














HurreE SINGH (making a low solaam) :
Accept my humble salutation ;
We will accept your invitation.
BUNTER :
That’s settled, then ; and as for Skinner—
SKINNER :
Ahem ! I'm off elsewhere to dinner.
BUNTER :
Oh! Won’t you come and join the fun ?
SKINNER :
Sorry, old scout; it can’t be done.
(Exit SKINNER.)
BUNTER :
My mouth is watering, I confess,
My optics blink with eagerness.
My heart is thumping with excitement !
Hurree Siven: We, too, feel crazy with
delightment !
CHERRY (consulting his watch) :
Hallo, hallo! It’s nearly five !
BunTER : Come on, you fellows ! Look alive !
(4side)
Now for this grand and glorious spread,
And blessings on old Quelchy’s head !
(Ezit EVERYBODY.)
Exp oF Acr L

ACT 1L
Scene—MR. QUELCH’S STUDY.
(The table is laden with good things, including
a cold chicken ; a large veal-and-ham pie, a dish
of fancy pastries, etc.)
(Enter BiLy BUNTER, with the Famous
FIvE at his heels.)
BuntER (blinking at the festive board) :
Ob, what a sight for weary eyes !
A banquet fit for Royalty !
Quelchy no longer I'll despise ;
He has my lifelong loyalty !
My senses thrill, my pulses quicken,
At sight of such a tender chicken !
‘WHARTON :
Quelchy’s a trump to treat us thus.
NUGENT :

Hear, hear!
BuLn:

And so say all of us!
BUNTER :

Sit down, you chaps, for goodness’ sake ;
The place of honour I will take !
(They seat themselves at the table.)
CHERRY :
The sight of all this tempting stuff
Surprises me—yes, vastly ;
I thought the feast was Skin-
ner’s bluff—
NuGeNT :
My hat, that would be
ghastly !
CHERRY :
You know what Skinner is,
the japer!
Methought this was his
latest caper,
And that the feast had no

foundation
Except in his imagina-
tion.

‘WHARTON :

Well, here’s the feast, in solid
shape,

So Skinner hasn’t worked a
jape;

Though why old Quelch
should be so pressing

To Billy Bunter, leaves me

Highly clated at being invited by Mr. Quelch to a handsome
spread, Bunter danced up and down the room in glee.
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BUNTER (airily) :

Me and old Quelch are bosom
cronies

(I like the look of those
polonies !) ;

Quelchy’s my pal, as well as
teacher

(This chicken is a handsome
creature !).

He knows how wonderful I
am

(This pie’s perfection—veal-
and-ham !),

So when my birthday came
along

(These pastries make
burst with song!)

He promptly sent, without

me

compunction,
An invite to this happy
function.
Pour out the good old ginger-
wine
And drink his health—but first drink
mine !

(The glasses are filled, and the Fayous Five
rise to their feet to toast BUNTER.)
WHARTON :
Here’s to your fat and famous figure—
CHERRY :
And may its shadow ne’er grow bigger !
HURREE SINGH :
Your birthday toast we pledgefully sip—
NuGENT :
Three cheers for Bunter ! Hip, hip, hip—
ALn:
Hurrah |
BuLL:
Three cheers for good old Quelchy, too !
ALL ;
Hip, hip, hurrah ! Hip, hip, hooroo !
(They resume their seats.)
BuUNTER (taking up the carvers) :
Before 1 carve this king of birds
I’ll speak a few well-chosen words.
I wish to make it crystal clear
T'll have no gormandising here.
I know you’re famished, poor and needy,
But you must not be gross or greedy.
Just take your cue from me, you
men—

Mr. Quelch suddenly entered his study and gazed in blank

amazement at the juniors round his table.

CHERRY (aside) :
Oh, help!
BUNTER :
I don’t mind dashing chaps, or doggish ;
I can’t stand fellows who are hoggish !
(He carves the chicken.)
A wing between John Bull and Cherry
(Half each is more than necessary) ;
A leg for Hurree Singh and Franky
(Share equally—no hanky-panky !) ;
Wharton, a thin slice off the breast ;
I can accommodate the rest |
WHARTON (aside) :
He can’t stand greed, he does declare,
Then goes and bags the lion’s share !
BUNTER :
Tuck in, you fellows, with a will ;
A banquet is a tonic;
But eat too much, and you’ll be ill
With indigestion chronic !

