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ense '”:-_. i of the Greyfriars
exacting, but *it lhtﬂmt ﬂma, a plaa.mrt task.

. |
i" '

much to say that the expectations of a mighty host of
23 nrr. concentrated upon this volume, which now lies
ré them. | iﬁl be for them to pass the ultimate verdict upon it—
?f‘lhh w to Jook forward to that verdict with complete

far to seake The authors to whom I haye entrusted
- -the task o the letterpress, and the artists who have illustrated

it, arz mnuwn to British boys and girls as past masters of their art.
. Their popularity has long been fully estublished in the pages of the
" fameus series of Companion Papers from which the HOLIDAY ANNUAL

35 SpIUuny.
.

m is nio need for me to call the attention of my old chums to the
that the famous schools of Grayiriars, St. Jim's and Rookwood—
MMWHF and down the world—ficure largely in the pages that

i *'*, ; of course they do! 5o much goes without saying, to all readers
',; A ! volumes of the “ ANNUAL,” at least.

T = ll the altractivensss and variety of ifts contents, and especially by
S reason of its splendid school stories, the HOLIDAY ANNUAL ma) > well cladm
1o be the Holiday Book of the season. To the younyg its appeal is
m‘hﬁbie and. if I be not mistaken, many of the seniors will be glad
place on the library shelf to a book which in in it the spirit of
? old schooldays, the magic of the plaving-fields, and the reminder
times when the thought of adventure overseas thrilled the very

~ marrow of their bones!

THE EDITOR.

Tﬂ FLEETWAY HousE,
~ . Famringdon Street,
London, E.C. 4.
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(This Story is specially contributed by a

reader of the Famous

Companion Papers.—Ed. HOLIDAY ANNUAL.]

or vears | had read of the adventures of
Harry Wharton & Co., the chums of the
Greyiriars Remove. 1 had revelled in
their japes, 1 had pictured myself sharing their
Jovs and «worrows, and their fichts and feuds
and friendships. But I had never imagined,
even in my wildest dreams, that I should ever
meet these .-+'|'1f3124”H.-:'.' heroes in the Hesh,

I am just an average sort of fellow, with no
wonderful virtues, and no particular faults—
at least, l_}J“f[“.' not,

My parents keep a farm on the borders of
Kent and Sussex, and on leaving school, 1
went home to assist them,

We H:I--t'i;l]in‘i' Tl lt_lrll'}lr‘r'rlri llIH! teas for
tourists, and, with my sister, I help to serve
meals to weary eyclists and famished pedes-
trians,

Judge of our amazement when, one sunny
morning in July, a party of not less than
forty eyelists drew up at the farmhouse.

'i'.ll*'_‘..'. dismounted from their machines,
laughing gaily, and wheeled their bicyeles into
the two large sheds which stand in the
yard.

" Public school boys,” murmured my sister,

| nodded.

"I ean’t quite make out from their caps
which school they belong to,” I said.

And then my eyes fairly started out of my
head,

Amongst the chattering, laughing throng

|

[ caught sight of a plump youth who wore
spectacles,

" If that isn’t the celebrated Billy Bunter,”
I said, “ T'll cat my hat!"™

* Billy Bunter ! ” echoed my sister in sup
prise.  * You don't mean-to say ~—— "

" They are Grevfriars fellows!” 1 ex-
claimed. “ TLT'}’ are the fellows we read
about in * The Magnet Library’ and Tus
HoLipay Axsvatr™

We were =0 excited that we clean forgot our
duties. We could only stand and stare in a
fascinated sort of way at the cychsts,

At that mement a sunny-faced, curly-
headed youth came strolling towards us. His
cap wag perched on the back of his head. and
he quickly raised it and smiled at my sister,
Then he turned to me.

" Lunch for forty, please,” he said. * Rather
a shipping order, what 1 Hope 1t won't take
vour breath away.”

* 1. fanc Y We can cope with i‘L H&d&l‘
Cherry,” 1 said with a smile.

