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COME . BOYS. IN10 /HE WRIER-LET
US ENTOY R GOOD FROWC IN
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~_{ frE OTHER ROHERS —
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1. The Greyfriars lads were down at Roll-on-the-Sea for the day, chums, and Quelchy decided to have a splosh-about
in the mighty ocean. Coo, the lads were bucked—all except William George Bunter. He always did shrink from water.

BUNAER. | INSIST THAT YOL ENSOY
YOURSELFE, BOY. ENTER INTO{HE

HA! HA' RETURN THE BALL R ONCE,

| WILL 1AKE A DIP IN MY
PRINATE PORAION OF

2, But Quelchy grabbed him by the ear and forced him to the foam, bustled him down the beach and shoved him in the

sea. And there they played water polo.

How Billy hated it—especially when the ball got him on the napper and half-
drowned him.,

.

NOW LET US RACEAO
i YONDER ROCK' ARE
Nouv ﬂ\.il. READY —

1 WILL RUOW THIS NOISY RPBBLE
40 PASS BEFORE | TRKE THE

M GEFMING CoLD'
1L BUZZ OFF FOR
4HE SHORE'

-

3. Then Quelchy started a race to yonder rock. Billy let ’em race! He’d had enough of slopping about in water. It
made him wetter than usual. Meanwhile, Lord Proppabposh waited for the rabble to fade before he started his paddling.
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i 'M C-COLD, W-WET AND :
{HUNCRY! WHAT A ROTIEN / :
: HOLIDRN ! OWW | wale” |\ _ ;

CuG! Ik G-GO BACK AND
CUG-GET WRRM! Ow'
B-BLow MHE BRINY! 1HE
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4. He didn’t notice our Billy left behind by the rabble and crawling out of the mighty ocean. Of course, when Billy got
out of the water the tide went out, so Lord Wotsit had farther to go to reach the sea. Not that Billy cared a hoot. He had
wetness all over him, in his eyes, ears, nose and mouth. He was wobbling like a jelly with cold. Likewise he was fed-up.

CORKS! 1| MUST Hn.ve COME 110 THE Coo'\MMaf LOOKS Just LIKE A GRUB
WRONG 1ENT. COO! 1; KKe {H\S-I‘& / Box- T 15! CRUMBS' MHE ROTIER IT
EEGie CORY RS ERES B aRelD | BELONGS 10 MUST HANE GONE OFF AND )

OWEL-SUST WHAT ) FORGOMEN 1" WOHAT A Bif OF LUCK FOR ) |

e s e

.

UTH

=h i

- il

5. And, not looking where he was going because of the briny in his peepers, he stumbled slap into a tent. He thought,
at first, it was the Greyfriars’ tent, but it wasn’t. Still, there was a real posh towel waiting to be wiped on—rather different
from Billy’s utility rubber. So why not use it ? There wasn’t much towel for so much boy, but our Billy never was fussy.

PLL PRESENT EXCEPY BUNTER ! Now
WHERE 1S 1HE WRETCHED WuTr? Al
| SEE HIS SIR\PED COSUME —| Wikl
7 REMIND HiM THATI
PEXPECT OBEDIENCE !

6. But Quelchy had won the race to yonder rock and had brought the lads back again. * Back to our tents, boys,” he
burbled.  ‘* Do not dally lest you catch a chill.” Oh,avery wise old bird was Quelchy. But just in case he'd left a little lad
in the mighty ocean, he counted ’em in. And one was missing ! But 'twas nof a little lad. *Twas Bunter{
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BUNTER ! DO YOU HERR ME,
BUnNTER? RETURN T0THE TENT

COME oUT- OH' PRAY FORCIWNE ME, MY
DEAR SIR! MY MISTAKE, REALLY! MosT
UNFORTUNKTE, INDEED! 1 1RUST YOU WILL

1AKE NO OFFENCE '

]

doings. Coo, Quelchy was annoyed !

