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The hose started to play on Mr. Lickham as he mounted the ladder and a nerce jet of
water knocked him backwards. He alighted with a wail of anguish on the Head’s pet corn!

(See *“ The Rebbles of St. Sam's ! " inside) '
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By BILLY BUNTER

pride and plezzure that I put

before, you nnﬁlii-riisﬂew of m:i.i
annual ANNUAL, which is an_annuil
feature of the bigger ANNUAL, An
vowll like it, I feel sure. (Can you
twig my clever pun ?)

Well, here we are again, 0s Inrge as
lifa and twice as natcheral, as Bob
Cherry would gay | Eight paltry pages
is nll the Rditor has aloud me: but
into those eight pages I have crammed
the finest feast of flckshun that was
ever devoured h:rE hu]n{:t;y ]rc:uhﬁﬂ.
strickly speaking. I ought to have tho
irllmlv of ]THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL

MY DEAR READERS,—It is with

to myself. That would give mea chance |

<pread myself, as it were.
mﬁilm'.{:- the last ANNUAL was laid at
your feet—or placed in your hands—
or thrown at you by an uncle you had
been pestering to buy it for you I—L
have had numerous commiunications
from teaders in all parts of the globe.
Chatty letters from China ; posteards
from TPeroo:; suggestions from the
South Sea lslands: bow-kays from
British Columbia; and pats on the
back from Peking! My post-bag .1:1‘[1'34-
awelled to such proportions tlmt_it. is
periect Billy Bunter of a post-bag,
bulging and inflated, and thl"nttﬂ_u‘nu
to burst out of its skin, so to hppflk d

In the limited space at my lllb]}[}::..l L
1 cannot. possibly find room to reply to
my vast army of friends and -ndnnr{-r.-t.'
But 1 should like them to know how
greatly 1 enjoyed tl}cir letters. I'E th('rfi_-,
i3 anything I do enjoy, in this world Iﬂ
woe, next to a first-rate ifced jlt. the
THE}EFTIDD, it is a cumplimnntunflettcr
from some_ _cheery rcuder_ of my
ANNUAIL. Notall the letters I ;zr*tlnrc:
complimentary. There was a fel nu.[
in New York who wrotc to say tlmt,"
ought to be put in & pnd:lml' n:-ri-{ ,:
bekawse I had bats In mYy belfry. : ;
was quite safe in saying that, for he

knew I wouldn't fag all the way ncross

the Atlantick to make him eat his

words ! Talking of eating reminds me

that I've had nothing to eat tor nearly

!
T:e‘::;gl;p, and fill the aching void,

b —
e YOUR EDITOR.

1 must hurry along to thic

till another year rolls by—

A e e s e o s e s e s o e e e

I Answers to Korrespondents! i
APttt S S et

J. MacrHalg (Fdinburgh) writes
and asks me a conundrum : ** Why does
a chicken cross the road 2" Blessed it
I know why a chicken crosses the road.
unless jits because there is a bun-shop
the other side. . That’s why this chicken
crosses the road, anyway.

Miss CrARA (Stockport).—*1I think

you are a wonderful fellow, Billy.”
S0 do 1!

“TAMISHED "’ (Wales).—*“ I haven't
had a square meal for weeks, Billy, old
chap ", .. ete. Neither have I. Take
my tip and go in for round ones.

*“ADMIRER ”’ (Southampton).—* 1
think you ought to be captain of the
Remove, Billy.,” So do I, but this
world is eaten up with jealousy. Per-

haps some day 1 shall have my rights.
Here's to it ! :

S. AL R. CASTIR (Hants).—I think
vounare a fat.. . ." Never mind what
vou think, voung Castik.  It’s whart
1 think that counts!

MY AERIAL
ADVENTURE!'!

By TUBBY MUFFIN
of Rookwood

‘x JHEN my cousin Jack, who is a
midshipman in the Roval Air
IForce, paid a ** fiving ** visit to

Rookwood in his airoplane, he asked

me if L would like a little tlip.

“What's a tlip, Jack?" I asked
innosently,

** A flight, of corse—n joy-ride!
Care to come up in the clouds for a
bit. 2" \

I began to feel rather wobbly at the
knees, and cold shivers ran down my
spine. To tell the trooth, I wasn't o
bit keen on croozing about up in the
clouds. That sort of thing may be all
right. for ecagles and skylarks, but it
duzzent appeal to me, 1 like to have
both fecet planted firimly on terror
firmer.

1 should have deeclined my cousin’s
invitation, only Jimmy silver & Co.
were standing around, and as I have
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often boasted to them abont my
dnuntless eunrridge, I couldn’t very
well show the white feather

“AWell, what about it ? ' said Consin
Jack. ** Buck up and make up your
mind.”

