
THE GREYFRIARS

HOLIDAY 
1927 ANNUAL 1927 

FOR BOYS AND GIRLS



FrontiiptKt AT THE CROSS-ROADS!



THE GREYFRIARS

HOLIDAY
ANNUAL

( 1 )



HBSBBBEBEEEBBBBBESBE  eeeeee

Fl

THE EDITOR.

L-i

lEBBHEBBBBS

The Editor to His 11* riends

G 
□ 
E 
0 
0 
0 
E 
□ 
E 
E

0 
ra

The Fleetway House-, - 
Farringdon Street, 

LONDON, E.C.4.

In the work of producing the new volume of the Grey­
friars Holiday Annual I have been guided throughout 
by the experience gained from the editing of each of its 
seven predecessors. During the last seven years, too, 
large numbers of very welcome letters have been received 
from readers of all ages living in every part of the world, 
and these have, naturally, been very helpful to me.
All the well-known schoolboy characters, therefore, and 
the unique features which have made the “ Holiday ” 
the most popular Annual in the world, will again greet 
you from the pages of this volume. The famous chums of 
the Remove Form at Greyfriars—Harry Wharton & Co.— 
are here, and, of course, William George Bunter looms 
large as ever 1 Tom Merry & Co., of that famous school, 
St. Jim’s, join with the one and only Arthur Augustus 
D’Arcy in entertaining you with fresh pranks and ad­
ventures ; while Jimmy Silver and his chums of Rookwood, 
whose motto is always “ Keep smiling,” keep the ball 
rolling merrily.
The judicious admixture of some first-class adventure 
stories gives the necessary spice of variety to the programme. 
“ Billy Bunter’s Annual ” again provides a highly diverting 
feature, while an extra-long school story from the pen of 
famous P. G. Wodehouse will, I know, make a special 
appeal.
In short, no effort has been spared to make the Holiday 
Annual for 1927 a volume in which schoolboy fun and 
wholesome adventure are happily combined. The result 
is a book of irresistible charm to all who count themselves 
young in years or in spirit.
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The Chums of Greyfrlars School 
broadcast cheery messages to 
readers of The Holiday Annual

Hallo, everybody1
Harry Wharton speaking, from the 

Greyfriars Broadcasting Centre.
What’s that ? You had no idea we were on 

the wireless ? Of course we are! Greyfriars 
isn’t nearly such a “ sleepy, antiquated, old 
show ” as Fisher Tarleton Fish, the hustler 
from New York, would have you believe. We 
were one of the very first, schools in the 
country to have wireless installed ; in fact, 
Billy Bunter, the famous fat fellow, declares 
it was he who invented wireless I Y'ou must
take that with a grain of salt, if not a whole 
salt-mine 1 Wireless was not invented by 
Signor William Marconi Bunter, any more than 
jam tarts were invented by Edison 1

Well, and how do you like the look of this 
new Holiday Annual ? A bumper affair, is 
it not ? There are enough stories and articles 
and poems and pictures to keep you interested 
for many a happy hour. I was permitted, as 
a special favour by the Editor, to read some 
of the yarns before they went to Press—and 
they are simply toppers ! I enjoyed them no 
end, and I’m sure you will all do likewise. 
The jolly old Annual seems to grow better 
and brighter as the years roll by. As old 
Shakespeare says : ’* Age. eamiot wither it, 
nor Custom stale its infinite variety.” There 
you have the secret of the Annual's popularity 
—its variety 1 Whatever your tastes—whether 

you like school yarns or sport yarns or adven­
ture yarns, short yarns or long yarns or 
happy-medium yarns—you find your tastes 
catered for in THE boys’ book of the year— 
the good old Holiday Annual.

And now I must make way for that plump 
descendant of Falstaff, Billy Bunter. He is 
bound to talk a lot of nonsense; and, as it’s 
impossible to give a fellow a bumping by 
wireless, you will have to grin and bear it 1

Billy Bunter Broadcasts I

Isay, you fellows ! This is ME speaking— 
the one-and-only BILLY BUNTER, copy­

right throughout the civilised world, and 
registered at the Ministry of Food as a mighty 
feeder whom no one can imitate 1 I have been 
fined heaps of times at the Greyfriars Police 
Court for exceeding the feed limit; but the 
real truth of the matter is, I never seem to get, 
enough to eat in this place. I have stronglv 
advocated an eight-meal day for British 
schoolboys—did I hear a thunderous chorus 
of “ Hear, hear ” ?—but the Head is one of 
those old stick-in-the-muds who hates reforms, 
so we’ve got to carry on under the present 
regiment. (Bob Cherry says the word ought 
to be “ Reggie Me,” and not regiment, but of 
course, he’s talking out of his hat. as usual I)

Wouldn't an eight-meal day be a boon and 
a blessing ? There would be First Brekker 
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lows, lie gets tuned up, just like a fiddle ; I 
cut his speech short in the middle, for if I'd 
left the owl alone, he’d keep on like a gramo­
phone 1

In case you’ve never heard of me, 111 
introduce myself with glee. I am the bard 
of the Remove—a statement no one can 
disprove ; for I have written reams of rhymes, 
which have appeared at various times. I 
thought I really might do worse than give my 
wireless talk in verse. I fancy you 11 survive 
all right. My little “ jaw ” won’t last all 
night 1

When Shakespeare wrote his topping plays, 
’twas long before the 
wireless craze. They 
didn’t “ listen-in” to 
hear the Bard of Avon 
spout “ King Lear " ; 
nor could they hear 
the clever fellow 
broadcast selections 
from Othello.” The 
vaunted days of Good 
Queen Bess were 
really rather tame, 
I guess. They had no 
trains, or trams, or 
airways; no motor 
cars or moving stair­
ways ; no telephones, 
or dictaphones, or 
“ Baby Grands,” or 
gramophones. Grey­
friars existed, it is 
true, for schoolboys 
just like me and 

you ; but there were no first-rate boys’ papers, 
or stories packed with pranks and capers. 
The good old Annual wasn’t known, when 
Good Queen Bess sat on the throne ! There­
fore, the chaps who live to-day can count 
themselves in luck and say : “ Thank good­
ness we were not on earth before the Annual 
sprung to birth I ■—before the “ Magnet,” 
“ Gem,” and “ Pop,” were sold on bookstall 
and in shop ! ”

And now I’ll send to sleep my Muse, and 
leave you fellows to peruse this bumper book 
for British Boys—a wholesome feast of fiction 
joys I

aud Second Brekker; Lunch “ A ” and 
Lunch “ B ; Tea Major and Tea Minor; 
and Supper I aud Supper III Some of the 
fellows would never be able to get through 
such an orgy of feeding; and it would be a 
case of the survival of the fattest I

There are some more fellows waiting to chat 
to you on the wireless, but don’t take any 
notice of what they say. Out of the mouths 

■ of babes and sucklings cometh forth tommy­
rot I What I want you to do, you fellows, is 
to turn to Page 191, where Billy Bunter’s 
Annual begins, and I guarantee you won’t 
stop laughing till you come to the last page. 
Even the masters at 
this school agree 
that nothing quite 
like my Annual has 
ever been publicated. 
I let my Form- 
master, Mr. Quelch, 
read it before it went 
to Press, and he 
laughed so much 
that he nearly went 
into revulsions I

(It’s all right, Dick 
P enfold! You 
needn t keep jogefm7 
and j ostlmg me.° You 
shall have your turn 
at broadcasting in a 
minute!) Well, you 
fellows, I've nothing 
more to say except 
—(Be patient, Pen­
fold !)—except that I
hope you will all enjoy this volume of the 
Annual, and also my own Annual which 
nestles inside it; and when you come to the 
last page, I hope your verdict will be— 
(Gcggo, Penfold, you rotter !) As I was 
about to remark, I hope you will Jay this 
volume aside with a sigh” and say—(Ow! 
low! Yaroooo! I’m being dragged away 
by brute force, by that beast Penfold !)

Good-bye, you fellows—Yooop!—Good-bye!

Fenfold the Poetical I
J—Jat.i.o !, Dick Penfold here, you fellows ! 

ou re tired, no doubt, of Bunter's bel-

Mr. Quelch laughed so much that he nearly went 
into revulsions.”
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But. stay ! Before I end my “ patter," the 
dusky Nabob wants to chatter. The worthy 
Hurreo Singh, so tanned, who hails front 
India’s coral strand.

Weird and Wonderful English I
I—IOW do you do dofully, my worthy 1 and esteemed chums ? I trust you 
are all in the pinkfulness, as it leaves 
me at present with a cold on the ehestfulness, 
due to the treacherous English climate.

I felt I should like to convey to you, 
broadcastfully, my compliments and good 
wishes. I need not introducefully make 
myself known to you. for most of you know 
me already as a member of the esteemed 
and Famous Five of the Greyfriars Remove. 
I am from India, and I like your England 
very much, except for the climate and the 
food ! The rain it raineth every day, and 
the snow comes down flakefully. As for the 
food, they do not serve the nice hot dishes 
to which I have been usefully accustomed 
in my native land. Curry and chutney 
]lease my palate, but the roastful beef and 
the stewful mutton delight me not. But 
what’s the use of grousefully grumbling ? 
All these troubles are sent to try us, and,

11 Hear the Bard of Avon . . . broadcast selections 
from 1 Othello ’ 1 ”

. Chinese pirates who make people 
j-alkee plankee! ”

as your English proverb so aptly says, it’s 
an ill wind that blows nobody down a long 
lane that has no silver lining !