“Eh? How did you know my name §

" 1 recognised you from the sketches I've
seen of you,” I said. * It's a real treat to ses
vou fellows in the flesh. We never thought we
should bave the honour.™

" Indeed we did not.” said my sister, smil-
Ing her sweetest smile which she reserves for

special occasions. “* What would You like for

lunch, Master Cherry t "
||
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ﬁat moment 2 sunn}rfm:ed curly- hmded
youth came strolling towards us, his cap
" 'perched on the back of his head. He qura.,LI*.'
* " raised it, and smiled at my sister. (See page 3.)

. :-' ; %t out the © Master Cherry,” if you don’t
St .ﬁm&, and call me Bob. So far as the grub is
. econcerned, we'll have whatever you can give
‘us. We've come 2 long way-—we're makine a
- tour th rough Kent and Suss ex, you Jnow—

. and we're as hungry as hunters—I might al-

- mosb say as hungry as Bunters.”

~ " We can mive you cold chicken and s

& . . withap le-:iumphnt,s to follow,’ cmﬂ my

;:;_'-- = Rippinz! 1 say, you fellows, w

e G ]:u,we tha feed of our little live HT

. B 0N, good ! ” said Billy I:aunur squeezing

. '.l ‘}-. . his plump hands together. * Tell them to
) ook sharp and get it ready, Cherry. I'm in

i ghe thmes of starvation ! ”

: G “Hﬁt uﬂgmg h? your appearance, at anv
rate,” chuckled Bab. Cherry with 2 glance at

{0 Bnnta: 8 portly fignre,

._ﬂ_.-'h “ By the way,” added Bob, turning to me,
¢ r:# “ what is your name ? *

**"" ﬂ;:ﬁuck Neville. And ‘this is my siste:
b ﬂm&l Perhaps t'l:lud. like to be ’atiu-
duced to our crowd ?

: *ﬂ-—'ﬁa should love it.”

~ bo tihan performed the intraductions.

y took some time, and Billy
mad impatient,

r"I'f e

.ﬂﬂﬁ ’H’lmt abﬂut Janch 7 7

alad.
r sister

.LL' Ir"'I',JIII]”

he gro wled,
{

tted with Eur{ Whmbun, the ca
E’amw, and found him an awfu
; But then, we had known all
#hﬂ.t a fine fellow he was.
" YWo then had a brief conversation with
Frank Nugent and Johnny Bull, after which
Hurree Singh came forward, made a sweeping
bow for my sister’s benefit, and remarked' HJA.'[
““the pleasure of meetfully encountering our
esteemed and ludicrous selves was terrific.’

Vernon-Smith told us all the latest cncket
news, and we listened with more than ordinary
interest to the fellow who at one time had
been a bounder, but who was now one of the
ghining lights of the Remove.

We had a cheery word with Peter Todd and
Squifi and Tom Brown, and a mH.rr more

serious chat with Mark Linley. We asked
several questions of Wun 1.11.._ the l.rr!-
Chinee, but after he had said ** Me no savvy ”

half a dozen times; we gave it u]t

El”}" Bunter did not 1]L"i_';r1 to come and be
mntroduced tous. At any rate, he was not par-
ticularly keen on talking to me ; bn '.
I saw him wink abt my sister. Had I felt cer-
tain about it, I shou H ] robably
BE Lf".ll.L 11 “E' » of ‘.J-.'.'. [ .
Grevirars f Luu.

I looked at the fat junior in some alarm. He

seemed to have swollen visibly. He had eaten
seven big apple dumplings, and I expected him
to 2o off pop any minute. (See page 6.)
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“He thinks he's an
* Ha, ha, ba 1™ SO e
" You'd better give Bunter a wh
and have done with it!” growle
Bull. “T never saw such a
in all my natural ! ” B v ‘

" Ob, really, Bull— 1 say, waiter. Don't
stand there gogeling at me like a country
yokel! Buzz off and attend to my require-
ments.”

“ You might bear in mind the fact that
there are thirty-nine other young gentlemen
— at the tables,” I reminded him. R
C S [ " Your sister can look after the others. Or, s
o W S A — Vf = if you like, she can look after me exclusively, e 2
and you can attend to everybody else.”

