




















A treat that Bunter must not miss.
A just reward for all his crimes!
Stir up, boys!

Wianroy :
These are * stirring ”’ times!

(The juniors gather round to stir the
pudding, which is eventually tied into a
cloth and put on to boil.)

WhaRTON :
The queerest pudding 1 recalll
It will be like a cannon-ball!
Hurnee Sisen:
Bunter, the plump and supercilious,
Is bound to be a trifle bilious!
Cnernry :
It won't upset his constitution—
Just an internal revolution|
ALL:
Ha, ha, ha!
WharTON ;
I fancy that completes our toil ;
We’ll leave Wun Lung to watch it boil.

(Exit WuartoN, Crerry, and HURREE
Sixan.  The curtain falls at this juncture,
to give the impression of time elapsing
whilst the puddings are being cooked.
When the curtain rises again, a moment
later, Woux LuxNa is in the act of turning out
the two puddings on to dishes.)

Wux Luxa:
The masters’ pudding is delightful |
But Bunter’s—poufl the smell
frightful |
It knockee little Chinee back!
Poor Bunter won’t enjoy his snack |

(Enter BiLLy BuNTER, fresh and clean
after removing all traces of the flour.)
BuNTER :

The birthday party’s going strong!

I knew that nothing would go wrong.

The masters did enjoy their stew;

The pie was just perfection, too|

‘“ Bunter,”’ said Prout, ‘‘you are a
wonder |

The finest cook alive, by thunder !’

And Quelchy mumbled, ‘ That is so01”

And Dr. Locke exclaimed, ‘‘ What-
ho I”’

And Mr. Hacker said, *“ Why, gents,

Those are my very sentiments|”
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Theyre full of joy and jubilation
At that most happy celebration. d
And scon you'll hear 'em chant, in
chorus, i
““ We wish the pudding set before us!
Has it turned out all right, Wun
Lung?
Speak up !
tongue?
Wox Luna :
The pudding has turned out a treatee
It would be velly hard to beatee.

Or have you lost your
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g Bunters *“Owl Qoooch | I'm smothered |
ug-gug.gug | "'

Wun Lung: ““Ha, hal You
mugl”

ought to see your

BUNTER (inspecting the two puddings) :

Which is the masters’s Which

mine?

Wun Lune ;

Yours is the big one, fat and fine!
BUNTER : e

I think I’ll snmplle jun;tbllte.

I’ve got a fearful appetite 5

(e eitgs down, and draws the bigger ¢l

the two puddings towards him.)
Wux Lune:

You are as greedy as & hog-
BUNTER : |
Pass me a spoon and fork, you dog-
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(Wux Lung kands a spoon and fork
to BunTER, who sniffs suspiciously at
the pudding.)

BuUNTER :
By Jove! This pudding does smell
funny |
Wun Lune :
But it will taste as sweet as honey !
BUNTER :
Poof | This aroma seems suspicious.
Wun Luna :
The pudding,
delicious |
BUNTER :
1 hope you followed the instruc-
tions;
If not, I warn you there’ll be rue-
tions!
Wun Luna :
Proofee of pudding is in eatee.
Taste it! You’ll find it nice and
sweetee.

(BUNTER s about to start on the pudding

when the voice of MRr. Prout is heard “ off.”)

though, will be

Bunter! Is my fag Bunter there?
BUNTER :
Yessir! You gave me quite a scare!

Mr. ProuT :

Pray serve the pudding,

minute |

My guests are eager to begin itl
BUNTER :

T’ll bring it up, sir, right away!
MR. ProuT :

Splendid, my boy! Do not delay!

(BUNTER snatches up the dish containing

his own pudding, and hurries out of study.)
Wun Luna (in great alarm):

boy, this

Bunter | Come back! You make mis-
takee!

That’s the wrong pudding that you
takee |

(No answer. BuNTER does not return,
and Wun LuNa wrings his hands in
despair.)

