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GUSSY'S HOUSE.PARTY

A Grand Long, Complete Tale of the Chums of St. Jim's on Holiday.

sy 6
| F.ff‘%{/[f,

7

Billy Bunter shook a fat fist at the fellows in the punt,

2%

Knox made a threatening movement with the pole,
and Bunter retreated hastily up the bank, leaving a trail of muddy water behind him. (See Chapler 6.)

CHAPTER 1,
The Uninvited Guest,
[ ] HUMGUM'S Cirous—""
 Good-mornin’, deah boys!’
 Good-mornin’ Gussy!  Chumgum's  Cirous,
Cuptain Coke the Lion-Tamer, Texas Bill the Wondorful
Barcback Rider and Broncho Buster—"

* I've had a lettah——""

“ Aud Tiny Tony the Celebrated Clown and Uneguailed
Mirth Merchant!” went on Tom Merry, reading from tho
* Basthorpe Wimes,” * Also the Cirens Cricketers, That
sounds sounds like a good item, you fellows."

* Yo, rather,” said Jack Blake, * Any more™

“Sapolio the Serpent Charmer, Rab  Rabbi the Iadian
Juegler, Samsonio the Strongest Man on Earth.”

* Weally Tom Mewwy—"

“ The advertisement says that all the world and his wife
will be going,”” Tom Merry remarked. “ So we mustn't be
left out.” )

“1 was wemarkin', deah boys——""

“Tho Clircus Cricketers sound very good,” remarked
Manners,

* Worth seeing !™ said Dighy,

*I was makin' a wemark to you fellows ! roared Arthur
Aungustus D'Arey,

“ Hallo, were you speaking, Gussy?" asked Jack Blake
affably,

“ Weallr, you «illy ass—"

“That's what I like about Gussy," remarked Monty
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Lowther enthuelastically. * He's always so jolly polite to his
visitors.””

** Ha, ha, ha!"” "

“Ahem! I withdwaw that wemark, Blake. Howevah, if
we were in the studay at 8t. Jim's, instead of undah my
patah’s woof, pway undahstand that I should wegard you as
o silly ass,” said Arthur Augustus severely.

Tom Merry & CUo. were scated round the breakfast-table at
Eastwood House, The Terrible Three, of the Shell at St.
Jim’'s, and the chums of Study No. 6 were spending their
vacation under the paternal roof of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
of the Fourth, They were at broakfast now, a rather late
breakfast. Tho rising-bell of St. Jim’s no longer awakened
them in the early dawn with its iron clang, and the juniors
had not come down to breakfast until nine o'clock. The
hospitable board of Eastwood House was well spread, and
thenjuniors of 8t, Jim's were ‘“ doing themselves remarimb]y
well,

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, the swell of the Fourth Form at
8t. Jim's, was the last in.” Arthur Augustus's morning toilet
was a performance that required a good deal of time to
arrange to perfection, and he was gencrally the latest down.
He came into the breakfast-room looking as fresh as a daisy
and as elegant ae an Antinous; in fact, a thing of beauty and
& joy for ever. And ho held a letter in his hand, and the
expression upon his noble countenance showed that the
contents of the letter had not pleased him.

But Tom Merry & Co. were looking particularly merry.
The announcement in the local paper that Chumgém’s
Circus had como to Easthorpe wae good news. They had
never beard of Mr. Chumgum or his circus before, certainly;
but if the advertisement was to be believed it was an exfras
ordinarily attractive show. And they had all decided to go
immediately. They were having 2 good time at Eastwood
House, but, as Blake remarked, the more the merrier.

“ But wherefore that worried brow, O Gustavus?” asked
Monty Lowther. * Has Wally’s mongrel been warrying your
best “s,ilk topper again?”

' Wats !

' Has your tailor disappointed you in your latest fancy
waistcoat, and does it not rival Joseph’s coat of many colours
as you cxpected?’?

‘' Ha, ha, ha!”

“I wegard you ae an ass, Lowthah. I—I mean T stould
]\:et,g:hr"you as an ass if we were at St. Jim's, I have had a

7

' Oh, I see! I sympathisc! The tailor has sent in bis bill
instoad of sending the waistcoat. Hard lines 1? said Monty
Lowther sympathetically,

** That's all right, Gussy,” said Blake encouragingly. “ We'll
have a whip round, and the waistcoat shall be paid for if it
busts me. " There’s a penny towards it "

‘““ And here's a lm’ponn? i

‘* And here’s twopence |

** I'll make it a tanner!”

*“ Cheer up, Gussy ! If it doesn’t come to more than cighteen-

ql;t!;e we'll Tescue you from the Slough of Despond!”’ said
ighy,

*You uttah asses! You know vewy well that it is not a
tailab’s bill!” shricked Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. ““ And if
it were a tailah’s bill you -ure perfectly well awah that I
cannot get a waistcoat for eighteenpence, It is somethin’
much more sewious than a tailah’s bill,”

The chums of St. Jim’s regarded Arthur Augustus curiously.
They were not used to taking the swell of the school very
seriously, But really he looked now as if something of an

. unusually serious nature had orcurred.

' Get it off your chest, Gussy '’ said Tom Merry. “Don’t
mind our litle jokes. For if we can't pull the leg of our noble
and esteemed entertainer and host, whose leg can we pull?”?

+* Echo answers whose?” said Monty Lowther solemnly.

“ Wubbish! Echo would answah pull, if echo answahed at
all,” said Arthur Augustus. * Your knowledge of the laws of
acoustics, Lowthah, must be vewy limited, if you do not know
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that echo answahs tho last word of a sentence.
that does not mattah. I have had a lettah
‘: glh:’c;h letter 7’ asked Lowther,

Howévah,

*! There are twenty-six in the alphabet,” explained Lowthes.
* Which one have you had?”

‘' If you are goin’ to be funnay, Lowthah—"’ .

** Sober as a judge "’ protested Lowther. * I'm only asking
for information. When pain and anguish wring the brow,
as the poet remarks, come to your Uncle Monty. Get it off
your chest. Tell us all about it, Who has dared to rufe
the serenity of your noble brow?”

‘““ Pitch it out, Gussy!”?

“I have weceived this lettah. Yau chaps wemembah
Gweyfwiahs, a school we play at cwicket—"

*“ And footer!” said Tom Merry. “ Yes, we haven't for-
gotten Greyfriars, Gussy. If you've had a letter from Grey«
friars that's nothing to worry about, is it? Some very decent
chaps there.”

** Yaas, wathah! But there is one chap I weally cannod
stand at any pwice, and that is the chap I have had a lettah
fwom.”

* Then don't read it.”

' But I have alweady wead it.” .

“ Then unread it at once,” advised Mont Lowther. *Begin
at the end and go back steadily to the eginning, and yow
will be entitled to regard the letter as unread.”

**Ass! The lettah is fwom a chap named Buntah. You
wemembah; a chap as fat as Fatty Wynn, or fattah. A chap
who wears big spectacles, and is a ventwiloquist? I always
twy to think as well as possible of people; but 1 cannot he p
wegarding this chap Buntah as a wank outsidah. I do not
like the chap. But it is vewy awkward, because he feels vewy
fwiendly towards me.” .

" Of course, ho can’t help that, Gussy!’ said Lumley-
Lumley of the Fourth, with a serious and solemn counterniance,
“'That is ‘what becomes of Leing such a fascinating chap,
Who could help liking Gussy?” .

*‘ Nobody I said Tom Merry, with conviction, ;

“Yaas; it is vewy flattewin’, I know,” agreed Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, whose kind and simple mind never
harboured a suspicion that even a * rank outsider » would
display friendship towards him because he was rich and the
son of an carl.’ “I feel weally vewy gwateful to this dhop
Buntah for his kind wegards, but the fact wemiains that 1 do
not like him personally. And I weally don’t want him to
come heah.”

' Here ! exclaimed Blake.

“ Vaas

! Well, if you don’t want him here don’t ask him here,”
said Tom Merry, a little perplexed. I can't see any
difficulty.”

I haven't asked him, deah boy.” .

“Then everything in the garden is lovely. That being
settled, wo can now return to the question beforg the meeting
—Chumgum’s Circus,”

* But it isn't settled!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus. “1
haven't asked him, but he's comin’.”