(The Fanous F1VE eat sparingly ; they have
no choice in the matter. But BUNTER
attacks the chicken with astonishing vigour.
They gape at him in amazement.)

BounTER (at length, pushing the skeleton of the

chicken away from him) : .
Farewell, my worthy Wyandotte |
I have enjoyed you quite a lot !

He eats enough for ten !
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"WHARTON (astde) :
‘What horrible rapacity !
CHERRY :
‘What infinite capacity ! _
NugenT :
Bunter will be exploding soon——
BuwiL:
He’s swelling like a kite-balloon !
HuRREE SINGH :
The burstfulness will be terrific,
Like an explosion scientific !
BUNTER :
The second course we now will try ;
It looks a poem ! Who says pie ?
Aiv:
PIE!
(BuNTER carves the veal-and-ham pie, dis-
tributing very small portions to his guests.)
CHERRY (aside)
This was a very eager meeting,
But this is very meagre eating !
(Laughter.)
BUNTER :
Although the portions served are biggish
1 trust you fellows won’t be piggish !
(He takes the bull: of the pie himself, and

Mr. QUELCH : Be good enough to touch your toes !
SKINNER : Oh, dear! I’mforitnow ! Here goes !

Mr. Quelch administered six severe strokes, and Skinner’s

anguished yells awoke the echoes.

attacks 1t forthwith. Approaching foot-
steps are heard, ““ off,”” but BUNTER pays
no heed.)
This is the stuff to give the troops;
Better than all your stews and soups !
0Old Quelchy’s taste I much approve ;
I wish he catered for the Remove !
Fancy a middle-aged old fogy
To whom all pastry is a hogy,
A solemn, staid, and sober guy,
Able to choose a perfect pie !
‘When next I see the Quelchy bird
T’ll slap him on the back—my word !
T’ll offer him sincere “ congratters ”
And tell him he’s the man who matters f
But if his banquet makes me suffer,
I’ll brand him for a mean old buffer !
CHERRY (warningly) :
Shush ! Someone’s listening just outside !
BUNTER :
The spying beast! I’'ll have his hide !
(Enter Mr. QUELCH, in cap and gown. He
gazes round the study in blank amazement,
then fizes a fierce frown on BUNTER.)
MR. QUELCH :
Bunter, you took my name in vain !
BUNTER :
No, sir!
Mr. QUELCH :
I shall correct you with the
cane !
BUNTER:
Oh, sir!
You're getting deaf, sir, or
mis-heard,
I never breathed a single word !
QUELCH :
Enough !
ation
Merits a hearty castigation.
But that’s the least of your
offences !
Boys! Are you in your sober
senses ?
How dare you all invade my
study
With boots
muddy ?
How dare you sit at my own
table,
- REating as fast as you are able,

Such base prevaric-

abominably



Consuming
this, my
special
dinner ?

BUNTER (aside) :

Oh, crumbs!
We have
been japed
by Skinner!

Mr. QUELCH :

Explain at
once this
rash intru-
sion !

Enter M essrts.
Provur,
HACKER, and
CAPPER.) =
Prour:
‘What is the

cause of
this con-

{fusion ?
Mg. HACKER :

What are these rascals doing here ?

Mr.

off the execution !

MR. CAPPER :
Demolishing our feast, I fear !
MRr. QUELCH :
Gentlemen ! Great is my surprise !

I scarcely could believe my eyes !
To think that these six boys should dare
To raid my study unaware,
And help themselves to our supplies,
Our festal fowl, our savoury pies-
Provur:
Such conduct has no parallel !
HACKER :
Let us chastise the rascals well |
CHERRY (aside) :
Help! We are in a fearful fix !
We shan’t escape with less than
MRr. CAPPER :
Well may you quake, for Nemesis
Arrives upon the premises !
BUNTER (to Mr. Quelch) :
We came, sir, at your invitation—
Mr. QueLcH :
Another base prevarication !
BUNTER :
You sent a birthday note to me, sir,
I have it here, for you to see, sir !

Mx.
Mr.

six !

BUNTER (going down on his hands and knees to Mr. Quelch) :

m” n

Oh, let me

Think of my feeble constitution !

(He takes the note from his pocket and hands
it to Mr. QUELCE. The Remove master
peruses it in great astonishment.)