OH'! DESAST, 1 BEG! N\
RERALLY, SIR, | ASSURE \ /1
FOU- | - OTUT! THIS \S

| CAN SLAP 100, (“most DISTRESSING |/

SIR! You CANT
Do TRATAC A
FELLAH LIKE ME!

7. Moreover, he was not drowned, for Quelchy could see the rear portion of his striped swim suit bobbing about in the mighty
How dare Bunter stay in when he was told to come out! He’d show him !
seizing an oar, Quelchy dashed into the surf, boiling with anger, And he slapped that striped swim suit heartily.

And

W AcEe' HEE' OLD QUELCHYS GOT HIMSELF IN
1A AROUBLE' SERNE THE ROMIER RIGHT' GO VT
A NOU 100 -KEEP IT UP WHILE L FINISH (HI
LAST POUGHNUT, fEN VLL HOP (1! T

(f g,
lyl 'grn‘{r,

A
T

" K (L
| e o ’ff{mhum

8. Wallop! It was ‘“oarful,” chums!
not our Billy at all |

hold of that oar and pulled Quelchy down.

e MaoR OND CORPORATION)
HE MPYOR AN .
FRICIRLS RWAK You! / Er2{HE WHO"

WHATS THE GAME -)
ER-1 MEAN-COD! ILL

Gel PRESSED
. g : A1 ONCE,
: 2 MY man! (
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_gi He had found some grub in that tent and was intent and in tent putting it where the moths couldn't get at
it.

In two ticks there was a naval battle going on. But Billy didn’t care!

There was a howl, and up popped the bather’s head. To Quelchy's horror, 'twas
*Twas Lord Proppahposh, and he simply hated having his swim suit knocked about like that.

He got

IwE\.coME. MY LORD, WELCOME i1 1S
INDEED RN-HONOUR FOR US -0 HANE
~NOU HERE 10 PRESENT HE CUP 10
- THE WINNER OF
T <TRNTHE SWIMMING ) (TRLKING
S i RACE! ABoLt

2

He wanted to finish the grub, but before he could hop it, a gentleman’s gentleman—his lordship’s batman, in fact—said
that the Mayor and Corporation were waiting for our Billy. Leastways, they were waiting for somebody !
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COME BACK, SIR! | HAVEN'T
NERRLY FINISHED WiH
You! YoURE A COWRRD,
BIR! AND A CAD, SIR! BUT
You WornT ESCAPE ME -
BX.goNE, N,

HERE COMES THE WINNER,
SIR! A FINE SWIMMER ! LOOK
AT HIS SPEED! HOORRAY!' HE
WINS {HE SILNER

do anything else without giving away the fact that he wasn't
after all. Maybe be was the Town Clerk. Billy didn’t know.
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10. So Billy dressed in the only togs he could find and went off to see the Mayor and the other old fossils. He couldn’t
Lord Proppahposh. Maybe the gent who came wasn’t a servant

Meanwhile, Quelchy was racing away

from old Proppahposh.

1r. In fact, he had the breeze up so much

and would m’Lord hand him the Cup!

him. And he was right! But although Lord Proppahposh

HE'S EXHRUVSTED, SIR, CRUMBS' QUELCHY
R JOLLY GOOD J0B HES
FACGED Ovf - HE WONT

MY CLOTHES, BY JovE! BRH! )
NOURE AN 1MPOSTOR, SIR!
YOU'RE A RASCAL!
HERE, LET ME GET
atYou'

—

== e =il

00-ER' D-DON'T
LOSE YoUR 1EMPER
oL ROTIER" 1M NOT

that he raced the racers all the way to the pier. And the Mayor said he'd won

Billy grinned. He reckoned Quelchy was far too exhausted and out of puff to recognise

didn’t recognise our Billy, he did recognise his own utility suit.

AH1S 1S 100 MUCKH' STRND
ASIDE! HE SHALL NOT
ESCAPE ME ' COME BRLK,
You SCOUNDREL' :

7 ow!{HE BERSTLY e
7 CHAP SEEMS QUUE )
N/ ANNOYED! VM NOT I
STOPPING HERE 10 BE )
S BAFFED pRouT !

