
































policy,” and that
“Birds of a
feather are worth
two in the bushful-
ness,”

Hurree Singh is
8 valued member

of the famous

4 CO.” A g a

bowler he has no

equal among the
Greyfriars jun-
10rs, and his light-
ning deliveries are
as deadly and
destructive a s
those of Iatty
Wynn, the demon
bowler of St.
Jim’s. Of course,
Inky 1s a sports-
man through and
through, well
worthy of a place
in this remarkable
quintette of school-
boys.

BILLIE BUNTER—
AND OTHERS !

Billy Bunter, I
notice, has already
introduced  him-
self to many of
you. I have seen
him, from the cor-
ner of my eye,
rolling up to several boys and girls with a
self-satisfied smirk on his fat face, and pro-
ceeding to tell them the tale. He has doubt-
less pointed out that he is a fellow of con-
siderable weight in the Greyfriars Remove—
a statement which is quite accurate, 1f you
take “weight” to mean avoirdupois! He
turns the scale at fourteen stone, and 1s a
tremendous trencher-man. But, then, you
know all there is to be known fibout William
George Bunter. His fame—or should I say
notoriety 7—has gone before him.

Bunter has been aptly described as “The
Schoolboy Pickwick,” and his antics are
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The Third are a merry and mischievous
crowd, never happier than when squab-
bling amongst themselves, or feasting
on fried herrings which are impaled on
penholders before the common-room fire!

v

even more amusing than those of Dickens’
famous character. You all know of his pro-
pensity for exceeding the feed limit, though
he complains bitterly that he doesn’t get
enough to eat between meals! You all know

the time-honoured story of the postal-order
which he is expecting hourly from one of his

titled relations. Bob Cherry predicts that
the postal-order will turn up some time
during the Greek Kalends—which means
never! But hope springs eternally in the
human breast, or rather, internally so far
as Billy Bunter is concerned !

I might chat to you for hours about the
)



follies and foibles of William George
Bunter. I might—but I don’t intend to!
The rest of the acts of William George, and
all that he does, and the numerous SCrapes
he gets into, are they not written in the
chronicles of Mr. Frank Richards, and
ublished every Saturday in “The Magnet

Library ”1

I must not dally over the rest of the
introductions, for Dr. Locke has just whis-
pered in my ear the welcome news that
luncheon will soon be served. He has very
kindly invited a number of us—as many Aas
the spacious dining-hall will hold—to take
luncheon with him at Greyfriars. Special
arrangements have also been made with the
various restaurants and cafés in Courtfield,
and sufficient provisions have been laid in
to feed the bulk of our mighty army.
Obviously, it is no easy matter to cater for
so vast a congregation; but ii, by some mis-
chance, there is not enough food to go
round, we shall be compelled to turn can-
nibal. and start on Billy Bunter! There
was a time when Bunter was in very real
danger of being roasted and gobbled up by
cannibals, but the story of how he escaped
the stew-pot will have to keep.

NOTABILITIES IN A NUTSHELL |

Apart from the Famous Five, the most
prominent members of the Remove
Form are Herbert Vernon-Smith, the son of
a millionaire, and a black sheep now re-
renerate. “Smithy ” has risen on step-
ping-stones of his dead self to higher things.

The two fellows who appear to be twins
are Peter and Alonzo Todd, both study-

rates of Billy Bunter. Peter is shrewd,
and Alonzo is “soft,” but both are extremely

likeable fellows.

The hefty-looking individual with the
pugilistic manner—he happens to be tweak-
ing Skinner’'s ear at the moment—is Bolso-
ver major, the bully of the Remove. Skin-
ner, his present victim, 18 an unprincipled
caed, and possibly the worst fellow at Grey-
friars. Snoop, yonder, 18 a sneak and a
toady ; Peter Hazeldene, his companion, 18
weak-willed and unstable. The boy with
the tanned face is Tom Redwing, the sallor-

man’s son,
Smith.
; SSaqlé)?Pn Qumcy_ Iffley Field—christened
quiff ” because life’s short—ig a first-rate
fel}ow from Australia, while Tom Brown
hails from New Zealand, and is a splendid
Ell-roundex;; Fisher Tarleton FisE 1S &
; cqte g}}y frpm across the herring-pond—
I"ighy by mck_nama and by natﬁre too.
MB:rl{ Linley is the brilliant acht;lar I
mentioned a T‘_i’hile back—a scholarship boy
fron} Lancashire, who has had to ficht an
uphill b_attl.e against the forces of sn?abbery
and prejudice. George Bulstrode is a light
of other days. Formerly captain of I?he
Remove, he was superseded by Harry Whar-
ton, and has passed into comparative
oblivion, though still a useful man at games.

The pig-tailed Chinee is Wun Lunc—a
velly muchee cutee little fellow, you savvy!
—and the tlmughtful-loaking fellow is Dick
Penfold, who writes bright and breezy
ballads and jingles that never jangle The
two fellows strolling arm-in-arm ﬂl'f; Dick
Russell and Donald Oglivy, fast and firm
friends of the Dayid and Jonathan order.

' And now the fags come clamouring for an
Entroducf:mn, headed by Dicky Nugent, the
irrepressible young minor of Frank? and the
talented “orther ” of many weird and won-
derfu_l stories of school life, featuring a
certan} “Dr. Birchemall,” an excelTent
comedian, but an impossible headmaster !
I must introduce the inky-fingered frater-
nity in a lump—First, Second, and Third
Forms combined. They are a merry and
mischievous crowd, never happier than
when squabbling among themselves, or feast-
ing on fried herrings, which are impaled on
penholders before the Common-room fire.
Those who have big brothers—the fags, I
mean, not the herrings!—take an impish
delight in driving them to distraction ; those
who haven’t big brothers take it out of their
Form-masters, bringing many grey hairs te
the heads of those unfortunate gentlemen.

and a staunch pal of Vernon-

THE GREYFRIARS MASTERS !
Speaking of Form-masters, it is their
own fault that they have been left till
the last. By all the laws of etiquette, 1
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takes the keenest interest in his pupils, not
only collectively but individually.

