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THE KIDNAPPER ARRIVES!
“Buck up, Billl" said the driver hoarsely, * The d:ad!{ deed must now be did!" (See the grand

story, “ IN THE KLUTCH OF
( 237 )

HE KIDNAPPER!")




IN YOUR EDITOR'S
DEN

TUCKSHOP TOPPICKS

By Baccey TrIMELE

y Dear  Reapers, — What
would THE HOLIDAY
ANNUAL be like without a

issue of my own ANNUAL inside
it ? Why, it would be a mere
shaddo of itself. There would he an
outery all over the sivvilised world.
All the boys and girls would rise up
in wrathful indiggnation, and cry,
* Give us D)
weery of him.
are a dreem and a delite 1"

Of corse, the Iditor of THE
HOLIDAY ANNUAL realises all
this, and he has had the good sense
to allow me to publicate another
budget of my wunderful wit nnd
wisdom. It is with pride and
plezzure that 1 place it in your
hands, and throw it at your feet.

Owing to pressurc on my space—
as the cannibal said after he had
eaten six missionories off the reel—
1 can’t say all I should like to say,
hy any means. I zhould like to tell
you what a brilliant. and brainy
fellow I am; but there! You have
only to gaze at my classick fectures
(depicted above) to realise the trooth
of that statement. 1 have been
called “The Schoolboys’ Pick-
wick ""—and I've got the Digkens of
a swelled head in konsequence.

1 have managed to skweeze some
splendid kontributions out of my
plump subb-editors : and Dicky
Nugent has also_risen to_the ocea-
sion in grate stile. So T have no
doubt you will all vote this issew of
my ANNUAL to be the best,
hrightest, and brainiest since last
year’s,

And just let me say that my
Weekly appears evvery Toosday in
“The Popular.” It's just as
grate!

His kontributions

Ever your plump pal.
Birry BUNTER.

Have you heard
konundrum, dear reade
Why is a London

cannibal ?
Bekawse it is often ** full inside.”
- B .

‘bus like a

Personal
fond of feeds.
some happy es.
bed, my mater used t
candle o good * blow-ou
then give me a good *

. .

DAMIEE MARTHA
keeps the tuckshop at St. Jim's. I
don’t wish to be ungallant towards
a member of the fair secks, but
konsider Dame Taggles is a hartless
hussy ! Whenever ask her to
supply me with a feed on eredit, sho
coldly replies, ** This is a tuckshop,
Master Trimble, not a *tick’-
shop ! "

relations

I wish my wealthy
would send me more ** dough.
Then 1 should be able to mal
proflitable investments in ** dough
nuts !

I sent Billy Bunter an Odoe to a
Jam-tart, for publicashun in his
ANNUAL. It kommenced -

** Suckulent, sticky jam-tart,
What rapcher and bliss you
impart ! "
But, alas! Bunter threw my bril-
liant ode into the W.P.B., which
means  ** Wasteful  Proceeding,
Billy 1
. - -
Do you know, dear readers, why
it is that I never feel the cold in
winter-time ? Itisn’t bekawse of my
sooperfluous covering of flesh, but
bekawse 1 have such a splendid
‘eating apparatus !
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- MYSELF!

By Sammy Buxter

Biily's an editor, brave and bo'd,

And I'm his valiant ** sub ™
I sweep his room with a long-haire

broom,

And sometimes sneak his gruh.
Jolly jam tarts, «o sweet and jammy,
These are dear to the heart of

Sammy !

1

Billy's a champion gorg
And I'm his next-of-kir
I thrive on tuck, when 1°
To have sutlicient ** ti
Perched on the tuckshop stool you'll
find me, ‘
With calics before me and behind
me !

boys,

the luck

Billy possesses a C3 brain,
He ranks with the densest duf-

fers;

And when addressed with the lash.
ing canc

He squirms, and squeals—and

suffers !

But I've a brain that I wouldn't
swop

For all the tarts in the school tuck-
shop !

Billy's a big as a huge balloon,
His figure is plump and portly ;
But 1 am slim, and lithe of limb,
And my ways are polished and
courtly.
Rilly is stufied with seli.conceit,
But for modesty—well, I'm hard to
beat. !

