











ACT II.
ScENE.—The Remove Form-room at Grey-
friars.

(The examination for the Newille Prize
s in progress. BiLLy BUNTER and SKINNER
are seated at the front desk, and the
Faxouvs FIve occupy the desk behind. There
are other candidates for the exam., but only
these seven are shown on the stage. The
juniors are scribbling away industriously.)
BuNTER (aside, 1o SKINNER) :

Skinner, old chap, I’'m getting stuck!
SKINNER :
Put anything, and trust {o luck!
BUNTER :
But if T make a silly blunder
SKINNER : '
You’ll make a lot, I shouldn’t wonder !
BuNTER : ‘
I stand in need of your assisiance
SKINNER :
I only wish you’d keep your distance!
BuxNTER (eagerly) :
Help me, old chap! And when I win
T’ll see that you get half the tin!
SKRINNER :
You always were a
generous soul,
And so I’ll help you
to your goal.
BUNTER :
Ten guineas will he
yours, old son,
The moment that the
prize is won !
SKINNER :

CHrERRY ¢ ,
These history problems get me guessing !
Mr. QuELcH :
Apply yourself with might and main,
Until the answers are made plain.
Lverything comes to him who tries,
And that includes the Neville Prize !
BunrtER : .
Would you object, sir, if I stop
Mr. QuELCH :
What !
BuNTER :
And go and get a ginger-pop?
Mg. QuELcH :
Bunter !
BuNTER :
I find that, when my brain gets chronic,
A ginger-pop’s a splendid tonic !
It stimulates my mental muscles,
Tones up the little grey corpuscles,
And makes me work, sir, like a nigger,
With unabated vim and vigour!
So I'll adjourn, sir, to the shop,
And quaff the foaming ginger-pop—

Now., tell me what
you wish to know.
BrNTER :
Hush! Here’s the
Quelchy-bird! Go
slow !

(Enter Mr. QUELCH, in
qown and mortar-board.
fTe talkes up his position
i front of the desks, an’l
smiles at the candidates.)
MR. QuELncH :

Well, boys, and how
Are vou progress-
ing 1"’

*“Now, pray resume your work.' my boys,
And with the_minimum of noise,”
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SKINNER :

| AURREE JAMSET RAM é‘mcﬂ

Orherwise Known
»

as “INKY” of e

Remove !

/’———’

Oh, somewhere on the
Spanish Main !

Bu~TER ¢
By whom was Magna

Charta signed !
SKINNER :
By Milton—after he was
blind !
BUNTER :
Your fund of knowledge is
surprising !
Who organised the Mon-
mouth rising?
SKINNER :
I think it was Sir Walter
Raleigh :
With Monmouth he was
very pally!
BeNTER ¢
And who played bowls on
Plymouth.Sound ?
SKINNER :
"T'was Julius Ceesar, I'1l be
bhound !

Mr. Qurrch (sternly)
You will no nothing of the kind!
Bunter, you’re lazily inclined !
You shall not budge from where you
sit
Until such time as I think fit.
BuxtEeR ¢
But, sir,
brain
Waarrtox (leaning over to BUNTER) :
Shut up! You’re asking for the cane!
Mr. QuiLcH :
Now, pray resume your work, my boys,
And with the minimum of noise!

(The juniors bend over their papers, and
MR. QUELCH paces to and fro, his hands
clasped belind his baclk.)

Bunter (aside, to SKINNER) :
When did the Conqueror arrive?
SKINNER :
Ahem! In Fifteen-fifty-fivel
BUNTER :
Thanks!
slain?

just think of my poor

Where was William Rufus

BunTER :
I thought I was a dab at
History, -
But all these things were wrapt in
mystery ;

However, now you’ve put me wise,
I'm bound to win the Neville Prize!
(MRr. QurLcH suddenly stops short in his

stride, and frowns at the candidutes.
BuNTER and SKINNER dmmediately become
absorbed in their work.)
Mr. QUELcH :

Bunter ! I thought I heard you talking!
BunNTER

Pure fancy, sir | Resume your walking!
Mr. QuELCH :

Were you mnot holding forth to
Skinner?
BrxteR:

No word has left ngy lips since dinner !
Mr. QuELcH (angrily seizing a pointer):

How dare you state a fabrication?

I heard you hold a conversation !

I wish to know what you were saying;

Tell me at once, without delaying !
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BuntEr (quaking) ¢
em! I merelysaidfo Skinner s

““ 0ld Quelchy is a trump—a winner!

A master of the very best,

More wise and kind than all the rest.

A kind heart beats beneath his gown.

You never see him fume or frown.

