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HOW THE HEAD KEPT GOAL!
A *knock-out " incident from the powerful, pulsating story of a school footer match, by Dicky Nugent—inside.
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By
WILLIAM GEORGE
BUNTER

¥ DEAR READERS,
Once again it is my pleasure
and privilege to place before
ygﬁ an intellectual feast of fun and

on. .
This is rather high-flown langwidge
1o use at the kommencement of my
Editorial, ~But, between ourselves,

I “liited ” that_sentence out of a
V\eekl\ paper, bekawse it struck me
as being very appropriate and ap-
plickable.

1t §s twelve months since you have
had the plezzure of reading BILLY
BUNTER’S ANNUAL. Twelve long
months you have waited and worried,
and fumed and fretted, for another
issew to appear. But all things come
to those who wait ; and here we are

again, as large as life and twice as
natcheral, as Bob Cherry would say !

While you have been waiting, we
have been working. Quite a long
time_ago, I called a conferense of
my Editorial Staff, which
Fatty Wynn, Bnggy Trimble, 3
Muftin, and my miper Smum\ I
took the chair, but it collapsed, s
1 had to take another one ! Then I
addressed my stalwart subb-editors
as follows ;

“Jentlemen! I have called you
here to diskuss the puhllcmhun of
the 19"6 issew of BILLY BUNTER'S
ANN ut before we diskuss
h!ulJ;\c-ﬂ. Iet us diskuss a jolly good

el

This :umzo=tlun was cheered to the
ekko, so we started our conferense
with a jolly good tuck-in. When we
had dined” and wined—it was only
ginger-wine we had I—we put our
heads together and planned a re'my
tip-top edition of my AXNUAL. The
froots of our labers are now in your
hands, and it is for you to judge
weather we have scored a boolsese,
like we did Jast year.

All my_subb-editors have Kontri-

‘buted to this issew, and I have again
been forchunntc enuff to secure, at

nrzhcr, Dicky Nugent, I can now
Jold m: and lean back in my
edltorlnl chnlr“lth asighof contempt,
conshous that, despite the fickle-
ness of the Clark nf the Whether,
1 shall have brought a ray of sun-
shine into many a home.
Your plump pal,
BILLY BUNTER.

DOWN  WITH
FAGGING

3y Sammy Qunter

"“G1” That word i3 bawled
and bellowed by hoollying
prefects at Greyfriars, irom

the mln" up of the sun to the going
down thereof. As the famus song
3 day long I hear you

m?lim!

I don't know who first_interjuiced
fagging into our publick schools;
but the rotter ought to have been
burned at the steak. Why should the
sons of jentlemen—retined little
fellows like me !—have to play the
part of domestick servants, butlers,
waiters, valle and cooks rolled
into one ? Why should we have to
wait hand and oot on the big fellows
in the Sixth ? It isn’t fare!

I have often heard a party of my
fellow iags singing ‘‘ Brittons never,
never, never shall be slaves | ” Yet
they are chained and bound to slavery.
They sing in one breth that they will
never he sl es, and in the ue\t Dbreth
they shout, ‘ Coming, Loder or
“ All right, Wingate ! The mizzer-
able litfle toads! W hy don’t they
rise up in rebellion, and refuse to fag
for their sooperiors ?

I they want a leader, I'm their
man! Being a descendant of such
mity leaders as Julius Selzer and
Alired the Grate, I am better gualli-
fled to run o zebellion than any
fellow at Greyiriars,

I appeal to all my lcllo“' fags to
burst the bonds of very, and t
enlist under my banni l Dow \nm
the tirants under whose heals we have
squirmed 0 léng! Down with
fagging! Down with croolty and
boallying |

“ United we stand, divided we
fall!” Let us have no trayters or
blacklegs. ILet us all stand together,
sholder to sholder, for the good of
the cause | Let us march boldly into
battle, and show those big, hulking
broots in the Sixth that we mean
bizziness |

