














fail lim. BONTER calmly takes
Tue Heav Ly his left wirist and
proceeds to cxanane his palin.)
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“Your life-line, sir, is jolly fing,
You ought to live to ninety-nin2!"”

"Twas he who tricked you all—and me.
I’ll thrash him soundly—when I'm free !
I mean to make that boy desist
Ifrom being a ventriloqust: !
And now, pray leave my study, Bull.
Bunter shall pay for this in full!
(Exz:it BuLn. 'Tne HEAD reswines his seal,
frowning grimly as he bends over Ius papers.)
Tae HEAD:
So Bunler caused all these intrusions,
These consternations and confusions !
I’ll speak to him with great asperity,
And then chastise him with severity !
(Enter BUNTER, without knocking. Smiling
cheerfully, the fat junior advances to THE
HeAD’S table. Dr. Locke stares al him
speechlessly.)
BUNTER :
Ahem! Good-evening, Dr. Locke !
I planned to call at six o’clock
And read the lines upon your palm.
Don’t get excited, sir, keep calm !
(THE HEAD glares at BUNTER, lis face worl:-
ing convulsively. He tries to speal:, but words

Your life-lines sir, is jolly
fine,

You ought to live to
ninety-nine.

But there are signs of
mmbecility,

You show the symptoms
of senility,

Your second childhood will

commence,

Depriving you of all your
sense.

Your line of wealth 1s

rather short;
I"n very sorrv to report
That when you get to
elchty-three
Theyll put vou on a
pension, see ?
No longer will  you reign
and rule
Over the boys of Grey-
friars School.
You'll take a humble country cottage,
And there, sir, you will spend your dotage.
Tne Heap (aside) -
Good gracious! Can the boy be mad
[Tas sunstroke smitten him, poor lad

¥

- g

BUXNTER (resuming his craminalion) :
Your line of character 1s wealk,
It’s just a faint and narrow streal.
You're far too fond of caning fellows,
And revelling in their roars and bellows
In fact, sir, vou are not a hero;
You have the tyrant strain of Nero.
You love to wield the birch and cane
And give your victims pangs of pain.
Your tyranny, dear sir, is such
That schoolboys tremble at your touch.
These revelations, Doctor Locke,
Will doubtless give you quite a shock :
But palmists always speak the truth,
And I'm a most veracious youth.

(T HeaAp snatches lis hand awgqy from

BUNTER’S grasp and gumps to his feet, his face
red wilh anger.)
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BUNTER (aside) :

Ture HeaD:

(Exit BUNTER in a pane, with the HeAD
striding after hum.)

dais—or at a table—and frowns upon the
assembled school, 1.c., the audience. He
¢s in the act of calling the roll. (OSLING,
the porter, 1s also present on the plalform.)
THE HEAD: _

Yoices (off) :

Tor Hrap:

BuxTER! T scarce know what to say.
Your conduct takes my breath away !
Such insolence is truly shocking !

You dared to enter without knocking.
Forgetful of my high position,

You seized my hand without permission,

Then uttered insults reprehensible.
Such conduct, boy, is indefensible !

BUNTER :

Oh, really, sir ! I didn’t mean
To raise your anger, fierce and keen.
I merely told your fortune truly,
Calmly, collectedly, and coolly.
And now, instead of being grateful,
Your attitude is simply hateful !

Tue Heap (pointing to the door) :

Go! Do not speak another word !
Sufficient insults I have heard.
To-morrow morning, in Big Hall,
The Sword of Damocles shall fall.

A flogging I will then 1impart

Such as will make you squirm and smart !

I’ll punish your cupidity

Your rudeness and stupidity,

With such severity and force

That you will suffer keen remorse !

Tae Hran:

Penfold ! Russell! "Hazeldene!
Voices (off) :

Adsum !

Adsum !
Here, old bean !

Tue HeAv (frowning) :

Some boy, feeling gay and gladsome,’

Dares to say, instead of ** Adsum!”

Words of grossest disrespect.

The rascal’s voice I can’t detect.

'Tis disgraceful, 'pon my soul !

I'll proceed to call the roll.

BUNTER MAJOR !

(There 1s no reply. Trr IHEAD'S frown
deepens, and he repeats the name several times.
Still there 1s no response.)

Tur HEeaD:
The wretched boy declines to answer !
(GOSLING ! f '
I really don’t see ’ow ’e can, sir.
Tae HEeAD:
Why, Gosling? Is not Bunter
here ?

Oh, lor’! A public execution
Won’t suit my fecble constitution !