Ile should be Head of Greyfriars School,

We should rejoice beneath his rule!”
CuErRrY (aside) :

Great jumping

whopper !

BuLy:

Bunter will catch it, good and proper!
WharTON :

Quelchy will simply give him fits
NUGENT :

And we will gather up the bits!
Mr. Quercn (frowning):

Silence! I will not have this chatter!

Bunter, you lied about this matter.

A plausible excuse you’ve planned

Without success; hold out your-hand!

(Very reluctantly, BunNTER obeys. Mr.
QUELCH administers two’ cuts on each hand
with the pointer, and BUNTER yells wildly.)
MR. QUELCH :

Let every boy resume his task
In silence; that is all T ask.

(The candidates resume, and MR. QURLCH
continues to pace to and fro. BUNTER sils
squeezing his hands, and groaning dismally.
Presently, when the master is out of earshot,
he turns agatn to SKINNER.)

Bu~NTER :

What is the capital of Spain?
SKINNER :

I think it’s Frankfort-on-the-Maine!
BuNTER !

Oh, good!
SKINNER :

Just off the coast of Italy!
BunTER :

Where does the River Quse start oozing ?
SKINNER : .

Somewhere in France! (4side) This is

amusing !

BUNTER : .

What are the exports of Tibet?
'SKINNER :

Dunno ; I’ve never been there yet!

What a

crackers!

And where is Tennessee?

BusTER ¢
But surely you can make a guess?
SKINNER :
Kings, cabbages, and water-cress!
BuNTER  (scribbling  down — SKINNER’S
answers) .
By Jove, we’re making ripping head-
way !
Is there a river called the Medway ?
SEINNER :
Oh, no! Tt is a lofty hill,
The highest mounfain in Brazil!

« A plausible excuse you’ve planned
Without success ; hold out your hand !’

BunrtER :
Hurrah! TI’ve finished all my papers!
Now we’ll indulge in larks and capers!
MR. QuELcH (pausing):
Those who have finished, may retire:
That is, if they should so desire.
(BUNTER and SKINNER rise to their feet,
handing their eramination-papers to MR.
QueLcH. They then stroll slowly away, arm-
in-arm.)
Buntrr (glecfully):
I’'m certain I shall win the prize!
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SKINNER :
A fact I fully realise!
BUNTER :
Thanks to your kind co-operation
I’ll win, and cause a big sensation !
Oh, it will be a happy day
When twenty guineas come my way !
We’ll share the proceeds, Skinney boy,
And then we’ll fairly jump for joy!
(Ezit BunTER and SKINNER. The others
remarn vn the Form-room.)

CHERRY (aside, to WHARTON) *
Skinner’s been pulling Bunter’s leg

WHARTON :

’Twill take the fat fool down a peg!
CHERRY :

He’s stuffed him up with tommy-rot
WHARTON :

Serves Bunter right, Bob, does it not?

NucENT ¢
Bunter went out with quite a grin,
Believing that he’s bound to win.
BuLw:
But when the Head awards the prize,
Billy will have a sad surprise !
HuRREE SINGH :
Let’s plan a booby prize, my chums,
For Billy Bunter’s benefit ;
And when the presentation comes,
He’ll have an apoplectic fit !

(Tur Favous Five confer together in low

tones, chuckling at intervals.)

MRr. QUELCH :
Hand in your papers, boys, to me.
You have all finished, I can see.

(The juniors obey. FEzit Tur Famous
Five, rubbing their hands, and .chuckling
in anticipation of the award of BUNTER’S
Booby Prize.)

END OF ACT II.

ACT IIL.

ONE: OF THE
BLACK SueeP

!mZﬁat‘old Skinner: ][ if?

SceNE.—A portion of Big Hall
at Greyfriars.

(Tee Famous TFive, BuUNTER,
and SKINNER, are seated on a
form an front of the platform,

awarting the arpival of the
Head.)
BUNTER ¢
My heart is beating loud 7 wd
fast.

T can’t sit still a minute!
Result of the exam, at last!
I’m certain I shall win it!
Hurrer SINGH :
I also feel in quite a flurry,
T wish the worthy Head would
hurry!
WHARTON :
Wonder who’s won the twenty
guineas?
Buxter (tapping kis forehead) :
A brainy chap—not dolts or
ninnies!
CHERRY :
If Bunter’s won the Neville
Prize,
We'll Taud his prowess to the
gkiea!