Well, my worthy and esteemed chums I 
must give you good-bye. because there are 
other fellows who wishfully desire to waft 
their good wishes over the wireless. Listen 
with all your earfulness, and you will hear 
Wun Lung, the Chinese, speakfully holding 
forth. But I doubt if you will understand- 
fully cotton on to what he says, because, 
unlike myself, he has not yet thoroughly 
mastered the esteemed and ludicrous English 
language; and his errors of speechfulness 
are terrific !

Farewell good-byefully 1

Wun Lung Chimes in I
IVJE velly pleased to h< able to talkee- 

talkee over the wireless to all the 
thousands of Holiday Annual readers. 
You savvy ? What you tinkee of this latest 
Annual ? Me tinkee it is velly, velly good, 
but it would be velly muchee better if the 
Editor had allowed little Wun Lung to write 
a story in it about Chinese pirates who 
make people walkee plankee, and chopee off 
headee and feed to the sharkee. A ou savvy I 
But the Editor sav he has no use for stories



of that sort. Never mind 1 Perhaps he will 
let little Wun Lung write bloodthirsty yarnee 
for the next Annual. What you tinkee 1

I must hoppee off now, because. Gosling, 
the porter, wishee to talkee-talkee. •

Good-bye-ee !

Gosling’s Merry Message!

A xrx’ yer pardon, young gents, but 
might I be allowed to get a word in 

edgeways, so to speak ?
I’m William Gosling, that’s who I am— 

Keeper of the Keys an’ Guardian of the Gate 
for nigh on ’alf a century, as ever was! 
I gets worrited out of me life by the young 
rips at Greyfriars, an’ I ’as so many dooties 
an’ cares that sometimes I ’ardly knows 
whether I’m on me ’ead or me ’eels, as the 
sayin’ goes. But I’m feelin’ very merry an’ 
bright at the moment, because the Editor 
of the ’Oliday Annual ’as jest wrote me a 
letter

“ Dear Gosling,” says ’e, “ this is to hinfonn 
you that I ’ave decided to send you a copy of 
the Annual, free, gratis, an’ for nothin’. 
I am aware,” says ’e, “ that an over-worked 
an’ hunder-paid porter ain’t in a position to 
put ’is ’and in ’is pocket an’ pcrjuice six 
shillin's. I am aware, also,” savs ’e, “ that 
you wouldn’t miss the Annual for worlds, 
because you Aggers in some of the stories 
yerself. So I am sendin’ you a free copy, 
with the condiments of the season.”

Now, that’s wot I calls a real gent! Fancy 
a busy Editor; in the midst of all ’is multi­
farious dooties—I ’unted up “ multifarious ” 
in the dictionary 1—sparin’ a thought for a 
pore old porter wot’s a-toilin’ an’ a-moilin 
in this ’ere benighted place. Wot I says is 
this ’ere : it’s real good of the Editor, an’ 
I can assure ’im that I shall spend many an 
’appy hour in my cosy parlour with the 
’Oltday Annual for company.

An’ now, dooty calls, so I must be hoff. 
My best respecks to you all, young gents.

W hat I says is this ’ere------ Good-bye !

BOB CHERRY
(Junior Sports Champion)

The genial Bob takes pride of place 
In this, our Champion’s Corner;

He’s first in many a thrilling race, 
At cricket, he’s a Warner.

Upon the football field, his fame 
Compares with that of Buchan ; 

Who can excel him at the game ?
I’ll warrant, very few can 1

The energy that Bob displays
Is wonderful—cyclonic 1

It acts on those with whom he plays 
Just like a bracing tonic.

He never wavers in the field, 
Or wearies of the tussle ;

But plays up well for cup or shield, 
Exerting every muscle 1

He has no patience with tire chaps 
Who spend their days in dozing, 

Upon their sofas taking naps, 
in blissful ease reposing.

Mauleverer, the lazy lord, 
The Greyfriars “ Weary Willie,”

Is seized by Bob, when feeling bored, 
And dragged forth willy-nilly I

All honour to our valiant Bob, 
A fine and manly figure 1 

However irksome be his job 
He tackles it with vigour.

The record of his sporting feats 
Would fill a good-sized manual;

His prowess gives delightful treats 
To readers of THE ANNUAL 1

THE END
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THE OLD, OLD STORY!
foR a long Time Silly BunTer twz seen Trying 

TO RAISE MONEY. ON POSTAL ORDERS TW AAYE SEEN
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We were convaj-ed in a couple of taxicabs 
■—there was no room for both of us in one 

vehikle.

My pater had often promniist me that, 
when lie had a stroke of luck on the 
Stock Exchange, and the fambly 

coughers were filled to overflowing, he would 
get permission from the Head for a day off, 
and treat me to a trip to the Zoo.

Well, one fine morning my pater did a 
jolly good deal in “ bulls ” and “ bears,” 
and other animals on the Stock Exchange ; 
and he kept his prommis by tellyfoning 
to the Head and asking if I could come up 
to town for the day.

• “ Sertainly, Mr. Bunter 1 ” said the Head. 
“ I can always spare your son William. 
He is so forward with his lessons that there 
is nothing more we can teach him here. 
He is welcome to have as much time off as 
he likes.”

So off I went to London, and joined the 
pater in the refreshment buffy at Charing 
Cross. An ideal meating-place I After 
a sixteen-course lunch, we were conVayed 
in a cuppie of taxi-cabs (there was no room 
for both of us in one vehickle) to the Zoo.

I have always been fond of wild beasts, 
ever since my miner Sammy was born. 
And it gave me keen delight to roll around 
and inspect the lions, tigers, ellyfants, and 
other household pets. I also enjoyed watching 
the seals and porpuss.es. I’ve a fellow feeling 
for porpusses, being a yewman specimen 
of that tribe.

MY DAY AT THE ZOO
By BILL Y B UNTILR

When wo came to the monkey-house, 
there was a- rather unforchunitt insident. 
One of the monkeys thrust his paw through 
the bars and relieved me of my gold watch 
—chain and all 1 That gold watch was a 
birthday gift from my pater. He had bought 
it specially for me, straight from the brass 
foundery. 1 begged the monkey to give 
it back, but he just grinned and gibbered 
at me. However, a keeper came along 
soon afterwards and recovered my property 
for me. The watch hadn't been improved 
by the monkey opening it and ’ tampering 
with the works.

I only wish I had space to describe in detale 
my wunderful day at the Zoo. It was trooly 
a wunderful day, and by way of a diversion, 
my pater took me along to the British 
Museum, where the mummies and things 
are. 1 had never seen any mummies before, 
and I noticed one thing directly. Looking 
at mummies made me feel awfully peckish; 
I began to feel as hungry as a hunter! Perhaps 
my pater did too, because we soon went oft 
to finish up the day in style with a tip-top 
dinner at the Writs Hotel.

There was a rather unforchunitt insident at 
the monkey-house.

( 8 )
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Billy Bunter, the plump Falstaff of 
the Greyfriars Remove, was wearing, 
in addition to his Etons, a worried look.

Bunter was not given to worrying over­
much about anything as a rule ; but he 
certainly looked worried now.

It was a sunny morning in July, and most 
of the Greyfriars fellows were looking very 
merry and bright. Their faces matched the 
morning. But the fat countenance of William 
George Bunter was sicklied o'er with the pale 
cast of thought.

The fat junior rolled disconsolately up to 
the notice board in the hall. He had a 
hope—a very remote hope, it is true—that 
his name would be down to play for the 
Remove against the Fifth that afternoon. 
And he blinked through his big spectacles 
at the list of names which Harry Wharton 
had posted up.

But if Billy Bunter imagined that his 
illustrious name would figure on the list, 
he imagined a vain thing.

Harry Wharton’s name headed the list, 
as a matter of course; then followed the 
names of the other members of the Famous 
Five. Vernon Smith’s name was down, 
and Peter Todd's, and Hark Linley’s ; and 
Penfold and Field and Russell completed 
the elevon. There was no mention of William 
George Bunter, not even as first reserve, 
or umpire, or scorer, or roller of the pitch ! 

“ Rotten 1 ” grunted the fat junior. And 
he began to look, more worried than ever.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ” came the dulcet 
voice of Bob Cherry, who appeared on the 
scene with his chums. “ Wherefore that 
worried look, old fat man ? ”

Bunter pointed to the list of names with a 
fat forefinger.

“ I’m left out 1 ” he said, more in sorrow 
than in anger.

“ Why, of course you are,” said Johnny 
Bull. “ Wharton's still got a glimmering 
of sanity left. He'd need to be clean off 
his rocker before selecting a fat duller like 
you ! ”

'■ Oh, really, Bull------”
“ If we were playing a kindergarten, instead 

of the Fifth, I might give you a show, Bunter.” 
said the captain of the Remove. “ But [in 
the circs., I’m afraid you must take a back 
seat.”

Billy Bunter blinked at the speaker. He 
was still looking worried—desperately so.

*' Look here, Wharton,” he said, “ you've 
simplv got to play me this afternoon! ”

” What ? ”
“ You've got to 1 ” said Bunter. “ I 

must insist 1 ”
Harry Wharton burst into a laugh.
“ You silly cuckoo 1 Do you imagine 

I'm going to take my orders front you ? ”
Billy Bunter plunged his hand into his 

breast-pocket, and produced a letter.
” I say, you fellows 1 This is from my 

Uncle Peter,” he said. “ He's coming to 
Greyfriars this afternoon for the express 
purpose of seeing me play cricket.”



