


























POTTER :

There’s no one in the study now—

Perhaps it was a spook.
GREENE :
Or else that guy’s a magic one
And sometimes sings a song for fun.
(AU laugh.)
COKER :
I did not mean to leave this place
With that guy open to attack ;
I meant to lock it up, in case
It wasn't here when we came
back.
However, as it happens, it
Is quite all right, so let us sit
An% have our tea. Pass me a
plate !
(He empties the doughnuls on a plate.)
Our walk has made us rather late.
Pour out the tea—don’t fill my
cup |—

And cut some bread.
buck up !

COKER takes a cup of tea.

Come on,

While

the three seniors are altending lo
the bread, CHERRY, wunobserved,
empties the salt-cellar in COKER’S

tea.)

T
Ker : * You cheeky, funny ass !

Co! I’ll show you—to mustard Coker’s
doughnut, blow you | Take that—and that—and that—and that | **
Greene (fiendishly) : ‘““Ow | Dragimoff ] He’s mad! My hat !
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PoOTTER :
I hope our fireworks are O.K.—
Shall I put butter on this bread ?
COKER :
Oh, yes, I've stored them right
away—
Oh, no ; I will have jam instead.
GREENE :
This doughnut is extremely prime.

COKER :

Yes; they're greengage jam this
time.

This is the stuff! The good old
brew !

(Takes a long drink, splutters and
chokes.)

Why, what the dickens! Ooogh |
Yaroooh |

There’s something bitter in that
tea !

Are you two playing games with
me ?

POTTER :

No, you ass! The tea’s all right |
COKER (bawling) :
Taste it yourself, you silly kite !
(POTTER sips lus own tea.)
POTTER :

Right as nine-
pence! Nothing
wrong !

Except 1t is alittle
strong.

GREENE :

I put three spoon-

fuls in the pot.
CoKER (loudly) :

Yoursmay beright,
but mineis NOT.

Pass me a dough-
nut—yes; gb e

quick |

And pass the jam
—I like mine
thick.

(CHERRY slyly kicks
CoKER under the
table.)

Yaroooh! Who



kicked my ankle
—<eh ?

George Potter,
keep your hoofs
away |

PoTTER :

I didn’t touch you,

on my word |

GREENE :
Nor I.
COKER :
Rot! Don’t be
absurd !

Someonekicked me
—that’s a cert!

And kicked me
hard enough to
hurt.

There's only you
two here with

me— Cherry : e
4 . Beware | BEW. "
( sar Cas“.ca”y ) Bunter (frantically) :
Unless 1t was  Help! Rescue (

that effigy !
I’ve read of such things in a fable—
PoOTTER :
Perhaps
table.
(The three seniors bend their heads
under the table. CHERRY plasters
nustard on COKER'’S doughnut.)
GREENE (crossly) :

someone’s beneath the

Oh, rot! Of course there’s no one
there ;

You must have dreamt the whole
affair.

CoxER (picking up the doughnut) :
Look here, don't call my sayings
rot ; (Takes a bite.)
I tell you (splutters). Wow! I'm
burnt ! I’m hot !
Oh, wow-wow-wow |
GREENE (amazed) :
Why, what's up now ?
CoxkeR (clenching his fists and hurling
himself at GREENE) :
You cheeky, funny ass! I'll show

you
To mustard Coker’s doughnut, blow
you |

“ One word of caution you must bear: Beware | Beware !

“Yarooh | Help ! Murfl’cr | Goblins | Ghosts !

Spooks and things in hosts !

Take that—and that—and that—

and thatdl' ily)
“=NE (fiendishly) :
Glg:\?;n gﬁragimoffl He's mad | My
hat ! TN
POTTEaR (rushing to GREENE’S aid) :
Shut up | You're making me quite
flustere
KER : |
Coffedid it
mustard !
PoTTE
You
Leave off, you
the matter ¢

- lling) : . :
GRIE}T;:;‘&ef]},}g gzof )the faintest notion.