Quickly T pulled myvself together.
Jimmy Silver & Co. were looking at. moe
curiously, and I could see that they
were eggspecting me to ery off, But l
didn't.

“TI'll come, Jack!” I =alid.

“Good! Jump in, then!"”

T scrambled into the passenger's seat,
and Jimmy Silver & Co. waved their
hands in farewell.

** Have you made out your last will
and testament, Tubby ? " asked Lovell.

‘““ Are vou insured against tumbling
ten thousand feet through space ? ™
inquired Newcome.

And Jimmy Silver quoted a passidge
from Byron—or is it irom Shakespeer ?

* Fare thee well, and if for ever, then
for ever fare thee well! ”

Bulkeley of the Sixth who Knows
all abont airoplanes, swung the pro-
pellor, and up we shot into space.

Never shall T forget my sensations,
at that awiul moment. ! 1 eried out to
Cousin Jack in o pannick.

“ 1T—I say, Jack, old fellow ! Don’t
go up too 1ar! Just up to the top ot
the school tower, and then down
ngain! "

But. Cousin Jack couldn’t hear me,
hekawse of the enjin.  And even if he
had heard, I doubt weather he would
have taken any notiss, The school
tower was soon a mere speck, far helow
s+ and the flggers on the cricket-
fleld, from which we had made our
assent, were like tiny erawling ants,

T confess that I was in a state of stark
terror. Being a fellow with a vivid
imagination, I thought of all the
dreadiul things that might happen.
Supposing the airoplane burst into
flames, and 1 was roasted 7 Cousin
Jack would be roasted as well, but
then, eggsperienced pilots are used to
that sort of thing.

Supposing a wing fell off, when we
were about ten thousand feet up? 1
should go crashing down to deth and
destruttion., Cousin Jack would go
cracshing down also ; but that wouldn’t
be any consolation to me !

Supposing we ran_ into another
alroplane, and smashed each other to
bits ? . Supposing—well, there were o
thowsand and one things that might
happen. There was no limit to my
superstitions.

Consin Jack told me afterwards that
the fight only lasted ten minnits. To
me it scemed an internity of time,
and beleeve me, there was never a more
releeved person on this planet than
Tubhy Muttin when we swooped down
on to Mother Earth, and landed safe
and sound on the cricket-fleld.

I thought my garstly eggsperience
would upsct my appetite for tea, But
it didn't. Cousin Jack stood me n
hansom spread in the tuck<hop, and 1
fortyfled myself with tartsa and buns,
and gradually recovered from the

shock to my nervous cistern |

You won't eatchh me having Aany
more * flips " In an alroplane. Iinuff
is as vood as a feast !
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>, the rebliles !
U IHL ]ul‘l. - 'knn""' ]thll
like a thunderclap Thtnu”h the
Tourth I'orm room at St. Sam's

Jack's face, whichh was 11}'1‘11]}' pail,
was purple with indignation.  His
cheeks,were pink with pashun,

Mr. Lickham. the master of the
Tourth, and the biggest tirnnt known
to histery sinece Nero, had been on the
warpath that morning. He had doled
out lines and lickings with a libberal
hand, and he had broken six cancs
on the backs of his pupils,

Some of the lickings had Dbeen
terribul in their crool barbarity, Youne
Fravie of the Fourth, who was a weak,
r;dr&dzml rat of a fellow, had resceved
no less than fifty cuts with the cane,
and he had fallen across the form in o
1eint.

Among the vietims of Mr. Lickham’s
wrath were Merry and Bright, the two
chums of Jack Jolly. Merry had been
caned for telling the PForm-master
that it was Willinm the Konkeror who
cigned the Magna Charter while Rome
was burning : and Bright had been
licked for saving that I’arris was the
capital of Pallestine,

Of course, both juniors ought to
have known better. Merry oucht to
have known that it was Julius Seizer,
and not William the Konkeror, who
gigned the Magna Charter : and Bright
should have knewn that Parris was the
capital of Persin—not allestine,

But there was no egescuse for
Mr. Lickham's cecgstreme severity, He
had gone too far—much too 1ar,

All the morning, the I'ourth had
been smonldering  with resentinent ;
and now they burst into flame.

Jack Jolly had been called out in
front of the class, to reseeve private
punishment—or, rather, corporal pun-
ishment. IBut instead of stepping to
the four, Jack stayved where he was,

‘““ Up, the rebbles!™

His voice tinkled through the Form-
room like the booming of a gun.

Instantly the:fellows were on their
feet. ‘Their hearts were flushed, their
faces were thumping against their ribs
with epgsitement.