With Billy Bunter—strutting along in flannels—on one side 
and smiling Sammy on the other.'Uncle Peter was escorted 

to Little Side.

“ Oh, my hat 1 ”
“ Uncle Peter's been abroad for years— 

gold prospecting, or something?' Bunter 
went on. “He. naturally wants to look me up. 
He’s heard what a ripping cricketer I am------ ”

“ Who told him that ? ” asked Nugent.
“ Ahem I I mentioned the fact in my last 

letter to him,” said Bunter. “ I told him I 
was the best cricketer in the Remove, and 
he’ll naturally expect to see me play. If 
he comes here this afternoon and finds I’m 
not playing, he might think I’m not good 
enough for the eleven and that I’ve been 
exaggerating my abilities.”

“ Ha, ha 1 That’s just what the old boy 
will think 1 ” said Bob Cherry. " You 
shouldn’t have told-him such whoppers.”

Billy Bunter turned appealingly to Harry 
Wharton.

“ You can see how I’m fixed,” he said. 
“ Unde Peter will be awfully ratty if he comes 
□11 the way from London to see me play 
and finds I'm not even in the eleven. Try 
and squeeze me in. Wharton, there's a good

fellow! You could stand down and 
let me take your place------”

“ What ? ” shouted Harry.
“ Or Bob Cherry could stand down.

■He’s a very feeble sort of player.”
Bob gave a roar which tlie celebrated 

Bull of Bashan could not have equalled.
“ You—you cheeky fat toad I If you 

dare to call me feeble, I- I'll burst 
you ! ”

I la, ha ha I ”
Perhaps Johnny Bull would give 

me his place ? ” suggested Bunter.
'' Br-r-r I ” growled Johnny.
“ Or perhaps Inky will do the decent 

thing and stand down ? ”
‘‘Nothing doing, my esteemed and 

ludicrous Bunter,” said Ilurree Jamset 
Ram Singh, in his weird English. “ I 
have no intention of surrenderfully 
giving up my place in the eleven.”

Billy Bunter blinked at his school­
fellows in despair. There was such a 
woebegone look on his face that Harry 
Wharton & Co. were moved to com­
passion.

Bunter was certainly in a tight fix. He 
had represented to his uncle. Peter that he 
was a splendid cricketer—a sort of schoolboy 
edition of Jack Hobbs—and Uncle Peter was 
coming down from London for the special 
purpose of seeing his plump nephew perform. 
If he found that Bunter was not even in the 
eleven, he would undoubtedly be angry. 
He would consider that he had been fooled.

Harry Wharton looked thoughtful. He 
was pondering the advisability of giving 
Bunter a game. After all, the match was 
not an important one ; and the Fifth, though 
a higher form, had a very mediocre team, 
which was considerably weakened by the 
inclusion of Horace Coker, the comedian of 
the form.

“ Why not play Bunter ? ” said Wharton, 
at length. “ The Fifth are playing Coker. 
That will be one clown on each side.”

“ Ha, ha, ha I ”
"But Uncle Peter will have several sorts 

of a fit when he secs the sort of cricket that 
Bunter serves up.” said Ni’gant.

( 10 )



" That will be Bunter's funeral,” said 
Wharton. “ Are you really keen to play, 
Bunter ? ”

“ Of course I ” said the fat junior, his eyes 
glistening. “ I’m certain I shall hit up a 
century; I feel it in my hones. And when 
Uncle Peter sees me take a hundred oil the 
Fifth’s bowling, he’ll be tremendously bucked. 
He’ll tip me a fiver, most likely.”

The Famous Five grinned. They did not 
anticipate a century from the bat of William 
George Bunter. Bunter’s contribution to the 
liemove total would probably be a “ big 
round nought.” 

nephew, who was in flannels, very cordially. 
And he had an avuncular embrace for young 
Sammy Bunter, of the Second.

“ I am delighted to see you, my dear boys ! ” 
said Uncle Peter warmly. “ Am I in time for 
the cricket match, William ? ”

“ Yes, rather, uncle 1 Were just going to 
start. I’ll take you along to the ground.”

Flanked by his two nephews Uncle Peter 
was escorted to Little Side. He was piloted 
to a deck-chair, beneath one of the old elms, 
and he settled down to enjoy the cricket.

It was to be a sihgle innings match. Blundell 
of the Fifth won the toss, and elected to bat 

However, it was arranged that Bunter 
should play; and Dick Penfold sportingly- 
agreed to stand down, and make way for the 
fat junior.

Bunter was so grateful to Penfold that he

first.
There was a cheer as Harry Wharton led 

his men out to field.
“ Where would you like me to field, Whar­

ton ? ” asked Billy Bunter. “ I’m rather
would have hugged him, had not Pen backed 
away in the nick of time.

There would be no disappointment for Uncle 
Peter, now. He would come, and sec, and 
marvel. He would gaze on his plump nephew 
with admiring eyes, while Billy Bunter flogged 
the Fifth Form bowling to all parts of the 
field. And he would have, the 
satisfaction of seeing Bunter 
make a century and also the 
winning hit 1

In his mind’s eye, Bunter 
saw all these things coming to 
pass. Ho was not likely to 
see them with any other eye 
but his mind’s eye ; but in 
his mind's eye he saw them 
with crystal clearness.

Uncle Peter arrived at 
Grey-friars shortly after din­
ner. He was a stout, amiable- 
looking gentleman, and he 
seemed to ooze prosperity. Ho 
turned up in a magnificent 
car, and his suit was the. last 
word in smartness. It seemed 
that Uncle Peter’s ventures 
in gold-prospecting had not 

good at silly- point, you know.
“ And better still at stupid mid-ofi 1 ” 

chuckled Bob Cherry.
“ Ha, ha, ha I ”
Wharton turned to the fat junior.
“ You'd better get as far away as possible,” 

he. said. “ Somewhere where there's no 

been altogether barren of Bob Cjicrry was standing behind Bunter, when the fat junior started 
result ' to bowl,' and Bob Cherry thought he was safe. He wasn’t! The ball

Hew in precisely the opposite direction to that in which Bunter intended
He greeted his p 1 u m p it to go, and it caught Bob Cherry full in the chest.



chance o£ a catch being sent for you to muff ! ”
“ Oh, really, Wharton------”
Billy Bunter rolled away into the deep 

field, and Blundell and Bland, padded and 
gloved, and looking capable of doughty deeds, 
came in to open the Fifth’s innings,

Uncle Peter, comfortably ensconced in his 
deck-chair, gazed out over the green playing- 
fields, dotted with flannelled figures ; and he 
sighed contentedly.

Blundell opened against the bowling of 
Hurree Singh. The captain of the Fifth found 
his form at once, and started to open his 
shoulders.

“ Look out, Bunter 1 ”
A mighty hit sent the ball soaring away into 

the " deep. Billy Bunter saw it coming— 
saw the ball hang in the air for a brief second, 
and then dive suddenly towards him. But 
Billy Bunter didn’t shape to catch it. He 
gave a yelp of alarm, and ran away from the 
swiftly descending sphere. Bunter had been 
hit on the head by a cricket-ball before, and 
he didn't want an encore ! He dodged away, 
and the ball thudded harmlessly into the 
grass.

A veil of laughter and derision rang out.
“ Yah I ”
“ Funk 1”
“ Why didn’t you catch it ? ”
Billy Bunter felt very foolish as he gathered 

up the ball. What would Uncle Peter think 
of that deplorable exhibition of funk ? He 
was certain to be disgusted with his plump 
nephew.

“ I shall have to make amends for that,” 
murmured Bunter. “ I’ll ask Wharton to 
let me bowl presently. And when Uncle 
Peter sees the Fifth Form wickets falling like 
ninepins, he’ll forget all about that muffed 
catch.”

Bunter's request to be allowed to bowl was 
not granted until the tail-end of the Fifth s 
innings.

Horace Coker was the last man in, and 
Bunter was permitted to bowl to him. It. was, 
as Bob Cherry said, a sight for gods and men 
•nd little fishes. Coker was probably the 
worst batsman at Greyfriars ; Bunter was 
certainly the worst bowler ! It was not a case 
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of Greek meeting Greek; it was a case of 
freak meeting freak 1

Whizz 1
Billy Bunter spun himself round like a 

catherine-wheel, and the ball fairly flew from 
his hand. There was a fiendish yell from 
Johnny Bull, who was fielding at silly point. 
The ball flew straight for Johnny, catching 
him a terrific crack under the chin.

“ Yaroooo 1 You—you fat villain 1 You’ve 
nearly fractured my jaw 1 ” hooted Johnny.

” Ha, ha, ha 1 ”
The rest of the fieldsmen seemed to find it 

a matter for merriment. But Johnny Bui! 
didn’t. The glare he bestowed upon William 
George Bunter was almost homicidal.

“ Sorry, old chap,” said Bunter cheerfully.
” Ball slipped, you know.”

“ Bowl up 1 ” said Coker.
Bunter tried again. This time, the fields­

men jumped well back out of the danger zone. 
When Bunter was bowling there was really 
no knowing in which direction the ball would 
travel. It was safe to wager that the batsman 
would see nothing of it 1

Bob Cherry was standing behind Buntei, 
and Bob fondly imagined that he was safe. 
But nobody was safe, when Billy Bunter was 
let loose with the ball. The leather flew from 
the fat junior's hand—flew in precisely the 
opposite, direction to that in which it was in­
tended to go. Bob Cherry received it full in 
the chest, and it bowled him over like a skittle.

