























bursting, and. it was some time before he
could move.

At last he managed to summon enough
energy to extinguish the gas, and heave him-
self upstairs.

The bed-room had been neatly prepared
for him ; but Bunter was in no state to notice
that. - He felt considerably the worse for
food, having taken far too much cargo on
board ; and his one desire was for sleep.

Partially undressing, Billy Bunter
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** Mrs. Mimble begged me to come and sleep here,
““ This tuckshop is
haunted, sir, by a fearful apparition in white, with

because of the ghost,’’ said Bunter.

clanking chains——"" (See this page.)

crawled between the sheets, and was soon
sound asleep.

Midnight came, and passed; but the
Ghost of Greyfriars, apparently, was taking
a night off !

When Dame Mimble arrived at the tuck-
shop next morning, it was to find Billy
Bunter still in bed, -and uttering heart-
rending moans. Bunter’s complexion was
almost green, and lhe was obviously in the
throes of a bilious attack.

Dame Mimble’s next discovery was of an
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alarming depletion in her stock. She at
once connected the depletion with Bunter’s
bilious attack, - and she accused the fat
junior, accordingly, of having raided her
supplies during the night.

Billy Bunter indignantly denied the
charge. If there was anything missing, he
averred, the Ghost of Greyfriars must be
held fully responsible.

By this time, Dame Mimble was seriously
beginning to doubt whether the Ghost of
Greyfriars was an existent entity.
She began to suspect Bunter, not
only of raiding her supplies, but of
engineering the whole business.

A little later, when Mr. Quelch,
the Remove-master, came into the
tuckshop for his morning glass of
milk, Dame Mimble sent him upstairs
to interview Bunter.

The interview was a painful one.
Under Mr. Quelch’s stern and search-
ing cross-examination, Billy Bunter
floundered helplessly, in a sea of
denials and contradictions.

““I don’t know anything about
the grub being raided, sir!’’ lLe

declared. ‘I haven’t budged from
this bed all night, sir—honour
bright I’

““ You have no business to be in
this bed at all, Bunter!”’ said Mr.
Quelch sternly.

‘¢ Oh, really, sir Mrs. Mimble
begged me to come and sleep here,
because of the ghost. This tuckshop
is haunted, sir, by a fearful appari-
tion in white, with clanking chains P

‘“ Nonsense, Bunter!”’ Mr. Quelch
looked very grim. ‘I think we shall find
that the ¢ ghost > is a very substantial onae
of flesh and blood 1’ -

Billy Bunter quaked beneath the bed-
clothes.

¢“I—I hope Mrs. Mimble hasn’t been
making accusations against me, sir,’”” he
said. ¢ It’s quite wrong to say that the
ghostly voice was due to my ventriloquism:

““ What !”’
““And if Mrs. Mimble suggests that I
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climbed up to the fanlight over her bedroom,
the night before last, and scared her and
her husband by throwing my voice all round
the room, I can only say that it’s an awful
fib, sir!”’

‘“ Bunter I”” The voice of Mr. Quelch
resembled the rumble of thunder. ¢ What
you have just told me is tantamount to an
admission that you have been scaring Mr.
and Mrs. Mimble with your ventriloquial
tricks! You succeeded, in fact, in scaring
them off the premises.’’

‘¢ Oh, really, sir

¢“T can clearly see what has occurred,”
said the Remove-master. ‘¢ By means of
ventriloquism, you deluded Mrs. Mimble
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and her husband into believing that the

place was haunted. You then volunteered
to sleep on the premises, with the object of
helping yourself to the supplies, and holding
a disgusting orgy. Such conduct, Bunter,
merits condign punishment. When you are
sufficiently recovered from your revolting
state of biliousness, I shall take you before
the Headmaster !”’

¢ But—but you’ve got it all wrong, sir ]’

protested Billy Bunter. ‘I used to be &
jolly good ventriloquist, but I’ve given it up
since I strained my larynx. As for raiding
the tuck, sir, such an idea would never
enter my head. I’'ve always been taught to
keep my hands from sticking and peeling
—I mean, picking and stealing 22

‘“ Be silent, Bunter!”” snapped M.
Quelch. ¢‘ You cannot hope to impose upon
my credulity by a tissue of falsehoods. As
soon as you are well enough to rise and
dress, you will report to me, and accompany
me to Doctor Locke’s study !”’

So saying, Mr. Quelch took his departure,
leaving Billy Bunter to spend a melancholy
morning, and an even more melancholy
afternoon.