This is a call to arms, and I shall
egaspect all members of ‘the fag tribe
to rally round, and support me in my
croosade against fagging. Let them
follow boldly in my footsicps; nml
then, by the time next ye:
A ANNUAL i3 publlqhed
fageing will be a thing of the past,
And that hateful shout of ** FAG!™
will no longer boom down_ the corrl-
dores of Greyfriars. Follow your
Jeader. boys ! ~The time is ripe for a
Tebellion, and I am ready for the
fray !

y
TUBBY MUFFIN
(of Rookwood)

RENEVER a fellow {3 taken
queer with severe eternal
panes, the doctor jencrally

say tolum

¥ boy, you have heen eating
too mnch! ‘Then, turning to the
matron, he says: * Put this boy on a
diet of milk and grool fora week ! ™

Does it never oceur to the doctor
that th ere eternal panes may be
due to under-feeding ?

Take that terribul torcher called
Indiagestion, a complaint which first
started in India some senturies ago.
You can get Indiagestion through
eating too little, as well as through
eating too much.

It is a grate mistake, therefore,
for the doctor to assume that bekawso
a fellow is rolling about in aggerny,
hie has eaten more than is good for
him. It is often just the reverse.
This is what the doctor ought to say :

** Bless my sole, the boy is starving !
He must be put on n diet of ten
sollid meals a day for a week! "

1t is riddiculus to say that we eat
too much. The human body is Jike
an engine that wants constant feeding.

f you trled to run a steam train
\\hhout feeding it with fuel, it
wouldn't go. On the same pnnslplc.
if vou want a fellow to be fit and
healthy, and to play his proper part
in life, yon must feed him with fuel
in thé form of rabbit Dies, cakes
tarts, and pastries,

I have watched some fellows at
the breakiast-tablo at Rookwood,
and their puny appytites have
amazed me. They peck at their
food, and are content with a rasher
of hacon and a cupple of fried eggs.
They call that a sattisfylng meal,
and’ then they wonder why they
come ‘over queer about mld-:hy
and fall down in a faint owing to
sheer ﬂulde weakne:

Brir-

Why nn_ there so many ‘unhappy
marridges nowadays 2 Why are the
Remorze Courts  filled to over-
flowing Simply bekawse house-
wvives \\I" not observe that evgtellem;
n, * Feed the Broot ! They
¢ their lnlshnnds, and thereforo
‘tln\n their affection.

Do we eat too much? Prepos-
teruss ! Our present dict ought to be
dubbled nnd trebbled




UBLEIGH of the Sixth sat in his

study at St. Sam’'s darning
his footer stockings and Xnit-
ting his brows,

Burleigh was kaptin of the First
Eleven, and he wore, in addition to
his toggs, a worried look.

It was just like old Stopham, the
St. Sam’s goalie, to and contract
hooping-koff on the eve of the grate
match against the Perple Croosade
Why couldn’t he have postponed
Slness until after the match ?

There was nobody else in the
Sixth who could take the plaice of
Stopham. Sammy Stopham was a
masterpeace, He was a perfec!
marvel. No matter how many shots
reigned in upon him when he held
the fort, he could always be relied
upon to stopham. And it was a
treat to see quhnm stopham, too !
Even the Head would sometimes
stopham minnite or two on the
ground and gaze in admiration at the
St. Sam’s goalie

And Stopham was now in the sick
bay, and he was_Jikely to stopham
month there! Hence the worried
look of Burleigh of tho Sixth.

Suddenly there was a tap on the
door, and the Head swept in with
russling gown.

*‘ Hallo, Burleigh!** he ko S
just dropped into Ve bl with
You about to-morrow’s match,”

“Won't you take a chair, sir??
said Burleigh.

“ No, thanks! I once had a pal
who was sent to prizzon for taking a
chajr. It's a narsty ftheeving habbit.”

** What, l,_ulc:m i3, won't you sit

n
S}

**No, Burleigh; T can’t stand
sitting down. I'm a man of action.
Now, _wm} regard o this match—"

d sir ?

es, N
** Cut out the ‘sir,’ my dear old
hean,” soid the Bead with a smile,
+“1'm off duty now. I haven't come
here I my ofishul capassity. Now,
I presoom you want a goalkeeper
X laice of Stopham ? How

Rurlelgh stared.