(CHERRY 71565 slowly and jerkily to
s feet. ;
C Eé‘éirf ) )a creaky voice) ‘
1{(; se this ridiculous commotion !
- (Sensation.)

s to this untimely strife.

Yes—I'll give him

R:
Ik as mad as any hatter ;
a ass | Greene, what’s

quit:

7, .
Co%ill'{oéﬁofg”}fat dummy’s come to

life !

( 25t )



I thought just now

HthI$Ched—
elp! Rescue! Help! T !
bewitched ! > SReny’s

(Coxer & Co. rush out in terror.)

CHERRY (giggling) : -

Oh, dear ! I haven’t had such fun

Since first at Greyfriars I begun

My progress as a genial joker—

: (Footsteps heard ‘‘off.”’)

Here’s someone coming—may be
Coker.

(CHERRY slumps back into his chair
again n his ‘' dummny "’ posture.
BirLy BUNTER blinks cautiously
into the room, and then enters on
tiptoe.)

BUNTER :

He, he ! It seems the coast is clear,

AndCokerhassomedoughtnuts here;

1 saw them wrapped by Mrs. Mimble.

1 can annex them if I'm nimble.

(Blinks at CHERRY .)

He, he! That's that fathead

Cherry’s guy ;

He said he'd get it back, but I
Kne\iv if he met the Fifth, he’d funk

its fingers

em ;
His talk was all a lot of bunkum.
(Grabs up the doughnuts.)

Only six—is that the lot ?

They’re greengage, though,
apricot.

(He blinks at the guy, and then his
hatr stands on end as CHERRY
slowly and jerkily rises, pointing
an accusing finger at him. The

' doughnuts drop on the floor.)
CHERRY (creakily) :

My fat and flabby friend

You'll come to a bad end,

And what is more, you know,

You haven’t far to go!

You are a thief, a worm, a pest !

Without the slightest interest

In anything beyond your grub,

You bloated, over-nourished tub !

One word of caution you must bear :

Beware | Beware! BEware! BE-
WARE ! 2

not

(With each repetition of ** Beware ! &
he jerks himself nearer to BUNTER
uniil he is standing right over

him.)
BuNTER (frantically) :
Yarooh ! Help |” Murder ! Goblins !
Ghosts !
Help | Rescue! Spooks and things
in hosts !

Yarooh ! Keep off | Leggo! Oh,

dear, I'm booked !

Help ! Rescue ! Quick ! Before my
goose is cooked !

(BUNTER dashes ferrified through the
door. Just outside there 1s the
sound of a heavy collision and two
frantic " yells. ~ CHERRY quickly
slumps back into his dummy
posilion.)

MRr. Prout’s VoicE (off stage) :
Bunter | Boy ! How dare you ?
Ow-wow ! I do declare you
Unnerved me when you caught me ;
How dare you thus assault me ?

BunTER (off stage) :

Help, sir, help ! A guy is walking |

Help, sir, help! Yes, and it's
talking !

CoxkER (off stage) :

The little sweep is right,

The thing gave #ze a fright.

MR. Prour (off stage) :

Follow me! When I, Paul Prout,
arrive,

Fear nothing !

(Enter MR. ProuT, BUNTER, COKER,
PotTER and GREENE. T he master
is carrying his rifle—an air-gun.)