** Oh, my hat!”

** And, you sce, it distwesses my feelin’s vewy much, because
I can’t be inhospitable or wantin® in politeness, But how can
I tell a fellah I am glad to see him when I am weall SQWWY
to seo him?” said Arthur Augustus distressfully,  * It places
me in a vewy awkward posish."

“Tell hinr you'rs sorry to sce him, then!” suggested
Lowther.

"' That would hardly be civil, deah boys, when we have
been tweated so jolly well by the Gweyfwiahs chaps.”

“Not by Bunter,”

“ Well, he is one of them, you know. T feel that I cannob
be wude to Buntah; but, you see, he is comin’. It is vewy
wotten, but there you are! Pewwaps you had bettah wead
the lettah,”

“Perhaps we had,” grinned Blake.

And the 8t. Jim’s juniors gathered round to read the
%_ttcr. They all remembered Billy Bunter, of the Remove

orm at Greyiriars School, and they did not think much of
him. And certainly they did not welcome the idea of Dunter
jeining the merry party at Eastwood House. Bunter was a
ventriloguist, and Arthur Augustus had once lad an
ambition to learn that difficult art, and had taken & lesson
from Bunter. Since then Bunter had persisted in being
D’Arey's greatest chum, much to the dismay of Arthur
Augustus.  The letter ran, in a style which hinred that
;Jr_t ography was not a subject in the currieulun ‘at Grey-
riars:

“Dear Gussy,—You will be pleased 1o hear that I have a
I am erowded with engagements
after the next few days, but I find I can spair a few days
to run down and see an old chum. Don't trubble to answer

L El LAR,” ‘‘GHUCKLES,”’
T ony Frigay, A" gy RSy, %
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Tom Merry & Co, presented an extraordinary aspect as they proceeded to disguise themselves, Thej)l( looked
like four particularly villainous Anarchists, amd Arthnr Augustus D'Arcy lun?ped. as he came into the
‘“Gweat Scott!" he ejuculated.  What on earth are you doing?"

room,

(Sea Chaptsr 2.)

this letter, as I shall be with you soon after it arives. I get
to  Easthorpe by the 11.50. If you care to run down to the
station in a car to mete me, I shall take it very kindly.—
Always your old pal, BiLy Boster.”

* And he weally isn’t my old pal at all, you know,” said
Arthur Augustus plaintively, *‘ The Gweytwiahs chaps them-
selves cannot stand him. And how can I tell my pater I
have a fwiend comin’, when I don't weally wegard him as a
fwiend? It places me in a vewy awlkward posish.”

“Ha, ha, ha !’ ’

“Weally, I do not see any cause for laughtah. T want
you fellows to advise me what to do,”* said Arthur Apgustus
indignantly. *And I find you thinkin' of nothin' but somo
wotten circus or othah—"'

“But it isn't a rotten eirous!” said Blake warmly. “Tt's
a jolly good circus.  There's Texas Bill, the Barcback Rider
#nd Broncho Buster, and "

““Wats! The question i3, what am I goin’ to do?"’

¥ Wrong verb!” said Lowther, with a shake of the head.
“You want the passive verb, not the active. You'ro not
grslu% h’f-do. You're going to be done.”

“ Ha.'ha, ha!"

‘f\VéMIy. vou fellows, I think you might be sewious—?'

"¥¥es; this isn't a time for being funny, Lowther,” said
Tom Merry severely. “Koop all that for the next number
of the “Weekly," when wo get back to St Jim's, Lemme
see; it’s foo late to wire Bunter that you're ill. or dead —he
must have started. Looks to me as if he's timed this so that
you cau’t reply that he's-not to come.”

“Take the car to meet. him, and have a smash-up on the-
road,” suggested Lowther. “Break him somewhere, and
Eut him in the cottage hospital. They're starting & now

ed there since Lumley made his munificent donation.”

¢ You uttah ass! Suppose I bwoke his neck {*'

“Well, there are lots of Bunters,” said Lowther argu-
mentatively. “One more or less can’t matter much.”,

““ Weally, Lowthah:—"

Tom Merry held up his hand.

“Order! You don't want this bounder here, Guasy 1"

“Wathah not.”

“But you feel that you can't be discourteous—that's a
good word——"'

“ Pwecisely.”

¢ Then there's only one thing to be done. Leave it to us,”
said Tom Merry, “You can regard yourself as dead in this
act. Place the matter in our hands. ~We'll see_you through.
Not a word! We'll hold & council of war on tho subject,
and find ways and means of repelling boarders.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—o>=

“’Nuff said. We ean take charge of the matter, aml
relieve you of the entire responsibility, We agree to deal
with Bunter, and wo promise not to kill him, as it would
Worry your pater to be bothered with an inquest during tho
vacation. Not a word. I insist upon your leaving this
matter in our hands,”

‘“ Hear, hear [”

“ But weally—"

“Not a word!” chorused the juniors. *We're running

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 340
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:he show, Gussy! You pile into your brekker, and leave it
0 us.'

“Yaas; but—"

“ Enough said | .

And, leaving Arthur Augustus, looking a little uneasy, to
his soiitar_v breakfast, the juniors of St Jim’'s, who had
finished theirs, walked out of the French windows upon the
terrace, where they held a council of war. And as that
council of war was punctuated by incessant chuckles, it was
evidont that Tom Merry and Co. had thought of some
scheme for meeting tho difficulty, and that it was a scheme
that appealed to their peculiar sense of humour.

CHAPTER 2.
The Anarchists.

L Al Jove! Where are those fellows?”
y Arthur Augustus D'Arcy looked ouf on the
terrace, his cyeglass screwed into his eye. The
swell of 8t. Jim’s had finished his breakfast, and he was
curious to know how the council of war was getting on. But
Tom Merry & Co. had vanished.

Arthur Augustus.sauntered along the terrace, and looked
over the wide lawns, and into the tennis-court, and round
the stables. In the stables he found his younger brother
Wally, ‘with_his chum Joe Frayne of the Third Form of
St. Jim’s. They were discussing the points of a handsome
pony, a present to Wally from his eldest brother, Lord
Conway, But there was no sign of Tom Merry & Co._there,
and Arthur Augustus walked back to the house. The juniors
of 8t. Jim’s seomed to have vanished, but they could not
yet have gone down to the station to meet Bunter, for it
was not much past ten, and Bunter’s train was not due till
nearly twelve,

‘1 suppose they are in their quartahs,” Arthur Augustus
murmures. ‘I wondah what the boundahs are thinkin’ of ?
I should be very glad not to be bothahed by Buntah, but I
cannot allow anythin' wude to be done. Hallo, Ethel, deah
b]‘:y—’-:,\ mean deah girl! Have you seen anythin’ of the
chaps 7"’

Cousin Ethel shook her head. i

‘‘ Not since they went up, Arthur,” she replied. *Per-
haps they are trying on the costumes. Tom A erry was say-
ing something about the imperty box."”

' Oh, that’s all wight, then !’ i

Arthur Augustus went upstairs to the suite of rooms
occupied by the juniors of St. Jim’s, Four rooms, com-
municating with one another, were the quarters of Tom
Merry & Co. in Eastwood House, The sound of chuckles
warned him that the juniors were there. They seemed to
have forgotten about Bunter. The Co. were great on
amateur theatricals, and they intended to give a perform-
ance during the vacation, and so their “props” had been
sent from the school. But if they were busy about trying on
costumes, apparently they had held a council of war on the
subject of Bunter without result.

“Black beards,” said Tom Merry's voice, as D'Arcy
came in.

‘“ And moustaches,” said Blake.

' And darken our e’yebrown,” said Lowther. )

‘' Regular stage villains !"' chuckled Manners. "My hat!
The fat bounder certainly won't know us in this rig.”

** He mustn’t know us, of course.”

“*No fear!” .

‘“Gweat Scott!” ejaculated Arthur Au ustus, staring at
his chums. “What the dooce—" Words failed the swell
of Bt. Jim's.