._._.__._._
St~ = —

Depart ! Go quickly ! Disappear !
Or 1 will flog you, now and
here ! =

END OF ACT II,
ACT T1I1,

ScexE.—1"he Platform in Big Hall.
(Tnr HeAD stands majestically at. the

WrarTON! Nugent major! Brown'!

Adsum !
Adsum !
Gone to town !
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“ Depart! Go quickly! Disappear!
Or I will flog you now and here ! ”
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(FOSLING :

'IE wandered out of
Tae HEaD:

For Bunter, a sound ﬂorrrrlnrr waits !
(OSLING :

I know, sir;
THE HEAD:

That boy has much to answer for !

He tries my patience more and more.

The way he chooses to behave

Will bring my grey hairs to the grave !

Wherever can the rascal be ?
(FOSLING :

Dunno, sir. ’E’s a habsentee!

(Enter PoricE-CoNSTABLE ToOZER, mairching

BrLLy BUNTER on o the platform. TozER looks
very pompous and vmportant ; BUNTER 1S

cates, I fear.

but e ain’t 1n gates.

squirnung and protesting n the constable’s
qgrasp.)
Tae HEeap:
Good gracious !
Tozer ?

What does 7415 mean,

' o NUR L
f~1 N €3 ’tiwt

TozEr :
I think as 'ow you oughter know, sir.
Tae Heap:
What has this reckless boy been doing ?
What pranks has Bunter been pursuing
TozERr :
I caught "im, sir, when on my beat,
A-tellin’ fortunes in the street !
Jpon the kerb I see im stand,
A-holdin’ people by the ’and.
’I says to one old ﬂent says e,
" You’ll die when you are fifty- three
The old gent larfs, an’ says, ‘ Here,
steady !
I'm seventy years of age already !’
Then Bunter says to some smart dame,
“Some day, ma’am, you will rise to
fame.”
She says to ’'im, “ You ignoramus !
Why, all my life T ave been famous !
I'm Lady Vere de Vere, you see,
The ‘ big noise ’ in Society.”
Then Bunter says t0 some old

)

chappie,
luur life, ’enceforth, will not be
‘appy.

Misfortunes grim will mar your
blisg—-"

i t}ﬂ_‘; . E THe 1111-:.-11:. ;. |

= 1 AR g E.stnp_! [ will hear no more of

s Y B NG /o f s this !

XL f B 48 f'f"-'ﬁ,—f-ﬁ;; >4 Tozer :
kA ; Y R 2 O I says to’im, I says, “ Desist1”
/ N7 Then clicks the ’and-cufls on
: 'Is wrist.
/i | l 2\ | I never took 'im to the station,

71 S ] N7 But made this school ’1s destina-

/f . /. tion.
.E e I thought you wouldn't want a

A N - scandal
7 AN m Because of this ’ere blessed
A2 *'*-1'-3;‘:;: z / ', vandal.

1 -\ 17V : . A THe Hgap:
' = H You did quite right to bring him

=00\ here.

= TozERr- (piously) :

= My dooty, sir, was plain an’

e, — clear.
r— Not even, sir, the Iure of Beauty,
“ 1 caucht ’im, sir, when on my beat, Can ever drag me irom my

A-tellin’ fortunes in the street !’ dooty.
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Tue Hesap:

Would you—
ahem—ac-
cept a shill-
my ?

TozERr :

P.C.’S E-]lullltl
never bhe
unwillin’ !

(Tue HEAD
hands TozZER «a coin,
which the constable

(R0SLING @
Before’e’s 'urt,
e starts to
scjueal !
BuNTER :
[ won't tell
fortunes any
more !

Tar HEAD

(gromly)
You should

slips into lis pockel Etf't'uiﬁztzu%lit
with  a  qgrunt  of e

satisfaction.)
Tur HEAD:

Pray leave this
rascal in my hands!
ToZER :

So be it, sir; 1

hunder-

BUNTER :

Oh, dear! 1
feel I'm go-
ing to faint!