“ Ybwp 1 ” gasped Bob, as he collapsed in 
the grass. “ Chain that fat madman up, some­
body 1 He’s out to kill 1 ”

“ Ha, ha, ha ! ”
Exactly what Uncle Peter thought of his 

nephew’s bowling feats was not known. Per­
haps it would be made clear later !

Even Bunter, with all his inflated conceit, 
realised that he had not exactly covered him­
self with glory. But he consoled himself with 
the reflection that he would make ample 
amends, when it came to his turn to bat.

The Fifth were all out at last, through 
Coker sitting on his own wicket. They had 
scored 98, and the Remove would have to be 
at their best to win.

“ Let me come in first with you, Wharton,’’ 
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said Bunter. “ We’ll knock off the runs 
between us.”

“ Ass 1 You’ll go in last,” grunted the 
captain of the Remove. “ While you’re wait­
ing your turn, I should advise you to go and 
make peace with your uncle.”

From the pavilion, Billy Bunter could see 
Uncle Peter taking his ease in the deck-chair. 
But'1 he hadn’t the pluck to approach him. 
That muffed catch, and that wildly erratic 
bowling, must have annoyed Uncle Peter 
intensely. Certainly it did not bear out what 
Bunter had so often said in his letters—that 

way back to the pavilion is paved with good 
intentions. Every batsman fondly hopes to 
make a century ; but only a very few find their 
hopes brought to fruition.

Billy Bunter patted the turf very carefully, 
as he had sometimes seen County players do ; 
and he kept the field waiting for quite two 
minutes before he was ready.

Blundell was bowling, and he contemptu­
ously tossed up a lob. It was a soft, simple ball, 
that pleaded to be hit out of the ground. 
Bunter would willingly have granted its plea, 
but he could not. He shut his eyes and smote

he was the finest 
cricketer in the 
Remove.

Bunter deemed 
it prudent to give 
Uncle Peter a wide 
berth, until he had 
made a century, 
and won the match 
for his side, there­
by wiping out his 
previous failures.

The R e m o v e 
batt e d strongly 
and well, against 
some indifferent 
bowling. Harry 
Wharton hit up a 
useful 24 before 
being taken at the 
wicket; a nd Bob 
Cherry and Frank 
Nugent carried on 
the good work. 
Hurree Singh, who

“ A splendid win, my dear boy I ” said Uncle Peter, gripping 
Bunter’s hand. “ Your batting was excellent; only equalled, 

in fact, by your remarkable bowling I ”

blindly, mistiming 
the ball hope­
lessly.

Crash •
As falls the 

giant oak, so fell 
Billy Bunter’s 
w i c k e t. The: 
stumps were 
spread- eagled, 
and the batsman, 
losing his balance, 
crashed heavily to 
earth, sitting 
amongst the 
wreckage.

“ Yarooooo ! ”
“ Ha, lia, ha ! ”
“ How’s that, 

umpire? ” grinned 
Blundell. “ I’ve 
a faint shadow of 
a suspicion that 
it’s ‘ out ’ ! ”

Certainly it was
was last but one on the batting list, made 
the winning hit amid shouts of applause; 
so that the game was already won when 
William George Bunter waddled forth to the 
wicket.

“ out.” Of that—as the gentleman in the 
“ Gondoliers ” observed — there was no 
shadow of doubt, no possible probable 
shadow of doubt, no possible doubt what­
ever 1

There was a very grim expression on the fat 
junior’s face. If ho wished to redeem himself 
in the eyes of Uncle Peter—and he did wish 
to, most fervently—here was his opportunity. 
He would help himselfito a century from the 
tired bowling, and then retire, bearing his 
blushing honours thick upon him.

That was Bunter’s fixed intention. But the 

Billy Bunter’s cup of humiliation was now 
full. It was brimming over, in fact. The fat 
junior quaked at the knees, at the prospect of 
the coming interview with Uncle Peter. It 
seemed only too probable that the vials of that 
gentleman’s wrath would be poured over the 
head of his plump nephew.

Bunter had boasted that he was the 
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Remove’s champion cricketer—the juvenile 
Jessop of Greyfriars. But, instead of living up 
to the part, he had failed, utterly and igno­
miniously 1

What excuse could he offer to Uncle Peter ? 
It would be no use saying that this was his 
“ off ” day. It would be equally futile to pre­
tend that he had been the victim of bad luck. 
He had had his chances, and he had bungled 
them. And now he must face the music !

To Billy Bunter’s great astonishment, 
however, there was no music to face.

As the players were coming off, Uncle 
Peter rose up from his deck-chair, and came 
across the greensward to his nephew. The 
air rang with cheering for the Remove’s 
victory.

“ A splendid win, my dear boy 1 ” said 
Uncle Peter, gripping the astonished Bunter by 
the hand. “ You batted magnificently, by 
Jove! ”

Oh ! ” gasped Bunter, crimson with 
confusion.

Uncle Peter smiled.
“ Don’t be so modest about it, William,” he 

said. “ Why, you are blushing like a girl ! 
Your batting was excellent, my dear boy, 
only equalled, in fact, by your remarkable 
bowling.”

Billy Bunter blinked at his uncle in wonder. 
Was the old gentleman being sarcastic at his 
nephew’s expense ? Apparently not, for he 
seemed genuinely delighted.

“ I expect you are feeling hungry, William, 
after your strenuous innings ? ” said Uncle 
Peter.
• “ Yes, rather ! ”

Bunter was certainly hungry. Some fellows 
experience a sudden Joss of appetite alter 
making a ” duck’s-egg.” But the only effect 
of such a calamity on Bunter’s appetite was 
to make it keener. He trolted gleefully away 
to the tuckshop with Uncle Peter, scarcely able 
to credit his good fortune.

Bunter had expected scowls and reproaches, 
after his inglorious exhibition on the cricket 
field. Instead of which, he got smiles and 
congratulations—and an excellent feed into the 
bargain !

The truth of the matter was that Uncle 
Peter had not seen a single ball bowled 1

It had been so cosy and restful in the deck­
chair that the old gentleman had dropped into 
a doze, from which he had not been awakened 
until the salvo of cheers from the pavilion had 
announced the Remove’s victory.

Uncle Peter simply dared not confess to 
his nephew that he had seen nothing of the 
game. He would not have wounded Bunter’s 
feelings for words. He had come down to 
Greyfriars for the special purpose of seeing 
his nephew perform prodigies of valour. 
Actually, he had seen nothing; but he took 
it for granted that those prodigies of valour 
had been performed. He assumed that his 
nephew had bowled well, and batted well, 
and won the match for his side. And, as Bunter 
did not attempt to deny it, Uncle Peter felt 
that he was on safe ground.

What the old gentleman’s feelings would 
have been had he taken a peep at the score­
book, may be left to the imagination. For 
the score-book contained the following dismal 
entry :

“ W. G. Bunter, b. Blundell. 0.”
Before leaving Greyfriars in his car, Uncle 

Peter bestowed quite a lavish tip upon 
Billy Bunter ; and he left the school under the 
impression that his nephew was a wonderful 
cricketer, who would one day assist his country 
to fight Australia for the “ Ashes.”

Uncle Peter never learned how Bunter had 
really disported himself in the match with the 
Fifth. And Bunter, for his part, never learned 
that Uncle Peter had slept solidly through the 
match. Which was just as well for the peace 
of mind of both 1
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In the Days of the Old-time Frontiersmen



This is the shop in the busy street.

THE BALLAD OF THE—
This is the boy
Who jumps for joy, 
And leaps and dances 
And gaily prances, 
And calls to his brothers, 
His chums, and others :

Remember, remember, 
The first of September !

It brings the Holiday Annual ! ”

RJ EG

This is the shop in the busy street 
To which he flies with nimble feet, 
And his chums and brothers 
And all the others
Come running and racing, 
Careering and chasing 
And bounding along 
In an eager throng

To buy the Holiday Annual!

This is the man who keeps the shop, 
And sells the “ Magnet,” the “ Gem,” 

and “ Pop,”
And he beams and smiles 
At the piles and piles 
Of volumes trim 
Surrounding him.
And the precious piles 
At which he smiles

Are piles of the Holiday Annual I
( )



—“HOLIDAY ANNUAL”
This is the Editor, slogging away
With pen and ink, in the lamplight’s 

ray,
From set of sun till the peep o day, 
With never a wink of sleep, they say. 
Scribbling and scrawling
With speed appalling,
And keenly delighting
In writing and fighting

To fashion the Holiday Annual ! This is the Editor, slogging away.

03 ER KI

This is the author, in his lair, 
Running his fingers through his hair, 
Turning and twisting in his chair, 
And wishing he had more time to spare ! 
Pink and perspiring, 
Unkempt but untiring, 
With a clash and a clatter 
He types the matter

That makes up the Holiday Annual!

RS K-l This is the author, in h'is chair.

This is the reader, merry and bright, 
Who sits in his cosy den at night, 
Dreamily, happily taking his ease, 
With the precious volume on his knees. 
He’s the very boy 
Who jumped for joy, 
And leaped and danced 
And gaily pranced 
And called to his brothers, 
His chums, and others : 
“ Remember, remember 
The first of September I

It brings the Holiday Annual ! ”
( n

This is the reader, merry and bright



This looks like a giant hat-rack; actually the hats ” are engine 
domes in the depot at Swindon. They are stored here after being 

taken from old engines that have been scrapped.