** The hour has struck ! ** eried Jack
Jolly dramatically, with a glance at
the IForm-room clock. *“The time is
nnﬂ' ripe mr us to shake off the tirant's

0Ol

“Good cgg!” '

** And to lnunch the biggest rebellion
that ever was ! "

“ Hooray ! "

Mr. Lickham stared at his cggsited

*fsﬂm”' 1"[i£lfli!illllfi :

. oA By
.[z"

pupils with eves which fairly started
irom their sockitts,

“ Sit down at once, all of you ! he
thundered. ** How dare vou behave in
this disgraceiul manner ? Have you
suddenly taken leave of your senses ?

“IWe're as =ane as yvou are,”’ ihnhml

Jack Jollv. * What's more, we're in
ﬂnm Ernest. The hour has struck, and
the rain of the tirant is over. ‘L'he
creat rebellion will now commence.
March out, yvou fellows!"”

Mr. Lickham began to
weather he was dreaming.

Rank by rank, file by tile, the rebbles
of the Fourth marched out of the
[Form-room.

Mr. Lickham stood quite still for a
moment, like a petritied old fossil,
‘Then he recovered the power of action,
and rushed towards the door, bran-
dishing his cane.

But he could not cheque the surging
tide of humanity which tlowed through
the doorway. He was pushed out of
the way without serremony, and he
went sprawling. . The reckless rebbles
wiped their boots-on him, and passed
on.

Straight up to the Tourth Torm
dormitery they went, and on arriving
there they held a breef council of war |

“ Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows! "™
cried Jack Jolly, jumping on to a bed,
“we're fed-up<with that tirant Lick-
ham and his brootal ways, and we're
going to have a barring-out, until he
promimises not to be so free with his

cane in future. If there are any faint-

hearted funks here, who haven't the
curridge to take p irt, in this rebellion,
let them speak up now, or for ever hold
their picce!”

Nobody spoke. Even Craven of the
Fourth, the biggest funk at St. Sam's,
refrained from backing out. But
perhaps that was bekawse his mouth

wonder

“was full of toffy, and he l:'nuhlut

speak !

“Merry and Bright,” said Joack
Jolly, ** vou will be my first and second
leit tenants respectiully. You will
proseed to the tuckshop, and buy up
enuff supplies to last us for a week.,”

“MThat's all very well, Jack,” said

%Iifn;} * But who's going to foot the
Hilt 2 "
Then up spoke Bulllon of thoe

Tourth—a fellow who was simply
rolling in coppers.

“1t’s my treat,”” he said.
be pleased to pw for all the grub.”
% Good old Bullion "

Merry and Bright hurried away on
their mission, They were back in halx
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an. hour, carrying between. them a
tremendus  hamper, - erdmmed  with
tuck. They staggered into the dorml-
tery with their hurrlvn, nml dumped it
on to tha floor.

“Good ! =ald fﬂt_h Jﬂ“‘i “ Now,
the next tllim, we've got. to qlo 13 to
barrieade the door, - All hands to the
pumpa ! ,

A cupple of IJHIJ. ere pushed
towards the door, and placed on top
ol cach other, forming a stout barrle: ule
The rtebbles then made themselves
comfortable, and wuited for thlngs tor
happen.

They hadn’t long to wait.

Iootmarks could presently be heard
ascending the  stares.  They were
the familiar footmarks of Doctor
Biruhuumll, the headmaster of St
Sam's, :

The Tead rapped on the pancls of
the door with his bony nuckles, -

“Jolly! Merry! Bricht!” he
roarcd, in terrifying tones. ** What's
the menning of this here? What do
you think yvou're doing ot 7"

At the sound of that, stern but
skollarly voice, several of the juniors
turned pail.  But Jack Jolly didn't
turn & hare. He, at all events, was
not a frightened mbbit.

“ This is a rebellion, sir,"” cried Jack,
““and I am proud to be the ringleader !
We refuse to be licked by Lickham
any longer! And we're going to stay
here until Lickham promises not-to bo
such a tirant in future."”

“ Ho-ho!" said the Head grimly.
“ You're roing to stpy there, are vou ?
We'll soon see about that! I'll have
you dilven out of this dormitery like
rats from their holes ! § - &

“* Rate ! " cried tlm rehhles

* Go and eat coke "

“ Run away and. pick flowers!"”

Being a veggetarian, the Head {litln't
go and eat coke. -And; not being
hanghty-culturist, he -didn't go :md
pick flowers, He rflmprd and raged on
the other 8ide of the door.

Pressantly Mr. Lickham’s voice
could be heard, talkine to the Head.