: : But I refused to consent to such an arrange-

Leaning heavily back in his chair. the Owl of Hent: I knew that Phyllis s Dot Exac.t'lf

the Remove dozed off to sleep. (See page 6.) II'J:T”“EE for the task of looking after Billy
unter.

In due course, T brought Bunter an ample
supply of chicken—sufficient for six ordinary
fellows, 1 should imagine—and he promptly
sct his jaws to work.
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*“ There,” =aid Bob Cherry at last, 1
think I've performed all the introductions,
One of these times, Neville, when thines are
slack at the farm, you must come and see us

at Greyfriars.” Ilooked on in blank amazement. I had rezd

“We shall be delighted,” T said. “ And 3 good deal of Billy Bunter's eating achieve-
now well see about lunch. You must be ments. but I confess that I had thought them
ravenous.”’ rather exaggerated. I now saw, however, that

We bustled about to prepare lunch, and in  there had been no exaggeration,
ten minutes we had everything on the tables. :

The Removites clected to feed in the open
air.  They seemed to enjoy the long, rambling
garden, though Billy Bunter complained hit-
terly about -the wasps which persisted in
buzzing round his ecars.

Bunter, in fact, complained about eVery-
thing. He was a fellow with a grievance.
When I set his portion of chicken before him.
be blinked wrathfully at me through his big
spectacles.

© Do you call this a suitable portion for a
a growing youth ?” he demanded. “ Why,
it isn't enough to satisfy the cravings of a
sparrow | 7

“ You would like some more, Master Bun-
ter 2 7 I asked politely.

“Yes. I want about six times this quan-
tity. Give me a couple of legs )

e 3 My sister and | brought our autorraph-books
“ You've got two already,” said Peter Todd. out. and persuaded the Greyfriars 1510“_5 to
“ And a couple of wings.’ ' give us their signatures. (See page 6.)
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3 8] nma}::rhuna into the
ﬁ'iﬁf ,!L 8 a f;maﬁ to hear the Grey-
: fellows roar out the popular songs.
) __#mw@mma the company with some
ra.r.q-..-ih__a._ feats. Billy Bunter, who had been
- awakened in time for tea, and had eaten a
7 t:emaudnua meal, was ealled upon to do some
of hia celebrated ?entnlnqmam and Wibley
proved himself an excellent mimie. He © took
off ? Mr. Quelch, and the Head, and Gosling
the porter, and other well-known people.
When the concert was over, myv sister and ]
right ' slipped indoors for our autograph-books, and
ety we persuaded the Greyfriars fellows to give us
&ﬂ}(ﬁlﬁ' peckish.” their signatures. This they willingly did, and
Eﬁlfref-hmﬂ more ? 7 those autﬂm‘qrh -books will be our mdst trea-
ﬁ : sured possessions in future.

] ilmp]mgs were very filling,” The day was drawing to a close when

! b“[ﬂ? I"'ve still a little space left, H-&!,I‘H Wharton & Co. resumed their journey.

tor a&ld when he ﬂﬂEEPth the * We're putting up at the next big town we

' come to,” explained Harry Wharton. He
]]&'% annt‘hﬂr app!e-dumphurr? Ivdld the bill and shook hands cordially.

'-'irﬁiﬂfs. I believe in vanety, you W ew enjoyed ourselves 1mmens ely,” he

ﬁgh ang jam tarts £z said. * Thanks awfully for looking after us

so well.”
m m' GDt ﬂ“? EHLE B 4 ]'L.'L'll'. hear ' & l.'}1iH|"i_-t EIl 1.11'11) '-”ILI'I]‘_'*'.

: ..:f-:,-'-._-_.‘_' 8. “This 15 ﬂn first time we've visited your
s Ho hjﬁﬂﬂﬂ P farm, Neville, but we hLope it won't be the
T *;-u.-:-i.' 1' aed.. last.”

gﬂf ell, 34:11:1 mlghtr fetch me a slice.” *“ Before the summer has expirefully ended,

‘.-ri;'-.._r E' do you call a slice 27 we shall be here ugui:a,“ I_J;-mnig._.,_]_ Hurree
Pl B 7 about half a cake,” said Bunter. Singh.