Tom Merry, and Lowther, and Manners, and Blake Pre-
sented an extraordinary aspect. They had adjusted black
beards and moustaches to their faces, and were occupied in
ruffling and darkening their eyebrows. They looked like
four particularly villzinous Anarchists, and more than thirty
years old, so far as their faces went, and such faces over
boyish bodies had a very curious effect. )
tih" {-Ialk), Gussy I" said Blake affably. *How do you like

is 1

‘' What on earth are you doin’ 7"

“Disguising ourselves, of course.”

% “But there are mo such chawactahs in tho play, deah
0ys-——"

gThis isn't a play—this is- real earnest.
ready for Bunter.”

“' Buntah ! gasped Arthur Augustus. *But—but surely
{l?ut ;1:0 not thinkin’ of goin’ to meet Buntah in a wig like

a

"“We're not going in a wig,” said Lowther. * Beards and
moustaches are enough, without any wigs.”

‘t‘W.r-aHy, Lowthah, you know very well that I mean wig,
not wig.

“You get more lucid every day, Gussy. Better have a
touch of red paint on the nose, you fellows.”

Tur Gem Liprary.—No. 340

We're getting

“Yes, rather I

*“Now, about the clobber,” said Tom Merry. “Some
oy, lothes i 8. ese no Buil :

gh old clothes and big boots. 'Th bby ‘suits we: so@
wearing won’t do.”

‘“But what's the little game 7’ shricked Arthur Augustus:

““Don’t ask questions, and we’ll tell you no Chan
the-Exchequerisms " replied Monty Lowther.

‘“Ha, ha, ha

“ But I insist upon knowin’—"

“Rats! You've left the matter in our hands—*

“But 1 did not agwee—" .

*“ Well, we agreed, and that's enough,” said Tom Merry,
who was changing his clothes as he talked. * All you'vé got
to do is to sit hy and look pleased.”

‘“But weally—" .

"Y,?u can play Lumley-Lumley a hundred up while we'ra

one.’
gol I wefuse to play Lumlay-Lumlay a hundywed ‘3" I insist
upon knowin’ what you fellahs are goin' to do in that
widiculous wig.” o
“'There! That's about done!” said Lowther. I think
we shall do. Bunter wouldn’t know us if he wore a pair of

field-glasses instead of specs.”

“ Ha, ha, ha !

“ Now we're ready I

And the four disguised juniors walked to the door. Atthur
Augustus D’Krcy planted himself in their way.

* You must weally explain. I insist that Buntah shall not
be _hveated' with any wudeness, and I cannot appwove of any
japin'—

' Exactly I said Tom Merry. “ That's why you're dead in
this act. Buzz off I”

" But—but you cannot go downstairs like that. You will
alarm the whole house.”

'“ Oh, that’s all right !”

‘“ My deah fellahs, I weally cannot——"

*“ You fellows collar Gussy and keep him quiet,” said Tomy
Merry, turning to the grinning junmiors. * Sit on his head
if necessary.”

‘I wefuse to have my head sat upon— Leggo—yah 1

_Herries and Digby sseized the swell of St. Jim’s, and sat
him down forcibly in an armchair. They held him there by
main force while Tom Merry and his companions quitted the
room. Arthur Avgustus wriggled in the grasp of the three
juniors.

‘ Pway welecase me, deah boys—"

1 guess not,” grinned Lumley-Lumley.

* You must wemembah that we are not at St. Jim’s now.
you know. I weally cannot permit a chap to be jnped-—-an&
I know it is some wotten pwactical joke on Buntah—"'

** 8it on his head,” said Herries.

" You uttah asses—  Gwooh—ooh—gwooogh !”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry & Co. roceeded cheerfully downstairs, A
maidservant, who caug t sight of the four villainous-looking
ruffians, fled with a gasping shriek. In the hall they encoun-
tered Chillingham, the stately butler of Eastwood House.
Chillingham forgot his professional gravity for once. He
stngﬂcred back m alarm.

oodness gracious!” he stutlered. “ Who—who are
you? What—"
‘ Hallo, Chilly! What's the matter?” asked Tom Merry

cheerfully.

. Master Merry !”" ejaculated the bewildered butler, recog-
nising the voice, " M-M-Master M-M-Merry !"

** Anything wrong, Chilly 7

‘' I—I did not know you, sir! That—that beard! Thosa
—those moustaches—*

“I've been nsing rather too much tatcho,” Tom Merry
explained—* taken an overdose, you know. It's warranted
to majze the hair grow.”

* Oh, Master Merry |

The four juniors went on their wni chuckling, leaving the
butler gasping. As they left the house they met Cousin
Ethel. "The girl gave a start.

']‘ ]’Jonl'r; be alarmed !” exclaimed Tom Merry quickly, " It’s
only us !’

* Why—what—"

“ Only a littlo joke. Mum’s the word !

And, “leaving ‘the mystified girl looking after them in
astonishment, Tom Merry & Co. walked down the drive.

Lord Conway, the eldest son of the Earl of Eastwood was
coming up the drive, with'a gun in the hollow of hib arm.
He jumped at the sight of the four rufRans bearing domn
upon -him,

“Who are you?” Conway exclaimed, planting himself
direetly in their path, and frowning darkly, ‘' How dare you
come in here 17

“ Away!” said Tom Merry, with a stage villain bhies.
" Dare_you cross the path of the Brethren of the Black and
Gory Hand!"
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“ What 1

“ Beware the vengeance of the Anarchist Brothers of the
Gary Paw !” hissed Monty Lowther.

Lord Conway stared at them. The juniors did not bear
the wemotest resemblance to their real selves, and ho had not
the faintest suspicion of their identity. The viscount pointed
to the gates,

“ Get out of here ' he said tersely.

And the four ruffians went rather hastily down the drive,
Lord Conway seeing them off the premises before he walked
away to the house. They chuckled as they came out into the

Qld Conway didn’t know us,” grinned Tom Merry, * so
it’s {'oll certain that Bunter won't. He'll take us for what
we look like, and if we don't scare him away from this
mi'phbourhood for good you can use my hcad for a footer!"”

‘“ Ha, ha, hal"”

“-Blessed if I don’t begin to think we’ve rather overdono
it though!” murmured %hke. as a startled countryman on
the road bolied through a gap in the hedge at their approach.
“VWe do;nl’t v;']an't"them to call the police out.”

, ha, hu!

* There's only one bobby in Easthorpe, and we could eat
him!” grinned Tom. !‘ By Jove, though, we do scem to
bs making rather a sensation !” i

In the quiet countryside, where even respectable foreigners
were very scldom scen, the sight of four villainous-looking
foreign ruffians naturally caused excitement. As the juniors
entgred the village startled urchins fled before them, and
several old persons closed their shop doors hastily and locked
them.  Tom Merry & Co. did indeed begin to feel that they
had rather overdone it. But it was too late to make any
alteration now. They had to seo the thing throngh.

The party cntered the railway-station, and the booking-
clerk turned quite pale as he handed out their tickets. The
porter dodged behind a trolloy as they went on the platform,
apd two or three passengers who.were there waiting for the
train looked very uncasy, and retreated as far away as
possible.  One old gentleman stood his ground, looking ver
severely at the ruffians through his gilt-rimmed glasses, till
ha heard Monty Lowther remark, in a stage-whisper: * Have
you got the bomb ready, Brother Marco?” Then the old
gontleman beat a hasty retreat, his glasses nearly falling off
iu his terror.

Yortunately the train came In soon, and, needless to say,
tho four Anarchistic-looking foreigners had a carriage to
themselves. They were glad when the train rolled out of
th.;! station, Tom Merry looked at his watch.

‘ Lots of timo!” ho announced. *“ We shall get to Leck-
ford in twenty minutes. Bunter’s train stops thero three
minules—quite long enough for us t6 find his carriange and
get in.  We shall have to wait there ten minutes for his train.
All serene.”

““ If we're not arrested as suspicious characters,”” grunted
Blake. “ We've overdone it.”

“ Can’t be helped now.”

The juniors left the train at Leckford. That was a much
larger station than Fasthorpe, and there were a good many
peoplo on the platform. They cyed the four foreign-looking
ruffians suspiciously, and gave them a wide berth.  And when
any curious persond came near, Monty Lowther's whispered
romarks on the subject of bombs and daggers and automatic
pistols caused the curious ones to beat a prompt retreat.