The gentleman with the florid face and
excitable manner is Mr. Paul Pontifex
Prout, M.A., the master of the Fifth. Mr.
Prout could tell you some thrilling stories
of his adventures as a big-game hunter.
“When I was in the Rockies in ’89 -
he would begin, and, having begun, he
would emulate Tennyson’s brook, and go on
for ever! Mr. Prout’s study is adorned
with trophies of the chase—bearskins and
tiger-skins, and antlers, and so forth—but
his most treasured possession is his Winches-
ter repeater, which has sent many a beast
to its doom, and many a Red Indian to his

should have introduced them first ; but they
were not here to introduce! They are here
now—imposing-looking personages in their
gowns and mortar-boards, but not nearly so
formidable when you come to know them.
The stern-faced gentleman with the pierc-
ing eyes is Mr., Horace Henry Samuel

|

Dr. Locke has very Kindly invited

a number of us—as many as the

spacious dining-hall will hold—to
take luncheon with him.

happy hunting-ground—unless Mr. Prout’s
tales are purely legendary! Mr. Prout is
now leading a more or less placid existence

Quelch, M.A., the mentor—and sometimes
the tormentor |—of the Remove Form. Mr.
Quelch’s eyes have frequently been likened

to gimlets, on account of their penetrative
powers. And Mr. Quelch’s voice, when he
is angry, resembles the rumble of thunder.
He is stern and severe, and a gentleman
whose lower limb may not be pulled with
impunity; but he is a very just man, who

at Greyfriars, but he must often sigh for
the hectic days of yore, and for “the wild
and woolly West.”

That young and athletic-looking gentle-
man is Mr. “Larry ” Lascelles, the mathe-
matics master. “Larry” has made quite
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a name for himself in the world of sport,
and before coming to Greyfriars he was a
champion amateur boxer. He is hero-wor-
shipped by many of the juniors, and he
thoroughly deserves his place on the pedestal
of popularity.

Messrs. Hacker, Twigg, and Capper, and
Monsieur Charpentier, the French master,
are not so much in the limelight as their
colleagues, but they are Very estimable
gentlemen, who work very hard for the
welfare and development of Greyfriars.
There goes the gong for luncheon,
the main force of our army proceeding to
Courtfield and the remainder to the Grey-
friars dining hall, where—if I know any-

thing of Dr. Locke’ tali
: 8 hospitality—
the gods awaits us. pitality—a feast of

Lita . SEEING THE SIGHTS !

; l1 © & gilant refreshed! That’s how I
e?i _after that excellent repast, and,
judging by your cheery and contented faces,
my friends, you all feel likewise. Now you
may wander around at will, exploring the
ﬁ%d schoo_l and 1ts spacious grounds, or Tam-
: 1I;g beside the River Sark, which winds its
ortuous way through green meadows and
beneath quaint rustic bridges. Or you may
like to plunge into the woods, and explore
the old Priory ruins. There are a thousand

E;aces of entrancing interest lying all about

s for three cheers for the readers of THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL, and ¢
George Wingate c:;; the cheers ring out loud and strong over the darkening Clar;c. iR
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No, I have not forgotten my promise to
take some of you up into the old tower.
Only a dozen at a time, please! The little
apartment at the top will not hold more,
even at a squeeze. Up we go, climbing the
spiral stone stairway, till at last, breathless
but triumphant, we gain the summit. This
is the little room where Bob Cherry once
barred himself out from the rest of the
school, refusing to accept expulsion for an
offence he had never committed. Of course,
Bob was vindicated in the end, and his
barring-out is now forgotten, save by some
of you older readers.

Here is the glorious view of Pegg Bay,
and the Shoulder, and Black Rock, and the
towering clifis. Is it not magnificent? It
18 like looking down from an aeroplane,

From the opposite window we get a
kaleidoscopic view of the inland scenery.
Can you distinguish Courtfield—and Friar-
dale? The white rows of tents in the dis-
tance form the military camp at Wapshot.
That steep hill yonder is where the Grey-
friars fellows go tobogganing.  The beacon
tower at the top was used in the days of the
smugglers.

Having feasted your eyes with these
views, you go clattering down the spiral
staircase, and another party of a dozen
comes up to explore. Then more parties,
and finally we all join forces in the Close,
and set out to explore the crypt, and the

(
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cloisters, and the old chapel ; the studies and
the dormitories, and the Form-rooms, and
countless other places of interest.

Dr. Locke now relieves me of my duties
ag guide, and he describes, with more know-
ledge and eloquence than I have at my com-
mand, the inner history of all the old places,
and the legends which have gathered about
them.

How swiftly the afternoon slips by ! All
too soon the time of departure comes, and
it seems but an hour ago that our monster
charabanc made its sensational arrival at

the gates of Greyfriars.

Now it is ready for the return journey,
and all Greyfriars turns out to give us a
rousing send-off.

George Wingate, in a voice which Stentor
of old would have envied, calls for threa
cheers for the readers of THE HoLIDAY
ANNUAL, and three cheers for its Editor, and
the cheers ring out loud and strong over tha
darkening Close. But those cheers are mere
whispers in the wind compared with the
responsive salvoes which boom forth from
our mighty host.

“The tumult and the shouting dies ’’;
our charabanc rumbles away, swiftly to be
swallowed up in the shadows. And we take
back with us nothing but the happiest recol-
lections of our “grand tour” of Grey-
friars!




A Great Occasion!
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