Help! Bunter’s fairly done it now!
There’s bound to be a fearful row |
When Prouty and the masters tastee
That pudding, made of glue and
pastee,
They will be velly vexy-vexy,
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Wun Lung :
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‘* Me add a bottle of black inkee

To give a flavour. What you tinkee 7"

And in a state of apoplexy!

They'll slaughter DBunter
dishee!!

I hear their canes go swishy-swishy |

for that

END OF ACT II.
ACT III.
Scexe.—Mr. Prout’s Study.
(Dr. Locke, Mr. Quercn, and Mr.

HACKER are seated at the table, awaiting
the last course of their dinner—the plum
pudding. The three gentlemen are
excellent spirits.)
Dr. LOCERE:

Prout, as a host, has no superior.
MR. QUELCH :

No celebration could be cheerier |
Mr. Hacker (placing his hand on his waist-

coat) :
All is at peace in my interior|
LockE :
Frankly, I was surprised to find
A sumptuous dinner of this kind.
I thought that Prout, an old cam-
paigner,

Was an indifferent entertainer.
For old campaigners, you’re aware,
Prefer a rough and ready fare.
They cook in billy-cans, you know
Over a camp-fire’s ruddy glow.
H
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Mg.

(Footsteps without.

The green grass is their tablecloth;

Their coffee always tastes like broth!

Their knives and forks are Nature's
own g

With fingers they dissect a bone.

Aud I had hardly realised

That Prout is now quite civilised !

Quernen :

His stew was certainly delightful|

I had expected something frightful.

Hacker :

Ilis rabbit-pie was just perfection!

When first we carved it, for inspection,

I viewed with doubtings the comestible,

Thinking it might be indigestible.

But I have neither pang nor pain.

Why, I could eat the same again|

Lockr :

I, too, upon this festal night,

Have quite a schoolboy’s appetite !

I feel that years have slipped away,

And I'm a fag, care-free and gay.

Qurrcn:

[ trust the pudding will be nice.

If so, I'll take an extra slice,

HACKER :

Unless it’s sweet and succulent,

I shall feel rather truculent.

But I’ve no doubt 'twill be delicious,

Tasty and tempting, and nutritious!

Enter Mr. Prour,

followed by BiuLy BuNTeR, bearing

the pudding on a dish.)

MR.

BUNTER (setting the pudding on the
table) :

Prout :

Gentlemen, T regret to say

That there has been a slight
delay.

But you will find this pudding
prime

Will compensate
time.

the loss of

This pudding is a rare variety,

The sort they eat in high
society.

I made it from a recipe

My titled uncle gave to me.

He is a waiter at the Ritz—

They often tip him threepenny-
bits.

Dr.

Locke (smiling) :

A titled waiter! Bless my soul!

Bu~Nter:

Yes; but at present on the dole.

Mgr. Quercn:

Bunter is fond of fabrications—

BUNTER @

Mr.
Dr.
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Why, I've a host of swell relations!

And this rich uncle—Uncle Ted—

Sent me the recipe, and said :

“You'll find the pudding more than
eatable; i

In fact, the flavour is unbeatable!

A pudding fit for Heads—and Crowned
Heads;

It was invented by the Roundheads.

Oliver Cromwell, sick of soups,

Sanid: “That’s the stuff to give the
troops "

He served it to his men and cattle

Upon the eve of every battle.

It made them feel so full of fight

The Cavaliers were put to flight.

A later Oliver—known as Twist—

Cried: “CGive me more—I must
insist I’ !

You’ll find the incident in Dickens—

Prour : :

Silenco] Your fairy story sickens!

LoCKE :

Bunter, you are a clever cook;

Wun Lung : “ Bunter | Come back ! You make mg,'(::‘“n'
That's the wrong pudding that you



Doubtless you've studied Beeton’s MR. ProuT:

book.. But you can find sufficient room
Y~0ur Dies are poems; and your stews For that small portion, I presume?
Not e'en dyspeptics could abuse. Mz

. QuELcH (cautiously) :
I’'ll try a little by-and-by——
MRg. Prour :

Why all this hesitancy? Why?

