁgﬂﬂnﬂwﬁn Mmﬂuwu. was the anniversary they were celebrating
i G organ we know which we | have any objection to Coker | cpiit@id T . & 7's mind as we go to press. : = function of guite an unusual kind took place e
still prefer ourselves [—Ed.) minor a8 Coker minor. (Coker x . i : @wﬂnﬂﬁw the ﬂawmmanﬁ_ posi- Ha sdmitted altering the play, but he mu.r#__&m > __mn_..,ﬁ._.m.uﬂmaﬁmrw ovening, when mwa._nu‘ 4Hm.w _Em-. not poss .F... nE_uﬂﬂﬁn- u_-h._._ﬁ_mn
minor's quite a niee little 2 el tion oan’t last. We're getting | suimitted that his alterations improved | Nygent, of the Becond, was n.w__w.n_w presented Nugent with a led recital of his amaziug
= | fellow in his way, and #o long |to be completed by the | more defiant m_qmnm‘ .ﬁw. u.mm th play tremendously, There was nothing iamwua. suiall botils af _u_n?_w_nn_n ink to com.-|deed: .H._H._Mﬂ all knew the full story. What agonies
y ’ as he doesn't mterfere with | following day. Coker minor's prelectalup hae | wisng with his alterations ; it was the original | emorate the anniversary of an ocoasion when|Y9UDE Dieky must have gone through in nn_..ﬂn_._ﬁ
rozmﬂ m .—.LH — y — _.ka us we shan’ Ay & thin The lines were not done. becoma .ﬂ_ ._”..ﬁ_u_.._u_ﬂ- Booner dor mutenial that was at fault. ‘ha waa geen fo wash hia handa, F.._.uHu._UJHH soap and .ﬂ_.ﬂ_.ﬁ_ﬂﬂ_ to his WHM_EEE.
chout his being in the Sixth | On Tuesdsy, Coker minor |lster things will come to 8| i Justion Wharton, who confessed that| All the notabilities of the Femove assembied|®ombers only Dicky himself could tell. Fo
.—;”m_“jmwm or sitting u If the night | ordored Skinner to hand over | bead and Ll be & rare old | pg had neither seen the play nor read the |in honour of the event, and a goodly sprinkling would not dwell farther on it. ,.__..EM mﬂ.n.m.:-
_ swotting at Greek. his pea-shooter, after catching | bust-up ! orignal manuseript, gave uﬂn {in favour |of faga swelled the audience to imposing|stood on its own merita and needed eulogies
Dear Editor,—My consanguincous re. But when he has an esh- | & number of qﬂmﬂﬂ.ﬂm shots in | How soon i+ will ba remai ﬁnn ftha plaintiff, Gxing the &b ond | proportions, from nobody. |
lative, Poter, having referred to me on the | Plant put into his hand and is | various parts of his face, to be seen. Perhapa we'll be| jatart. The Court then adjourned to the Wharton, speaking on behs!f of the] Wharton then presemted the bottic of best
.u_..___E.Eu_..m day of last week na a ** walking | Etven the right to .FE,E_. it to The pea-shooter wns not | able to eay more about it next | tuishop and defendant gave plantiff ths nn_umﬂ.‘m.wg—.u to tho gift, said that it gave him in- _...___:m._uiﬂw to the leader of the Second amid
iolionary,” permit me to give public'us, we kick., We're a long- 'handed over. week | . ampmt of the award—on his nose | expressible pleasure to present Master Nugent|frenzied applause,
_

In a brief and modest n_—uoann. of thanlks, Master
ait an

expression to my disapprobation of the

:ww_uﬁ_uuﬂ of such terminology and to WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT? GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT! |Nugent said that he fi worthy to be the

coupls that aet with the simultaneous — - ez : recipient of euch a m oent, presentation, Ho

vffectuation of the indicative ssssveration — _ i folt” sure ha didn't dbes Hn._uu He ﬂ% m_m.
membered the occalicn ‘when WwBS ia

that for a dictionary, which is merely an
Inorganio lexicographical objcot, to dis.
MFH wﬁ_mwﬁ._nh proclivities would in-
ubitably be an incongruous, unnatural,
and utterly incredible phenomenon.

 Trusting that you agree with my

hands, and thera was nothing vory heroio

about it. He had Em”.%n—.on to do so by hia

¥l |Form-maoster, and he only did what any other
fellow would have done in his plaso,

. The audience, recogni the trus modesty

diagnosis, of a herg, cheered to and the function
Yours truly, terminated with the hﬂm._.ﬁm__um “For He's a

5 Aroxzo Tobp. T s - Jolly Good Fellow."

(If that's ths best off Bob takes a cold bath Jobnny Bull i is oustomary rogity, Master Nugent
make to convince us. that n.h..ﬁ.nﬁ.,u_..ﬁ.nunmnu il for fiiness, Bunter cornet and is ip ol Yes 8 boot on his well-fllled siart for the footbail season by n% shared out hi muh__._ﬂnnu_m_uﬂ_ﬂmwﬂmh.
walking dictionary, 'Lonzy, we're going  joeet & bath once 3 Hn-m.._.ﬂ“w.ﬂ proficient on & saxophons. : : ) ! kB T B e e o |and half the members of the Second were $o0a
to remain unconverted for a | smearing their fingers and faces with beat blue-
time |—Ep. ong, long -E:Eﬁ__mu-u per lorm, or L,410 in a yemr | EE.ﬂHEHﬁEu!H- Eﬁmﬁuvﬂuﬁu&ﬁa&gﬁu—,iﬂnﬁ.