 1've no wish to be disrespoctiul,
sir,” ho sald, ** Bui you—why, you
couldn’t keep goal for toffy | You're
too fat, for ona thing; and, for
unother, you're feeling the strain of
what they ecall Aun  O'Domini!
I suppose she's'an Irishwoman ?

The Head frowned. 3

“You are very vood, Burleigh!
A man js not too old at seventy, and
as for heing fat, why, some of our
finest goalkeepers aro ns fat_as
Christmas  turkles | teckon 1'm
Just the man to take Stophaw's plalce,

A Thrilling Stor

and you'd botter agreo to let ma

do so, or it will be my paneful duty

to expel you—to Kick you out on
your neck |

Burleigh turned pail.

“You can play, s

st of plezzure

with the
he gaid

ht-0, Burleigh | What time’s
-off, old scont ? **

gaid *tho Head,
oving to the door, * Ta-tal’
** Toodle-00 1 ** said Burleigh ; add-
under his breath: * I shan't
vou if you let about o duzzen
s through to-morrow afternoon ! **

Sam'’s had a big serprize next
when the Head turned out to
keep goal in all the glory of a canary-
cullered swetter. — In an _absent-
minded moment. the Head had put
his  mortar-board on, and this,
together with his flowing beard,
fit him _rather a commicle ap-
pearance, But nobody dared to lari,
Some of the fellows on the touch-
ling were inwardly busting, but they
1l ed to keep their faces straight,
Mr, Lickham, the master of the
Fourth, was the referce, He lined up
the teams and fired the pistle, and
me commenced.
Perple Croosaders had a fine
Like quivers from an arrow,
darted towards the St. Sam's
heir senter-forward resceved
when he was standing
on the goal-line, and all he had to
do was to tap the ball fnto the net.
But before he conld do so the Hea
punched him with grate violense
on the nose, and he went down in o
1eap.

*“ Fow
gadeps,

' Ho biffed Bill Briggs on the
boko |

+* We domand a free penalty kick ! 2

Mr. Lickham cama running up.
The Head looked at him grimly,

* roared the Perple Croo-

When the final pistle-shot rang
out, the Head was carried shol-
der-high from the field.
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“Was that a fowl, Lickham 2%
he demanded.
N sir!*! gasped Mr. Lick«

He knew what would happen if he
said otherwise. He would be psked
to tender his resiggnation.

The game was resoomed, and ths
Croosaders were soon swarming round
the St Sam's goal once more. But
the Head, for all his _three-score
years and ten, was as Jively ag a
jumping cracker. He saved no end
of shots, and whenever the opposing
forwards got, to close tlnmrtura he sents
them sprawling with his fists, Once,
when ke made a grate save by
turning a dubble summersalt, ho
gave Jones minor & hundred lines
1or not clapping.

At hali-time there was no score
but when the second half started
it was easy to sew that the Croosaders
were out for blud. They set up a
strong attack, and even the Head was
beaten at la: The ball elooded his
l‘mtlmul; clutch and crashed into the
net.

“ Gonl 17

The Head frowned dark!y.

“ Who dares to say that was a
goal 2" he demanded. * Hi, Lick-
ham ; vou're the referecl Was that
a goal, or w L2

as it not ?
Not ! ™ said Mr, Lickham hastily.
saved that shot, didn’ L2

* Yes, ves, sir—of corse ! »*
 Good for you!" said the Head.
;' \'lnw we'll get on with the wash-
ng !

The game looked like petering out
In a goalless draw. But five minnits
from time the Head gained possession
of the ball and started to run with
it down the ficld,

* Fowl | ¥owl!" rtoared the
Croosaders, “The goalle isn't gloud
to do that 1 ”

The Head ran on, unheoding,” He
Tan tho whole length of the field,
and finnished up ﬁy bundling ba
uu;l goalkeeper and himself into the
e,

“GOALL"

" Hooruy ! "

The St." Sum's fellows went mad
with delight,  Perhaps they wera
Hnluk{ng of Jones minor's fate at not
tlap

ng,

» Bravo, siri”

“ Goal |

It was the only goal of the match,
and \\'hcr} the final pistle-shot rang
out the Head wus carried sholder-
high from the fleld. He was beeming
alt over his dial, and humming the
stranes of ** Bee thy Konkering Hero

Comes | "2
TUE END



NE corner of th2 tuckshop ab

St. Jim’s is curtained off from

the rest of the establishment.