The express came in at last, and stopped. Tom Merey & Co.
lovked anxiously along the train.  This was Bunter's train.
which was to arrive at Easthorpe at 11,50, "They had thres
minutes in which to spot Billy Bunter's carriage; but, as it
happened. it was quite casy. A fat fnce, adorned with a paic
of large spectacles, looked out of a first-class carriage. and a
squeaky voice called to a porter:

““Is this Easthorpe?”

“ Next station, sir."

Tho fat junior grunted, and drew in his head.  Tom Morry
& Co. exchanged a quick glance, and made for his carriage.
And the sight of those four ruflians getting iuto the carriage
causcd all the other passengers to get as far away a3 possible
up or down the train.

The fat junior was not ulone in the carriage. There wera
two ladies there, and they turned quite pale at tho sight of
the four dreadful characters that scrambled in.  The fas
jumor 'blinked at them through his big spectacies, and the
two lnilive rose to leave the carriage, ™ Tom Merey & (o,
politely: made way for them, keoping, at the same time, in
Billy Bunter’s way so that he could not follow their example.
Bunter shad risen to his feet with the intention of chunginp:
carringes.  He bad no mind to travel for a quarter of an
hour i wueh  dangerous-looking company.
shoved himn back.

“ Vere as your mannairs 277 he asked, with a French aceent,
“Vill you get yourself i ze vay of ze ladies, zon?™

Y Lot ane pass ' gasped the fat junior. ** T-—1 want to get

eut "

Tom Merry
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“You let zo tadies get zemselves out firat, zen."

As soon as the two ladies had alighted Lowther draw the
door of the carringe shut. Buntor tried to shove himsclf
past the other three to gek to the door.

. " You push me, zen " exclaimed Tom Merry, in so terrify-
u;g a voice that Billy Bunter dropped back upon his acat in
alarm.

** No-—please—-not at all!
monsienr " stuttered Bunter,

“* Vill you push me, zen?"”

“No! No! No!”

_* Vell, zen, if it is not zat you push me. zen zat 1+ all
right. But if it is zat you shall push me, zon—-7""

: bog your pardon! I assurc you—"

* Zat 13 cnough ! said Tom Merry, as the train started.

He had gained his objcct in keeping Bunter in the carringa
until the train left the station, Ir was too late for the fat
junior to think of changing carriage: now. He settled Back
into his seat with a suppressed groan. There was a non-stop
run of a quarter of an hour before hita. and in such corpany
Bunter felt the roverse of safe, In his miud's cye he could
sco_the newspapers announcing: * Shockin Outrage on tho
Railway Line! Respectably-dressed Lad %‘num[ Murdered
in n'_l’{mlway-carrmge, and Robbed:! Tho Polico Have «
Clue ! With such terrifi¢ thoughts passing through hia
mind, the fat jnnior was not likelv to pasa o happy quarter
of an hour, : .

I-1I didn't mean to push you.
“I-T1 want to get out!™

-_—

CHAPTER 3.
Billy Bunter has a Narrow Escape.

ILLY BUNTER screwed himself as small as posgible—
which was not very small—in his corner of tha
carriage, and palpitated.

The previous part of his journey had Leen very comfortable,
filled with great anticipations of the great time he wag to
have at Eastwood House, as the guest rﬁ his old pal, D' Arcy.

But those cheery anticipations had vanished now. The
more he blinked at the four ruffiaus the more murderous and
deadly t'hey looked. That they would allow him to reach his
Journey’s end without at loast robbing him seemed im-
fgobable. It was only toa likely that they woulid slaughter

lim, and pitch him oub of tho carriage. They looked a4 if
they had been brought up on such deeds.

Billy Bunter pa[mmi.etf blinking in ill-concealad nreasiness
at his fellow-passengers, Tom Merry looked at him

* You stare at me, zen?" he demunded.

“No!” gasped Bunter. “ Not at all; in fac:, I—I -wia
asleep—I mean, I am going to sleap !

* Sapristi I

Bunter closed his eves, keeping ona covrar oper: to waich
the four ruffans. They too[: no notice f him for soma
minutes. Then their leader spolke.

“ You are ready, my comrades, for za deed of Waod at
Easthorpe 7"

** Vo aro ready ! said Blake, in a

“Hush!” said Lowther,
the police!”

“Bah! Ho eleeps!”

“ Mayhap he ia a spy !”

“Nonnon! Hesleeps! Thiuk not of him! We must laz
our plans. In ten minuees ve sall be in Eaathope! Yo ha s
zo dagger, Marco "

“I have it "

“ Yon have ze autmuatic pistol, Pad.n ¥

“ Qui, oui, chief "

* Aud you, Carlo, you have ze dynatsive bow b 2"
“1t i3 hero, chief "

“G ! I havo ze ozzer bomb. And ven »ai vietim,
marked out by ze brothers of ze Bluck Hand, sall be atabbed.
shot, and blown to pieces viz za bormba, he sall be dead "

 Death to hite!" said the other Anarchists solemnly.

“ But_why does he die, O Chief "

“ Ho is 7¢ sun of a stockbroker in zs City. For zat he mus
dia! Is it not ze duty of za Brothora of ze Black Hand i
kill all 7o rich viz zomselyes '™

“ 14 is teue, O Chief 27

* Vat is his name 2"

** IIis name is Buntair!”

Billy Bunter guve a violeui start aa he heard his cown
name pronouuced.  His first feoling, as ho listoned to the talk
of the Anarchists, was of relief that they wers planning
to murder somcouc clin instead of himself. But when he
heard his own name ho shudderod all over. What would
have happened if these fearful ruffiars had known that thei
intended " victim was in the suwe carriaga with them*
Evidently they did noy know him by sight.  In that Iayr the
fat junior's safety,

“But how sall vo know hiwm, O
seen him "

* Zat is easy !

{ deep voier.
“He will hear and Debvay

Vo liave nevaiv

I arrives at Kaaiwood Iouso zis day. Zas
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has been learned by a trusty spy of ze Black Hand. Enrico
and Pierre and Jacko are vatching ze house, and zey vill seo
him arrive. Zey vill tell us, and ren ve sall slay him 1"
** But if we cannot find him there——" .
“ Zen ve sall vatch ze house day and night till ve get ze
ce. He cannot -escape. Has not ze Brotherhood of ze
Black Hand sworn his death?”

“Zat is s0 1"

“If he remains at Bastwood House—if Tie ever enters that
house—he is dead] He can only escape us by flying.
ke knows not his danger, so he vill not fy.”

““True, O King—I mean O Chief {"

Billy Bunter's fat face was the hue of chalk. If -the
Anarchists had looked at him they must have observed that
bo was not asleep. Fortunately, they did not look at him.
Billy Bunter wouf:i have given worlds, or whole solar systems,
for the train to sirive in Easthorpe Station. Never. had
minutes scemed so like hours. The Anarchists continued to
mutter to one another, till at last the train, 1o Bunter’s great
relief, stopped at Easthorpe. .

The four Anarchists stepped out of the carriage. Bunter
waited till they were well down the platform, and then rolled
helplessly out. His knees were sknocking together so much
that his fai little legs would hardly support him, .

He blinked along the platform “after the -Anarchists. He
felt that he had had the escape of his life. But if he went
on to Eastwood House it was simply running into the jaws
of death: He thought of the police. But he knew that the
Eo]u:e force would be very small in a little village like

asthorpe.  Besides, there were Anarchists watchin, the
house, whom he had not seen. If he esceped these four it
would be only to fall a viciim to the daggers, automatio
pittols, and bombs of the rest of the gang.

“ Oh, crumbs!” groaned Buuter, leaning weakly against
an automatic sweet-machine. “Oh, crikey! Who'd have
thought it? I—I wish I could explain to them that the pater
ain't really rich at all, but they wouldn't believe me! Oh,
great pip! What am I going to do? 1 shall be murdered
A 1 go near Eastwood House! And—and I haven't left my-
self enough money for o return fare. Oh, crikey !

He waited till the Anarchists were e, and then rolled
out of the station, in a state of wild trepidation and anxiety.

As he came out ho heard the voice of the leading
Anarchist addressing a porter,

“ Vill you tell me vat is ze way to Eastwood House?”’