BUNTER CaN SWM LIKE A
PORPOISE- AND fHE EXERCISE

£ SN

G-GO AORY, YOU BRD L
{eMPERED ROTIER'
1 HOPE YOU GET )
STUNG BY A Jeuy

WikL DODl'fIM

{ THE CHANNEL!

L CET HiM— 1
IF [ HRNE 10 S

-GRD' 1 tWiLL!
o =]

12, Crumbs, that did it, chums! Lord Proppahposh still clutched the oar, and he was real mad.
to be biffed around. He dived into the mighty ocean and Lord Proppahposh dived too.

nobody’s business, chums.

Billy wasn’t staying there
And what happened after that is

Our Billy had a tough time, and now he says you can keep the mighty ocean !
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5Y ON EAR

HURRAM PA HAS SENT ) 4 £iNE BOB! RW-FORGET 1!
HE © POURD NETE:! COME 40 THE TUCK SHOP AND
NLLARERT YoU -THEN WE CAN

SHILLINGS |

LORNED You? } BUN(ER -BUT RBOUT

MY FINE

1. Well, would you believe it, chums! William George Bunter is in funds! His dad sent him a postal order for a pound |
Think of that—in doughnuts! But every rose has its thorn, chums, and our Billy’s joy was suddenly dampened a bit.

) (S B GOOD ONE, CO0S | CANSEE
Zo{ THE WATERMARK!

e
A TS
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2. 'Cos Jones Minor had to remember the five bob Billy owed him ! Fancy thinking of a thing like that when a postal order
arrives ! But our Billy has a heart of gold, he has! He said Jor;es Minor could help him spend the pound and maybe get a
bun out of it.

Ow' &(0% 4, You M
LALE ROTMER ' X
| SRID A BuNK J
yP-Naf A

oLy

3. - But while Billy was holding up the pound note to make sure it was good, a_town kid with a catapult scored a bullseye.
The note was whisked from Billy’s hand over the fence. Coo, Billy was annoyed ! He had to have a leg-up to get over the fence.
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o} c.aut:(\aa'. MY Pg_UND»{NO-({E ;
> 1S IN{HE MIBDLE OF 1HA .
\ \ 7 I REACH OUT AND GET MY POUND I3
POND! HELP, 60N MNOR. 7 e B
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4. But that fence wasn’t made to bear the weight of two-ton Billy. The plank planked down with a wallop, and Billy found
himself flat on his tummy gazing at the muddy waters of an oozy pond. And in the middle of the oozy pond floated the pound
note! Butwasitlost? Notmuch! It takesmore than a niffy pond to keep our Billy away from a pound’s worth of doughnuts.

PLERSE BUN{ER- S 10P!
X

S GAME 2,
See-SPw? HoLD

5. He had a Bunter notion. He slid the plank over the cozy water and stretched himself upon it. Jones Minor had to stand
on the other end te keep the plank from tilting. But Jones Minor was either not smart enough or not beefy enough to do it.
Up tilted the plank and down went our Billy—splosh into the oozy stuff. And what an cozy splash there was that day !

HES STEPPED ON
MY POUND NOTE'

6. Our Billy drank quarts of ooze, pints of tiddlers, and a few tadpoles. But what was worse, one splosh of water lifted the
pound note high into the stratosphere and over a hedge. And there was a racing chap running like mad from here to there.
And he put his foot down on that pound note. Billy was just in time to see it happen. aoo, what beastly luck!
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0 CORKS!'WHA{ A BEASTLY
MEAN TRICK - 115 SfucK 40
THaaf ROMERS SHOE !4 BET

S0P AHEF! HI'HES
PINCHED R POUND
NOTE FROM MEe !