“1t Is disgraceful, sir—possitively
disgraceful ! If I were vou, I should
birch ’em all, Birchemall | L

= And 0 I will I-”* ronred the Head
angrily. * The cheeky young bratts.
Jolly is the ringleader, and lm shall be
sacked from the schoal for this—
chucked out on hls neck! I am so
angry, Lickham, that it is as much
as 1 can do to refrnin from using
undigenified expressions ! *

“They appear to have barricaded
the door, sir,” said the master of the
Fourth. ** What ﬂtep shall we take
to get them out 2 ™, kgl B RAE

L
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“ No steps at all, but a lnng ladder,”
Teplied the Head. ** There is one behinid
the woodshed. Run and feteh it,
Lickham, there’s a good iellow, and

we'll rear it up to the dormitery
windows,

Mr. Lickham fetehed the ladder, and
the Head joined him down in the quad,

At the windows above appeared the
grinning faces of the rebbles. The Head
shook his fist at them.

“You can grin ! he roared. “ But

vou'll soon find out the truth of the old

roverb that he who ladghs laughs
]?a.ughs laughs ! "’

“Ha, ha ha!™

“I'm comung up after you!” said
the Head grimly.

*“ T should advise you to stay where
vou are, sir,”” warned Jack Jolly. * If
vou come up this ladder, we'll train
the hose-pipe on you!”

“ What | What.! " gasped the Head,
scarcely able to beleeve his ears. ** You
would dare to swamp your head-
master 2 "

‘““ Come up, and see!”

The Head backed hastily away from
the foot of the ladder.

** T think, my dear Lickham, that
vou had better make the aseent,” he
eaid. * 1T was a good climber in my
vonng days. but my hands and feet
have lost their cunning. Go up and
{etch the young rascals down! ™

Gingerly, Mr. Lickham sect foot on
the ladder. Gingerly he started to
clhmb. But before he had taken half a
dozen steps, the hose started to play
on him from above, and a icerce jet
of water knocked him backwards., He
alighted, with a wail of angwish, on
the Head’s pet corn,

al HTID“'_D“! ! e
“Yaroooo!"

The Head danced around, his face
ccrood up with pane. And from the

windows above came a peel of
laughter.

« Ha, ha, hal”

Arr. Lickham made mo further

tempt to climb the ladder. One
Efltbeigelg*bﬂtll {1 d.l'l.}” kcpt fh[‘! {ln}-tnr
awav : but a cupple lqiuh_t have given
nim a seveer chill. Fossil the porter
was fetehed, and ordered to go up and
jetch the rcbbles down. But @Mossil
chared the fate of Mr. Lickham. He
was a porter when he went up the
lndder ; when he came down he was

dripping.

| fforts to dislodge the rebbles
lmia'illllge failed, the Head was obliged
to give it up for that day. And the
rebbles sat down to dinner in great
gpirits. They were top dog, so far:
and they had no fears for the future.

nhe sccond day, the Head fetehed
ﬂlf? Ir:.;:'ul police force. But, as the local
police forcc konsisted of one fat
constable, who could do nntlunﬁ hut,
wave his truncheon and say ! 1-11’!
You come along down out of It! *
Jack Jolly & Co. were not seriously
trubbled.
On the third day. the I'D_hhlﬂ!-t were
ttill holding out; but their supplics

of tuck were beginning to get verv
low. Tubby Barrell, the fat fellow of
the Tourth, had been keeping guard
during the night, and he had helped
himself liberally from the hamper.
When the rebbles woke up, they found
there was only one tin of biskits left,
thanks to Tubby’s greediness,

The fat Junior was given a jolly
good bumping, but this didn't console
the rebbles for the loss of their grub.

Some of the weaker spirits began to
quail at the prospect. of slow starvation.
raven, the funk of the Fourth,
started to sob.

1 say, Jolly,” he saidd, “ let's give

in!  We can’t possibly stay here
without pgrub.”
“Cowherd ! " cried Jack Jolly

scornfully. *“ You had your chance to
back out, when the rebellion started,
and you didn't take it. Now vou can
stay where you are ! ”

*“ Boo-hino ! " wailed
shall starve ! "

“Well, you'll starve in good com-

Craven, “1
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Merry and Bright were back in half

an hour, carrying between them a

tremendeous hamper-

pany,”’ caid Merry consolingly. “* We're
all in the same boat.”

Toven Jack Jolly grew rather anxious
as the day passed. It was not possibul
to obtain further supplies, and there
was now only one patter-cake biskit
left. How could forty rebbles possibly
cppsist on one patter-cake biskit ?

It began to look as if the rebbles
would have to give in: in which case,
Jack Jolly would have been sacked
from the school, and the others
publickly flogged.