CokER (pointing to the guy) :

There, sir | It’s alivel

MR. Prout (doubtfully) :

I shall now investigate
This self-apparent lie,

For knowing the inanimate
Construction of a guy,

A base deception it must prove,
And I can only think

That if you've seen the creature

move,
It must be due to—drink !
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COKER :
I say, look here,
Sir-
MRr. Prout (sternly,
holding up his
hand) :
The facts are clear,
Sir :
If you've seen move-
ment in this do//,
It must be due to
alcohol ;
statement easy
to be proved—
CHERRY lurns his

head.)
Why, bless m
heart and sou{
it moved !
CokER (sarcastically) :
If you saw that guy
move, I think

1 1 1 Cr.
That it is —Iamly Cherry + **Nunno I Don't shoo
due to drink. sprec—"
MRr. Prour:
Be silent, boy! How dare you
scoff ?
BUNTER :

Yarooh | It's moving | Keepitoff !
MRr. Prour:
Why certainly—that is a trifle
While I have my beloved rifle.
(He takes aim at CHERRY, who
bounces fearfully out of the chair
and crawls under the table.)
CHERRY :
Nunno !
me
Bob Cherry, sir—a little spree—
Mr. Prour:
No wonder, Coker, that the guy can
move,
Since it is just a boy from the
Remove.
(To CHERRY.) You may come out !
I shall report this jest
To Mr. Quelch, and he will do the
rest.
(Enter HarRrRy WHaRTON & Co.
hurriedly.)

Don’t shoot! It's only

Mr. Prout took aim at Bob Cherry,

awled under the table.

who bounced fearfully out of the chair and

t1 It’s only me—Bob Cherry, sir—a little

to CHERRY) :
Wgﬁgﬁ?ﬁk(lo The game is up, I fear !

UT :
Ml}i‘s})gﬁvays up when I am here.

rry (diplomatically) : ;
CHXEESR Silg, v'fe cannot take you in ;
You’ spot us before we begin.

ENT : 3
N%Gftgw Fifth we're always jealous,
heir master is first-rate.

g t
Plé;?; sir, won’t you one day tell us
thit you did 1n '88 ?
N:
WXQRZI%S is Guy Fawkes day, you
ir, :
ko lease let us go, sir ?

’t you P
MRC OLIglgtl)lm*y(co1,¢gh’mg): ; :
\Well, well, you've made a lot o

noise, :
11, boys will be boys !
Eﬁé’ a]fjsez atl{is %nce—excuse my
h l— ,
I tchcig%c perhaps I'll let you off.
Tue FAMOUS FIvVE :
Hooray !
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FINALE :

"I:HE Famous Five:
4 (" Auld Lang Syne.”)
We've had some fun this after-
noon ;

It’s set us in a roar ;
And evening’s coming very soon
When we shall have some more.

AL :
For Guy Fawkes Day, my lads,
For Guy Fawkes Day,
We'll share a box of fireworks yet
For the sake of Guy Fawkes Day.

BUNTER :
You beasts have kicked and clouted

me
Without the slightest right ;
But as I have no squibs, you see,
We'll share a box to-night.

ALL :
For Guy Fawkes Day, my lads, etc.

Coxker & Co.:
You’ve pulled our legs and have not
been
Respectful to His Nibs ;
We'll let you off, though, all serene,
If you’ﬁ let off your squibs.

Avrv :
For Guy Fawkes Day, my lads, etc.

MRr. Prourt :
You're very good at flattery,
But I will answer you
With no assault and battery
Because your words are true.

Arvr:
For Guy Fawkes Day, my lads, etc.

CURTAIN

Au Revoir—Not Goo&-bye!

And so, like all good things, this wonder-volume comes to an end; but
readers who have found new chums in Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars,
Tom Merry & Co. of St. Jim’s, and Jimmy Silver & Co. of Rookwood need not
feel that they have said good-bye to these delightful schoolboy characters.
Every Saturday, for instance, a grand new long complete story of Harry
Wharton & Co. appears in the MAGNET, price 2d.; every Wednesday
Tom Merry & Co. are the ¢ star ” attractions in the GEM, price 2d. ; whilst
those readers with a preference for an EXTRA-LONG school yarn will
find just what they want in the monthly issues of the SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN
LIBRARY, in which Jimmy Silver & Co., Harry Wharton & Co., and
Tom Merry & Co. figure prominently at regular intervals.—THE EDITOR.

jui
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