Before the
Driver Coroes
All about what ha/rjiens 
before a railway engine 

leaves its "stable"

must any other locomotive or 
vehicle be brought near 
enough to cause movement 
by contact.

Operating in gangs of five, 
the cleaners start their gigan­
tic task systematically, as is 
very necessary. Two of them 
tackle the boiler brasses,

I2> every locomotive shed of a great railway 
hangs a big blackboard, upon which is 
chalked the name of each driver and fire­

man coming on duty. Against each pair of 
names is recorded the number of the engine 
they are to drive, the place where it is to be 
found, and the trips it is to make.

In addition to all this, there are mysterious 
chalk marks against many of the engine­
numbers, indicating to various gangs of 
workmen that certain tasks must be performed 
upon the selected locomotives, before the 
driver and fireman come on duty.

Perhaps some minor repair needs to be 
executed; or, more probable still, the monster 
needs to be cleaned.

Passenger engines are, as a rule, thoroughly 
“ bathed ” every day, whilst haulage or goods 
engines have to be content with a weekly. 
But whether the engine is “ passenger ” or 
“ goods,” the procedure of the cleaners varies 
little. First of all, they fix up a huge board 
marked “Not to Go,” in order to protect 
themselves while at work. Until that board 
is taken down the locomotive will remain 
stationary, for neither driver, fireman, nor 
anyone else bus authority to interfer. Nor

buffer-plant, and driving 
wheel. Another takes the motion wheels, 
whilst the remaining two set about the 
sides, framing, coupling-rods, and running 
wheels.

After rubbing all dirt from the paint-work 
with a dry cloth, vaseline is applied by means 
of a sponge-cloth. Sometimes mineral oil is 
substituted for the vaseline, but its constant 
use blackens the paintwork, and on this 
account is not generally favoured.

Burnt and hardened dirt is removed by a 
judicious mixture of bathbrick and elbow- 
grease, and all steel parts are polished with 
emery paper and coated with vaseline.

On an average, each gang of five men will 
clean three engines per day, and the cost 
is, at the present time, slightly over three 
pounds, or one pound per engine. This, of 
course, includes the provision of the necessary 
materials, and it is interesting to note that 
upon each engine three to four pounds of 
mineral oil, four pounds of sponge cloth, one 
pound of vaseline, and a pound of emery paper 
is expended. The sponge cloths, however, 
are afterwards put through a process that 
compels them to restore some of the oil and 
vaseline I
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Having thoroughly completed their task, 
the cleaners carefully rub from the engine­
board that particular sign applicable to them, 
and proceed to tackle their next victim.

Whilst they are so employed, the boiler­
foreman notices the existence of another 
cryptic sign which orders the scouring of the 
boiler.

In some districts special men are employed 
on this job, the water being so full of impurities 
as to demand a “ scour ” after every long­
distance run. Thick layers of rust and lime 
form on the inside, making the raising of 
steam more and more difficult, so that unless 
the residue is constantly scraped away, the 
task of the fireman becomes impossible.

Once the job is completed, another secret 
chalk-sign on the engine-board is deleted, 
and by the time the driver arrives there is 
nothing at all left opposite his name except 
the engine number, its hiding-place, and its 
work.

Whilst the fire is being lit for him, and the 
boiler filled with water, our driver collects a 
supply of lubricating oil, a quantity of waste­
cloths and dusters, one or two lamps, quite a 
number of tools, and, lastly, the key of the 
engine-locker.

He oils and trims the lamps, makes a careful 
examination of every detail of the locomotive

Here is shown a “surgical operation” on a 
G.W.R. express engine. The boiler has been 

lifted bodily from its bed.

mechanism, testing all the brakes and outlets. 
Then, by the time he has “ coaled,” the first 
trip will be about due.

This magnificent L.M.S. tank engine took part in the Railway Centenarv at Darlington last rear.
( 19



By 
MARTIN

CLIFFORD |Wi B1 IO
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A Christmas Story of the Chums of
THE FIRST CHAPTER

Interrupted Throes I
“ it ar Y dear chap------”1VJL *' Y°u must come ! ”

“ Can't be done 1 ” said Frank 
Richards decidedly.

“ Now, look here, old chap------ ” began
Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclerc together.

“ Can’t be done, really 1 ”
Cedar Creek School had broken up for 

Christinas. Frank Richards was in his room 
at the Lawless Ranch, seated at the table 
before the ancient and somewhat battered 
typewriter lent him by Sir. Penrose, of the 
“ Thompson Press.”

Frank had been leaning over that type­
writer, with a wrinkle in his brow and a far­
away look in his eyes, when his two chums 
came in.

He was, as a matter of fact, in the throes of 
composition, and the interruption was 
untimely. But he smiled and nodded 
cheerfully to Bob and Beauclerc as they came 
in. The lamp on the table glimmered on the 
typewriter keys and on a blank sheet of paper 
in the machine. So far Frank had written 
one line, “ Bullivant’s Christmas,” which was 
evidently the title of the story hatching in the 
youthful author’s brain. But the story was 
still incubating, so to speak, and the sheet of 
paper remained a beautiful blank so far.
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Cedar Creek, the Backwoods School
“ Shove that machine away 1 ” continued 

Bob Lawless. “ You’ve simply got to come ! 
Chunky Todgers is waiting downstairs------ ”

“ Bother Chunky Todgers ! ”
“ Oh, I say, Richards------” came a voice

at the doorway.
The fat and cheerful Chunky, muffled from 

head to foot against the weather, blinked in.
Frank Richards groaned inwardly.
Attached as he was to his friends, he wished 

them anywhere else at the present moment.
“ Molly Lawrence will be there,” remarked 

Beauclerc casually.
Frank Richards did not say “ Bother 1 ” 

this time.
“ Can’t be helped,” he said.
“ Molly will expect you,” said Bob severely. 

“ She says you’re the only good dancer at 
Cedar Creek.”

Frank laughed.
“ No time for dancing now,” he said.
Look here, you chaps 1 You buzz off 1 

There'll be no end of a crowd at the Mission 
dance, and I shan’t be missed. I’ve simply 
got to get this done.”

“ What rot! ” said Bob. “ Can’t you do 
it to-morrow ? ”

“ Or the next day ? ” suggested Beauclerc.
“ There’s only one dance at the Mission 

before Christmas,” said Bob Lawless re­
proachfully. “ It’s awfully kind of old 
Smiley to get it up, too. Can’t give it a miss.”

)



“ But------ ”
“ Better come, Richards,” said Chunky 

Todgers. “ Not that it matters about Molly. 
1’11 dance with Molly------”

“ You must come, if only to save Molly 
from that 1 ” said Bob

Chunky Todgers snorted at that remark.
“ You see,” said Frank, “ this is for the 

Christmas number. You know Mr. Penrose 
is getting out a Christmas number of the 
‘ Thompson Press.’ I’ve got to do a Christmas 
story. And I ought to take it along to-morrow 
morning at the latest. In fact, it ought to be 
in Mr. Penrose’s office this evening.”

Then why haven’t you done it before ? ” 
demanded Bob. “ Never put off till to­
morrow------”

"Why, that’s what you’re asking me to 
do! ”

“ I—I mean, never put off till to-day what 
you ought to do yesterday,” said Bob.

But I hadn’t an idea yesterday------ ”
“ Oh gum ! ” said Bob. “ Do you have to 

wait till you get an idea before you write a 
storv ? ”

•‘Well, you 
see------ ”

“ Have you got 
the idea ifbw ? ”

“ I was just 
getting it nicely 
when you fellows 
burst in,” said 
Frank Richards 
ruefully.

“ Keep it till 
to-morrow, then, 
and it will very 
likely improve 
with age,” sug­
gested Bob. 
“ Like wine, you 
know 1 ”

“ Ass 1 ”
“ Perhaps I can 

help,” said 
Chunky Todgers.

“ Eh ? How '! ”
“Wei 1, y o u 

know I can write a better story than you, 
old chap.”

“ Fathead 1 ”
“ Old Penrose doesn’t think so, I know,” 

said Chunky. “ Penrose is rather a jay. But 
the fact remains. Now, if you like, Richards, 
1’11 turn out the Christmas story, and you can 
go to the dance.”

Chunky Todgers had quite a generous air 
as he made that offer. Frank Richards 
laughed.

Generous as the offer was, the schoolboy 
author did not seem especially grateful for it.

“ What do you think of the stunt ? ” asked 
Todgers. “ I mean it 1 ”

“ You’re too kind 1 ” said Frank.
“ The fact is, old chap, I mean to be kind— 

this is the season for kindness,” said Chunky 
cheerily. “ I can knock off a story in an hour 
or so ; I don’t have to stick at the typer for 
hours to do a story, as yo~ ,do. I’ve got the 
gift, you know—a sort of facility. I should 
think you’d be pleased------”

“ I’m afraid Mr. Penrose wouldn’t be------ ”
“ Never mind 

Penrose; he can’t 
help being an 
ignorant jay. 
Y’ou needn’t 
mention it to him 
at all. He can 
think it’s your 
stuff.”

“You don’t 
think he’d notice 
any difference ? ” 
asked Frank, with 
a touch of gentle 
sarcasm.