Just before dusk on the third day,
however, o car came snorting in at the
gates of St. Sam'’s,

Jack Jolly rushed to the window,
and gave a glad cry.

“My pater—General Jolly!  Oh,
what luck 1 ”

The general, a tall, marshal-looking
man. with a millitary mistosh and o
nautical gate, stepped out of the car.

“Why, Jack,” he cried, catching
gight. of his son, *“ what are you doing
up there 2 *°
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~ himself,” said Merry.”

In a few words, Jack Jollv egps

plained the situation. The gencral
lissened grimly,

“You say that Mr. Lickham has

heha ved with gross brootality, what 2 *°
he said.

" Yoes, sir ] ” raid Merry. ** He gave
me an awiul licking the other dav.
1 can show you the wheels, it vou like.

I've got wheels all the way down my
back | ”

“Same here!l”
voices,

The general tugged feercely at his
mistosh,

" Leave this to me, my boys !’ lhe
myl sternly. I am a Guvvernor ot
this school, and I will sce Doctor

Birchemall at once. Rest assured that
you shall have your rights!”

LY | II{]GI‘H}' l L}

The juniors knew nothing of the
gtormy interview  which 1ollowed,
between the Head and General Jolly.
But they knew who got. the best of ijt,
bekawse when the two gentlemen
came out into the quad, the general
was Jooking flushed and triumphant,
n_m}i: the Head was looking awfully
cick.

““He's done it,” cried Jolly from the
window. **1 knew the pater wonld
have his own way with the Head.
They had 1o make him a General in
the Army for the sami reason—there’s
no stopping the old chap when onee
he pets going.'’

cchoed a duzzen

“The Head looks pretty sick with

‘“I say Jolly,
1 wish I had a pater like that.”

“He's a useful old bird,” smiled
Jolly. ““ He's promised to make me a
general in the Navy when I grow up.

And yvou can bet your last bread crust
he'll do it.”

** He looks if he could do anybody,”
said Snarler.

“ Shut up, Snarler,”” snapped Merrv,
brightly. * The old chap's looking at
us. Don’t let him see yvour ugly phiz
or he'll die of apple plexy.”

All eves were now phocussed on the
General,

“My boys!” cried the general,
glancing up nt the anxious faces of the
rebbles. ** You can come down now.
Your trubbles are over. I have mnde
Mr. Lickham prommis, in the presenca
of the Head, that he will in future rule
by Kkindness, instead of with a rod of
iron. 1 have also epgstracted o sollum
prommis from the Head that he will
not punish anv of you in connection
with this rebellion.”

‘“0Oh, good!"' cried Craven of the
Tourth, who had had visions of belng
hoisted on the porter’s shoulders, and
resceving about fiity strokes with the
Lirch. “Three cheers for General
Jolly | *

And the cheers of the rebbles
tinkled across the quadrangle like the
roaring of many waters,

The Great Rebellion was over, and
in the Tourth Form at St. Sam’s all
was Jolly and Merrvy and Bright |
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At eating the Editor of “B. B's. Annual " is a real * professor "I
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/ Collected by Farty Wynn,
of Sk Jim's.)

HAVE just spent o very busy aiternoon, collecting people’s
U[EII'II'EEFI[]IH. I called on a number of fellows and
asked them to name their favourite sport, their favourite

hobby, the sort of dinner they liked best, and which
popular ong and book were their favourites.

surprising  how tastes ditfer, isn't it v

questioned half a dozen fel) ‘
twice.

Here is the list of fads

lected :

ERIC KILDARE.

Iavourite Sport : Cricket.

I avourite Hobby : My duties are <o numerous that I've
no time 1or hobhies,

Favourite Dinner - Itizh stew.

Favourite Song : ** The Minstrel Boy.”
Favourite Book : ** David Coppertleld.”

ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY :
I'avourite Sport @ ** Dancin’,
Favourite Hobbhv

Jove " -
Favourite Dinner: * Pigeon pie,

at. St. Jim's, but I enji

vae,”
Iavourite Song : * Yaae, Tet Me Like a Soldier Tall !

Favourite Blook: ** Any book dealin® with Smart
Fashlons for Stylish Fellahs."”

BAGGY TRIMBLE:

Favourite Sport: Tating contests.
I-.m:nur!lu Hobby : Listening at <tudy kevholes.
Favourite Dinner : Horsee D'oovers, Tomato Soop, white

bate, stake pnm!ing, boiled beef and earrots, jam roly-poly
Plenty of strorberries and eream to wind up with.

Favourite Song : ** The Gobbler's Song.”

Favourite Book : 1 hate books, 1 prefer to * devour ”
a jolly good feed !