-,w sht the half cake, and the fat junior We were very sorry indeed to see the last of

ed it mthﬁnt turning a hair. the Greyfriars party. But we were consoled

'""“h' 1T E faﬁt’ﬁ ﬁnﬂd me "i'i-".lth amarze- 1‘!":‘ the LHﬂWlF Ei'“ that we =]u’m]n] continue to
Vhen the meal was over he was read about them week by wa:PL in the pages
ﬁ‘ ge, - which was bhardly BIJIPTIEIHE of “The Magnet L]]!‘JTJT*-,

k m heavily in his chair, the Owl In future, we ghall follow their adventures
107 dﬂﬂ'ﬂ Dﬁ to EIEE Ps his snore  with a keener interest, and the dayv on w hich
f-hn hI:IIE of merry voices in the we had the pleasure of meeting our schoolboy
S heroes will ever remain a red- 11 tter da ¥ in oul

&aﬁb leave Bunter here,” said calendar!

“Imﬁ gﬂifm: a short spin. .
Eibea. ‘ R ORI HHRROLS

¢ thoroug y explored  the THE END ‘%‘
_W _ka- Thﬂ}’ brought iteluinintaletsiuiatuiateiniuiuin niuln il

F i8]
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A’s for my ASHPLANT—a useful thing,
very !

It comes in quite handy for fags like Bob
Cherry.

B's for my BAT, which I joyfully wield

To slog Loder’s bowling all over the field!

C’s for the CAPTAINCY, which I possess:

A job I'll retain for a long time, 1 ruess.

D’s for the DORM., which 1 cautiously enter

To save a weak fag from his burly tormentor.

E’s for the EGGS which are sent me from
home,

Resembling Macaulay’s famed Lays of Old
Rome !

r’s for my FAG, who, for burning the toast

Gets a jolly good lamming : he's not over-

dosed !

G’s for the GYM., where there's many a
tussle

Between brawny giants of vigour and

muscle !

H is the *“ HERALD "—clean, chatty and
clever :

Let’s h;:wpe that its flag will keep flying for
ever !

I's for the INK on my tablecloth spattered :

The clumsy young fag didn’t think that it
mattered !

J is for JAM which is smeared on my chair,

Thus causing my visitors nearly to swear!

K’s for iy KODAK—I use it a lot,

And some v ery remarkable snaps 1 have got.
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L is for LODER, so laenng and la
Believed by the fagﬁ to be ho
cranky ! |
M’s for my MINOR, the lawbreaking Jz ST
Who sprmts for dear ltfﬂ when I get on k _~'_'-
track! .
N's for the NUMBER of goals that I get; =
How grand when the sphere crashes mto =
the net !
0’s for the ORGAN that rumbles in church,
And during the sermon I blink on my perch.
P’s for the POET who's writing this verse—
George Wingate, whose rhymes are.both
tellm;: and terse.
Q is for QUELCH, whom 1 like and respect. G
He'll give me an * invite ™ to tea, | expect!
R’s for the RASHERS served up in the morn,
As tough and unsightly as Gosling’s pet corn !
S are the SPATS which | sport every
Sunday,
For surely a skipper may swank just for
one day!
T's for my TEA, which [ loathe such a lot:
It’s often too weak to stand up in the pot!
U’s for the UNDERDONE beef we demolish
A chunk of hard leather they ought to
abolish.
V’s for the VICTORY gained on the field
Over foes who fought hardly. resolved not
~ to yield.
W's for WALKER, no duffer at games; -
Though once a black sheep, he's now
straight n his aims.
X is "XHAUSTION—I'm feeling it now.
Th[EwE {.01!.1[:!'1':’(\ are tough things to tackle,
vow !
Y's for the YOUTHS whom 1 have to
control :

They work hard for Greyfriars with heart
and with soul.

Z's for the ZEAL which is shown by the

fags !
In running the “ HERALD "—the smartest

of * rags.”
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