“He might. 
But if he thought 
it was better than 
usual, and sent 
you some extra 
dollars, you could 
keep the money,” 
said Chunky 
Todgers, still 
generous. “ I’m 
not after the 

“ Conic on! ” Bob exclaimed, as he and Vere Beauclerc yanked 
the hapless Frank away from his typewriter. (See page 22.)



cash. I want to oblige you. Besides, I’d rather 
like to have a story in Penrose’s Christmas 
number. Probably there would be a rush, and 
he’d have to print a second edition. Then we’d 
tell him I did the story. No end of a joke on 
him, you know, after he’s been ass enough to 
refuse all the stuff I’ve sent him. See ? ”

“ Ha, ha, ha 1 ”
“ I don’t see where the cackle comes in ! 

Now, is it a go ? ”
Chunky Todgcrs meant to be generous, but 

he was very eager. As a matter of fact, the 
fat Chunky yearned to see his literary efforts 
in print. So far, Mr. Penrose had been willing 
to admit his contributions to the “ Thompson 
Press ” only if they were paid for at advertise­
ment rates. On those lines Mr. Penrose would 
have published anybody’s literary output, 
even if he had had to increase the size of his 
paper for it. But such an offer was no use to 
Chunky Todgcrs.

“ Fathead 1 ” said Frank Richards. “ Now 
if you fellows will buzz ofi to the Mission------ ”

“ Not -without you I ” said Bob. “ You’ve 
got to come 1 ”

“ But Mr. Penrose is expecting his copy---- ”
“ Let him expect I ”
“ But-----”
“ You’ll feel no encl bucked by a dance,” 

said Bob. “ To-morrow morning the literary 
bizney will roll off the typer like—like boiled 
tallow. Come on 1 ”

“ Oh dear 1 ”
Frank Richards had always found it difficult 

io say “ No ” to anybody. And certainly he 
wanted to go to the Mission dance; dances 
were rare enough in the Thompson Valley of 
British Columbia. Bob saw the signs of 
yielding in the hapless author’s face, and 
jerked him from his chair.

“ Kirn on 1 ” he said. „
“ If the copy’s late for the paper, I—-
“ Better than the author bcim.' late for the 

dance 1 Come on 1 ”
And Frank Richards gave in.

THE SECOND CHAPTER 
Chunky’s Littlo Game

“ dear ! ”VJ The buggy which was to carry the 
Cedar Creek churns to the Mission had been 

brought round. That evening traps and 
buggies and wagonettes and carts were con­
verging on the Mission from all directions 
through the falling flakes of snow. The dance 
given by Mr. and Mrs. Smiley to the inhabi­
tants of the Thompson Valley was well 
attended. Frank Richards, having made up 
his mind—or having had it made up for him 
—prepared to mount into the buggy with his 
chums, when a strange and lamentable howl 
came from Chunky Todgcrs.

Chunky sat down on the pinewood bench in 
the porch of the ranch-house, and his fat 
features were contorted.

“ Hallo ! What’s the matter, boy ? ” ex­
claimed Rancher Lawless. The rancher and 
his wife were going in the buggy.

“ A—a sudden pain.”
“ Too much maple-sugar ? ” asked Boo.
“ Yow-ow 1 ”
“ Can I do anything for you, Todgers ? ” 

asked Mrs. Lawless, with concern.
“ Ow1 No, thanks, ma’am! ” gasped 

Chunky. “ I—I don’t feel well enough to—tc 
go to the dance, that’s all! ”

“ Dear me ! ”
“ That’s bad 1 ” said the rancher, looking at 

Chunky rather curiously.
The fat youth’s pains had come on very 

suddenly.
“ Oh, buck up, Chunky 1 ” said Bob 

Lawless. “ We can’t wait, you know. 
Bring your pains along with you ! ”

“ Room in the buggy,”-said Frank, smiling. 
“ My dear boys 1 ” murmured Mrs. Lawless. 
“ Chunky’s such a blessed malingerer,” 

said Bob, with a grunt. “ Now, look here, 
Chunky. What’s the game ? Have you got 
any pains ? ”

“ I-—I’m suffering fearfully 1 ” said Chunky 
Todgers. “ But don’t you fellows worry. I’ll 
sit here by the fire till I feel well enough to 
come on on my pony. You get off.”

“ Well, if you will be all right------” said
Mr. Lawless.

“ Quite all right, thanks! ” said Chunky 
eagerly. “ I—I wouldn’t spoil your pleasure 
for worlds, you fellows. Buzz oil 1 ”

“ Oh, all right 1 ” said Bob.
As a matter of absolute fact, the journey in 

the buggy was likely to be more comfortable
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w 0-oh ! ’’ Chunky Todijers groaned as he dropped heavily on to the pine-wood bench, his fat features 
contorted. “ Oh dear'. I’ve got a—a pain ! 1 don't feel well enough to go to the dance I ” he gasped.

Frank and the others eyed him curiously ; Chunky’s pain had come on with suspicious suddenness.
(S« page 2-i.)

without Joseph lodgers’ ample proportions 
being stowed in it. Chunky had ridden over 
from the Todgers’ homestead to get a lift in 
the ranch buggy, when he might just as well 
have ridden on to the Mission, only a couple of 
miles further.

There were plenty of passengers in the 
buggy already, and certainly it was quite a 

good idea for Chunky to follow on his fat pony 
as soon as he felt well enough.

In a few minutes Mr. and Mrs. Lawless, 
their son and nephew, and Vere Beauclerc, 
were in the buggy, driving away through the 
falling flakes.

Chunky sat by the blazing log fire in the at­
titude of a suffering invalid till they were gone.
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As soon as the cracking of the whip had 
died away in the distance, however, Chunky 
ceased to be an invalid.

He rose to his feet and grinned.
“ Silly jays ! ” he murmured, apparently 

referring to the Lawless family and Frank 
Richards.

Chunky lodgers mounted the stairs to 
Frank Richards’ room and lighted the lamp.

He seated himself cheerfully at the table 
before the typewriter.

Frank Richards was safely disposed of for 
the evening; certainly the party were not 
likely to return to the ranch before midnight. 
Indeed, if the snow continued to fall, the 
return might be later than that. So Joe 
Todgers had plenty of time before him.

Having invented an attack of internal pain 
as an excuse for remaining behind, Chunky 
had the evening before him at the ranch, with 
no one to interrupt. There were only two 
Chinese servants left in the house, and they 
were not interested in Todgers’ proceedings.

Click, click, click!
Chunky’s fat fingers were soon busily at 

work on the typewriter keys.
He did not need to pause and reflect and 

cogitate, like Frank Richards.
Far from that.
Chunky worked with the greatest facility. 

Literary composition fairly flowed from his 
fat fingertips.

As a literary producer, the quantity of his 
productions was limited only by the amount 
of paper in stock. The quality, perhaps, was 
another matter.

Chunky was satisfied about the quality, 
however.

Doubts on that, point never entered his 
mind. His fat fingers clicked away on the 
keys almost without a pause.

Frank Richards had been prepared to spend 
the whole evening on a short story. Not so 
Joseph Todgers.

He covered sheet, after sheet at a terrific 
rate.

In an hour his work was done.
He grinned with satisfaction as he drew the 

last sheet from the roller.
With great care he pinned the sheets to­

gether at the corner.

Then he sat down to read them over, and 
make any little corrections that were neces­
sary ; not that many corrections were 
necessary in literary work turned out by 
Chunky Todgers.

His fat face beamed over the manuscript.
He had thought it good while he was click­

ing it off, but read over it seemed better than 
ever.

“ Splendid ! ” murmured Chunky. “ Rip­
ping ! Top-notch 1 Never been anything like 
this in the ‘ Thompson Press ’ before, you bet 
your life ! It's a shame to let that old ass 
Penrose have it for nothing.”

Chunky paused to reflect.
That was his little scheme—to get his 

valuable productions into print, as if they 
belonged to Frank Richards. Mr. Penrose, he 
considered, would not notice any difference ;

■ he would receive the typed copy, and suppose 
that it was Frank’s. If he noticed any differ­
ence it would be a difference for the better— 
Chunky did not doubt that.

Once the story was in print, everything 
would go swimmingly.

The encomiums it would receive from Mr. 
Penrose’s readers would open his eyes to 
Chunky’s quality as an author—as soon as 

.Chunky revealed the secret.
Of course, it was rather rotten to have to 

sneak into print, as it were, under the name of 
an inferior author. Chunky felt that. But he. 
did not sec what else was to be done, Mr. 
Penrose being so utterly asinine as to decline 
even to look at Chunky’s own manuscripts. 
He had looked at the first, and that had 
seemed enough. Evidently he had a. foolish 
prejudice on the subject, which was only to be 
overcome by a pardonable device like the 
present one. Chunky had no doubt that it 
was pardonable.

But now he paused.
It seemed really a sin and a shame to let 

that splendid story go for nothing, after all.
It occurred to Chunky that it would be 

wiser to send it to one. of the well-known 
Canadian magazines, and rope in a handsome 
cheque for it.

But he couldn’t help remembering that he 
had spent a considerable amount of pocket- 
monev on postage to the Canadian magazines, 
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and that the prejudice against his literary 
work seemed very widespread.

No editor had been intelligent enough to 
charm and dazzle his readers by publishing it.

Possibly the same thing would happen 
again. Indeed, Chunky had a sort of feeling 
that it would.

“ Good 1 Get off at once ! ”
Chunky sat down in an armchair, and 

grinned at the. tire when the Chinaman rode 
away, muilled to the ears, and with the valu­
able packet stowed away under his coat.