Bunter scuttled back into the station like a scared rabbit,
Thero. was no doubt of it; they were going to D’Arcy’s
place to lie in wait for him.

“I've got to bunk!” murmured Bunter. “I—I'm not
going to stay here to be murdered! Ow! The awful beasts!

ese beastly foreign Anarchists ought to be hung! Ow!
If anybody pointed me out to them they'd come and murder
mo now! And—and there' ain't any police here—only one
silly bobby. Oh, crumbs! The chaps at Greyfriars won't
believe this when I tell them. They won't even believe that
my (Fatcr is rich, . T wish these foreign beasts didn’t believe it,
And that beast D’Arcy hasn't come to meet the train, and he
must have had my letter this morning. J could have
borrowed the return fare of him He’s a beast! Etérybod;j’s

a beast! Oh, crumbs!"”
If Billy Bunter had essed -sufficient ready cash to pay
his fare home he would certainly have caught the next train

out from Easthorpe, and the object of the Anarchist juniors
would have been accomplished.

The hitch in the programme was not due to them; it was
only due to William Georgo Bunter's perpetusl state of
impecuniosity.

To travel without a ticket and without the money to pay his
fare was a serious matter. He had depended on D’Arcy for
a loan to pay his fare home after his holiday. If D’Arcy had
been at the station to meet him it would have been all right.
But D’Arcy was not there, and there was no sign of the
Eastwood motor-car.

Bunter was in a fix,

'T'o go on to Eastwood House was out of the question. And
to depart- without the money to pay his fare was not possible,
And now that it was too late the Owl of the Remove at Grey-
friars sincerely. regretted his excessive sharpness in fasten-
m%. himself upon the good-natured Arthur Avugustus for a
holiday, But how could he have guessed that he was to run
;)l;to a fearful danger like this? He felt that he was not to

ame,

As he stood with palpitating heart and wrinkled brows in
the station vestibule there was a sudden blare of a trumpet
in the street, Then there was a shout:

*“The circus !

“ Hooray !"

Bunter blinked out of tho station A striking procession
was coming up the village street. A huge clephant led the
way, with a_clown perched on his back, beating a drum and
exchanging hnmorous remarks with the crowd.  Next came a
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man on 4 camel, blowing mighty blasts un a trampet. Then
a big van lumbered by, with staring announcements upom i

in red and black:. _
“ CHUMGUM’S CELEBRATED CIRCUS!
IX DAYS ONLY !

8 7
“COME AND SEE THE WONDER OF THE WORED !
CHUMGUM'S CELEBRATED CIRCUS I”

_All the village had turned out to_see the procession of the
oircus. In the crowd before the railway-station Billy Banter
recognised the four Anarchists. Even in his palpitatin,
state of mind he could noi help wondering that ;sucﬁ
villainous and deadly characters should take an interest in so
trivial a thing as a circus procession, But they evidently did.
Ehey were looking on with as much keenness as the village

0)8.

After the van came a bearded, bronzed man mounted tipon
a ﬁwwerfnl and savage-looking black horse. Ii was Texas
Bill, the Broncho Buster, a_gesitleman whose features seemed
to ]hint, 1’:1}‘1.nt he c.a'miI from a m’:aredr countr th;s Texgs—
perhaps Tipperary. oré vans -and animals a striking
Sostumes could be seen in the rear. And suddenly Bunter
uttered an exclamation as he saw a lad mounted.upon a
handsome pony riding abreast of the Texas

entleman 3
recognised I’ Arey ‘minor, of St. Jim's—the redoubtable Wally
of the Third. T e fag of 8t. Jim's was grinning cheerfully,

He had been out riding his new pony he fell in with
the circus prooession, and he had calmly joined . it, somewhat
to the surprise of the circus folk, and causing much laghter
among the crowd of onlookers.

£ t’s D'Arcy’s young brother,” murmured Bunter. * If
I could get at him 1 oonldgget a loan !”

ut he scuttled back ito the station doorway. as one of the
Anarchists turned his head: If be had overheard the remark
of that Anarchist he would not have been so much alarmed.

‘‘ My, hat1” the Anarchist was mutterisg. * That cheecky
ynun'ﬁ.bounder Wally! What would Gussy say if he saw him
now ?

“ Ha, ha, ha!” langhed the Anarchists.

Wally glanced at them as he came by. The sight of those
four foreign-looking scoundrels in the village street astonished
him, as it astonished all others who saw them. But the scamp
of the Third Form at St. Jim's was not scared by their
villainous looks. -

“ Hallo, you want a shave!” he remarked, in passing.

And the bystanders grinned. Tom Merry glared at the
fag, but did not speak. He did not want Wally to recognise
his voice. But Biake gave a sudden shout:

* Look out, Wally !”’ . )

Wally started at hearing the familiar voice proceeding from
that unfamiliar person, But he took the warning, looking
round quickly. < .

The savage-looking black horse ridden by Texas Bill had
mado a sudden lunge with his head at the pony, *his bared
white teeth showing in a snarl. The rider jerked him back
at once, and the black horse pranced and bucked; and the
pony, startled and scared by the attack, sprang away. There
was a wild surging back of the crowd.

“ Hold him i, Wally!” yelled Blake.

Wally was gripping the reins hard. But the pony was
thoroughly frightened, having already becn in a nervous state
from the blare of the drum and the trumpet. He fairly
bolted, with the bit betwecen his teeth.

In the narrow and crowded village street there was a yell
cf alarm, The bolting pony would certainly have knocked
down half a dozen people at least before they could escape;
but},]__as the animal sprang away, Tom Merry made a leap
at hm.

The junior’s grasp closed on the bit, and his weight dragged
the pony's head down.

Texas Bill forced his horse on, but Wally's pony . was
rearing and struggling wildly: Wally sticking to him grimly,
and Tom Merry hanging at his head, with a fusicred crowd
surging and panting round them!

CHAPTER 4,
Not & Success!
~ OLD him?!*

“It’s ono of them furriners !’
“ 'Well done!”

Tom Merry hung on %rim]y. The pony was a powerful
animal. and he dmigcd the junior clear of the grouml:twice;
and if Tom Merry

ad let go, he would certainly hasw fallen
to the carth and Teceived tﬁc lashing of the tramplisg hoafs,

But he did not et go!

He held on grimly, and the pony’s head was dragwed dovn
at last; and the animal, subducd, siood trembling, under the
control again of his mastor.

“Thank you!' panted Wally,

“That was jolly pluckyl
But what—what I’

" PENNY POPULAR,” ‘' CHUCKLES,”
"'EEnry Friday. o Every gtlnrgiy. é'.



Every Wednesday,

He gasped with astonishment as he looked at his rescuer.
And the crowd, surging round, gasped too. They had been
astonished at seeing one of the villainous-looking for¢igners
rush to the aid of the endangered lad. But the - were atill
more astonished to see him as he looked after his struggle
with the pony. For in the tussle his beard and moustaghe
had come off, and a smooth, boyish face was revealed look::s
queﬁ;) and comical with the reddened mose and darken
€Y w8,

f‘Tom Merry ! yélled Wally.

Tom gasped.

% Yes, you young ass! Can you manage now "

o T it el S gt
e Oh, Tats! You've spoiled a good jape!” grun 'ont.
“Clear off I” .

Wally grinned and rode off with the procession, which was
under way again. Tom Merry was the cynosure of all eyes.

o had been a good deal in"the village during hjs stay at

twood House, and ‘many of the folk in the street recog-
J im now in spite of ﬁis nose and his eyebrews. And
re was a general chuckle, Tom Merry looked anxiously
towards the station, If Billy Bunter had seen that incident,
%d saw him now, the juniors had japed that peculiar jape
in vain,

And the first thing Tom Merry saw as he looked towards
the station was the round face of Billy Bunter, with his eyes
almost starting from his head behind his big spectacles.

Bunter was still there! ;

If Billy Bunter had had any money in his pocket he would
have been gone; but he hadn’t, and so he was still there.
And the unmasking of Tom Merry had taken place under
his very eyes. .

Bunter blihked at him,-his eyes -growing as round as
saucers.  For some moments he could hardly believe his
eycs. But he recognised Tom Merry; and slowly a fat grin
overspread his plump face. .

He came out of the station, all his terrors of the Anarchists
vanishing now. ) . L.