But tell us no more fairy stories
MR. HACKER :

Or we will show you where the door is!

MR. QUELCH (sniffing): Mr. Hacker: T
I seem to sense a.r)l odour curious, M;/ portion, Pr.ont’, is piping hot;
Horrid, obnoxious, and injurious! When it cools off, I'1l eat the lot.

5 A F . DR. LoCEKE:
Dr. Locx;x«: (putting his handkerchief to his The \;\1110 remark applies to me;
nose) : =

Hot pudding never did agree
How strange! I sense the very samel With my digestion; so I'll wait
BUNTER : 3

3 Until the clouds of stesmn abate.
Please, sir, the pudding’s not to blame! Mg, Prour:

Mr. Prour: Your conduct, gentlemen, is queer!
It is a most peculiar smell— You have a perfect pudding here;
Like burning glue, and

soot as well |
The scent is certainly
offensive.
No need, though, to be
apprehensive.
This pudding is like
Cxsar’s wife,
Beyond reproach.
Pray pass the knife!
(4 knife and fork are
passed to MR. Prour, who
proceeds to carve the pud-
ding. He finds great diffi-
culty in doing so, and puffs
and pants from his exer-
tions.)
Mgr. ProuT:
Dear me! This knife
is blunt, 1 fear;
But I will nobly per-
severe.
(He succeeds at last in Mr. Prout: ‘It is a most peculiar smell—

carving  four  portions, Like burning glue, and soot as well 1"

which he distridutes. His

guests ezamine their pudding, and then
wait for each other to sample it, so that a

Yet, though your portions are but

meagre,

verdict may be obtained. But nobody You do not seem the least bit eager
starts.) To eat them up, then come again,
MR. PROUT ¢

Like very valiant trenchermen |
Don’t wait for me, but pray proceed ! MR. QUELCH:
Mgr. QUELCH: Prout, why not eat your portion first{
Ahem! I fear I'm off my feed! Then you can let us know the worst |
( 278 )



(Mr. Prout blinks rather nervously at

kis pudding, but he feels he ought to accept

the challenge.)
Mr. Prour :
Oh, certainly!
Mr. Quercn (aside) :
I think he’'ll find one sample ample!

I'll try a sample.

(Mr. Prour fakes a spoonful of the pud-
ding and raises it to his mouth, his guests

watching  him anxiously. There is a

breathless hush, and then Mr. Prout leaps

to his feet with a wild yell, overturning

his chair.)
Mg. Prour:
Ow! Yow! Yaroooo! My mouth’s on
fire!
A glass of water T desire!
(BuxTer hastily picks up a glass of water
and hands it to Mr. Provt.)
Dr. Locke:
Really, dear Prout, why all this fuss?
MR. Provt:
That pudding, sir, was nauseous!
. HACKER:
Was it not tasty and delicious?
Mg. Prout :
Sir, it was not/ T feel quite vicious!
Mr. Queren (smiling) :
Perhaps your youthiul cook put in
Some special kind of vitamin?
BUNTER (fo MR. Prout):
I’'m sorry, sir, for this disaster
Mn. Prout (furtously):
You’ve tried to poison me—a master |
BUNTER :
Oh, really, sir, I wouldn’t dare!
The law would hang me by my hair!
Mr. Prour:
Ugh! Let me take another drink|
I've tasted soot, and glue, and ink,
And lots of other dreadful things|
Oh, how my palate smarts and stings!
Dr. Looke:
Prout, T suggest you cease complain-
ing, .
And give this wretched boy a caning |
Bunter has played a wicked hoax——
Mr. Prout (snatching up a cane):
And I’ll administer six strokes!
BuNTER (backing away in alarm):
Help! Save mel Stop this execution |
Think of my feeble constitution !