Billy’s the boss, and I'm the ** sub,"
It’s hardly right and proper ;
But one fine day, I'm pleased to say
He'll come a fearful cropper.
When that day dawns, then ** yours
sincerely " x

Will_edit “ SAMMY BUNTER'S
YEARLY "



Kaptin said wh
his bowler.™

The sinnistor.los
and disappeared into the darkness.
On reec 2, he
found someboddy waiting 1, umon
the oth le.

** That you, Mr. Trayter?™ he
naked, ¥

* Yes," came tho mutterd reply.
reply. 1 will unlock the gates,
and let you in, and then the way will

H OF THE

| he Ik and the
were  awung  open.
ayter escorted Bill the
» the Fourth Form

hia  trowsers
silver com
» tretcherus
o lia own

£ » kidnapper crept into the

ter 2 tiptoe.  He mado his

ame  suggosted,
hea. He had
wd was thy

{
n whole
B bed, and
ther occupant
2 ) ul gror the
Wror 2 by the ear, so to speak.
1 Bk chianged beds thab night
v Jolly, the kaptin of the
T and it was Jack who
i the arms of tho Kkid-
¥

Instantly he awoke, and dashed
his into the dark, sinnister faco
above him.

Bil! dreopped hiz yewman burde
and staggered back with a wild yell.
This aronsed Jack Jolly's chums,
Merry and Pright, and with one
accord they lept out of bed and
hurled themselves upon the das-
terdly kidnapper.

“Nit on him. boys!” panted
Jack Jelly. *“He came here to

KIDNAPPER!

CAR N

200 [N U T

Kidnap yonng Luker—1'm sertain
of that. * I've always warned Luker
not to keep his munny under his
nillow. He't got at least one-and-
tourpense  there, to my sertain
nollidge ! ™ Y

“How did this kidnapper find
his way to the dorm ? " asked Merry.
* Someboddy invde the skool must
have helped him.  There's a trayter
in the camp ! ™

“Yuat It's Mr. Trayter ! ** wim-
pered WL who lay provelling on
thetloor, with the juniors spraw ling
on top ot him,

“My  hat! Tancy our own
foramaster beine nd 'in glove
with this villen ! ened Jack Jolly.
o and tellyfone for the police,

uehoddy

Mersy, young genta! ™ slod
.

“Moray 1" ekkoed Jack Jolly

shkorntully.  * What mersy  would
you have shown to yourg Luker, it
Vou had got it into )
Bah ! Prate not to me of mery !
We're goig to sit on yon till the
polico come.  Ah, would you '
added Juek, ot the cullyen wrenched
hiv arm free, ond wipped out his
revolver, and fired wich o sickening
thud.

The bullet  passed  harmlessly
through the body of Binks major,
who wae standing near.  He jost
Tnrfed and arsked who was tiekling
him, 3

Jacle Jolly wrenehed the revolver
from Bill's yrasp : and the juniors
sat on their quurry until the pol

urrived,

Bill was given over into custerdy,
and then Jdack Jolly & Co, hurried
off in search of Mr, 'l ster.  But
that snccky, stelthy, snake in tho
grass had heard the revolver-shot,
and fled in pannick from the skool.

In dew corse, Bill and his raskally
, confederate, the driver of the car,
were sentenced to resoeve twelve
months’ hard laber, and a jennerus
ation of the catter-nine-tale.

4 END




&“‘“’ OF CHy

The list of Remove champions whicn appears below has been decided
by ballot. y

“The whole Form met together to put the matter to the vote, and the
result is very interesting. >

I must point out, however, you must not ml_-c theso fellows to be
the permanent champions. Their colours are likely to be lowered at
any time. Still it is very interesting to see who are the accepted
champions at the moment, » -

1 havo included 0s many forms of sport as possible, and have also
given the names of the runners-up, wheroe it has been found possible to do
50,

Sronrt CuanrioN RUNNER-TP

(Voters cannot
decide.)
Hurree Singh

FooTBALL H. Vernon Smith ..

CRICKET .. .. ..| HarryWharton ..