P) Py

7. And, as you know, chums, racing chaps wear spiked shoes. The result was that the pound note got well and truly spiked,
and the runner ran off with the note spiked on his spikes. Billy spiked—er, spoke—to the gent, but he was in too much of a
hurry to get there to bother with our Billy. * Stop, thief! yelled Billy, dashing after the racing chap like a crazy tank.

OR' pont LET THRT ARTFUL
DODGER GET RWAY taiH MY
POUND NOAE ,SONES MINOR !
RAFER HIM !

G seres
256
TR
Soulty

8. On and on, and on again, went the racing runner. And Billy was a good second. But on turning a corner, hard by Pancake
Alley, the racing runner flicked his foot. The pound note came unspiked and was neatly tossed into a sack of waste paper
waiting to be collected by the salvage man. Billy heaved a sigh of relief. Now he’d get his note back—perhaps. Perhaps not !

FABAS AHE LOT. [LL POP
HES DUMPING MY BLOFFAC LUNCH

HELP ME IN,JONES MINOR, I'M )/-\’J_
NoT LEAYING MY CASH 10 1HE

CORPORATION !
| St

=

e

LHLL oL REPAY MY
PFINE SHILUNGS? !

9. There's many a catch in this sort of thing, chaps, as Billy found out. For as he ran up towards that sack of waste paper
the salvage man caught it up and toddled away to the salvage van and tipped the lot inside. And then the aforesaid salvage
man popped off to munch, leaving our Billy gazing at a big van, inside which was a pound note—which was his and his alone !
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PLERSE BE CAREFUL,
BUNAER . YOoU MAY 5‘“21\"(6

10. ““I'm going in after it ! ” he cried, the light of battle in his eyes, and his jaw sticking out with determination like the prow
of a rowing boat! And Jones Minor gave him a leg-up. With a heave and a ho in went our Billy. And then the snowstorm
began! Rather a hefty snowstorm, too, chums. It snowed old paper for quite a while in bits, pieces, chunks and volumes !

WRSTE PRPER INDEED! EN?NENER MIND 44
HIS 1S ANERY OLD AND T fHaf — 1 CANA FIND
VERY RARE COPY OF MY POUND NOTE!
BEES AND HEIR BUSY V7

u:maisv PROFESSOR

8uUZZ e m,'#‘@'

I1. And out of the depths of the salvage van came the despairing cry of ocur Billy : “ WHERE’S MY POUND NOTE ?”
The stuff came out of the van, fast and furiously. And one chucked-away book whizzed out and caught a passer-by a nasty
crack in the teeth. “1I can't find it! ™ wailed Billy. But the passer-by grabbed the book that had bit him and chortled!

POoR! WHAT S 1HE :.ps{s OFFH Poon;p
(=] TH 4n o
gg{; go?ﬁeggfﬁtg‘ FICCEE!"‘(‘?BO CAKE, JONES MINOR | RECKON
POUND NOTES, MY BOY ! YOUNE HELPED YOURSELF 10
FINE BOBSWOR{H-BuT 1M &

12. Wonders will never cease, chums. That book was a treasure to that old gent, and he was so pleased at finding 1t he forgot
about his loosened teeth and told Billy to forget the pound note he’d lost, "cos here were two to take its place! So you just see,
chums, how good a thing it is to save paper, "cos if Billy hadn't bothered about paper flapping around he’d have missed a feed !
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D0 NOT FORGET, GREEDY YoutH, THRAT THOSE BuNS ARE
FOR THE RANIMALS IN THIS Z00. MIND You DO NO
CONSUME. THEM YOLRSELF! Ll

