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Tlte Editor To Hs Friends.

IN setting myself each year to the task of compiling the

GREYFRIARS HOLIDAY ANNUAL, the ideal I have in mind is
always the same—namely, to produce a volume which shall

be the ace of all story annuals.

"To attain this ideal, many laborious hours are devoted to the
selection and preparation of stories and pictures of the highest
standard, and that famous trio of authors, Messrs. Frank Richards,
Martin Clifford and Owen Conquest, especially, are kept busy
burning the midnight oil by the gallon !

At last comes the moment when the final proof page is returned
to the printers, and we of the HOLIDAY ANNUAL staff, with our

contributors and artists alike, can sit back—and leave the rest
to you !

Supported by many other attractive characters, you will find
Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars, Tom Merry & Co. of St. Jim’s,
and Jimmy Silver & Co. of Rookwood—those famous schoolboys
whose names are known and loved throughout the whole English-
speaking world—all lined up and on their toes, ready to entertain

and amuse you in the pages that follow.

In the capable hands of these irresistibly cheery youths I will
leave you to come by your Oowll road to the inevitable conclusion
that the HOLIDAY ANNUAL is, beyond doubt, the ace of all story

annuals !

Your sincere friend,
THE EDITOR,

THE FLEETWAY HOUSE,
FARRINGDON STREET,
LONDON, E.C.4.

(All rights reserved and reproduction without permission strictly
forbidden.)

(3 )

T“_‘.
=

\llll\l\\l\

[

‘ii:“llz\:!]i

111!11'|1||1_|Iq\u
:hnui“ L

i
li.li.ihlli

1

ik

r_nz

I
i dhs “.h

LHITTHY

i
|
H

.
E l-'-illili-li:i-lhhiil 1

I
-l*.n‘-\‘l\

e

'f
I
I

il
i)

‘“ ;I

il

l

I

il

il
I

i
h\".l.\liﬂ \

LA

E

i

i

i

\'h“ il

il

|
\

I

T
I

\\

|
I\

Il

il

“mu i

I

|

I

i

il

\
!

I

il

T

|
\

Il

|

I

il

Il

Il

il

1
l

m\

i

\\

i

il

|
|

L

T ————



| )-ﬁ EAR Lprtor,—My name 1s
i ~/ Thomas Doughty—Dbetter
known as Doubting Thomas.
My appearance 1s that of a bespec-
tacled student of about eighteen—
which 1s just what I happen to be. My
chief claim to fame is that I never
believe a thing till I see it.” And my
reason for writing you is that I have
had an experience which will interest
you as much as it astonished me !

In a word, dear Iditor, 1 have just
discovered a place which I always
thought existed only 1n 1magination
—namely, Greyfriars School !

It was quite an accidental dis-
covery. I had lost my way during
my first solo flight in an aeroplane.
My petrol had run low and I couldn’t
spot a suitable place for a forced
landing. Sheer panic began to grip
me. I felt I had to get out of that
aeroplane in double-quick time. As it

(
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The Editor of the Greyfriars Holiday
Annual was surprised to receive this
extraordinary letter. You, too, will
be surprised—and amused—when you
read it |

happened the means was at hand—
I had a parachute with me !

Off I jumped, with lips tight-set and
eyes closed | It was a jump into the
Unknown ! DBut, strangely enough,
when I opened my eyes again, 1t was
to find that I was descending on a
place I seemed to know quite well !
It was a group of noble-looking build-
ings set in the centre of tree-studded
lawns and flower-beds beyond which
were playing-fields dotted with white-
clad figures at cricket.

Where had I seen it before ? 1 felt
sure I had never been to this spot in
my life~yet it was almost as familiar
as my own home |

Before 1 could solve the puzzle 1
reached terra firma—or, rather, some-
thing that was happily much softer
than terra firma. It was a fat human
body—and I can assure you it made

a very agreeable landing-place, though
)



its owner didn’t seem to find the ex-
perience at all agreeable !