He grinned affably as he joined the St. Jim’s junjors.

“Hallo!” he said cheerily. “How do you do, Tom
Merw? He, he, he!” .

“What are you he-he-heing at?” sna
crossly. He was by no means pleased at
of the jape.

‘“He, he, he!” chuckled Bunter.
whom you were all the time.”

at '’

T}

Tom Merry
t total collapse

“Of course, I knew

“In the railway carriage, you know,” said Bunter calmly.
“You were trying to scare me. I gaid o myself, these
chaps are trying to pull my Jleg, and LIl let ’em believe I
take it in. He, he, he! Fooled you a treat, didn’t 17"

The defeated Anarchists glared at Billy Bunter as if they
would eat him. 2 5

“ You—you—you Ananias!"' roared Blake. “ You jolly well
lm'ow tha}t‘. yo}:l were scared out of your wits.”

‘ He, he, he!

“You hadn't the least idea that it was us!” howled
Lowther, greatly incensed.

““ He, he, he!” .

“You wers shaking like a fat jelly!” snorted Manners.

‘“ He, he, he!’

The Co. were intensely exasperated. They knew very well
that Billy Bunter had been completely taken in; that he had
been scared, and would have been too terrified to put in
an appearance at Eastwood House at all, but for that unfor-
tunate incident dus to Wally's pony. ~But now he knew
that the suppesed Anarchists were only the 8t. Jim's juniors
in stage disguises, all his terror had, of course, vanished, and
he coolly declared that he had known all the time. And it
was his evident intention to go on to Eastwood House. The
Co. had taken the difficult matter into their hands; but they
had not succeeded, after all, in rescuing Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy from his unwelcome guest.

Tom Merry & Co. were feeling decidedly cross. The
villagers round them were staring and laughing, and they
were receiving much morc attention than they cared for.
Now that Tom Merry had been recognised, the onlookers
guessed that the other villainous-looking foreigners were also
schoolboys *“ got up™ for the occasion, and the four juniors
scemed to beseven a greater attraction than the circus pro-
cession. Grinning urchins thronged round them, making
remarks; and onoe bold *“ nipper " jerked at Monty Lowther's
beard, and pulled it off, and there was a howl of laughter,

“ Lsay, we've got to get out of this,” muttered Blake.

“ (fome on!" said Tom.

“TI say, you fellows, if you'ro
House, T'll come with you," said Billy Bunter. “1 don't
mind & joke, bless you.” You should sce the way I jape the
fellows i the Remove at Grayfriars. Quite a dab at it.
You didn’t take me in, cither. I knew it was you fellows
all the time.”

oing back to Eastwood
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“ Brrr-rrr! )

“How is it my old pal Gussy hasn't ome to meet me at
the station?” asked Bunter.

* Bow-wow |”’ growled Blake. )

I really expected it of him. However, you fellows can
show me the way.to Eastwood House. Gussy will be de-
lighted to see me,”

“Will he?’ growled Blake. . .

“You bet! We got Pa.lly from our first meeting,” said
Bunter confidentially. " Just the kind of fellow I.can pull
with, Gussy is. T've given him lessons in ventriloquism, you
know. TIl show you fellows some ventriloquial tricks later
on. I'm a'dab atit. My hat, this blessed crowd js following
us.”

The juniors strode down the village street, feeling ex-
tremely uncomfortable in their ni)surdg disguises now that
they were known. ]

A grinning and chuckling crowd of villagers followed them.

They left the village as quickly as they could, but the
more youthful part of the crowd still kept on their track,
evidently regarding the four made-up juniors as being as
good an_entertainment as the circus procession,

Tem Merry & Co. quickened their pace, anxious to get
out of sight, but a dozen village urchins persisted in followimg
them down the lane, Billy Bunter was grinning with satis.
faction. The gumoz's had japed him, amig he was not at all
sorry to see them paying the penalty in this manmner.

“I say, you f(!lll;:rs, you do look rather queer,” he re:
marked. *‘No wonder the blessed kids are following you.
He, he, he!”

“Shut up!” roared Blake.

“ Ahem! But really, you know—""

“1 say, we can’t io back to Kastwood like this,” said Tom
Morry, pausing in the lane. *These_blessed kids are follow-
ing us all the way., They seem to think wo're going to give
a performance or something."

‘‘ He, he, he!”

The 8t. Jim’s juniors glared at Bunter. He was the cause
of it all. Had the jape gone well they could have slipped
back to Eastwood House quietly; but with the crowd of
village urchins following them that was impossible. To
walk ug the drive with that crowd staring and chuckling
after them at the lodge gates was out of the question,
They stopped. in the lane, and removed their disguises as fac
as they could; but they could not remove the paint from their
faces, or the shadowing from their eyebrows and eyelashes,
or the rough clothes they wore. And .their aspect now was,
in fact, odder then when they had worn the béards and
moustaches. And Billy Bunter grinned at.them all the time,
thoroughly enjoying their perplexity and dismay.

Three well-dressed ﬁout}_ls came_striding down the lane,
and they paused at the sight of Tom Merry & Cos They
were Cutty and Gilmore of the Fifth, and Knox of the Sixth,
threo St. Jim's seniors, who were spending their vacation’a$
Westhur'ge, only half a mile from Arthur Augustus D’Arcy'a
home. Tom Mprri & Co. wcere on the worst possible terms
with them at St. Jim's; and since the vacation had started
there had been trouble between the two parties. Cutts &
Co. were the very last persons in the world whom the juniors
would have wished to see at that moment. Their luck was
very much out.

" The three seniors stared at them in astonishment for a
moment, and then burst into a roar of laughter.

Tho juniors, in rough clothes suitable for men twice their
years, and with red noses and black eyebrows, wére barely
recognisable, and extremely comic to the view.

‘“ Ha, ha, ‘ha!” roared Cutts, * Well, this takes the cake!
Are you kida going- out busking, or what?"’

“Tind out!” growled Blake.

““ Ha, ha, ha!"”

“ I eee youw've got a following,” grinned Knox. * Are you
made up for a Punch and Judg entertainment? Or is it &
song and dance? Start in! We'll stand a few coppers.”

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!"

Tom Merry & Co. glared at their old enemies and tramped
on savagely, Billy Bunter followed them with his irritat
chuckle. Cutts & Co. looked after them and roared wi
taughter till they were out of sight. The village boys wers
still following. 'One or two of them, in the exuberance of
youthful spirits, had begun to throw stones, Billy Bunter
roared as a pebble caught him on the back of the head, and
his chuckle was silent for a while, .

“I say, you fellows, I can't keep along with you if this
kind of thing is going on,"” he said. * I'm not a snob, but I
really do bar walking out with fellows who get themaselves
up in that kind of clobber, You'll excuse me.’

. With' pleasure ! snapped Blake.

“ Bee you later!" said Bunter. * Ta-ta!”

He rolled on, leaying the juniors halted in the road. They
wero nearly in sight of the lodge gates of Kastwood now.
Tom Merry could have sent a message by Billy Bunter,
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asking Difby- and the others to bring out their clothes, and
they could have changed in the wood. But he felt that, oon-
sidering his intentions towards Bunter, it was impossible to
ask & favour of him. .80 the Owl of Greyfriare rolled away
!‘m‘}i disappeared. And the four juniors looked at one another
in dismay.

“ Well, what are we going to do?” snorted Blake. '‘The
{at beast has gone to Eastwood after all, and we’re landed

“ What rotten luck!” groaned Manners,

““We'll get down to the river and wash this stuff off our
chivvies,” said Tom dolefully, *Then if those kids don’s
clear off we’ll charge them and wallop them. Corhe on!”

They cut down to the river and washed the make-up from
their faces in the flowing waters. The village urchins watched
them from a distance, occasionally throwing a stone or two.
When they had finished the young rascals were still there,
evidently & pared to follow them any distance. But Tom
Merry & Co. were fed up by this time, They broke off sticks
in the thicket and made a sudden charge at the group of

urchins.

Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack!

The young rascals yelled and fled. The juniors pursued
anicstricken

them some distance till they were in full and

flight. Then, somewhat consoled, they took their way to
Eastwood House again.
CHAPTER 5,
Gusw’s Pal.
- UNTAH, bai Jove!"