It’s a cosy little corner, with a chair

aud a small table, where a fellow

can sit and enjoy his jam-tarts and
jinger-pop in piece.

I was sitting there one evening—
without reireslmmnts, unforchunately.
for I was ** broke when I happened
to doze off to sleep.

How lonz 1 slept 1 don’t know, but
when I opened my eyes I found my:d!
in total darkness.

I started up from my seat in a
annick. Where was 1?2 Wh
happened ? -And then 1 realisc

joyful frooth. I was locked in the
tucksho

Dame Tagglcs bhad put up the

Qy ch.v Tsie

Jimy)

chufters, and Jnrl\cd up the ]nl.1|r4~
little dreaming that I was asleep in
the corner.

What a blissful thing it is to he
locked in a tuckshop for the n.ght!
The darkness suddenly lost its terrers,
when I realised that I was surrounded
by piies and piles of tempting tuck.

Boom !

1t was the clock in the -chool
tower, striking the hour of cleven.
No doubt my absence from the
Forth Form dormitery had cansed
quite a_sensation. l’m bl)' search-
Bmmc\ had b 1t to find me.

Sut, of corse, nolmll\ “\’)lllll dreem
that I had been locked in the mcl\-
shop. And it wasn't likely th

was going to yell for help. _-\m‘r all,
I had nothinz to be afraid of; I

T A T
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From a G:ckei’ers' ar}/

By ALONZO TODD
(The Duffer of Greyfriars)

MoNDAY.—Thic morning I re-
ceived a communication from my
worthy and esteemed Uncle Benja-
min, urging me to take up cricket as
n memc “You will find it higlh
benefleial to your physical well-bein,
he wrote. - Accordingly, 1 have
joined the Remove Cricket Club, and
propose to ntand pmctlce (o -INOITOW.

TUESDAY.—Oh, dear! 1 had no
jdea thav cricket was such a perilous
pastime. 1 batted at the nets, and
every ball I missed—and I missed
about_nine out of ten—gave me a
sounding smack_on some portion of
my anatomy. I alfo fielded a ball
with my nose, and that organ is now
gwollen to t.\ncu m uorm.nl size !

Wt:n.\'}:su_w.—To-dav I begged
Wharton to let mz play for the

emove against Rookwood. He very
kindly put my name down on the list.
as fiiteenth teserve. However, my
gervices were uot called upon,

THURSDAY.—Ounce again I par-
ticipated in the practice, but on this
occasion 1- had the good seénse to
wear a suit of armour, which I bor-
rowed from the school museum.
Consequently, 1 escaped a repetition
of the dreadful bumps and bruises
I received on Tucsday.

. .

Fripay.—Wharton ‘tells me that

1 nmv play for the Remove to-morrow

Hig 1 am in_the

e nth heaven of delight! How

{x‘m&d my dear Uncle Bcnj’nn!n will
il comp] c a Lcntury

SATURDAY., —
Bowled first bi
ball hit the wicket it came nto
violent and painful contacy with
my eye. Cricket is a barbarous
sport. 1 shall refuse to play again,
and T have written to Uncle Benjamin
to this effect. From henceforth, I
shall_concentrate all my cucrgies on
winning lllu Ludo clmulplan:hlp.
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'l'n-ml)ll: tragedv,
i And before the

shouldn’t starve, anyway.  Why,
there was cnough food” around me to
feed a whole regiment.

1 zroped around for some matches,
and lit the <. The shutters com-
etely covered the window, so there

wiis no danger of the light being seen
trom outside.  Then T wandered
round the tuckshop, helping myselt
1o whatever 1 fanecied, and ]w\:nlng
n record of what I consumed, so that,
l mul\l pay for it at some distant

Oh, it was a wunderful r"" )rrl-
e ! Unlimited tuck ! Stag

s of it! I alulhd till I Louhl
l\O

Taggles ncarly had a fif
whien she found me there in tho
morning. T handed her the list of
what. I had consumed, and the bill
came to nearly two quids. The dame
demanded immediate settlement, but
this was impossib so she reported
me to the Head.
to my pater for payment, and he

my allowanse of pocket-
for the rest of the term. [
sorc about it ; but it will
long time betore I forget
<ful night when 1 was locked
in tln: tuckshop |

IS P S B P

And_ said, ““We want o
referee.””