“Yarooooooh ! Beast!” was his
creeting, as he collapsed beneath
me. ‘‘ Why can’'t vou look where
vou're going, you clumsy idiot? Ow-
wow ! .

voorryl” 1 gasped, as 1 dis-
entangled myselt from the cords. ‘1
couldn’t help 1t. You see, I've just
jumped out of an aeroplane 1n a para-
chute.”

‘“ Pip-pip-parachute ? " stuttered
the fat youth. Then he found his
olasses and jammed them on his little
snub nose and took a look around
him. And when he saw that I was
speaking the truth the glare he gave
me almost cracked the specs. which
had survived the crash!

‘““Well, of all the nerve !’ he gasped.
‘““ Fancy jumping out of a blessed
acroplane when I was underneath !
Couldn’t you have waited till you got
over the sea or something? Can't
a man walk across the quad without a
silly fathead from
an aeroplane drop-
ping out on him?
You'll jolly well
have to pay me
compensation | "’

‘“Look here <

| protested.

“ Bunter ! 1 velled involuntarily.

“ Eh? How did vou come to know
my name ? "’

“ You're Bunter, aren’t vou? " |
gasped. ‘‘ Tell me I'm not dreaming !
Then this must be Greyfriars ! "

“0Of course it's Greyiriars
snorted the fat vouth. ** Dlessed if 1
can tell how you know my name,
though ; I don't know you ! "

“ Just think of 1t!" 1 exclaimed
joyously, as | cot clear of the para-
chute at last. “ I'vve landed at
Greyfriars and met DBilly Bunter —
and I used to think neither of them
existed at all !

Bunter looked rather alarmed.

“ 1 sav, are vou all right in the top-
knot 2 ' he asked anxiously. It
you've escaped from a mental home
or something, I'm off ! "

“ Stav ! 1 commanded. ‘* Come
with me to the tuckshop instead,
Bunter, and we'll see if Mrs. .‘.\Iin_llw]u_':-t
jJam-tarts and pastries are as nice 1
reality as thev are in fiction!”

‘ ' Bunter's alarm
vanished.

( \1\"@1]; NOW }:nll
cOMe to mention
it. I do feel a lii‘fule.
peckish,” he said,
jumping to his feet

SRatsl’ re-
torted the fat
youth 1mpolitely.
“ You'll have to
pay up, so it's no
cood trying to get
out of it! Look at
what you've done
to me—you’ve bro-
ken my legs and
busted my spinal
column and dislo-

with sur]?rising‘
alacrity for onc
suffering from
broken legs, busted
spinal column and
dislocated neck.
“ This way, old
chap ! "

And that, dear
Editor, was the
beginning of the
surprising and ex-

N ~iting adventure
- | landed on a fat human body, N C1l 24
cated ML L K jeem to find the expcrle?-:c:nitt h:\?\\m.r d'd“;t that makes me
and ‘“Yarooooh! Beast!™ - igae

X

was his greeting, write yvou this
)



letter. Believe me,
the thrill of the

some new planet
swam into his ken

was as nothing
compared with the
thrill 1 got! 1

pinched myself to

male sure [ was
awake, as I walked
beside the real,

genuine, original
Billy Bunter to the
?l‘fhilv\}) I h:

= vou beasts!”
it wasn't exactly
’ a polite way of
putting it, but the
| crowd promptly
paid me the com-
pliment of parting
to let us through.
“This way,sir! "’
v out a bright-
eved, curly-haired
voungster. ‘* Visi-
tors first always-—
even though they
suffer the handi-

sang

always 1}‘.""‘;"Ht e

cap of knowing

ted only in Frank
Richards’ fertile [% & | \
brain ! 5 A

Iere we were at e \‘ { ,"“
I |

the tuckshop!
knew it in a mo-

thens _fn“‘;tlmg' > said. * Hurrah!™ roared
it was in the shade
of the big elms, just as I'd seen it

times
meet
often

shown by the artist a thousand
in Greviriars varns.  Now to
some of the characters I'd so
longed to meet in the past!