NuGENT @
But it’s absurd to think
he’s won it:
No brainless noodle
could have done it !
Bu~NtER :
Just

:
y
" 5

wait until the
Head appears!
He'll call my name
amid loud cheers!
I'm certain I shall top
the list
Berr:
Bunter, you
optimist !
BUNTER :
With envy you'll he
green, I guess;
And all will covet mv

are an

success ! BUNTER :
SKINNER (aside {fo
Bu~NTER) :
You won’t forget my share, old fellow?
BuNTER :
Of course not. Shush! No need to
bellow.

WHARTON :

I hate to sit here in suspense
CHERRY :

The atmosphere is taught and tense.
NucenT :

See how excited Bunter looks!
HurrEE SINGH :

In fact, we’re all on ¢¢ tenter hooks >’ !

(Sound of footsteps without.)

CHERRY :
Now we shall hear what we shall hear:
His Majesty the Head draws near !
(Enter Tue HEap, in gown and mortar-
board. He carries a brown-poper parcel,
also a number of papers. He takes up his

position. on the platform, facing the
juniors.)
THE HEAD :
Good-morning, boys!
ALn:

Good-morning, sir!
HURREE SINGH :
The goodfulness of the esteemed morn-
ing is terrific!

“You cad! You led me up the garden 1%

SKINNER : “And I refuse to beg your pardonl’)

Tur Heap (smeling) :
This is a very pleasant function,
Which I perform without compunction.
To all assembled I'll advise
The winner of the Neville Prize;
And give him my congratulation,
And make the proper presentation.
I now will call the boy by name
(BuNTER jumps to his feét, and is about
to advance towards the platform.)
CHERRY :
Sit down, you
game?
BunzEr (angrily) :
Cherry, you interfering cad——
Waarroy :
Sit down, you idiot! Are you mad?
(BUNTER 7s jerked back into his seat.)
Tug Heap (consulting a list in his hand) :
Frank Nugent, I am pleased to state,
Has proved the winning candidate!
(Waarton and CHERRY, seated on either
side of NuceNT, thump their chum on the
back, and overwhelm him with congratula-
tions. BILLY BUNTER sits as if stunned. He
blinks at Tue HEAD in blanlk dismay.)
Tue Heap :
Ninety-five marks Frank Nugent gains
His papers show he took great pains.

duffer! What’s the
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A Sturdy Member
of the Famous Five !

BrNTER ¢
Oh, rveally, sir!
brain-
Tue Heap (sternly):

Sit down, or I will fetch the

cane!

(BuxTER sits down. FRraxk
NveRNT proceeds to the plat-.
forne to receive the presenta-
tiun.)

Bixter (furning to SEISNER):

Skinny, our scheme has come

unstuck !
SKINNER :

Yes; isn't it atrocious luck?

BuNTER :

My massive

His store of knowledge is unique,

He has excelled at French and Greek.

His skill in science is extensive,

His answers, clear and comprehensive.

The presentation I’ll now make
BuNTiRr (jumpang to his feet):

Stop! 1 object! There’s some mistake!
Tue Heap (frowning) :

Bunter! How dare you interfere?
BUNTER :

You've

clear.

Tre Heap:

Good gracious !
BuNTER :

Go through the papers, sir, again,

And you will find that 7’m the winner
(4dside) Thanks to the help of Harold

Skinner !

Tue HeaD:

Bunter! Resume your seat at once!

You are a dolt, sir, and a dunce!

You have a scantier store of knowledge

Than any pupil at this college !

blundered badly, sir, that’s

Is the boy insane?

Nugent has bagged tha
Neville Prize!
SKINNER :
And my dismay I can’t dis-
guise.
Tue Hesp (handing NTcENT
a sealed envelope) :
Coungratulations, my dear
boy !
A proud distinction you
enjoy.

(Cheers from Nucext’s chims. Groans
from BirnLy BuNTER!)
Tae HEAD :
The midnight oil you doubtless burned,
And your reward you’ve richly earned !
(NUGENT 7eturns happily to his place.)
Tar Heap:
Most of the papers I inspected,
And classified, compared, corrected,
Merit my warmest commendation :
They show great skill and concentra-
tion.
There was one candidate, however,
Whose work was anything but clever

BUNTER :

I’ll wager that was Johnny Bull!
Burn:

Absurd! It was yourself, you fool!
Tar HeAp (frowning at BuNTER) :

The work of Bunter, W. G.,

Was as appalling as could he!

The writing was a hideous serawl,

And scarcely legible at all!
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Big blots disfigured all the pages

Such work exasperates, enrages!

And where the writing chanced to be

Lucid enough for me to see,

Errors appeared in rich profusion,

And I have come to the conclusion

That Bunter is a nincompoop
BUNTER :

Oh, dear!
Tue Heap :

No single answer was correct!
Wuaarton (laughing) :

Bunter’s fond hopes have all been

wrecked !

