

















BuNTER : ’ " ;
Wait till the morning, then you'll see

(Biut, Hikes hammers furiously at the
door of the cupboard.)
BUNTER :
No use!
knuckles !
Just listen to my merry chuckles.
Ha, ha, ha! He, he, he!
Burglar Bill’s been bagged by me!

BiLy Hikes : N
Just wait, you cackling little beast,

You’ll merely bark your

“Help ! Murder I Rescuc ! Yow | Oh, dear | How did these gug-gug-ghosts appear ? **

Till I’ve the luck to be released !

I'll punch your jaw and black your
eyes, |
And make your nose swell twice its

size !
In fact, I'll lead you such a dance,
You’ll need to call the ambulance!

BUNTER :
Your threats don’t worry me & scrap.
You’re talking through your hat, old
chap.
Revenge is sweet, they always say,

H (

But not a chance wijj 1 v
:1‘hey’ll take you off, z\tm:-li:i%?rlflze;‘lny'
To lunglush in a prison cell |
,é tx;lagl‘c end to all yoyuy schemeg,
(:;)re:[;i};t‘ my  beauty | Pleasant
(Ignoring the repeated bangings from the
Z':g,b)w”d' BuNTER returns to his improvised
BUNTER :
What a surprise, when morning
What a big bombshel] for u?ync?n‘:?nr:e“
A{zd for my enemies ag w:ell
;\‘hen my exciting tale | te]] |
've caught a bupe i
handeﬁ, burglar single-
And in the cupboard left him
stranded.
The Head wil] Pat me on the
shoulder
And say: “No lion could be
bolder 1»
While all the
fellows wil)
acknow-
ledge
I am the hero
of the
college |
Meantime, g
few hours’
sleep  I’]1
borrow,
And dream
of glory

’

BuNxTErrR
settles down to
slumber, and is soon snoring happily.)

END OF ACT II.
ACT III.
Scexe.—The Head’s Study.
(DocTor Lockk is seated at his desk, look-
tng very worried.)
Tue Heap :
Now, where can that boy Bunter be?
His antics have distracted me!
He disappeared, without a trace,
And I have searched and scoured the

place.
s
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But he has vanished absolutely.
1f hiding, he has acted cutely.
A further search must now begin.
Knocking without.)
Dear me! I wonder if
(Enter THE Famous Tive.
DoCTOR LoOCKE respectfully.)
Tge HEAD: | .
Good-morning, boys! I am afraid
You have not found the renegade.
WHAB‘KON Z.
No, sir;

Come in !
They salute

there’s not a sign of Bunter.

RRY
e Te has eluded every hunter.

““Help! Wingate | Wharton ! Dr. Locke !
Save me, before 1 die of shock ! ™

NUGENT :
We’ve searched for Bunter far and
wide——
BuLL:

In fact, we’ve scoured the countryside.

HURREE SINGH :
Most worthy sahib, we’ve explored
The highways, byways, and the sward.
Together we pursued the questfulness

(

With thorough zealfulness and zestful-
ness.

As Cherry says, the worthy Bunter

Has baffled every eager hunter.

We can’t locatefully discover

The whereabouts of our tuck-lover.

Mysteriously, he’s taken wing
Tae HEAD:

Don’t be ambiguous, Hurree Singh!

WHARTON (eagerly) :

Let us ofi lessons for the day.
sir.

And we will search another way,
sir,

CHERRY :

Yes, rather! It is our intent

To leave no stone unturned in Kent.
NUGENT :

If let off lessons for the week,

We’d have a game of hide-and-seek,
BuLL :

Exploring every inch of ground

So that

our school-mate might be
found.
TaE HEAD (frowning):
No, no! 1 really can’t consent
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To let you roam about in Kent,

Neglecting, for a whole long weck,

Your Latin, History, and Greek,
(Knocking without.)

Dear, dear! Am I to get no peace?

Come in, and let those knockings cease!

(#nter Dame MivBLE, looking very
wrathful, and leading BiLLy BuNTER by the
ear.)

Dame MIMBLE :
This fat young rascal, Doctor Locke,
Has eaten nearly all my stock !
All night he’s feasted in my shop.

CHERRY :

Wonder he doesn’t go off pop !

THE HEAD :

Be silent, Cherry! This is serious.

Do you not hear my words imperious?

Proceed, Dame Mimble, with your
story:

BUNTER :
Sir, I have won renown and glory !

Tue Heap:
Silence !

shame,
You wicked
boy! Con-
t1nue,
Dame !