Frank Nugent
Bob Cherry

H. Vernon Smith
Harry Wharton

Archio Howell .. ..
PoterTodd .. ..

Mile .
Marathon

Harry Wharton .
Mark Linloy .. ..

HighJump .. .. Frank Nugent .. ..| Archio Howell

Long Jump <« .| BobCherry 53 Tom Brown
Cricket Ball .. .. . Johnny Bull .. George Bulstrode
Boxing <« .| BobCherry . ..| Dick Russell
Wrestling .. .. ..| PoterTodd es o« DavidX

Rifle Shooting .. ..|[ PeterTodd SIS [l 1
Swimming .. . .. MarkLinley .. ..| Harry Wharton
Diving ve o+ s FrankNugent.. . Peter Todd
Water Polo .. . ..| BobCherry .. Micky Desmond
Cyeling STt o 3 Tom Brown . ..| S.Q.IL Field
Walking S .| MarkLinley ..'..| Dick Penfold
Sculling we ++ «.| JohnnyBull .. ..| Tom Redwing
Gymnasties .. .. ..| OliverKipps .. ..| WunLung
Tug-ofswar .. .. ..| Johnny Bull . ..| Billy Bunter
Chess .. .-| HurreeSingh .. ..| PeterTodd
Ping-pong s =+ Wun Lung «« .| William Wibley
Table Football ., ..| BobCherry .. ..| Dick Penfold
Raceto the tuckshop .. BillyBunter .. ..| (Nobody else within

o milo of
Bunter.)

I might mention that each year the governors of Greyiriars present
a silver cup to the best athlete in cach form. The present holder, so far
as the Remove is concerned, is Bob Cherry. But the next great sports
meeting is now nearly due, and when it comes off I have no doubt that
the above list of champions will experience many alterations.

Will Bob Cherry retain his proud title of Champion of the Remove ¥
This remains to be seen.
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3 !
\ "
By Jimmy SILVER
DOES Bi
refer to his )

Bunter's “ANNUAL"
Iv bath ¥
. N

1S it true that Bunter pays his
sub-editors fourpence-halipenny a
week, and then deducts fourpence

for health insurance ¢
1S Baggy Trimble growing tired
of ginger-beer ¥ i 0, wo may
expect a dire ealamity, for Baggpy
will be ** going off * pap.’ -
. . .

IF Trimble won six cating con.
tests last term, then how many did
Fatty Wynn? (Thero will e no
prize for the solution),

- N .

IS the aforesaid Fatty a million.
aire yet ¥ He ought to be, for when
ho keeps goal for the St. Jim's
junior eleven he is  constantly
* ecaving,” P

WHY is Tubby Muflin like a
fountain-pen ¥ i
a **self-filler ™ 7

. . .

WHY does Tupper, the Rooke
wood page-boy, consider he is over.
worked ? Perhaps he doesn't think
it fair that Rookwood should have
when there are
Lsixty in “THR
UAL,”

s it becauso he is

HOLIDAY AN

WHEN will the end of the world
come ! In other words, when will
Billy Bunter's celebrated  postal
order arrive ¥

» . .

HOW much_will Bunter pay me
for this contribution * (You will
get ni vou cheeky bounder! |
have never been so consulted in my
life '—Ed.)

-

- -

WHETHER Harry Wharton and
Billy Bunter will think it worth
while to pay us not to bring out
“ Rookwood’s Own™ in  competi.
tion with their rags ?
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all bo
rship of * THE
“—and 1 shall jump at

When 1 get this coveted job I
shall mmake sweeping changes in the
pollicy of the ANNUAL. In the
tirst plaice, 1 shall £ill it with my
own stulf, as well as drawing all the
illustrations myseli. (You didn't
know 1 was a clever artist as well as
a tallented jernalist, did you ?)

Keep o look-out for *THE
HOLIDAY ANNUAL ™ which will
appear in 1950, or thereabouts. It
will be packed with pirate stories,
and Redskin stories, and thrilling
yarns of mistery and horror—all
from the pen of the most famous
fat boy who ever flurrished—
Myself, to wit!