7

LWHAT A NARTTY, SLSPICIOUS RO{ER
FONCY QUELCH AHINKING — CO0' THEY
LOOK MUCH {00 GOOD FOR m

1] ‘|
Co0' AS fHouGH i
1 WOULD, SIR'

il

1. Quelchy took the Greyfriars’ lads to the Zoo the other day—just to see who’s who, you know. It was like one lot of
monkeys visiting another lot, really. But Quelchy was very kind.” He dished out buns all round so that they could feed

the animals., -

ow!' Hi! STOPPH. LEMME GO, &
OV BERST ! TRYING 10 SCARE
R CHAP SUST WHEN HES [ ]
HRVING & QUIET
SNRACK ' J

F{ 0 CrUMBS! civme 24
BRCK MY 10GS, YOV S1G Ji

FURRY ROTTER. INE R @ :s.ll
GO0D MIND 10 BIFF YOU FOR
7 7 3 v 1S

2. But William George Bunter didn’t see much fun in feeding a lot of beastly animals while he was starving. He dodged out
of sight to feed himself. And he backed against the cage of George the gorilla. And George took a real fancy to him, he did !

BEASTLY BRUTE. NOBUNS
AND NO CLOBBER. 1LL COMPLRIN
—7 {0 1HE 200 KEEPER

3. Before you could say “ Don't, George, don’t | ”’ George had done it! He had our Billy inside his cage and robbed him of
his utilities in two ticks, and then shoved our Billy outside again, shivering in his undies. Of all the rotten tricks, to be sure !
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COO! HERE'S R UNIFORM! THRIS
SOMETHING [0 (WERAR, ANYWRY
'L SUST SLIP 1T ON AND — COo0!
tUE THOUGHT OF R wHeEEZE B

i

CRUMBS' 1H1S 1S GOOD. ILL1ELL ¢
ALL THE B ROTMERS THRTTHEY
MUSTNS FEED 1HE ANIMALS —RAND

MAKE EM DUMP
AHEIR GRUB IN
1S BARROW'

a2
=

4. Our Billy dared not go back to demand his togs.

a set of keeper’s togs, which he borrowed. Likewise he borrowed a barrow to go with the suit.
he'd get folks to dump grub in the barrow for the animals, and he'd be the monkey to eat up the grub.

He dived into a door marked “ Keepers. Private.” And inside he found

You see, chums, he thought
Very Bunterish, wasn’t it?

NO BRCK ANSWERS, MY MBN.
DUMP THE DOINGS INTo MY I
BRARROW AND BE OFF WiTH You
CPLL O KEEPER— ER-
THAT \S - GIMME
{HE GRUB!

QUTRAGE, SIR!
| DHALL WRITE

k 'HEE' R BRRROW FukL ) (AH-BUNAER, | —
&E\E.'we.u{ CRUB. NOwW I'LL PERR ME, THIS IS
FIND R SRFE PLRCE 10 NoT BUNT

e 1‘ BCOFF IT!

|

5. And it began to work, too, like a charm. He told the people if they didn’t dump the beastly beasts’ buns into the borrowed

barrow he’d biff ’em. They didn’t like it, but they bunged the buns in like anything.
Billy and wondered what had happened to him. And he saw a stoutish lad coming along, who looked like our Billy, but wasn’t.

1 DO NOT KNOLY XOU, BoX. XET YoU ARE
WERRING OUR SCHOOL UNIFORM,  PRRY
 EXPLAIN YOURSELF. | - OH, CRACOUS !
NOU ARE NOT A BOY- 0L I g
i PRE B FIERCE

. X, .

6. Quelchy was annoyed.
Billy heard the rumpus and turned to see what was going on.

“ How dare you wear our-school uniform

Meanwhile Quelchy had missed our

li{o canamMty! A BERST OF AHE
[ FOREST-RND WERRING

ow' U3 e il
| BUNTER'S CLOAHES!

GORILLRP AGRIN!
HE'S WERRING MY
1068, THE ROVER!

— E

1" he barked, grabbing the stout lad by the ear. Our
And George saw him ! And George wanted

He saw Goorge.

another game with our Billy. He started a chase, and then Quelchy realised that George was a gorilla !