Danme MIMBLE :

This  rascal
came to me

last night,
Declaring he
was fam-
ished quite.
He begged me
for some
tarts ‘“on

tick.”

answered :

“There’s

the door—

2o quick !”

1 shut my shop
at seven-fif-
teen.

He must have
slipped be-
hind  the
screen,

And hang your head for

1

(
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4And on my premise
From dusk {il] day!
:'IIL raided every si
slutted and go
self ! £
Anltrl1 when T met him there this morn-
=]
He grected me w
“ I've caught a
he.
A hefty brute of
I locked him in
THE Heap :
Is that a fairy-tale, T wonder?
Buxten

s he stayed

break, I’m afraid,
ngle shelf,

d and stuffed him-

ith words of warning.
burglar, ma’am,”’ sayg

six-foot-three.
the cupboard yonder.”

Noz sir. T never tell a lje!
Quite a George Washington am 1.
I bagged the burglar, safe and sound,

And in the cupby

Tae HEeap (to D oard he’ll be found.

AME MIMBLE) :

Did you investigate th
DaME MinBLE : G

Of course not, sir;
’tis idle chatter |

*“ This fat young rascal, Dr. Locke, has caten nearly all my stock !’
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THE HEAD :

Bunter is capable of knavery,

But not, I think, of pluck and bravery.

In fact, he has a craven habit

Of being frightened as a rabbit!
BuntER (indignantly) :

Oh, really, sir, I don’t deserve

To be accused of lack of nerve.

You should have seen my feat of skill

In overcoming ‘¢ Burglar Bill ”’!

It was a fierce, terrific tussle,

Requiring every ounce of muscle,

For he was armed, and I was not.

(I marvel that I wasn’t shot!)

At last, to my exceeding rapture,

I brought him down and clinched the

capture!

Now in the cupboard he does languish,

Uttering howls of wrath and anguish!
THE HEaD:

I can’t believe a word you say!

Heroic feats are not your way.

But, ere I thrash you with the cane,

I will proceed to ascertain

If there is any truth whatever

In your wild tale of bold endeavour!

*“Sitence ! You scoundrei, hold your noise ! Don't let the brute escape, my hoys 1"’

(

(Docror LoCKE turns to THE TFAmoUS
Five.)
Go to the tuck-shop with despatch,
And see if Bunter made this catch!
(Bt Tue Famous TIvEe.)
Dave MiMBLE :
Of course, the boy has told a whopper !
Tre HeAD :

Ma’am !
proper !

You should have said a “

BuxteR (aside):
Soon they will have a revelation!
TaE HEAD :

Unless your story, boy, is true,

I shall severely punish you! .

Your foolish and mischievous action

Caused untold worry and distraction.

Parties have searched the whole night
through,

Hoping to find some trace of you,

Not dreaming that you schemed to stop

All night in Mrs. Mimble’s shop!

DaME MIMBLE :
My stock has vanished! It’sa shame !
BUNTER :

Quite so; but
Burglar
Bill’s to
blame !

Tar HEAD :

Tut, tut! The
burglar is a
fiction !

Your tale is
doomed  to
¢ o n tradic-
tion.

(Footsteps
out.

That espression’s hardly

. . )
fabrication.’

with-

Y o u r school-
mates, Bun-
ter, are
returning ;

Now the true
version we’ll
be learning.

FZnter THB
Tamous Five, with
BiLy Hixkes strug-
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gling in their grasp.
They march him into
the study, and DoCTOR
LockE rises to his feet

with a cry of amaze- v
ment, while DaME v"’w\ﬁ

MusLe shrinks back by
in alarm.)
Tae Heap: \
Gracious! This
gives me quite

a shock!
WHARTON :
We found the

burglar, Doc-
tor Locke!

NUGENT :
Bunter has told [/
the truth at !
last ! 4 \
BuLL: A
Who said that N
miracles were \
past?
Binu Hikes (sérug-

gling to get free,
and shaking his fist
at BUNTER) :

That’s the fat

i
cove who cap-
tured me | :
'l punch and
pound and

paste him—see?
I’ll pulverise him good and proper
Before you ’‘phone to fetch a
““ copper.”’
Tue Hea
Silence,
noise !
Don’t let the brute escape, my boys!
Hurree SINGH :
We have him in our gripful clutch.
His struggles won’t avail him much.
We’ll hold him, sahib, tight and cheer-
fully,
Till the police arrive appearfully!
Tae Beap (crossing to the telephone and
speaking into the transmitter):
¢ Give me Friardale, one-three-twal