H.A,

A YELLOW-SKINNED youth of
y, Chinese stion, answeors
v ¢ name of Wun

o the dock by

Anade velly solly to
: & Kee, my young
sAfer.) What have
P to——running an opium-

K.t Your
lucquainted

with the prisoner’s ofience.  Ho
uck you tho other day with
malice atorethought.

Magistrate :  You don't say so?
1 thought it was with a snowball !
(Laughter.)

Mr. Cherry : He struck you on

yo

Ve worshipful chin, and your
worshipful yells rang through the
Close !

Magistrate:  Bo careful. my
worshipful  chump! (Laughter.)
Now, Wun Lung, what have you got
to say for yourself 7

P ner : Me no savvy.

Magistrate ! You admit throwing
a snowball at mo ?

Prisoner : I thlew it at Bob
Chelly, and hit your worship

Mr. Cherry : You young villain !
T'll jolly well serag you for shying
snowballsat me !

Magistrate : Shush! No dig-
nified counsel should use the term

( 241 )

Report of @
Senschional Case

et Spifticate,” or “ pul-
verise,” are much superior. (Laugh-
ter.)

Detective-Inspector Penfokl gave
ovidence  of |Lv offence :  Your
worship's chin was struck by the
snowball, and it burst,

Maglstrate: I have no re-
collection of my chin bursting !
ter.)
itness: It was the snowball
that burst, your worship. 1 wit-
nessed the whole incident.

Magistrate:  Then why didn't
you arrest the prisoner immed-
mtely ¢

Witness: 1 was too  helpless

with laughter, your worship.  You
goo, nt the time, your worship
looked such an nwful nea ! (Laugh-
ter.)
Magistrate (sternly) s Be silent,
sir, or | shall report yout to the chiet
of Jotland Yard, o him to
suapend your wage mth !

Hia worship then summed up,
and after a brief retirement the jury
found prisoner guilty, under great
provocation.

Magistrato : What do you mean
by that ?

Foroman of the Jury: Well,
your faco was such o tempting
targot, your worship, that prisoner
simply couldn’t resist buzzing s
snowball nt it ! (Laughter.)

Prisoner was sentenced to be
suspended by his pigtail from the
ceiling, and” pelted with missiles
by the members of the jury.

Foreman of the Jury : Prisoner
is in too weak n stato to stand such
treatment, your worship.

Magistrate :  Why ?

Forer of the Jury: Bes
causo he's only Wun Lung. (Loud
laughter.)

In view of the foreman’s protest
the sentence was altered to a fine of
fourpence.

REPORT IN BRIEF.
A prefect named Charlie Tremaine
Was charged with intlicting much
pain
On Bunter who wriggled :
The magistrate gigeled,
And urged him to do it again !

a
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mex T called upon the ski{)pcr
W of the Shell, I couldn’t help
cackling

Hobson was lying limply in the
armchair, and his appearance sug-
gested that he had either been
wrestling: with a lawn mower or
trying conclusions with an earth-
quoke. His face was ndorned with
strapping plaster;  his nose was
twice its normal size; and he
blinked at me with his one sound
eye. "

" Bnzz off 1" he snarled.  * And
*ghut the door after you !"!

1 stayed where 1 was.

“Pardon me if the question
savours of impertinence,” 1 said,
* but what have you been doing to
your face ? "

Hobson snorted.

“T've been serapping with Coker
of the Fifth t” he growled.

“ And ho licked you 2"

“Well, I shouldn't be patched up
like this if he hadn't ! "

“You ought to be ashamed of
yourself ! "’ 1 said sternly. ** Fancy

TTT
il‘\;l"

a pertickulerly pathetick
insident to relate.

Wingate, the kaptin of Grey
riars, came to my studdy in grato
distress.  His cheeks were moyst
with unshed teers.

** Bunter,” hesaid. “* 1 here you
kept gole last weak for the Remove,
in the mateh with St. Jim”"

“Yore ears have not deseeved
you,” I replide.

* T am told that you didn’t let a
singlo shott go threw ! ™

*You have bean korrectly in-
formed,” I said. (I did not add
that not onee during the match did
a single shott come my way !)