Tre HEaD :

In all my long career, I’ve never

Seen such a feeble, poor endeavour !
BuNTER (furning
fiercely  to  SKIN-
NER) :

You cad! You led
me up the
garden |

SKINNER (grinming):

And I refuse to beg
your pardon !

(BUNTER, in his

wrath and chagrin,
starts to pumnch
SkiNNER. There is a
lively scene, and THE

I’m fairly in the soup!

HEap orders the
belligerents 1o be
separated. This 13
done.)

Tue Heap (faking up
the brown-paper
parcel) :

I found this pack-
age in my
study

(The wrapping seems a trifle muddy).
To William Bunter ’tis addressed,
With an anonymous request
That I should hand it to him here.
Bunter !

BunTER (stepping up to receive the parcel) :
Why don’t you fellows cheer?

(Amid a burst of ironical cheering, THE
HEeap makes the presentation, and BUNTER
sagerly carries the parcel to his place. He

g BT

=

opens it feverishly, expecting to find that it
contains a handsome consolation prize. The
Juniors crowd round with grinming faces.
The wrapping s removed, disclosing a
number of books.)
BunTER (examining the volumes one at a
time) :
Is this another jape of Skinner’s?
‘“ An English History for Beginners.’
And ‘‘ Simple Sums for Tiny Tots,”
““ Poems for Children in their Cots.”

““A Spelling Book for Mites and
Midgets,”’

*“ Instructions How to Count yeur
Digits.”

‘¢ Arithmetic for Little Chaps.”’
“ Lessons for Babes on Mothers’ Laps.”*

 Take that—and that !
"Tis a sorry end to all my dreams,
And all my fond, ambitious schemes !

(3]

““ Hints for the Mcntally Deficient -~
Oh, help! I think that’s quite
sufficient !

(The juniors yell with laughter, and
BunTER’S face s a study. Ezit Tug HEeap,
smaling.)

BunTER (clenching his fists):
Who dared to play this rotten trick?
I call on him to own up, quick!
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DEINKZR ¢

Not guilty of the fearful erime!
CHERRY ;

We are the guilty ones, this time!
WrarToN :

We thought a booby prize would be

The proper caper, don’t you sce?
BunTER :

I"hoped il was a box of caudy!
NegeNr

You’ll find those volumes very handy!

(BuNTER, 21 great wrath, hurls a bool at

cach member of Tui Favouvs Vive. Tlecy
dodge the bombardment.)
BUNTER :

Take that—and that!
CHERRY :

He needs a bhook on how to aim!

(His wrath erpended, BuNTER sinks on to

a form, and buries his face in his hands.)
BuNtER -

A sorry end to all my dreams,

And all my fond, ambitious schemes !

The Neville Prize has gone elsewhere,

It is a shame!

ANNUAL sprang long years ago.

“ Magnet ” Library.
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The Greyfriars favourites—Harry Wharton and Co., with Billy Bunter never
far from their hecls—present themselves regularly each Monday, in the

Those extra-lively fellows of Rookwood School, Jimmy Silver and Co., figure
very prominently each week in “ The Popular,” published on Tuesdays.

The famous Tom Merry and Co., of St. Jim’s, with the inimitable Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy always occupying a front seat, have for their happy hunting-
ground the pages of the “ Gem,” which makes each Wednesday what it is, or
should be—a red-letter day in the week. Twopence will buy each of these papers.

In addition, the real enthusiast for schoolboy stories is specially catered for
by the ““ Schoolboys’ Own Library,” two issues of which appear each month.
These book-length stories, price fourpence per volume, are concerned chiefly with
the further adventures of the Greyfriars, St. Jim’s, and Rookwood boys.

So it need not be Good-bye—only Au revoir !

R L G D T L SR B R SR R B T T O T O S G L T D T G G G S CR C O T L O T,

And T am left in sad despair!
(Starts to sob.)

(Tnre Favous Five look on, their sym-

pathies aroused.)
NUGENT (touching BUNTER on the shoulder):
Come. cheer up, Billy! What you need
Is a delightful tuck-shop feed.
Whenever yvou wish that you were dead,
There’s  uothing  like a  handsome
spread !
BoeNrtuw (brightening up) :
Thanks, Nugent! Now you've ample
wealth
1 shiall be pleascd to drink your health!
Herree SINGH :
Then to the tuck-shop we’ll repair,
Both swiftfully and speedily. -
CHERRY :
And no one will object or care
If Bunter gorges greedily!

(Brit Tur Favous F1ve, cheerily, linking
arms with BUNTRR. SKINNER prances after
them, eager to join the feed.)