WALLY D'ARCY.
Favourite Sport : Tadpole fishing.

Favourite Hobby : Keeping white miee.
Favourite Dinner: Herrings toasted at the fire in the

Im::j' common-room.
“.l' “‘i"?}“itﬂ Song: “That Old-fachioned Drother of
Mine

Favourite Book : THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL, of course !
TOM MERRY.

Favourite Sport: Tooter.

Favourite Hobby @ I'm constantly changing my hobblez,
First I was erazy on stamp-collecting, then coin-collecting,
and aftzr that picture posteard collecting, Nowadays 1
H‘li!ﬂ‘”l find time to collect, anything—not even my wits !

Favourite Dinner : I've no favourite. Any good, honest
fare, well cooked, suits my palate.

]*‘u‘mnr!tu Song : ** Drake Goes West.”

Favourite Book : * Treasure Island,”

Although 1
ows 1 never got the same answer

and fancies which I have col-

feahh hov ! "
: " Overhaulin® my  wardrobe, bai

; They nevah serve it
Wt at Lastwood Housze duwin’ the

SKimpole of the Shell, when questioned as to his fads
and fancles, was deeply engrossed in a_ ponderons tome
written by Professor Dalmycrmmpet.  Consequently, his
ANSWers were a bit mixed., He informed me that his
Javourite sport. was roast pork and apple sauece ; his
favourite hobby was ** Rule, Britannia ' : his favourite
dinner was a volume of Balmycrmmpet : his favourite

song ** The Old Curiosity Shop,” and his favourite book,
blln{?rﬂ}"a{'utrh[ng |
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A Cychnd Tragedy

ey little ** jigger ™ boys, starting for a spin,
Littlo dreamed how wvery scon their troubles
would begin !

Ten little ** jigror 7 boys, took a steep deciine,
One applied his brake too late, and then there were
e |
nine !

Nine littlo  jigeer " boys, pedalling at a rate,
One pitched o’er his handlebars, and then thero were
cight !

Ilight little ** jigger " boys, * scorching ” down In
Devon,
One collided with a ear, and then there were seven !

Seven little ** jigger ” boys, tried some faney tricks,
One went plump into a pond, and then there weroe six !

Six little * jieger 7" hoys, down a dale did dive,

One turned twenty somersaults, and then there wero
five !

Five little * jizger ' boys, saw a grocer's store,

Ono went through the window-front, and thon therp
were four !

IFour little ** jizeer ™ boys, tired as tired could be,
One " dropped off ” through weariness, and then
there were three !

Three little ** jigger ” boys, cheeked a man in blue,
One was foreibly detained, and then thero weroe two !

Two little ** jigger ' boys, a lorry strove to shun,
One succeeded, one did not, and so there was one !

One little * jigger ”” boy had a fatal spill,
He vanished in tho ambulance, and now thero aro nil

No little * jigger "’ bovs on the roads were seen:
Moral—Stick to * Safety Iirst” when riding a
machine !

But do not take too much to heart tho lines I'vo
just. set. down.

And please remember Safety First in country or in
town,

When cyeling. midst  thoe
“* shovers ' shovo,

You will feel the utmost gratitude for the bobby’s
useful glove.

'buses and whero theo

Jut bear 1 mind this point when you ride to taka
| the air—
The best old bike that ever crealked wants treating
with much eare. '
The handlebars are useful, but not for*neat gym
stunters,
Just ride alone and never lond the back step with fat
Bunters.

As n wind up to my sago advice just talko this tip
from mo—

Jeware the awful slippery rond and the skid of misery.,

And let your rear light twinkle liko a star ot evening-
time,

A wrinkle worth the having, while it's a first class
word to rhyme,
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A special contribution (I belicve I have seen worse), by

a long-haired Removite who thinks he’'s good at verse.

AF moon had raised her lamp
above : there wasa fearful stormn.

And Harry Wharton shivered as
he peered nround the dorm.

he  asked.

‘“*Is anvone awake? he
There came a soft reply. 1 n}‘u;htu
awake,” said Peter 'Todd. Yes,

rather! " “Soam LI1"

The midnight chimes were sounding
from the ivy-mantled tower. And
evervhody shuddered as the clock
toiled forth the hour.

*“Now what about this midnight
fenst 2 ' Bob Cherry softly said. And
all the fellows gave a cheer, and tum-
bled out of hed.