““Then,” said Wingate, dropping
on to his neeze, and holding out his
hands in suplikashun, * will you
do me the onner of terning out for
the 1st ellevven ¥ ™

I hezzitated.

*1 implore you ! said Wingate,

[

i

A Special Interviewer

Wh | ife

. great burly lout like you allowing

Coker to dust the floor with y
Why, you ought to have kr
him into the middle of next wee

“ Get out 1™

“ You call yourself skipper of the
Shell,” I said scornfully, * and yet
you allow an alien from another
Form to bash you about like this!
Where's your pride, man ! ™

A dangerous gleam. ©
Hobson's one sound eye,
assured myself that he
badly crocked to do any d

** 1 shall inform the readers ¢
ANNUAL that you're a ¢}
hearted chump ! ™ 1 went =
shall tell them that you allowed
yoursell to be pulverised by an ass
like Coker! How you came to let
him lick you I can’t imagine.”

* Would you like me to show you
exactly how it happened 7
Hobson.,

“Yes, do!” T said, without
weighing his questio

Whereupon, Hobson rose from
the armchair, and advanced tow

ou !
d

sked

me with clenched fists. 1 backed

said  Hobson

grimly, ** Coker dotted me on the
nose—Ilike this!"™

“Owil™

“Then he g we me one in the

e—like t}
Yow

** After which, he lifted me off my
feet with a powerful upper-cute—
like this! ™

** Yaroooooh 1

I went crashing to the floor, and
my napper got mixed up with the
fire-guard.

So now you know how it was
said Hobson, with a fiend.

‘“ And you can tell your
gentle readers exactly what hap-
pened. ™

* Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow ! "

Hobson then heaved me up by
the scruff of my neck, and sdvanced
towards the door.  And I, ow-
ing to circumstances over which
ll' had no control, accompanied
nm !

' 1
A ﬁorba‘;ed)’

!
ro ﬁ
By Billy Bunter q |

and two big teers splashed on to his
tie-pin.  ** Our regguler goalic is
down.with hooping kofi, and unless
you consent to take his plaice, and
1ill the breech "

* Fill the foot-bawl shorts, you
mean ? " 1 interjeckted.

* That's it ! - Unless you konsent
to do that, we shall be wacked to
the wide!™

After ferther dis! ion, T agreed
to play; and Wingate sent my
mezzuremonts  to the Courtfickl
tailor, so that a sp
conld be maid for m

The match was against Topham
—a teem which had been going so

hul  jersey

s{mng that nobody conld s-Topham. *
1 ¥

srning reeders will observe the
punn !)

Of course,  Wharton and the
others were very jellus of me as I
took my stand in the Greyiriars
gole. =
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From the kick-ofi rite up to th
final wissel, the Topham forewords
bombarded me with shotts.  But
1 was allways ckwalto the okkashun,
Sumtimes 1 stopped tho bawl with
my fists, sumtimes with my feot,
and sumtimes with my nozo; bue
I always stopped it. 1 played the
game of my life; and \\lln was
all over, and Tung to tho goles
post, pumping in breth, 1 saw
Wingate coming tawards me. Ho
raised his hand alloft, for the
purrpuss of clapping me on the
back. - And then

Whaek, whack, whack ?

“How dare you go to sleep in
class, Bunter,” rored Mr. Quelch.
And his poynter rose and fell
with monnoternus reggularity.

Alass, deer reeders ! I had been
dreaming in the Form-room, during
mourning lessens. -

And my awakening was rood !

a1l N ||

e



8y TFeter Todd

ut that was written of

ar !
hed crimson

you sure of that, young

ve mistaken,” said
“But you can
hat Cisar was an

puppy compared

hon
But how do you know
o descended from this

prova caid  Coker
“ When Strongbow wna
me of life ho married the
sel who used to put coke
. She was known as o
Having no surnamo of his
we adopted her nonmo

\w children did they

al 1 SHk
up to the top ¢
My L

** Ho wou

= ¢ treo can then bo
down through tho
said Coker. “T'm
member of  the

Of course, 1'm
earliest ancestor—
bu growing ! "' Coker
added hopefully.  * Beforo I leave
Greyfriars 1 shall expect my heud
to touch the ceiling."