CurraIN.

0 T L T o o 0 R D O g 3 O DR G L R D O TR G D R L G T G T B L
AU REVOIR—NOT GOOD-BYE! -

HE happy, rollicking schoolboys of Greyfriars, St. Jim’s, and Rookwood,
who have pranked through the pages of this Annual, have not ¢ Good-
bye ” to ofter but the much more pleasant “ Au revoir ! ”

For they are the self-same juniors—and seniors—who * take the stage”
each week in one or other of the companion papers from which the HOLIDAY

THE EDITOR.

EEEE e EH8EEE8EHEGEHELEH

H

( 255 )



INDEX

A
A Great Day at Greyfniars.
Editor .. . .
Alonzo Todd’s _]oy Rxde I
Annual, Billy Bunter’s
Arm of the Law, The.
Clifford ..

By the
Story ‘by Mart.ir;

B
Baggy Trimble’s Romance.
Martin Clifford
Battling Bunter!
Richards. .

Bob Cherry of Greyfnars :
Bunter’s Booby Prize! A Play in Verse
Bunter’s Postal-Order o .

Story by

Story by Frank

C
Cadet Corps in Camp, Our.
Harry Wharton

Cartoons :

Adolphus Smythe

Billy Bunter

Teddy Grace ..

Tubby Muffin .. .
Cricket Gossip of Rockwood ..

D
Dogs, A Page of

F

Famous Public Schools .. ..
Football Gossip at Rookwood

e
G
Greyfriars Fancy Dress Ball .
Greyfriars, Great Games at.
Captain of Cricket

Greyfriars Personalxtles, A Page of
Greyfriars “ Rag,” A. (Article) .

By the

By Sergeant

89,153,

PAGE

85
92

114

79

38

100
244

73

160

32
167
157

77

78

213
113

12

30
25

70

Greyfriars, Sports Day at
Greyfriars of Yesterday, The

H
Haunted Tuckshop, The.
Frank Richards .. ..
Have We Lived Before?..
Headmasters, Some Famous . .
Hidden Schoolboys ..
Holiday Memories .. .

How Horace Coker Got Hls Remove !
Story by Frank Richards .
How Sammy Bunter Washed the Pup !..

Holiday Joys (Verse) :
Bathing in the Briny
Camping Out ..
Caravanning ..
Cricket on the Sands
Off to the Sea ..
Treasure Hunting

Story by

J
Jimmy Silver’s Pupils ! Story by Owen
Conguest ve ee walea

L
Law, The Arm of the. Story by Martin
Clifford v e e ea TR

M
Manders, Tea with Mr. Story by Owen
Conquest e 55 wo
Musical Comedy at Rool\wood
N
Newspaper Extracts. .

P
Poems :
Bunter Goes Skating
Coker Plays Football

PAGE

36

13
76
86
87
91

184
35

222
29
24

224
23
58

102

114

162
151

90

11
194



I N D E X—(continued)

PAGE
French Lesson, The . .. 34

Song of the Slacker, The 210

Vision of the Future, A .. 26

Putting Down a Carpet ! 72

Puzzle Pictures 169
Q

Querists, Replies to Troubled 88
R

Race to Save a Life, A. (Article).. .. 137

Road Hogging With a Vengeance! .. 196
Rookwood Champion, The. (Article) 178
Rookwood, Ramblings Round. By Owen

Conquest

oo

oo

e oo 154

PAQE

Rookwood Recollections ce  es .. 158

S
Schoolboy Celebrities Versified .. .. 74
Schooldays, Storiesof My .. .. .. 33

T

Tea With Mr. Manders ! Story by Owen
Conguest e D anERCCREREE

Trapper’s Life on the Frozen Plains, A .161

w

What I WanttoBe .. .. L o M
When Schooldays End! .. . .. .. 101




	Greyfriars Holiday Annual 1928_Page_253
	Greyfriars Holiday Annual 1928_Page_254
	Greyfriars Holiday Annual 1928_Page_255
	Greyfriars Holiday Annual 1928_Page_256
	Greyfriars Holiday Annual 1928_Page_257
	Greyfriars Holiday Annual 1928_Page_258
	Greyfriars Holiday Annual 1928_Page_259
	Greyfriars Holiday Annual 1928_Page_260
	Greyfriars Holiday Annual 1928_Page_261
	Greyfriars Holiday Annual 1928_Page_262
	Greyfriars Holiday Annual 1928_Page_263
	Greyfriars Holiday Annual 1928_Page_264
	Greyfriars Holiday Annual 1928_Page_265
	Greyfriars Holiday Annual 1928_Page_266