Tae HEeADp:

Coward! Pray

stands ! “ Yaroooo! That beastly birch-rod hurts!” exercise re-
(Exit TOzZER.) straint !
TaE HEAD (addressiig the cudience) BUNTER : : .
This boy has acted in a fashion I'd rather, sir, that you did that !
That forfeits mercy or compassion. I don’t mind taking one slight pat ;
No need for me to keep on dwelling But if you flog with all your might,
Upon his feats of fortune-telling. I'll write and tell my dad to-night !
. r ¥,
He is & humbug and a cheat, I'ne HEAD: |
A fraud, a charlatan complete ! You shall receive your just deserts !
BUNTER : BU}ITE‘,R : _ ,
Oh, really, sir—that’s rather strong ! Yaroooo ! That beastly birch-rod hurts !
Tue HEAD: GosriNa: .
Your conduet, boy, was base and wrong ! IS ’asn’t felt it yet at all,
BUNTER : ~ An’ yet ’e starts to bawl an’ squall !
I am a palmist, smart and clever—— ' Tae Heap: a5
Tue Heap: - The flogging I will now administer !
Your palmistry must end for ever ! BUNTER : .
(ROSLING : Help ! He's a tyrant, cruel and sinister !
The school’s good name, sir, ’e’s been (Tue HEAD administers stz strokes with the
smirchin’, birch. BUNTER’S yells of anquish are piercing
The rascal wants a thorough birchin’ ! and penelrating. He struggles and Iicks, bt
Tue HEAD: CtosuixG Zolds him hghtly. Finally, when the
Now, in the sight of all beholders, last stroke has been dealt, BUNTER ro0lls off the

I'Il flog him:! Take him on your shoulders.  porter’s shoulders, and grovels on the platform.)
(BUNTER 75 hotsted on to GOSLING’S shoulders, Tue Heap (laying aside the birch) :

whilst THE HEAD takes up a birch-rod. Ior Bunter ! I trust this castigation

~urposes of the Play, the victim’s back will be Will put a sudden termination

suitably *“ barricaded.”) To all your fortune-telling foily

BUNTER : Which caused this scene so melan-
Nw ! Let me off, sir! Iappeal! choly !
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BUNTER '
Oh, dear! Oh,
Yaroooo !

I’'m sure my back is black and blue !
Tee Heap:

crumbs!  Yow-ow!

Your conduet has been base and baneful.

The sequel has been grim and painful !
GOSLING :

“ The way of the transgressor’s 'ard,”

Says Shalkespeare—or some brother bard.

BUNTER (blinking at the audience) :
Though smarting in a dozen places,
I see no sympathetic faces !
I hear no cries of * Poor old chap ! ”

I don’t believe yvou care a serap !
You've all got hearts as hard as
Pharaol. :

This pain is more than I can bear. Oh!
Tur HraD:

I won't prolong a scene hke this.
The school will instantly dismiss !

(Exit Tne Heap and GostuiNcg. BUNTER
pauses on his way to the exit, and blinks patheti-
cally at the audience.)

BUNTER :
Take this advice, you chaps, from me.
Never go in for Palmistry !
CURTAIN.
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an A REMINDER! ks
an Every year the cheery schoolboy characters who play such a prominent |7 |
‘| part in each volume of the * Holiday Annual ” automatically make | [
) hosts of new friends. 'The great majority of these are Keen to follow g
an the trend of events at Greyfriars, St. Jim’s, and Rookwood from week W
an to week throughout the year—as many thousands of enthusiastic oy
Ujr readers have been doing for years past. l[r];
W [t is my custom, then, to mention here, for the bhenefit of all whom |
) 1t may concern, that every Monday throughout the year Harry Wharton LD
L & Co., of Greyfriars School, disport themselves in the pages of the ay
J ““ Magnet ” Library, which publlmtmn 1s also graced, of course, by the  {|{1j|
mi|j weighty presence of Billy Bunter ! {oy
Each Tuesday brings ¢ The Popular,” a great feature of which is a ||l
L complete story of Jimmy Silver & Co., the lively chums of Rookwood | L
ay School ; while most of the other favourites find a place in its pages. L&)
S Wednesday brings the ** Gem,” with its extra-long yarn of famous Tom ay
Merry & Co., of St. Jim’s. The pranks and adventures, grave and gay, of Y
E‘:D-: these evergreen favourites—among whom Arthur Augustus D’Arcy holds a L
i high place—have been faithfully chronicled in the “ Gem ” every week (e
iy for nearly twenty years by Mr. Martin Clifford—and they are now more L
1] popular than ever! ay
T The price of each of the above-mentioned weeklies is twopence. In %
SR addition to these, book-length stories of the three famous schools are
% issued each month, in the * Schoolboys’ Own Library,” at the price of &y
= fourpence per volume. Thus is every need of the enthusiastic school- D;Q
==l . story lover adequately catered for by the Companion Papers, from )
E’E which the ¢ Holiday Annual ” originally sprang. @;J'
o+ THE EDITOR. 8y
asi ay
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