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was chatting on the
terrace with Cousin Ethel when the fat figure of
William George Bunter of Greyfriars appeared coming up
the drive. Herries and Digby and Lumley-Lumley were
there. They were waiting for the return of Tom Merry & Co.
The 11.50 train had long been in, and it was close on lunch-
time. If the jape had been u success it was time that Tom
Merry & Co. returned. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had been
held a prisoner in his room until he had given his word as
a D’Arcy not to attempt to chip in and interfere with the
Co. and their enterprise. But evon now he did not kuow
what the enterprise was. But that it had been a failure was
evident, as William George Bunter of Greyfriars was scen
rolling along the drive,

“ Bunter?” repeated Cousin Ethel,
Arthur?”

“ Ahem! An acquaintance,”’ said D'Arcy. * I—I've met
the chap. He's a Gweyfwishs chap—the school we gla{
sometimes, you know, He's a beastly ventwiloquist—I—
mean, a vewy clevah ventwiloquist.”

i Bun&sr, by Joseph!” exclaimed Digby.

“ A friend of yours,

“Then those

s

“I guess they've made a hash of it, after all!” grinned
Lumley-Lumley.

* That is what comes of leaving it to the Shell fellows!"
grunted Herries. ‘‘ We should have managed it all right.
But those Shell duffers—""

‘ Shush, deah boys!” murmured Arthur Augustus, as
Cousin Ethel turned a puzzled glance upon the juniors.
*“ Pway gweet Buntah politely to oblige me.”

Billg Bunter came up puffing. It was a warm mornng,
and the Owl of Greyfriars was not accustomed to exertion.
He raised his hat to Cousin Ethel with a jerk of his {at body,
which he was fully persuaded was a graceful bow.

The fat junior's face wae beaming with smiles. If there
was a little involuntary coldness in D’Arcy’s manner Bunter
was determined not to notice it.

“ Well, here I am, Gussy, old chap!” he said, }mldin}g‘ out
a fat hand. * How do you do? Jolly warm weather—what?”’

* Yaas,” said Arthur Augustus, accepting the handshake
in a very gingerly manner. ‘* How do you do, deah boy?”

‘' Rather expected fo see you at the station,” said Bunter.
“ You had my letter?”’

"“Va-a-a8!"”’

Billy Buunter blinked at Cousin Ethel throtigh his. big

glasses,
. Arthur Augustus saw that there was nothing for it but an
introduction, and he presented Bunter. The fat junior shook
hands with Herries and Digby and Lumley-Lumley in turn.
He was determined not to see that his welcome was an icy
one. He had come to Eastwood House to please himself; not
to please others, as a matter of fact. And so long as he was
not setually kicked out Bunter did not mind the rest.

'‘Have you seen anything of tho other chaps, Bunter?”
Digby asked, very curious to know what had happened fo
Tom Mérry and his companions,

Bunter chuckled.

“ He, he, he! Yes, rather!”
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“ Did they—did they meet you at the stationi” falfered

Arthur Augustus,

““He, he, he! They got into the train at Leckford,”
grinned Bunter. “ They were got up as foreigners, with
ridiculous beards and things, and they thought they tgek
me in! It was a jape, I suppose—not quite up to our form
at Greyfriars, though. Of course, I knew them at once.”

‘* Bai Jove!”

* They began to talk rot about Anarchists and Black Hands
and bombs and things,” said Bunter. I pretended to take
it all in. Bet they thought I was scared out of my wits
He, he, he!”

“ Dear me!” said Ethel,

“I fooled ’em right to the top of their bent,” went on
Bunter calmly. “ They never knew I knew who they wers
u.ntlewehgot out at Easthorpe.”

& at !

I came part of the way here with them,” said
“But I had to leave them, you know. There was
a regular mob following them, owing to their being got up
in that idiotic way, and I really couldn’t stand it any longer.”

“ Great Seott!”

‘* Then—then where are they now, Buntah?”

“ Blessed if 1 know! They were stopping in the lane when
I left them,” said Bunter. “I dare say they’ll come
presently. He, he, he!”

But the others did not laugh. The jape had becn an utter
and absolute failure, and the laugh was on ‘the side of the
Greyfriars junior. Arthur Augustus looked at his watch.

 They’ll be late for lunch if they don’t come in pretty
soon,” he remarked. * Weally, I must say jou fellows have
mucked up the whole bizney !”

** Those Shell bounders have |’ growled Herries.

‘ Bai Jove, here’s Wobinson, and he's got a note!”

The lodgekeeper came up grinning and touching his hat,
and he presented a note to Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. 1t ran:
* We're waiting in the lodge. Send our clothes.—T. M."

“ Thank you, Wobinson! Wait a minute.”

A few minutes later the lodgekeeper departed, bearing the
clothes of the four juniors in & bundle.

Billy Bunter chuckled gleefully, Whether he suspected the
real object of the jape was not to be guessed. But he
evidently enjoyed the discomfiture of the japers.

“You are stayin’ to lunch, Buntah?’ asked Arthur
Augustus as politely as he could.

Bunter beamed on him.

* Certainly, my dear chap! In fact, I'm going to stay with
you a few days. I can put off my other engagements till
then. Lord Mauleyerer of our Form at Greyfriars was very
keen to have me down at his place, but I fold him I must
spare a few du.;]s for you.”

‘' Bai Jovel’

“ My bag’s going to be sent on from the station,” said
Bunter. ‘“If you'll let somebody show me to my room—-7""

' Pway come in, deah boy !”” said I’Arcy, almost overcome.

Bunter followed him briskly into the house.

 Chillingham, Mistah Buntah is stayin’ with me a day or
two. Will you show him to a woom, please?”

And the stately butler took Bunter away.

_Arthur Augustus’s face was a little clouded as he went in
to lunch. Bunter was soon down, blinking genially through
his glasses, and evidently quite at ease with himself and
his surroundings. The St. Jim's fellows thought they had
never seen 60 utter and complete a specimen of a “ bounder,”
but politeness restrained them from saying so.

D’Arcy reluctantly presented Bunter to his father anl
Lord Conway; and the fat junior sal down at the table in
high good-humour. He was lunching with a lord, and that
alone was joy for Bunter. And the well-spread board made
hia little round eyes twinkle with still greater joy.

Tom Merry & Co. were a few minutes Jate to Junch, Whea
they came in they looked at Bunter as if they could cat him,

unter grinned at them genially,

5 %ot in all right—what?” he asked,

es.

““All serene! I don’t hear any malice for a little jape—
especially as the laugh is up against you fellows. He, he, }?01”

Tom Merry & Co, did not reply. Their feelings were too
deep for words. The jape had heen a faiiure—a hopeless
failure—and Billy Bunter was securely *‘ planted” at East-
wood House, to stay until he wore out the politeness of his
host. And Arthur Augustus D’ Arcv being by natnre a long-
suffering youth in the cause of politeness, it was therefore
likely that Bunter’s stay would be a long one.

ANSWERS
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Bily Bl;ni;l:p;ipltaééd,- blinking in ill-concealed uncasiness at his four villaimous
it

looked at him,

on stare at me, zen?” he demanded.
was fast asleep—I mean, I am going to slecp

8 o ngpnmons. Tom Merry
“‘Not at all—in ract, I-1-1

“*No!"™ pasped DBunter.
Hs (See Chapter 3.)

CHAPTER 6.
Bunter’s Little Flotter.
14 ELL "

The Co. asked the question in chorus, after
lunch, when the juniors strolled but of doors.
Billy Bunter was reposing in a long cane chair on the terrace.
He did not feel inclined to exert himself after a meal. His

exertions were made during the meal.

“ Well?" said Arthur Augustus. * You appeah to have
made a ghastly failure of it, deah boys.”

““ All that blessed Wally's fault,” said Tom Merry.

‘ Weally? How was that?”

Tom Merry explained.

“ But Buntah says he knew it was you fellows all the time,
from the moment you got into the twain at Leckford.”

*“That’s alk rot. I'm afraid Bunter hasn't been brought
up on the saine lines as Georgo Washington, But it was a
failure; that is a cert,”” admitted Tom Merry.