The candles glimmered in the gloom,
and everything was jolly. But Harry
Wharton gave o frown—a 1rowin ol
melancholy,

“We haven't got the grub,” he said.
““ Now who will volunteer to journcy
ta the village shop and fecteh the
hamper here ? "

Then on the dormitory there iell a
long and chilling silence, Had anvbody
dropped a pin, it would be heard a mile

henco |

*Come, come!® said Wharton.
“Who'll apree to undertake this
misslon 7 "'

Said Billy Bunter, * I'm quite game.
Buat, this is the position. I sprained my
ankle vesterday, and cannot walk o
vard ; and so, as far as 1'm concerned,
this midnight trip is barred | ™

Then Harry Wharton turned to
Sauiff, and ordered him to go.

‘“Oh, ecrmmmbs!’ groaned Squilf,
“But what a night! The stormy
winds do blow ! The trees are swnving
in the Close, the rain is pelting down.
l renlly think yvou ought to zive the
10b to Bull or Brown.”

“J think our Squiffy chum should
go and feteh the worthy hamper,'
sald Hurree Singh, And.we exclaimed ;

“Yeg, rather! O yvou geamper!”

And then, while Squiff got up and
dressed, we madoe a rope of sheets, and
loweredd him into the Close—the
trickiest of feats |

Awny went, Squlfl, with grim intent,
to bring the hamper back., And peering
through the gloom, he gaw old Quelehy
on his tracelk ! !

Squllf ran like fury, and old Queleh

B.B.

was panting at his heels. (You should
be in that plight yourseli, to Know
iust how it feela!)

“Come back !
Mr. Queleh.

But Squiff ran all the faster. Then
Quelchy stumbled on a stone, and met
with dire disaster,

Sauill sealed the wall, and down the
Iane he sped just like o hare. He'd gone
about a dozen yards, then met
blinding glare:

The iat and portly Tozer flashed his
bull's-cye on the scene.

“Youngrip! ' he growled, surveving
Squitf., ““Wot docs this conduct
mean ? "’

FFor anawer, Squiff shot out his left,
and Tozer hit the mud,

“Yarooooh! Young 'oolizan!’ he
raved,. * For this I'll '"ave ver blood.”

But. Squiff had taken to his heels:
he sped on through the night.  And
when he eame to Friardale, he had
another iright. ;

IFor Loder of the Sixth was there,
emerging froma ** pub.”

*What are you doing here,
cried, ** vou insolent young cub ? "

Squilf leapt upon the prefeet like a
ticer from o cage. He simply peppered
him with blows, and Loder snarled
with rage.

“Yow-ow ! Stand clear, you cheeky

Come back ! ™ cried

he

brat ! the angry prefeet yelled, ** For

this night’'s work [’ll sce that you are
publicly expelled !

Then Loder hit the pavement with o
most resounding whaek. HIis nose was
swollen, amd his cyves were swiltly
turning hlack !

Meanwhile, our hero rushed away
and reached the village shop. e got
the hamper, which was crammed with
tuck and ginger-pop.

‘He bore the hamper on his back in
safety to the school.

“My hat! I'm jolly warm!™ he
gasped, ** I wish I could keep cooll
I wonder if the ropo of sheets has been
hauled up again ? No, there it is, still
tlnlnﬂljng down, and sodden by the
rain.’ -

Ho gave a low, soft whistle, and a
Tiﬂh‘t‘l {from overhead responded to his
signal, ;
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“We wlll haul you up ! ** it =ald.

“Yon'd better take the hamper
flrst ; I'll tie it on the end,” said Squifl,
and shortly afterwards he watehed tho
thinz ascend.

“It's nll gerene, We've oot the
tuck | " eame Harry Wharton's voice.
" And now we'll haul you up, friend
Squill, and revel and rejoice !

“Buck up 1" eaid Squiff. “I'm
frozen stifl, and soaked right to the

skin!

It won't take long to haul you up,”
eald Wharton, with a grin.

Squlif elntched the knotted rope, and
then a volee cried, * Haul away!*
And soon he was inside the dorm, where
all was bright and gay.

' “I've had an awful time,"”” he eaid.
r'1.1‘-‘|r:~*.t Quelch eame on my track. Then
T'ozer intercepted me—1I put him on his
back! Then Loder of the Sixth
loomed up, and asked me what I

meant. I threw him off the pavement—
and I threw him off the scent, [ *

- Well donel’” =eald Whartor
“You're a sport ! I think we all ngree
that vou deserve n Kknighthood, or at
jcast an 0.B.E. No other chap would
take the risk—not even Bull or Brown.”

“I would,”” said Billy Bunter,
‘but that foot of mine broke down ! **

“Come on, you chaps!' =sald
Cherry. ** We will now attack the feast.

I feel so hungry I could eat a rabbit-
ple, at least ! **

‘We gathered round by candle-light,
and started on the tuck. Then drank

Suuift’s - health  in  ginger-pop, and
praised him for his pluck !