(Pause.)

you scoundrel! Hold your

Ky
N

T @
) (&L

)

*“Yes, sir ! Alone I did the trick | 1 caught the burglar smart and slick | **

P.-c. Tozer! Is that you?
C?me to Greyiriars with despatch.
We have made a startling catch |
It’s a burglar! Don’t delay!
Come and take him right away.
He's a desperate man, that’s why!
We await you here. . ' -
bye !”’ i d i
(Doctor Locke rings off, and turns to
BiLLy BUNTER.)
Bunter, the tale you told was true!
My gallant boy, I'm proud of you!
BuNtER (pufiing out his chest with pride):
Yes, sir! Alone I did the trick!
I caught the cracksman, smart and.
slick.



» HEeAD:
o Bunter, you’ve won a hero’s fame.
Yet you are very much to blame
For staying in the shop all night
To glut your greedy appetite.
g MIMBLE :
D2 He’s eaten all my cakes and ‘¢ fan-
cies ”’
'yg HEAD:
L Yes, yes! But in the circumstances
I cannot give the boy a caning,
So it is little use complaining.
NTER : !
B Only a cruel man like Nero
Would ever cane a gallant herol
BiLL HIKES (struggling fiercely) :
Just wait till I have served my sen-

tence !
mae Heap (sternly):
Silence! And cultivate repentance !

Bivyr HIEES: : . )
Revenge is sweet, and mine will wait!
(Footsteps without—the measured tread
of a policeman.)
Tae HEAD: ) L
My boys, remove this hulking lout—
The handcufis wait for him without!
(Ezit TBE Famous Five with BiLn
HIkES.)

Co. and the fat and funny Billy Bunter.

are published each month.
stories |

whole year round !

uim|n|nin|s|s|ain|s|sisiaia|ais|siaiaia]
|ui=|uia(aisla|siaialaisiel

jsiuis|sis|ainisiais|isisi=is|sisis|s|s|aisisis|sis|s|sisisis|aisiaiais|sis)alsiais|niu(s|n(uu|n|eiuja|s|=|ajslais{a|s|aiu|a]a}

isisisisin|s|sis|s|s|sisis|s|sa|a|sisinisixinisisini iisiuinixinis} HDDHUDDDDDDDHDEEDDHDDCEUE”DU

MEET THEM ALL AGAIN!

T will be with regret that you come to this page, knowing it to be the end of the jolly reading
l matter in this best of all boys’ and girls’ story Annuals.

But really there need not be any regretful feeling of parting from the merriest schoolboy
characters that have eoer appeared in any stories. They have, I know, established themselves
in your hearts, and—you can meet them all again !

No, you will not have to wait until the 1930 Greyfriars Holiday Annual appears. That
would be a blow indeed ! On Monday next you can chum up again with Harry Wharton and
E Every Monday they give a “star turn” in the
“ Magnet ” Library. That treat will cost you two humble pennies per week !

Jimmy Silver and Co., the staunch-and-true and merry chums of Rookwood School, appear
regularly on Tuesdays, in that very popular paper named * The Popular.”

“The Gem,” out on Wednesday of each week, at the same price, is mainly devoted to the
pranks of Tom Merry and Co., including the world-famous Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. Two-

ence again—and a real gem of weekly reading !

And still other “ performances” are staged by the Greyfriars, Rookwood and St. Jim’s
schoolboys, in the well-packed pages of the “ Schoolboys’ Own Library,” of which two issues

Fourpence per volume these cost—and they are real book-length

So you see how simple it is to keep in touch with all these famous schoolboy chums the

BUNTER (furning to the HBAD):
Am I to be rewarded, sir?
THE HEeaD :
H'm! What
prefer?
Bunrer :
I do not crave for £ s. d.
In honour of wmy bravery.
I’m not by nature avaricious——
But a fine feed would be delicious!
DaME MiMBLe :
Good gracious!
eaten ?
For gluttony, this can’t be beaten!
Tre Heap :
Let Bunter have his heart’s desire.
Of food he never seems to tire.
Dame Mimble, pray escort him hernce,
And feed him well—at my expense!
He foiled the burglar, don’t forget,
So we are both in Bunter’s debt.
BuntER (beaming):
I thank you, sir, with all my heart !
Straight to the tuck-shop we'll depart!
(Bzit BiLLy BusTER and Daws MIMBLE,
the former grinming broadly, the latter
shaking her head in strong dssapproval.)

reward would you

After all you've

CURTAIN.

nl

That also costs 2d.
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