My highest hopes were realised
when 1 walked in. The little shop
was simply packed with customers,
and voices were ringing in my ears
which I had certainly never hoped to
have the luck to hear !

“ Jam tarts, here,
please.”

* Shure, an’ ut's a mixed oice Oi'd
be afther havin® whin ye're ready ! ”

* Let's have that ginger-pop soon,
ma'am—we're in a hurry ! ”

“ The hurryfulness is terrific, my
esteemed and ludicrous Mrs. Mimblel”

“1 say, you fellows, where are your
blessed manners ? ' roared Bunter
above the din. “ I've got a guest
here. He's just arrived by air and
he’'s famished. Lemme get through,

Mrs. Mimble,

\ £ ‘I...h..r._‘—mv._?.rr

Bunter!”
‘‘ Ha, ha, hal"
‘ Beast 1"
“NYou're DBob
Cherry, aren't

il ;!‘H‘”!u

i
il

i

“1 want you all to do me the honour of helping you ?”' I asked, as
yourselves to what you fancy—at my expense | ™ |

1 walked through
the gangway to the
counter. ' That's right enough,”
replied the youngster, with a rather
puzzled look. ‘ How do you know
me ? "’

“ T think I'd know that smile and
voice anywhere, though it's true I've
never met you before!” T said.
“I'm known as Doubting Thomas
myself, and 1 want you and all your
friecnds to do me the honour of
helping yourselves to whatever you
fancy—at my expense!”

“ Hurrah ! roared Mrs. Mimble’s
customers.

There was such a rush as surely
can never have been scen before at
the tuckshop counter. I need hardly
tell you that Bunter was well to the
fore. The speed with which he
waded into everything within reach
of him was such that I couldn’t help
thinking even Mr. Richards had failed
to do justice to his powers in the
eating line |

Mrs. Mimble's customers.

(s5)



Leaving Bunter to break as many
records as he wished, I mingled with
the rest of the throng. I was soon
chatting cheerily with Harry Wharton,
Frank Nugent, Hurree Singh, Johnny
Bull, Mickey Desmond, Squiff, Tom
Brown and a host of other old friends
of fiction. Most of them were playing
cricket against the Upper Fourth on
Little Side that afternoon and couldn’t
stop, so our confab was all too brief.
But what a treat it was while it
lasted, to hear them talking in such
familiar, matter-of-fact tones about
the people and places I'd thought
lived only in cold print.

I left the tuckshop at last,
siderably lighter in pocket.
rolled along with me
the time being,
gantuan appetite.

“You want me to show you over
the place ? ”’ he grinned, in reply to
the request I made of him. ** Right-
ho, then! I'm an obliging sort of chap
and you couldn’t have chosen a more
useful guide, either—I'm the most
popular chap in the school, you know !

“ Really ? "

“ Fact,” said Bunter, with a fat
smirk. “ Everybody admires and re-
spects me—even chaps in the Sixth!”

 Bunter, you fat worm | ”’ rapped
out a sharp, unpleasant voice just
then. * I've been looking for you
everywhere. You took a plum cake
from my study ! "’

The thin-lipped, sallow-faced senior
who had spoken bore down on us
like a kind of avenging spirit. Bunter
gave a squeak of alarm.

“ 1 say, Loder, I never touched it
—and anyway, it was a rotten cake,
hardly worth eating—ow-wow |
Yooooop | "

Bunter’s remarks tailed off into a
series of wild howls, as the newcomer’s
ashplant started lashing him.

con-
Bunter
having, for
satisfied his gar-

6

‘ Excuse me, won’t
said to me, v with a sneer e s

CC11g =

he had finished. Then he 1,
looking much happier tth when he
had 'mlud

It took another snack in the tt
shop to bring Bunter back to
normal self again. After that,
set off once more; and, to give
Bunter his due, he did prove himself
to be a most efficient guide

He showed me the Close, the old
Closters, Big Hall, the Gym .vui .I”

the Form-

rooms. Then he took mu
upstairs to the spot dear to x”
Frank Richards’ readers the world
over—the Remove passage !