Being a very willing sort,
1 said 1'd supervise lhclr sport.

ﬁ SWARM of fags rushed up to ma

The game of kick-and-rush began,

And Tubb secured the ball and ran.

He took a shot with all his force,

Then tmd to me, ‘A goal, of
course ? **

1 re:olutcly shook my head.
sid It doesn't count!®

Ii
'lh(-n came a roar that made me deaf,
And the:” began to mob the ref !

They rushed at me with one accord,
“ Hands off ! * I earnestly implored.
But Tubb’s eleven were out, for blood ;
They promptly rolled me in the mud,

Thcv ~olled me in the miry pool,

And then pursued me to the school.

nr:-utllﬂlp-s bewildered, drenched, and
mud

1 qoughn the safety of my study.

The pext time fags come up to nn
And murmur, *“ Will you referee ?

Il give them a decided * Nay I o
My answer will be, ** Not to- d..y

THE END



USTER1 ¥ eald Wingate of the
Sixth, mecting me on the
stares ns 1 cume du\\n one

“By the pcrllcc‘l" i n.shcd. in
fear and tremlin,

*“No. You are wanted on the
tellyfone in the prefects’ room, by
the, }dxtor of the Houn_\\ ANNUAL

Thanks, Wingate 1 said.
And 1 scuttled away to the prefects’
room. Glooing the rescever to my
car, 1 spoke into the mouthpeace.

“ Hallo | Billy Bunter at this end,
Is that the Editor of the HOLIDAY
ANNTAL 2"

“Yes | " came the reply. ** Look
hear, Bunter, I am Just golng to
press with the 1026 edition. You
prommist to let me have an jssew of
‘ Billy Bunter's Annual,’ for incloo-
sion in thc larger Anmnl but not a
line of * cony “hns turned up. What
about it

Sl mu<t, apollogise for the delay,
sir,” I said. ‘‘ But the fact is, I've
been queer, I've been In the sanny
for the past fortnight, sutfering from
semmy-starvation.  However, I'll
collect all the contributions to-day,
and post my Anuu\ to you to~nltu,
without (ull

Go " eald the Editor. And
he_ran,

anEcd that there was no time to
lm lost. 1 had already reseeved con-
tributions from Fatty Wynn and
Baggy Trimble and Tubby Muflin;
but there were several more pages to
fill. I resigned mysell to a bizzy

day.

When the bell rang for moming
lessons, 1 went into the Remove
Form-room with tho rest of the
lello“s. bnt instead of taking my

remained standing in front of
mc class umll Mr. Quelch camo ln.
** Good+morping, &ir | ™ 1 eaid,
trussed you are in the pink, as ll
leaves me at prezzant. Look hear,
slr, 1 want you to let me off lessons
for the day. I've sumithing more

important than Greek and Latin
to think about. I've got to e!
'B\lly Bunter's Anpual * ready

Mr. Quelch fixed me with a tcoxce

“ Go and &it down Bunter!” ho
thundered. * I should not dreem ot
giving you the day off. How dare
vou assert that your riddiculus school-
Ilmy )cnml is more important than
essons ? '

* Be se: tud 1 od 1" ronred Mr. Quelch,
So I rolled dismally to my plaice,
and realised that 1 ehould ‘have to
compress all my work into the short
space of o single afternoon. It was
a h'\lf-hollda}, thank goodness |
Before 1 commenced my editorial
hbcrs 1 had a jolly good dinmer.
Lmuv men can’t work on an empty
stummack. I had’ gcveral portions
of stake-and-kidney pie, followed by
six fat and joocy :\pplc~(ll|mnllngs.
Having laid a good fonndation, €0 to
speak, I felt in fine form for my task,
Qutsido the door of my editorini
sanktum—Number Scven Study—I
pinned the following notlss

“ BILLY BUNTER'S ANNUAL 2
i3 now heing prepared.
All contributions gmtcmlly
reseeved.

of' them 1era gratefully

At any rate, the grate
reseeved them, for !hoy werg unfit
for publlieation.