“Then you'll have to borrow n
pair of steps ! I said drily. ** But
tell me something of this man
Strongbow. Where was he born ? ™

*In Scotland.”

“Then why wasn't his name
MacStrongbow 2"

* Ass ! said Coker witheringly.
““ Not everyone who happens to bo
born in Scotland is a Mac. And by
that same token, not everyone born
in Ireland is & Pat, any moro than
everyone born in Wales is o Tafiy."”

It strikes me very foreibly,
Coker,” I said, *‘that you're n
Scotsman, and that you've been
hiding your nationality under u
bushel all this time. 1 believe your
real name is Angus MacCoker.

"

* Help !

the very
Strongbow

* He doth bestr
like a Coloss

THE FIRST

w world

( 243 )

“In what part of Scotland was

Strongbow born "

In  Glasgow. Of
those days Glasgow was o small
fishing  village on  the Clyde.
Rather than stay in a dead-nnd-
alive hole like that, Stronghow
eamesouth, Hefought for England
at the Battle of Hastings.™

** But the Battle of Hastings took
place long after the Stone Age ! 1
protested,

Cokor again flushed crimson.” I
had fuirly cornered him, but he
manoged to wriggle out of it by
saving  that  Strongbow, though
b in the Stone Age, lived several
hundred years,

1 believe he wos a doddering
old josser of about eight hundred
when ho died,” said Coker. ™ In
anecient days, you must remember
peoplo lived much longer than they
do now, Look at Methuselah t™

‘Do you seriously mean to tell
mo that Strongbow took part in &
buttlo whe was hundreds of
years old 7" airmes

“ Ahom ! he didn't  take
an active part,” stammered Coker.
* o sat in his chariot and directed
operations, It was duo entirely to
his genoralship that England won.'”
But England didn't win!"

“ D.d-didn’t they t ' stuttered
Coker stupidly. ** I-I thought——"

“You'd better take lessons in

AND — THE FOREMOST

course, in




Listory, old_chay
a smile. Y
all wrong.

1 must have been mistaken as
to which battle it was,” said Coker.
“ Now 1 come to think of it, it was
the Battle of Waterloo.™

“Worse and worse! Waterloo
wasn't fought until 1815,  You're
not going to tell me that this
wonderful ancestor of yours lived all
that time !

1 said, with
“ You've got your facts

“Oh erumbs! ™ gasped Coker,
«ho by this time had got hopelessly
in the mire. ** Wasn't there ao
]\rl'\'iO\w Battle of Waterloo, fonght
in the Stone Age 1"

“Not. to my knowledge. Look
here, Coker, 1 don't believe a word
you say about Strongbow. You've
merely been trying to make an
impression.”

Coker rose angrily to his feet,
“1 can show you my family
tree 1" ho exclaimed, -

* Drawn  up
course ?  That
My own
carliest.
outang

This enraged Coker
that he snatched up =

stump and chased me from the
study.

by yourseli. of
proves  nothing.
belief is that yc
yt‘un‘(‘rlm‘ Was an ora

0

ARAAAAARARAR ARAAARARAAANANANARANANARANAN

n

A
them—not me.
doorway  and
like a stroak of lig

tunately the door-post took
was through the

slong the passage
And Coker's
ning upon my
. rained upon the doors
was able to stand the

1t better than 1 could have

s, instead of w

Toor old Coker! Xis
of Strongbow cuts no ice with

Dost  sco any  green in
oye, Brother Horace ¥ Nay,

story

AL AN

When @6]&@? Owns a Car!

with a speedy car of his own.

It is rumoured that Horace Coker's indulgent Aunt Judy has promised to present him

Judging from the way he handles his motor-cycle,

% this is what will probably happen when Coker goes out in his car.
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1t is one of Billy Bunter’s chief ambitions to be a great chef, and this picture is one that often
presents itself to his lively imagination. = There is no doubt that he would allow himself gener-
ous “ snacks ” from the good things he prepared !
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