=
=

i

It’s all a blunder, I'm afraid—
That's not the pudding that I made!
(Mr. Provr s about to wield the cane
when there is a knocking without. Enter
Wux Lue, carrying a pudding on a dish.)
Wux Luya:
Bunter make velly sad mistakee!
Wrong pudding, gentlemen, he takee!
Please believe little Oriental
That it was purely accidentall
He left the rightee vne behind ;
It will taste beautiful, you’ll find!
(Sets the pudding on the table.)
Dr. Locke: ;
Ah, this new pudding smells delight-
full
Mr. Quercn: 3
Its predecessor, sir, was frightfull
(DR, LockE cuts himself a slice of the new
pudding, and takes a spoonful very
gingerly. Then he smiles.)
Dr. LookE: ]
A pudding of the finest quality!
A fitting climax to our jollity.
Bunter is vindicated, quite!
This pudding is a sheer delight!
Woun Luxa:
It meltee in the mouthee—what?
BUNTER : : .
I made that pudding. You did not!
(Dr. ‘Looke carves the pudding, and d";
tributes portions to the masters, who ea
it with obvious relish. Bunter and WON
LuNa look on, with beaming faces.)
Dr. Locke (rising to his feet): :
Dear Prout, upon this happy function
I can declare, without compunction,
Of feasts I’ve never had a finer!
I offer you congratulations.
And my sincere felicitations.
Prour : . urk
I thank you, sir, with cordiality,
On this occasion of hilarity!
Locke :
A vote of thanks I now propose
To this plump cook of yours, who sho¥>
That he’s a culinary artist;
Of cooks, undoubtedly the smartest !
QuELCH :
That vote is seconded—
HAoKER :
Hear, hLear|

Mg,

Dr.

Mg.
Mr.
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BUNTER :

Your  words
are music to
my ear !

I now will
make an
answering
speech

To each and
all, and all
and each.

I shan’t be
more than
half - an
hour,

Speaking with
eloquence
and power.

Now, first of
all

D r. Locxke
(hastily) :
I must depart!
I have some
urgent work
to start.
Fzit
LOCKE.)
Mgr. QUELCH :
I have to lecture, now, on Venice
MRr. HACKER:
And I have promised to play tennis!
(Bxit Messrs. QuELcH and HACKER.)
Mr. ProuT:
I must be going, too, I fear:
Wux Luna:
And I’il Wun Lung must disappear!
(Ezit Mr. Prour and Wux Luwa, leaving
BiLLY BUNTER alone in the study, with his
half-hour speech undelivered.)

yell, overturning a chair.

D r.

After taking a sboonful of the pudding, Mr. Prout leapt to his feet with a wild

“Ow! Yow! My mouth’s on fire !
water 1 desire 1"’

A dlass ol

BUNTER :
Beasts! Tancy clearing off like that,
Just as I had my speech all pat!
They’ve missed a wonderful oration.
However, I’ve one consolation—
There’s lots of pudding still left over,
So Prouty’s cook will he in clover!

(BoNTER seats himself at the table, and,

with beaming face, proceeds to demolish the
pudding.)

CunrTAaIN.

MWWMWWMWWWM
AU REVOIR—

No, this doesn’t mean a long parting with all the cheery schoolboy characters you have met in the
preceding pages, for they appear each week in the Companion Papers set out below :

« THE MAGNET ”’
Harry Wharton & Co.
Every Saturday

“THE GEM >
Tom Merry & Co.
Every Wednesday

“THE POPULAR”’
Jimmy Silver & Co.

Every Tuesday
These weekly story-papers present the finest type of wholesonie, manly reading that it is possible to

procure_anywhere at the modest price of 2d. per copy.

lies ready to hand.—THE EDITOR.

When youw've lonely, then, the vemedy

( 28 )-
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