There were not { eft
in it, this sunny sumn ternoon,
but we did nuct a few. Kipps was
in No. s, try ing out a new : nd very
difficult conjuring trick ; and a ]v':m
and bony vouth “whom I recognised
at once as Alonzo Todd was at llwul“
in No. 7o huunl\' studying a massive
tome entitled ““The St tory of a Potato.”
In No. o, again, we struck Dick
Penfold, busy on a poem for the
‘“ Greyfriars Herald.” In No. 11—
whisper it l—we saw three rather
furtive-looking youngsters smoking

cigarettes and playing a game of
banker for penny points.

Leaving Messrs. Skinner and Snoop
and Stott to their dubious pleasures,
we looked in at No. to find an
elegant youth dozing on a luxurious
divan. At the sound of Dunter's
voice, he ecjaculated ** Oh, d!"
and made a move to hurl a cushion;
but he dropped it and welcomed us

I'2,

gal

most graciously, begad, on secing
that Bunter had brought a guest
with him !

Nice lad, Lord Mauleverer. That

was the impression I carried away, as
I followed Bunter to Masters’ Passage.
In Masters’ Passage, the first person



we met made us both jump for cover.
It was a podgy and pondgro\ s gentle-
double-barrelled

man who carried a
gun at a most menacing
“Frout L * I s Lcs:‘ci and so
it ! We let him pass before
venturing forth to the study I really
wanted to see—a study from whence
the clicking of a typewriter could be
clearly heard now
* That's Quel Bunter informed
me. * He's a beast! He's working
on his fatheaded ' History of Grey-
friars ' now. You don’t want to see
him, do you?”
[hat was _‘]".\T
\';'us' I' iter was
AN 1 ( "l want
to see him—an
see him 1 did,
lcaving Bunt to
prowl about out-
side 1n a very un-
casy state !
“Mr. Quel
I cried, walkin
and grasping him
warmly by the

‘You don't
me—but

hand.
know

_—— 1 =
how well T 1 SOV Cun at @ most menacing angle
you, to be sure!

A pair of gimlet eves fixed on me
—eyes that seemed to pierce me
tlum.a.x .md through.

“ What—what ] Who are you,

sic "

“T am known as Doubting Thomas,
Mr. Quelch, and it's a real pleasure
to meet vou and to know that you
really exist 1"

“ Bless my soul !
Quelch, blankly.

“1 always thought you were a
dream, sir, but now 1

** How dare you, sir? Really, this
is 1)0>1t1\ ely extraordinary ! ”

Mr. Quelch reached out for a

(

» exclaimed Mr.

n who c\rnul a double- hnrnllul spnrllm,

7

bell-push. I thought it advisable to
beat a hurried retreat !

“1 told you he was a beast!”
snorted Bunter, as he led me away.

And so the afterncon wore on in a
dizzy round of mectings and partings.
I saw IHoskins of the Shell pounding
away at the piane, Fisher T. Fish
scarching the Remove dormitory for
sixpence he had lost a week before,
Coker of the Fifth trying to convince

Wingate he was the one man the
First Icleven needed-—and others too
numerous to recall in the space of
one letter.

Then came the
final thrill—a visit
to the Crypt and a
tour of exploration
through the secret
underground  pas-
sage leading to the
old ruined Priory
in Friardale
Woods! Here
Bunter left me. He
said he wasn’t
going to walk in
a  Dblessed under-
ground passage to
plecase anybody.
Here also my ad-
ventures came to a disastrous end, for,

“Prout I" | guessed.

_]l]‘-l as I was coming out into the
daylight, a picce of roof fell in and
I remembered no more.

The next experience I had was the
most surprising of thc lot. I woke
up in bed in hospital, to learn that I
had been found in a dazed condition,
not far from the aerodrome from
which I had started—with my para-
chute still trailing about me !

It was a perplexing end to a
delightful adventure. But I shall
never again deserve the name of

DOUBTING THOMAS.
THE END
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