KO
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i G-GO RWRY,You
H ROMMER! | W-WONT
{ HRNE oL FOLLOWING

OO'NOW HE'S PINCHING MY
{ KEEPER'S 4065, (HE HAIRY

2 ME RROUND - FOR {wo A = 7} ProrroR! LEGGO! ]

7. But our Billy wasn’t stopping to see what Quelchy would do. He dropped his borrowed barrow and made a bee-line for
somewhere else.  He ran so fast he got there first. George, however, had a nice turn of speed and was hot on his heels. Billy
dived into a keeper’s room and George dived too. George liked a change of clothes and liked Billy's new togs right away.

= I T
A FIERCE BERST- A WILD DENIZEN )
OF AHE TUNGLE- 1S IN THR
HUT. HE 1S WEARING THE
€S OF ONE OF MY BONS,

8. Inless time than it takes to tell, George had the clothes off our Billy’s back and on his own.  Then be climbed through the
window and made off. Meanwhile Quelchy, two keepers and a policeman, were hot on George’s tail —f he had cne. They
knew which way he had gone and kept on that way. -Thus they came to-the keeper's room: Qhuelehy felt sorry for Billy' !

LHEN | FLING OPEN (HE DOOR-WE )f HANE NOFERR e 2 I & 0K CRRS HiM
RALL POUNCE ON AHE GORILLAL KEEPER. WE GUICK BEFORE HE
ARE YOU RERDY- ] ARE BEHIND You! | AURNS NASTY!

9. He was afraid Billy had been torn limb from limb and eaten off the ration.  But something had to be done about it.  The
chief keeper got ready to open the door. ** When I open it, grab him ! be said. Quelchy thought of that gorilla as be had
last seen it, clad in check bags and Billy’s jacket and cap. e keeper opened the door, and in they all went—whooshter!
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j MAKE WAY. {HE VICIOUS BRUTE 1S STILL ;
BRUK 1O THE WERRING POOR BUNTER'S CLOTHES,
CORILLA CACGE ) ALAS! BUNTER WAS A FOQLISH

L(H HiM NoUTH - BUA ALL 1S FORGINEN AHE
bl :

1
, ‘ POOR LAD!

N\ oveH

SRAT
A 5 z:
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10,

They all went in together and fell on a portly form, clad in check bags, Billy’s jacket and Billy’s cap. They fought like the
‘ﬁﬁ;{e Iguys they were. They grabbed that portly doings!
ikely |

They weren’t going to stop to argue with a savage gorilla. Not
And they came out carrying the portly form, panting from their exhaustion. The portly form also panted !
THANK GOODNESS WE HANE SANED =ist el Y fon' My GoopNESS! N X
AHE OTHER WADS FROM POOR BUNTERS I IO N E1iis 15 Ot A FIERCE
Fere . DERR ME, HOW SHALLI S{N lcoriLa—-AHIS IS ¢
r BUNTER!

g = G 3 (_ 1011

11. They carried the portly wotsit to the gorilla’s cage and tossed it in. Ah, safe at last ! But it wasn’t George they’d popped
in the cage. ’Twas our Billy. And he sat there and told them just what he thought of them. Coo, he was put out, as well as
Quelchy was glad, however, that our Billy was safe and sound, with limbs on, and not chewed up entirely.

put in!

BUN{ER, MY DERR BOY, | CANNOT UNDERSTAND WHHT
HAS HAFPPENED BUTI REJOICE THAT You RRE SRFE
AND SOUND, WHEN WE \MRGINED YOU HAD BECOME A
[MERL FOR A MONKEN. LET LS BE GAY ANDMRKE MERRY

R
! Y, Coo eSS, 8IR. )/ i

LETS PO LT IN

|(fee' ves' THERE GOES
GOOD OLD GEORGE . HANE
B BUN, CEORGE. YOURE
SR, (U
ROTER!
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12, In fact, Quelchy felt so sorry for the shocks our Billy had had, he toddled him off to forget his sorrows in a slap-up feed.
Meanwhile, the keepers found George togged up as a keeper, and arrested him on the spot. But, by that time, Billy had forgiven
George. In fact, he even went so far as to toss him a bun. Noble-hearted Billy ! Nice work, Billy!
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