When the bilious attack had passed off,
Bunter was arraigned before the Head ; and
there was weeping and gnashing of teeth.
Those who happened to be within earshot
surmiged that pig-sticking was in progress.

William George Bunter was being made
to realise—not for the first time in his
chequered career—that the way of the trans-
gressor is hard!
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Hohday oys— -1.

OFF TO THE SEA!

g | il i
By Dick Penfold
E board the train in cheery style,
And swarm into the carriages ;
And every porter wears a smile,
Not one our joy disparages.
Our {aces, to the windows pressed,
Are studies in hilarity ;
We raise a cheer with joyous zest,
And frowns are quite a rarity.
/
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The greybeard guard has waved his flag,
The train steams onward merrily ;
Travel may seem a dreary drag,
But we will laugh—ves, verily !
For soon we’ll be beside the sea,
Where frisky waves are capering ;
And cliffs, as lofty as can be,
Toward the sky are tapermg !

Oh, happy, happy holidays !
Days that are not monotonous,
But joyous days and jolly days,
With sunshine scorching hot on us!
Freed from the drudgery of class,
From primers and from lexicons,
Long days in wind and sun we’ll pass,
And get as brown as Mexicans !

The train goes thundering on its way,
It flashes through a fairyland ;
The level pastures roll away
Like a vast sweep of prairie-land.
And now the ocean greets our gaze,
Where the waves dance in unity ;
“ Hurrah for happy holidays!”
Exclaims our gay community !
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Holiday J 0ys—-—2
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CARAVANNIN Gl

ORNING wakes with its magic spell,
The birds are gmly smrnn 7
And sunshine streams o’er hill and dell
Its golden mantle flinging.
The caravanners tumble out,
They scorn the thought of lazing ;
The horses wander round about,
Deep in the joys of grazing !
 Brekker, you chaps ! ” Bob Chnrry cries
sy m hungry as a hunter.”
“ | say ! please let me supervise ! ”
Entreats the portly Bunter.
Rushing around with pots and pans,
The echoes we awaken ;
And there’s a gathering of the clans
To feast on eggs-and-bacon !
z
§

Our noble steeds are hamessed then,
The caravans go rumbling
Down leafy lane, and shddy alen,
And no one dreams of grumbling.
For every heart is light and My,
Black looks and scowls we're b anning ;
This is the Perfect Holiday—
Hurrah for caravanning!

From peep o’ day to twilight shade
We jog along the hzzhway 5
Then halt in some sequestered glade,
Far from the busy byways.
Weary but cheery, we retire,
To deep and dreamless slumocr 3
No healthier life could we desire,
No cares sur minds encumber !
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LAWRENCE LASCELLES
= A PoPULAR
ASTISTANT
MASTER,

PayL PROUT, M.A.
THE FIFTHeFORM MASTER

HENRY QUELCH, &F M.A,

FORM~ MASTER of
THE REMOVE .
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AWILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER ,

(A GREAT CHARACTER. A ,7 GEORGE WINGATE
AT GREyFR\AR:D i CAPTAIN or TE SCHOO,

A few of the * Shining Lights” of the famous old School, whose names
will live in history !

( 25 )



AVISION or e FUTURE!
W [ Greyriars hoys are Peter Pans, ! @} |

They keep their youth eternally ;
And this is good, for old age would
Distress us most infernally !
Picture Bob Cherry, white of hair,
A bent old man in a hired bath-chair !

Just picture Bunter with a beard,
And greater in rotundity ;

Talking of buns to grown-up sons,
And lecturing with profundity

On how to bake a rabbit-pie,

And what to eat, and when, and why !

Can you imagine Vernon-Smith
A grey old man in goggles ?

Or ““ Doctor Brown,” in a Head’s long gown ?
Imagination boggles !

And what if Wharton were to say :

“ You chaps, I'm ninety-nine to-day!”

Coker, on reaching seventy-five,
Would sell his motor-bicycle ;
Wrinkled and bent, he’d crawl through Kent
Upon a creaking tricycle.
And Potter and Greene, for old times’ sake,
Would hobble on crutches in his wake !

On Old Boys’ Day, what sights and scenes
At Greyfriars we would witness !

Bent, bearded men, would gather then,
And talk of their unfitness.

Russell’s theumatics, Nugent’s gout

Are topics we should bear about !