THIL END,
DD IO DCCCCCECa

CHINESE CHATTER.
By Wun Lung.

Me tinkee ** Billy Bunter's Annual **
would be mueh imploved if sittle Wun
Lung got a place on the staffee. (Me
no savvy.—Iud,)

Me tinkee Hop Hi ought, to takee a
handee, too. (He'll take o boot if he

comes nosing round this establish-
ment.—Id,)

Mce contlibute lm'c-ly" bloodthilsty

tolics about my native countlee.
(Groo !—Iid,)

Me manage the paper velly muchee
better than that fool Billy Buntel.
(You wait till I get hold of you, you
Eﬂﬁt;l]lud pest. I'll flay you alive |—

‘-l[ » .

Me expeetee to getee at least flive
bobee for these notes. (Blessed is he
who expecteth nix ¢ and thien he won't
find himself in a fix.—1d.)

Me simply must getee jobee on stafiee
romchow, If Wicked Billy Buntel say
no, me choppee otfee pigtail in disgust |

i ](.3 I)'lht?ﬂ.{l with the merry execution |—

Me blingee out ** Apnunl® of my
ownee, and then * Bully Buntel's

- Annual ”” will have to shut up shopee!

(Me givee Wuan Lung n taste of my

fistee, nned then he will have to put up
thie shutters '—13d.)
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avourife Molloe o !

BILLY BUNTER :

A _motto that you cannot beat :
" Eat not to live, hut live to eat |

LQ.RD MAULEVERER :
When the storms of life are brewin’,

Lic an' read some  sweet
romancoe,

Let us, then, be up an’ doin’

Nothin’—while we have the
chanece ! ™

BOB CHERRY :
- I've got three *
_Here they be:
“ Never get slack when thines look
b, black.”
< A miss is as good as a mile.”
Pack up your troubles in vour old
kit-bag, .
And smile, boys, smile] "

HURREE SINGH :
* Look before you jumpfully leap."”

“ Let slﬁeping dogs slumberfully
sleep.

A penny saved is a quid of gainiul-
Nness,

And * Pleasure follows after pain-
fulneas,"”

““* A Ifriend in need is a friend indeed-
fully,”

““More hasteful haste, less gpeedful
speedriully.”

HAROLD SKINNER :

“ Iat, drink, and be merrv!”
An cxcellent motto, very!

BOLSOVER MAJOR :

“ Twice armed is he who hath his
quarre) just:
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But thrice is he armed who gets his
blow in fust'"”

SIDNEY SNOOP:

“He who flghts and runs away

Will Jive to tight another dav.

But he who stavs and takes his
chance,

Will exit on the ambulanece ! ™

ALONZO TODD:

‘“ A little deed of kindness,
A little word of cheer,
Will heal poor Bunter's blindness,
And make Tom Dutton hear! ™

PETER TODD:

‘“ All that glitters i3 not gold,”
And Bunter's * ticker's” not, I'm

told.

=

FISHER T, FISH :

*“ e who whispers down a well
About. the goods he has to sell,
Won't reap the shining silvensdollars,
Like ' he who climbs a tree, and

hollera ! ™ .

or,

“ Gather ye dollars while ye may,
Old Time is still a-tlyving ;
And in my study every jay
Will find some stuff worth buying!”

CLAUDE HOSKINS:

My favourite motto knocks out all
the rest : ** Music hath charms to

eoothe the savage breast ! ™' ;

JIH
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THE LEG-PULLER !

By DICK PENFOLD,

on Cherry hailed me in the hall
With, ** Havoe you heard tho
Intest ?
Of all the stunts I can recall
It 1= tho best and greatest !
Our worthy Head, and Mr. Prout,
Are fighting in the gym!”
Thoe genial Bob, 1 soon found out,
Had pulled my lower limb !

Next day hoe hailed me once again.
** Hast heard the news?” he
cried.

““ 0ld Colier has become insano,
And scared the countrysido !
Ho's scattering people leit and

richt
Along the road to Pegge ! "
1 hurried off to view the sight—
But Bob had pulled my leg !

That night, when I was sound
asleep
Bob Chorry roused my ire;
Straight from his bed ho gave a
leap
And loudly bellowed “ FIRE !
I wolko in panic and dismay,
And feared that 1 might roast ;
Till 1 heard Cherry calmly say,
“*I've had you all on toast!"”

Next morning, Bob eamo up and
said,
** Hallo, hallo, ballo !
You're wanted, Penfold, by the
Head.”
I grinned and didn’t go!
I thought ’'twas one ot Cherry’s
jokes
(What elso could you expect ?)
I've now received six painful
strokeos—
Bob’s messago was correct !
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