It's serprizing how few tallented
orthers we have at Greyfrlars,
Nobody seems to have mastered the
ruddyments of writing. As for
spelling, why, 1 can say, without fear
of hontmdlcnom that I'm the oply
fellow in tlm Form who i3 able to
spell korrect|

All throuah the afternoon, a steady
streem of orthers and artists poured
into my nuktum With my ample
form wedged In the editorial chair, 1
u‘u in fudgment on their contribu-

ns,

Alonzo Todd brought me a * Dirge
to a Dying Duck,

gother too sad and sollum for my
liklog Tt started like this

* One last quack, one final nuzm
Fr the duck-pond csp

ard ;
Malnnchnly words we mutter :

Fare thee well, oxpiring bird | * *

" which was alto-

Q»ly 'Qu.nfcr-

Tancy tryinz to cheer up
readers of “* Billy numcrs Anuual K]
with balderdash like that

Skinner also brought me a conLﬂ-
bution about a duck, It
“duck ” I got at cricket. Just lll\u
Skinner to write about o fellow’s
failures instead of his suxxesses. I
hurled the offending artikle into the
px‘mngc, and sent Skinner sprawling
ofter i

Then Bolsover m-uor bmught me a
boxing artikle, but 1 told him it
lacked " punc ch”

"’lnl\c it away and berry it 12X
faid curtly. ‘I shouldn’t dreem of
puhllc.mnz such piffle «

Bolsover was simply furions, He
rushed at me with lowered head, like
o bull, and threatened to knock my
head off. But I didn't lose my head.
I simply seczed Bolsover by the
seruff of the neck, and eent him
whirling through the doorway, with
my boot behind him,

“Then Bob Cherry came in, with o
collum of Greyiriars (..nws‘p. 1
thought 1 had better oxxept ft,
bekawse 1 happened to owe horry
five bob, and it's always a good plan
to" keep on the right slde of wur
creditors,

In between the interruptions, I
managed to scribble my Editorial,
which is always the finest feeture in
the Annual.

My minér S8ammy, gave mo
helping hand and we worked uoll‘dlv
until post-time. Then 1 crammed
all the contributions into an envelope,
togethere with o brecf note to the
Lditor of the HOLIDAY ANNUAL

** Dear Sir,—Please find hearwith
the lssn\v of ‘ mlly Bunter's Anpual’
for 1020. . e you will let me
hav: a fat chcck ¥ teturn of post.—
Yours sinseerly,

“ BrLy BUNTER.

The Editoy @ * hartless beest
He hasn't sent me that fat check
He insn't eent me so much 25 a
sixpenny postle-order. Until he pays

1 shall rezzerlutely refuse to
nupmﬁvnhlm with any more |ssews of

the finest =choolbpy fernal in the
world




arc improving our prison sys-

. tem:

In the olden (]1\ a prisoner was
cast into a gloo: ungeon at New-
gate, or at thu old Fleet Prison, and
more or less abandoned to his fate.
The damp floors were over-run with
rats, and the conditions were as
dark and depressing as you- can

I SEE in the newspapers that they

imagine.

Nowadays, behaved prisoners
have many privileges. They have
good food, and concerts, and books

to read. "It scems to me that a
prison is rapidly becoming ** a home
away from home.” The punishment
of Imprisonment is llllllll more
pleasant than it used to be.

Now. why don't lhc\' improve the

A oS\ Ny s oy oty (i)

ishment at our

methods of pun
public schools ? With the onward
march of ci tion, birch-rog
s ought to be swept aw
are old-fashioned and out
relics of the barbarous past, when
people used to be whipped and then
put in the pillory or the stocks.

The awarding of impositions is
another form of punishment that
out.ht to be “scrapped!” Where
is the sense in scribbling a line of
Latin about flve hundred times?
1t is a useless sort of task, and a
wicked wiste of time.