“ Grow old along with me,” says one
(I think the bard was Browning),
But Greyfriars clans are Peter Pans,
And Father Time’s fierce frowning
Will never take from them, in truth,

The secret of perpetual youth !
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! WHAT T WANT TO BE! %ﬁ’

Amusing Ambitions of Greyfriars Celebrities
BOB CHERRY

My ambition is quite a “ lofty ” one. You
see, I want to become a sky-pilot. Not. a
“ sky-pilot ” in a clerical collar, but a daring,
dashing aviator of the Royal Air Force!
I have already taken part, as a passenger,
in an aerial trip, and the experience thrilled
me. How I envied the pilot for the masterly
way he handled the machine! He seemed as
much at home in the clouds as on terra firma.
I look forward to the proud day when I shall
take my pilot’s certificate, and when Fiying-
Officer Cherry will dash fearlessly through the
ether in a “ Glyn Scout,” invented by Bernard
Glyn, of St. Jim’s !

“. « « « A daring, dashing aviator.. . . ."”’

PERCY BOLSOVER

It is my great ambition to become the
Welter-weight Champion of the World, I
think I have a fine chance of attaining this:
ambition, because, even at the age of fifteen,
I’ve the most punishing punch’in all Grey-
friars. It stands to my credit that no less
than five frail fags were knocked out by me
in a single day! If I continue in such fine
fighting trim, the day will soon come when
I shall be able to do battle with the world’s
best! And when I revisit Greyfriars, bearing
my blushing honours thick upon me, I shall
be ¢ chaired ” through the Close, and trium-
phantly acclaimed as Pugnacious Percy, the
Prince of Pugilists !

S -

“. .« Welter.weight Champion of the World . . . 3
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BILLY BUNTER

I should love nothing better than to be a
sheff at a first-class hotel. I think the sheff
has a topping time of it. He soopervises
the soop ; he prepares the fish and the joints
and the saveries; and he samples every dish
in turn, to see that it’s properly cooked. Oh,
what a lovely life! I once met a fellow who
was a certified tart-taster. His job was to
visit all the tuckshops in the land, and taste
the tarts, to see that they were free¢ from
injurious substances. He was the fattest,
fittest fellow I've ever seen. If I fail to obtain
a job as a sheff, I shall certainly apply for
the post of Tart-taster to the Ministry of

i !
e, ., A sheff at a first-class hotel . . .” Food !

DICKY NUGENT

(

i want to be an enjin-driver bekawse an
enjin-driver’s life is full of thrills and adven-
chers. 1 can picture myself rushing along
the Iron Way at seventy miles an hour,
surrounded by clouds of smoke and flying
sparks. In my mind’s eye, 1 can sec myself
driving an express-trane from london to glasgo,
and breaking all previous time-records!
(Our contributor is not likcly to sec any of
these events with any other eye than his
mind’s eye '—Ep., “ . A.”)

ALONZO TODD

My ambition may appear somewhat strange
to some folks. I want to take up mission work
in the wild and unenlightened places of the
earth. Bob Cherry warns me that I shall
probably be consumed by cannibals, who are
very partial to boiled bishop, or poached
parson on toast. However, there 1s no fear
of my meeting such a dreadful fate. I am so
extremely slim that no cannibal would look
at me twice. But I tremble to think what
might happen to my study-mate, William
George Bunter, if he paid a visit to the
Cannibal Islands !
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¢, I shall 'probably be consumed i)y cannibals, , "
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CAMPING OUT!

OWN in our Camp beside the sea,
We’re happy as the sandboys ;

This is the holiday for me—

The finest ever planned, boys !
Exposed to sun and wind and air,

Getting as brown as berries ;
“ No joy with camping can compare,”

To quote a phrase of Cherry’s!

In cricket shirts and flannel “ bags ”
We go about our labours ;
Feeling as frisky as the fags
Who ¢ rag” their camping neighbours.
Merrily we prepare our meals,
And Bunter’s keen and curious ;
He talks of crabs, and iellied eels,
And other things luxurious !

In healthy sport we pass our days,
Days that are packed with pleasure ;
Then gather round the camp-fire rays
To take our evening leisure.
Our cheery voices all unite
To chant a swinging chorus ;
And eagerly we talk at night
Of joyous days before us !

The shades of night creep on apace,
The stars are shyly peeping ;

To ghostly tents our way we trace,
And soon are soundly sleeping.
What if the stormy breezes blow ?

What if the rain starts damping ?
Few are the pleasures here below
To equal those of Camping !
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