“ I guess that's O.K.,” murmured Chunky. 
“I—I wonder if Richards will mind? Can’t 

“ No ; I’ll let Penrose have it,” decided 
Chunky, with a shake of the. head. “ The old 
ass will shove it right in without noticing, and 
after it’s scored a big success I’ll tell him. And

help it if he does. He's had a long run in the 
‘ Thompson Press ’ with his rubbish, and it’s 
time they printed something good. I guess 
I ll stay here over night, and see that he

then I’ll charge him 
pesky high for regu­
lar contributions. 
I guess he deserves 
that.”

So Chunky care­
fully wrapped up 
the manuscript, and 
typed the address of 
the “Thompson 
Press ” on the wrap­
per.

He descended, 
and called up one of 
the Chinese ser­
vants. He held out 
the addressed packet 
to Hon Han.

“ This ought to 
be taken into 
T h o m pson to­
night,” he said

The Chinaman 
blinked at it.

Richards ought 
to have taken it, 
but he’s gone to the 
dance,” went on

■’ You t.iKi this into Thompson,” said Chunkv, “ and I'll stand vou a dollar I ” 
Hon Han’s almond eyes glistened. “Me taken I” he said. (See this page.)

Chunky mendaciously. ” I suppose you can 
ride, over with it ? ”

“ No thinkee,” said the Chinee.
Hon Han had no desire for a long ride 

through the snow that bitter December 
night.

I’ll stand you a dollar,” said Chunky 
generously.

Hon Han’s almond eyes glistened.
That made a difference.
“ Me takce 1 ” he said

doesn’t send along any rubbish to-morrow— 
111 offer to take, it along to Thompson for him, 
and sec that it’s kept back a few days.” 
Chunky chuckled. “ Sorry for poor old 
Richards—but he can’t really write, so it 
doesn’t make any difference. I can’t afford to 
lose a chance like this."

And, still chuckling, Chunky Todgers fell 
asleep before the tire, and dreamed golden 
dreams of the days to come, when he was to be 
famous as Canada’s greatest author, and



editors were to fall over one another in crowd­
ing round him to beg for contributions, all of 
which was to date from the appearance of his 
masterpiece in the columns of the “ Thompson 
Press.”

THE THIRD CHAPTER
Better Late Than Never I

THE mission-hall was crowded.
Sweet strains of music echoed out into 

the snowy night.
In the glare of the swinging lamps, dozens 

of couples glided merrily over the pinewood 
floor to the strains of a niano, a fiddle, and a 
’cello-

It was a great gathering 1
Nearly all the young people of the section 

were there for Mr. Smiley’s Christmas dance, 
as well as a crowd of their elders.

Frank Richards & Co. enjoyed themselves. 
Dances were few and far^ between in the 
Thompson Valley. Frank was rather in 
request, being a good dancer. He danced 
with pretty Molly Lawrence, and several 
other of the Cedar Creek girls. But Frank 
was not thinking wholly of the dancing.

The Christmas number of the “ Thompson 
Press ” haunted his thoughts.

He.felt guilty.
Mr.. Penrose relied upon him for the 

copy, and the copy was due at the office. 
And. the idea for his story having come to 
him, it was rather like a burden on his 
mind until the story was written and 
done with.

He was feeling more like scribbling than 
dancing that evening, and although his face 
■was cheerful and bright, he would have given 
a great deal to be sitting at the typewriter in 
his room at the ranch.

Early in the evening, Frank Richards 
vanished from the sight of his chums.

There were several inquiries after him ; but 
he did not reappear.

After the first half-dozen dances Frank felt 
that he had done his duty, and he had quietly 
slipped away.

He spoke a few words to Mr. Smiley, who 
nodded and smiled, and then made his way 
into the reverend gentleman’s house, which 
adjoined the pinewood mission-hall.

In Mr. Smiley’s study was a typewriter, 
which Frank had sometimes used, doing 
typing for the reverend gentleman occasion­
ally.

Frank turned up the lamp and sat down to 
the machine.

While his chums were wondering what 
had become of him, Frank Richards was 
busy.

The strains of the music came to his ears 
from the distance, but he did not heed them ; 
in fact, he hardly heard them.

Neither did he hear nor heed the sounds of 
the dancers as they “ tripped the light, 
fantastic toe.”

Time and space had vanished for him, as ho 
sat at the machine clicking cheerily away on 
the keys.

Nothing short of an earthquake would have 
brought him back just then from the realms 
of imagination, where his fertile fancy was 
wandering.

He was no longer Frank Richards of the 
Backwoods School; he was living what he 
wrote; his spirit was in the typewriter, 
weaving sentence after sentence, page after 
page—more real to him then than his actual 
surroundings.

He rose and sighed as he finished the last 
page-

He pinned the sheets together, wrote a little 
note to Mr. Penrose to put inside, and wrapped 
up the manuscript.

Little did he dream that, at the same 
moment, Joseph Todgers was similarly en­
gaged in his room at the Lawless Ranch.

With the package in his pocket, Frank 
Richards quitted Mr. Smiley’s study.

The dance was nearly over when he re­
entered the mission-hall.

“ Where on earth have you been ? ” 
demanded Bob Lawless, coming along with 
Molly Lawrence on one arm and Kate Dawson 
on the other. Bob was talcing the young 
ladies in to supper.

“ Can’t you give me one more dance, 
Molly ? ” asked Frank, parrying his Canadian 
cousin’s question.

Molly found that she could.
Alter supper, when the guests were depart­

ing, Frank Richards stopped beside the
( 26



The mission-hall was crowded ; in the glow from the swinging lamps dozens of couples glided merrily 
over the smooth floor—but Frank Richards slipped quietly away from the lights and gaiety, to 

the old typewriter in Mr. Smiley’s study. (Sev pjge 26).

Lawrences’ wagonette. He had to say good­
bye to Molly, and lie had also to speak to her 
brother Toni.

“ You drive home through Thompson ! ” 
■jj'rank asked.

“ Right through Main Street 1 ” answered 
Tom Lawrence.

“ Will you drop this packet for rue at Mr. 
Penrose’s oflice ? ”

“Sure!”
“ I’ll see that he does, Frank ! ” said Molly, 

with a bright smile.
And they parted.
“ Now for home 1 ” said Bob Lawless, fes 
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Frank Richards rejoined his friends. “ I 
suppose we shall find Chunky there. He 
never turned up at the dance, after all! ”

“ I hope he is not really ill,” said Mrs. 
Lawless.

Only an overdose of maple sugar, if he is 1” 
answered Bob. “ I expect we shall find him 
fast asleep ! ”

Bob’s prediction was verified.
When Frank Richards & Co. arrived home, 

Chunky Todgers was still deep in the arms of 
Morpheus, and snoring with a resonant 
snore. Bob Lawless awakened him cheerily 
with a dig in the ribs.

“ Ow ! ” Chunky woke, and blinked at the 
returned party. “ I can’t let you have it 
under ten thousand dollars 1 ”

“ What ? ” yelled Bob.
“ Ten thousand—oh !—ah !—I—I’ve been 

dreaming 1 ” gasped Chunky, rubbing his eyes. 
“ I—I thought I was speaking to the editor 
of the ‘ Montreal Magazine.’ ”

“ Ha, ha, ha 1 ”
“ What wouldn’t you let him have under 

ten thousand dollars ? ” grinned Bob.
“ Never mind ! ” said Chunky mysteriously. 

“ You wait a bit, Bob, and you’ll see. Perhaps 
the greatest author C'auada has ever produced 
belongs to this section.”

“ You flatter me,” said Frank Richards 
demurely.

Chunky snorted.
“ I don’t mean that, ass I I mean—never 

mind what I mean 1 ”
Chunky was quite mysterious.
“ Never mind,” agreed Bob. “ Do you 

know how late it is, Chunky ? Why didn’t 
you come to the dance ? ”
7 “I—I forgot.”

“ You must have forgotten what a tip­
top supper Mr. Smiley stands, or you’d have 
come 1 ” said Bob, with a chuckle. “ You off, 
Cherub ? ”

“ Yes ; good-night 1 ”
Beauclerc rode away for his home through 

the falling flakes.
But Chunky lodgers did not follow his 

example.
“ You chaps don’t mind if I stop the night ?” 

he asked.

“ Not at all! ” said Mr. Lawless. “ Bui 
your parents------”

“ Oh, they know I’m here I ” said Chunky. 
“ That’s all right! ”

“ Stay by all means, then ! ”
Chunky Todgers snored that night in the 

extra bed in the room belonging to Frank and 
Bob. Hospitality in the Canadian West is 
unbounded, and Chunky was quite welcome to 
take up his quarters at the ranch if he liked.

It proved that he did like.
At home there was wood-chopping and 

snow-sweeping and errand-running, and other 
occupations beneath the dignity of a fellow 
of Chunky’s literary abilities. But it was not 
only for the sake of slacking that he stayed 
on at the ranch.

Hon Han had delivered his precious manu­
script at Mr. Penrose’s office. That day would 
see it in type. But evidently something 
would be suspected if Frank Richards sent 
in his usual copy as well. That was what 
Chunky had to prevent, somehow.
I It did not occur to the fat and fatuous 
youth that he was acting in a decidedly 
unscrupulous manner. That reflection never 
crossed his mind at all. Conceit had blinded 
Joseph Todgers to the moral aspect of his 
conduct.

In the morning he fully expected Frank 
Richards to set to work on the typewriter; 
not having the slightest suspicion that Frank’s 
work had been done at the Mission overnight.

To his relief, Frank let the typewriter quite 
alone.