Mr. QUELCH :
Dear me! I never penned this screed,
I am amazed—I am, indeed !
Some rascal, it is clear to see,
Has copied my caligraphy !
Who could have been the hardened sin-
ner ?
BUNTER (eagerly) :
Please sir, his name is Harold Skinner !
MRr. QUELCH :
Then he’s a base deceiver—very !
Summon him to my study, Cherry !
(Ezit BoB CHERRY, grinning.)
MR. Prour (calling after him) :
Bring also, boy, a supple cane,
Skinner shall squirm and squeak with
pain ! .
BunTER (to Mr. Quelch):
Now that we’ve started on the spread,
I s’pose, sir, we can go ahead ?
MRr. QUELCH :
Put down that knife and fork at once,
You greedy, good-for-nothing dunce !



BUNTER :

Ob, really, sir! This lovely pie—
Mr. QUELCH :

Be silent, Bunter, and comply !

(Enter BoB CHERRY, dragging SKINNER by
the collar, and carrying a cane, which he
hands to MR. QUELCH.)

QUELCH :
Skinner, your conduct is outrageous !
More than sufficient to enrage us.
You found (by devious ways, I fear)
That I had planned a supper here.
My writing, then, you imitated,
And Bunter you deceived and baited.
‘What can you say in condonation ?
SKINNER (wringing his hands) :
I can’t invent an explanation !
Mr. QUELCH :
Your sense of humour is perverted';
By caning, it shall be converted !
Be good enough to touch your toes !
SKINNER (aside) :
Oh, dear! I'm for it now! Here goes!

(He touches his toes, and Mr. QUELCH admin-

asters six severe strokes. - The other masters
look on approvingly. SKINNER'S yells of
anguish awaken the echoes.)

Mr. QUELCH :
There ! You will feel less mirthful now !
Go from my study !

SKINNER (making his painful exit) :
Ow! Ow! Ow! - -

BUNTER :
I hope I’'m not malicious,
Or venomous, or vicious ;
But I’'m jolly glad the japer

Mr.

Has suffered for his caper !
The claims of justice have been met—
Mr. QUELCH :
No; there’s another victim yet !
BuNTER (quaking with alarm) :
Not meaning me, I s’pose, sir ?
Mr. QUELCH :
Bend down and touch your toes, sir !
BUNTER :
Oh, really—I’ve done nothing——er—
Mr. QUELCH :
Over that chair, if you prefer !
BUNTER (going down on his knees to MR.
QUELCH) :
Oh, let me off the execution !
Think of my feeble constitution !
Grant me this special birthday plea,
Flog one of these, instead of me !
CHERRY (aside) :
Of all the cheek !
His nose I'll tweak !
MR. QUELCH (smiling) :
Well, Bunter, you shall go scot-free,
I will extend my clemency.
In future, guard your speech with care,
Or Skinner’s fate you'll surely share !
BUNTER :
Oh, thanks!
(Glances as the food on the table)
And if you’d be so kind——
MR, QUELCH :
Go, sir ! before I change my mind !
(Eveunt BiLLy BuUNTER, followed by the
Famous Five. The masters smilingly sit
down to what is left of Mr. Quelch’s
handsome spread.)

A REMINDER—

of Greyfriars, Tom

appear

SCH

IF you have enjoyed rezllv({ing aI&JLout the lively adventures of Harry Wharton & Co.,
erry
Rookwood, you will, of course, want to meet them again long before the next
edition of the! HOLIDAY ANNUAL is published. - This you can do, for their adventures,
told in fascinating style by the popular authors, Frank Richards, Martin Clifford,
and Owen Conquest, are to be found in the following weekly and monthly publications.
Make 2 note of the school-story papers in which all these cheery schoolboy characters
appear, and give your newsagent an order for them to-day:
HARRY WHARTON & CO.
in the MAGNET
, on sale every Saturday —2d.
These characters, together with JIMMY SILVER & CO., are also featured in the
magnificent extra-long complete stories in the

OOLBOYS’ OWN LIBRARY,

on sale the FIRST THURSDAY in

every month—100 pages of unsurpassed value for 4d.!

Co., of St- Jim’s; and Jimmy Silver & Co., of

. TOM MERRY & CO.
appear in the GEM on
sale every Wednesday—2d.
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