Instead of giving a fellow an im-
pot, he onght to be made to do some
II\L]HI and creative sort of work
1y not sentence him to two hours’
h.ml labour in the school kitchen,

e

: ‘OKIZR, of lhc l‘mh must. be
very fond of riding. When out-of-
doors he rides his motor-bike., and
when at Greyiriars he rides the high
horse !
> . .

BILLY BUNTER is no heliever
fn baths. At the same time, he is
always gcmng m!o hot water |

LORD '.'\IAULE\’DRLR, the
drowsy slacker of the Remove,
declares that Homer is a ** nodding »*
acquaintance of his !

=

-

HURREE SINGH, the Nabob of
Bhanipur, is the most sunny-
tempered of fellows, nnd yet he is
always looMng blm,

MR. QD}J CH, llm mn:lcr of the
Tlemove, h.ﬁnl a re] 'Hun for
cadging, vet I 2
his typew

P R R A A A R ST

HOP HI, the Chinese fag in the
Sceond, ought to do well in the high-
jumping contest at the fags® sports.
Crowds of fellows will 'mphud when
they see .Hop Hi lmp !ugh 1

MR. PRO!/T in his younger days,
is nputcd to have shot scores of wild
e But if a lion suddenly ap-
{ red in the Close at Greviriars,

lr I’muv, would probably shoot his

- *

} Answers to Korrespondents ! i{
&

“ A LoyER OF FAT Boys " (Worth-
ing).—Glad you considder my little
Jmnl to be the finest feeture in THE
HOLIDAY ANNUAL. l<"o <hrood
mys

g

the same opinion
.. H., G (\Innchcctor
Never heard of my Week!
puhllcutod jn the famous paper. * Thu
Popular ”’ ; and it’s the most. populnr
feeture the popular * l’apulur has

ever had ! o
“HALF-BACK ” _(Harrow). — You
are quite right., The Remove would
never . have won the Bunter Cup
\\nllom. mv valewable servisses.
M. (Putney).—Who is the

br-;( bn\u in the Greyiriars Remove ?
Well, modesty prevents tne mention-
jng his name, but I will give you a
cloo as to his eyedentity. His
initials are W. G., .lnd Ir“ is the fattest
fellow in the Forn
Many replies m }lomnu ANNUAL
real : imavoidably beld over

ars.)
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By FATTY, Wrin

(¥ St dm's)

and devour I—
That would be

helping to
puddings and
ur murc

inste: l of detaining a fellow
in the Iunn -room on s halt-holiday
why not detain him in the school
tuck shop ? How 1 chulllll Jove to
hear my Form-mas v:*“Wynn!
¢ been g attention
morning ! You will spend the
of the afternoon in the school
nd if I find any jam-tarts or
ries uneaten at the end of your
detention, I shall cane you!”

There is plenty of room for im-
provement in our system of punish-
ment. ; and I commend these ~ug'
tions to the Head-master of S
in the hope that he will .Idu[)L lhull
without delay.

Dick Penfaid ——

NDER the elm trees in the Close
l Our ““Chief” is seen to
stand ;

With smears of jam upon his face,
And tarts in either hand.

Humbly we grovel at his feet,

And quake at his command.

His hair is nondescript in hue,

His face is like a can ;

There’s never been a plumper youth,
Not since the world began.

He glances furtively around
For he oweth every man !

Week in, week out, from morn til

night,
Ho haunts the tuck shop door;
Entreating all the passers-by
To feed the starving poor.
A dish of pastries he’ll cmhumo
And then cry out for more !
He goes each evening to his ¢ den *
And publishes his paper ;
Wisdom flows freely trom his pen,
He burns the midnight taper.
And interruptions often come
From some mysterious japer !
Toiling, rejoicing, borrowing,
Onward through lifc he goes
And when his postal order con
His face with rapture glows.
But when the postinan cometh not
e wildly walls his woes1 -




A QUESTION OF *“ WEIGHT "—AND SEE!

best boxer in the Remove. But they’re wrong.
Modesty forbids my mentioning the name of the Remove Boxing Champion. But you can ‘see who he
is from the picture aboye. That massive, powerful-looking fellow on the right. He's just describing
a feint with his left. His opponent is his brother Sammy Bunter, of the Second—another haspirant
after fistic onners. Sammy's shortly going to describe a “feint”—he’s fairly asking for the knock-qut.
Alter all, a chap must keep his young brother in his place, mustn't he 2 W.G.B.
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BILLY BUNTER .