There was work to be done on the snowy 
range, and Frank and Bob joined the cattle­
men. Chunky Todgers did not care for work 
on the range, and he remained hanging about 
the fire most of the day. If Frank was letting 
his literary work slide, that suited Chunky 
quite well, and saved him trouble. But he 
remained at the ranch—on the watch, with 
his little, round eyes very much on the alert.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
A Little Surprise 1

“ \zoung Richards ! ”I “ Hallo, Billy 1 ”
Frank and Bob were returning to the ranch­

( 28 )



house in the early dusk of the winter evening, 
when Billy Cook rode up. The ranch foreman 
looked like a pillar of snow as he loomed up 
in the dusk—he had ridden up from Thompson 
Town.

“ Something for you,” said Billy Cook, 
fumbling under his fur coat. “ 1 was 
jest ambling up Main . Street when Mr. 
Penrose called me. He told me to 
ask you if you was drinking yesterday.”

“ What ? ” exclaimed Frank and Bob 
in unison.

“ That’s what 
he said, and lie 
give me this,” 
said Billy Cook, 
and, passing a 
packet to the 
schoolboy author, 
he rode on.

Frank took the 
packet and stared 
at it.

He knew by the 
feel of it that it 
contained typed 
sheets.

Bob Lawless 
grinned.

“ This is what 
comes of scrib­
bling when you 
ought to be dan­
cing, old scout 
said Bob. 
“You’ve made a 
muck of it this 
time, and Penrose 
declines it with

“ Rot 1 ” said Frank warm 
of the best things I ever did.

“ Penrose doesn’t scorn to think so.”
“ Penrose is an ass 1 ” growled Frank.
Bob chuckled.
“ That sounds like Chunky 1 ” he remarked. 

“ Open it, anyhow, and see what the galoot 
has to say.”

He led the way into a cattle-shelter close 
at hand, and lighted a lantern. <

Frank opened the packet with slow fingers, 
an extraordinary expression on his face.

Frank Richards had taken to “ scribbling ” 
at a very early age, almost as naturally as he 
took to walking or breathing. He had not 
gone through the painful experience of most 
young authors—he had never had a rejected 
manuscript. Was this to be the first of his 
painful experiences in that line? If so, 
he could not help feeling that Chunky Todgers 
was right in describing Mr. Penrose as an ass.

F r a n k wa s a 
healthy and 
cheery youth, but 
he had the sensi­
tiveness of the 
literary nature. 
His first thought 
was that if this 
was a rejected 
man u s c r i p t 
he would never 
write another line.

Folded type­
written pages 
turned out as he 
opened the packet.

Bob Lawless 
ceased to grin; 
the expression on 
Fra n k ’ s face 
showed him that 
it was not a time 
for grinning. 
There was a letter 
enclosed with the 
manuscript, and 
Frank glanced at 
it.

Then he gave a howl.
“ What on earth does the man mean ?

Has he been at the Red Dog------ ? ”
“ What does he say ? ” asked Bob.
“ Look I ”'
Bob Lawless read the letter, and whistled 

in astonishment.

“ Dear Richards,—I received your manu­
script ‘ Bullivant’s Christmas,’ which you sent 
by young Lawrence. Many thanks for the 
same, and thanks for sending it in good time.-

Frank gave a howl as he stared at the letter accompanying 
the manuscript. “ What on earth docs this mean ? ” he 

cried. (See this page).

thanks.”
ly. “ It’s one
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“ But what the thunder do you mean by 
sending another story with the same title 
by the Chinaman last night ? And what the 
thunder do you mean by scribbling such 
idiotic rot ?

“ If you’re taking to drink at your age, 
I guess I’d better speak to your uncle about 
it. If you’re not, what the thunder do you 
mean ?

“ I enclose the stuff the Chinaman brought; 
no use to me. Put it in the fire. Yours,

“ H. Penrose.”

“ Is he potty ? ” gasped Bob. " Or are 
you potty, or what ? ”

“ Blessed if I know,” said Prank.
“ Look at the stuff------ ”
Prank unfolded the manuscript.
He blinked at it.
There was the title of “ Bullivant’s Christ­

mas,” which he had written just before Bob 
and Beauclerc dragged him away to the 
Mission dance. But the rest of the story—he 
blinked at it, and stared at it. It began:

“ ’Twas night! Not a sound broke the 
stillness save the roar of the feerful wind as it 
raiged throo the freeze, and the crash of falling 
timber, and the deffening boom of the raiging 
torrent.”

That sample was enough for Frank Richards. 
He recognised the masterly literary style.

“ Chunky Todgers 1 ”
“ Ha, ha, ha ! That’s why he stayed back 

from the Mission dance,” yelled Bob. “ He 
did this on the typer------”

“ The fat fraud ! ”
“ And sent the. Chinee with it------ ”
“ Why, I’ll—I'll—I’ll----- ”
Words failed Frank Richards.
“ No wonder Penrose thought you’d been 

at the fire-water ! ” shrieked Bob. “ Ha, ha, 
ha!”

“ It’s not a laughing matter,” roared Frank 
Richards wrathfully. “ I'll scalp him—111— 
I’ll—I’ll lynch him—I’ll ”

Bob Lawless shrieked.
“ Don’t say a word,” he gasped.
“ I’ll say a good many words—I’ll—I’ll----- ”
** Not a word ! ” gasped Bob. “ Don’t you 

sec, the fat idiot thinks Penrose will take this

for your stuff and print it. He doesn’t know 
you did the story at the Mission last night 
and sent it !by young Lawrence. He thinks 
this stuff will come out in the Christinas 
number under your name. Let him go on 
thinking so. Penrose is jolly late with his 
Christmas number. We don’t get it till 
Christmas morning here. Let Chunky go on 
dreaming till it comes: and give him this 
stuff for a Christmas present----- ”

“ Wha-a-at ? ”
“ Wrap it up again and give it to him on 

Christmas morning as a present.” chuckled 
Bob. “ And—and watch his face I ”

Frank Richards broke into a chuckle.
“ Rood egg 1 ”
“ Mind, not a word to the fat jay 1 ” said 

Bob, as they left the cattle-shelter. “ Not a 
pesky syllable ! Let him run on ! ”

And Frank Richards assented.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Chunky Todgers’ Christmas Present I

Chunky Todgers wore a fat and cheerful 
smile on Christmas Eve at the Lawless 

Ranch.
That evening he felt more than satisfied.
Owing to Mr. Penrose’s frequent visits to the 

Red Dog and the Occidental, he was often late 
with the “ Thompson Press,” and the Christ­
mas number was late. But Chunky knew 
that it must be printed on Christmas Eve at 
the very latest. And—so far as Chunky knew 
■—Frank had not sent in his copy. Chunky 
had remained on guard at the ranch to inter­
cept it; but it did not need intercepting. The 
schoolboy author apparently was neglecting 
his editor in the most culpable manner.

Chunky came down bright and cheery on 
Christmas morning. Breakfast was rather 
later than usual that morning, and on the 
table lay a copy of the “ Thompson Press ”—■ 
the Christmas number, which Mr. Penrose 
had produced to dazzle the section. Frank 
Richards opened it and glanced at the page 
devoted to the Christinas story. He nodded 
and smiled over it, much to Chunky’s aston­
ishment.

“ Is—is—is the story there, Richards ? ” 
stammered Chunky at last, unable to control 
his impatience any longer.
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Chunky blinked at the page as though he could scarcely believe his eyes: his fat face took 
on an expression of amazement and disappointment. “ I—I say, this—this isn't m-my 

story ! ” he stuttered. (Sec this page.)

“ Oh, yes! "
“ Does it—does it read better than usual ? ” 
“ I think so.”
“ Lemme see it."
Chunky was amazed. Surely Frank must 

have recognised by this time that the Christ­
mas story was not his own work! lie 
grabbed the paper from Frank, and blinked at 
it. Frank and Bob watched him with grin­
ning glances.

Chunky blinked at the page, and his fat face 
fell. He could scarcely believe his eyes for 
a minute or two.

“ I—I say, this—this isn't my story,” he 
stuttered.

“ Your story ? ” said Frank.
“ There—there’s some mistake------ What

the thunder------ You—you wrote this ? ”
“ Of course I did! ” said Frank in mild 

surprise.
“ But—you—but—you—you never wrote 

it! I—I/was watching----- ” babbled Chunky,
utterly confounded. “ I—I—I ”

“I wrote it nt the Mission, on the night of the 
dance,” said Frank cheerily. “ Tom Law­
rence took it along to the office for me.”

Chunky gasped.
(

“ Then—then—where—where's my story ? ” 
“ Your story ! What story '! ”
“ Oh—ah—n-n-nothing 1 ” babbled Chunky.
Chunky Todgers finished his breakfast in a 

dazed state. He was still dazed when, after 
breakfast, he mounted his fat pony to ride 
home. Frank and Bob came out to see him 
off, and Frank Richards pressed a packet into 
his hand.

“A little Christmas present for you> 
Chunky,” he said. “Don't open it till you 
get home. Take care of it, though, it's worth 
thousands of dollars.”

“ Ten thousand, at least,” said Bob Lawless.
Chunky Todgers rode away, still in a dazed 

state. Before lie was a hundred yards away 
he had opened that valuable packet. His 
little round eyes almost started from his head 
at the sight of his own valuable manuscript. 
He looked round. Two cheery youths were 
looking after him from the distance, grin­
ning.

“ Merry Christinas ! ” shouted Frank aftei 
him. And Bob Lawless bawled:

“ And don’t forget to read Frank Richards’ 
Christmas story 1 ”
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When the Red Man Roamed the Far West!
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