My life has been so_ crowded with
advenchers that it’s a diffikult matter
to say which was the most thrilling.
1've been in perril on the sea ;
shut up in a burning bilding ; I've run
away from school about a duzzen times;
I've travelled all over the world ; and
'H a kid I feli into the clutches of kid-

rs. How many fellows can boast
m such a crop of advenchers as this ?
Several times I have been in the shaddo

f death, but- 1 have always cheated jt.

T was once adrift in an open boat, and a

3

feerce storm came along and capsized.

my frail craft. But although was
about ten miles out to sea, I managed
10 swim ashore. On another occasion,
when I was trapped in a burning hlldmxz.
T jumped from a top-story windo nd
escaped without injury. I always fall
onmyfeet! 1f Iattempted to d\-:cnhv
all my thrilling advenchers,
Ms issew _and a good 1
hesides.  Nobody can say that I lead
s calm, plassid sort, of tence. My
life is one giddy whirl of adveucher !

NNy more

* . .

ALONZO TODD:

My most thrilling adventure occurred
this summer. I was paddling at Pegg,
when a huge wave came - along, and
carried me some inches out to sea.
Picture my terrible plight, dear readers !
1 was flonndering in three feet of water,
and no help was at hand. !lo“c\cr
the danniless spirit my nncmmrs,
which I have inherited, stood me in

. supreme_ cffort.

1 should fill’

Summoning all my
1 contrived to
confess I was

stead.
strength and courage,
seramble ashore. But I
badly shaken up for some days aiter-

good

wards. Just imagine what would have
happened to me had I not made that
I might have been
devoured by a shark, or cut to picces by
a passing liner, or dashed to a terrible
doom on the rocks, hen I wrots d
told Uncle Benjamin of my
brcmlth escape, he was truly horrified !

= . .

SAMMY BUNTER :

I was with my bruther Billy in all
the thrilling advenchers he inentions
above; but whereas he was in a
possitive mnmcl 1w
collecied. waus_ouly throush wy
curridge ﬂmh we' both came thronuh
alive ; so Biily has much to thank me
for, if he only realised it—the un-
graterul beest !

;

cool, calm, and

= = *

FELIX (The Kitchen Cat):

My Dbiggest adventure was when [
was nearly run down_in the Close by
Coker's motor-bike. Having been run
over on eight previous occasions, ﬂm
would have been my la:
had to make a wild dart for safety
and ag it was, the front \\lml ]u:w(l
over the tip of my tail, causing me
acute agony. Coker ol
allowed to run amok in 3 05
safety of the cat community ought to

Our Conlributors Describe
their mo ot Thrilling  Adventures.,

My mother came to a
violent and tragic eud as a result of
Coker’s roadhogginz; and I have a
feeling that ! shall be the next victim !

- 3

be considered.

MR. PAUL PROUT :

My amazing adventures in the Rncl\v
Mountains wiil shortly l» puhlh]u‘d in
twenty volumes, by

Bull,  Ltd. Price
sincerely trust th:
will purchase this

(Can I have ¢

wonderful work.

set of vollumes free,
please, sir, so at I can review them
in the collums vy WEEKLY ?—Ed.)

* = *

DICK PENIOLD:

1 very much regret to state I've no
adventures to relate. 1've never sailed
the briny seas, and braved the battle
and the bres I'mi not a chap Ii
Billy Bunter—a passionate adventure-
hunter. I've not bheen trapped in
burning schools, or chased by sav;
enorting bulls. I've not. been flatten
by a train, nor fallen from an aeroplane.
1z a humble bard, 1 fear I've had a
very tame carcer!

. . *

HORACE COKLR:

I'm just going to set out on my
bigzest advencher. I'm going to see
if T can qowl up to towu on mv
motor bike in half an hour. If I
that, I shall brake the speed secord.—
(And probably * brake” your neck,
—Ed.)