“ And weally, I do nov appwove of the id)s(znh at all, deah
boys. Pewwaps it is just as well.”

“Oh, rats!”

“ What are you going to do now 1"’ demanded Blake.

¢ Nothin'.”

“ Are you going to swallow the bounder whole?”

“Yaas. It is quite imposs for me to show discourtesy
to a {ellow undah iy own woof, or to allow discourtesy to be
shown him, deah boys. I have wesolved to make Buntah
vewy welcome, I wish all you fellows to do the same.”

Tom Merry shrugged his shoulders.

““I¢'s your bizney, Gussy. We tried to rescue you. But
if you want the chap here, it's your own bizney entirels,
Bay the word, and we'll duck him’in the river!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

NEXT

"rgr jape him black and blue, and make him glad to clear

“Willingly,” said Blake heartily.

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“ Imposs, deah boys. As he is heah as my guest, it is u
to me to be civil, and to like him as much as I can. I shall,
therefore, make up my mind to wegard him as-a fwiend, if I
cen.  Pway tweat him with gweat politeness, for my sake.”

“ Gentlemen,” said Tom Merry solemnly, ‘it is up to us
to meet Gussy’s wishes in this matter.” I hereby adopt
Bunter as a long-lost brother.

“ He shall be as dear to me as a prodigal son newly
returned,” said Lowther, with equal solemnity.

BI“IE will take him to my bosom and weep over him,” said
ake.

“ T will fold him to my manly breast,” said Manners. * He

shall be the apple of my eye, and the delight of my heart."”

“ Pway don't wot, you fellows, We will now let the subject
dwop,” said Arthur Augustus. “I am goin' to make it a
point to be vewy fwiendly to Buntah. and to tweat him
with gweat politeness. I wegard it as bein' up to me.”

And, by way of a beginning, Arthur Augustus returned to
the terrace, and joined the Owl of Greyfriars. Billy Bunter
blinked at him affably through Lis big spectacles. He was in
a state of great comfort, reposing in the shade, after s
tremendous lunch.

“ Auythin’ I can do for you, deah boy 2" asked D'Arcy.

Bunter sat up,

“ Well, as a matter of fact, now you mention it—"" ho
said. “ The fact is, my letters will take some time getting
after mc here, 'm expecting a postal-order from a titled
relation of mine. Would it make any difference to you if
vou cashed it in advance? I will hand you the postal-order
when it comes.”
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“Merely a trifling sum,” explained Bunter.  “But X
happen to be short of money, owing to making Lord Maul-
everer a loan.”

“ All wight, deah boy. How much?”’

“ a couple of quid,” said Bunter carelessly.

Arthir Augustus was the son of an earl, and had a %ood
allowance, but he did_not regard two pounds as a trifling
sum. Bunter's ideas about money were evidently on a muc
grander scale, perhaps because he never had any. However,
Arthur Angustus extracted two sovereigns from a little
rusain leather purse, and they disappeared into Billy Bunter's
wtiatcont-p‘pckeb. Bunter smiled with fat satisfaction,

* Thanks awfully, old chap !” he said. “T’ll hand you the
postal-order immediately—ahem !—it arrives.”

*“Wight-ho, deah boy.”

“What are you chaps doing here?” asked Bumter. “If
you're t._hinkin$ of getting up any cricket matches, you can
rely on me. I'm a dab at cricket.”

* We have played some cwicket,” said Arthur Augustus.
*“We spend a gweat deal of time on the wivah,”

“Gopd! I'm a splendid oarsman. You'll find me right
&} home there,” p

“¥You seem to bé able to do & gweat many things,
Buntah,” .

“I'm rather a dab.at & lot of things,” said Bunter
modestly. “I don’t want to swank, but I may say I'm the
best junior cricketér at Greyfriars both at batting and bowl-
ing and about the best oar on the river. At running I can
beat all the Remove. At jumping there isn’t a chap in the
Lower School to beat me.” I'm a topping cyclist, and have
won a lot of pota and things: At amateur theatricals I'm
the leading member of the Remove Dramatio Society.
Wharton—Wharton’s the captasin of our Form at Grey-
friars—sometimes begs me with tears in his eyes to take a
part like Hamlet or Macbeth. But I don’t always have
time with-so many irons in the fire.”

“Baj Jove I i _

“If you're getting up any private theatricals here, ou
can depenid on me to play the title-role. I'd do more than
that to oblige'a pal.”’

“ By Jove

“By the way, I see there's a cirous tiear here,” went on
Bunter. ““I suppose you are thinking of taking your party
—what "

K1 Y‘a"" .

“Pll come with you, of course. Get any seat you like
for me. T'm not particular, so long as it's comfy, and not
among common people. If you take any refreshments along
with you, I prefer jam-terts. But don’t mind me. Currant
b’!l‘l‘]l z'?}’xld do.”

¢ You'll find me an entertaining chap, too,” said Bunter.
* You know what a topping ventriloquist I am. If you'll
like me to.scare your pater out of his wits by making a
savage dog grow] under his chair—""

“ Weally, Buntah—"

*“Or if you'll be amused by seeing a raw_started between
your pater, say,.and your elder brother, I could work it
quite easily by imitating their voices. I've often made chaps
guartre!_ like that, you know, and it's awful fun!” chuckled

unter,

“wz, a _ -

o Eﬁl!;“uttuh young wascal

“I-] mean— 1 beg your pardon, Buntsh, but I muyst
wequest you not to play any twicks on my patah or old
Conway.’

** Just as you like, old chap. ‘Shall I get up a row between
Tom Merry and one of the others?”

“*No!” shouted Arthur Augustus.

‘“Oh, all right! Only I want to entertain you, you know.
BJ"' the way, what a ripping girl your cousin is!”

aas,"”

‘' She seems rather to like me—don’t you think so?” said
Bunter, with a simper, i

Arthor ‘Augustus regarded him sternly. But the Owl of
Gmifnarg was too short-sighted to note his expression.
.1 dare say the éther chaps won’t like it,” he said. ** But
it’s really not my fault. It's nbw:j:s so. Some chaps are
born with a fascinating way with them. Girls always take
o mo like ducks to water. Bob Cherry often gets ratty
because Marjorie and Clara prefer me. They always brighten
dp when I come along. Now, speaking of your cousin—"

“1 should pwefer, Buntah, that you do not speak of my
cousin,” said Arthur Augustus, with such a note of sternness
in his voice that Billy Bunter scented danger, and promptly

off the subject. 12

“ Ripping fine afternoon, ain’t it?” said Bunter calmly.,
“ Tl come out for a stroll with you fellows, if you like,
You can show me round the place.~ You've got quite a nice
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Bitle place here. T should like you to see my pater’s pi

in Surrey—deer-parks and things, you know; qur own golf
course, and all that. The pater does things in rather a top
ping style, Yes, I'm ready, old chap.”

Bunter put on his straw hat, and strolled off the terrace
with D’Arcy, He made an attempt to_take Arthur
Augustus’s arm; but that was past the limit, and Arthur
Augustus contrived to dodge him. Bunter was in high good.
humour, and was very pleased with the excellent ‘impression
he had made on the swell of 8t. Jim's,

The juniors strolled down by the sunny river. At some
distance from Eastwood House, along the river, was the
lodge, the place where Cutts & Co. were staying for their
holiday. e juniors frequently saw Cutts ’ang his come
panions on the river, and sometimes ‘ slanging " remarks
were exchanged between the two parties. As the juniors
strolled along the grassy bank they caught sight of a punt
moored in a shady spot under the trees, with Cutts and
Knox sitting in it, playing cards and smoking cigarettes. i

The two seniors of 8t. Jim’s ﬁlanced at the boys on ths
bank, and frowned at them. Billy Bunter blinked at the

punt.

“ Those_ fellows who .msaad you on the road, when yoi
were looking such guys,” said Bunter pleasantly. “ Do you
know them 7"’

“They belong to St. Jim’s,” said Tom Merry shortly.
 They're not friends of ours.”

“We don’t sllow that kind of thing at Greyfriars,”
remarked Bunter, with a nod indicating the cards and the
cigarettes.

" It's mot allowed at St. Jim's, either,” growled Blake,
*The fellows can do as they like on a vacation.”

“I guess they'd get into trouble, though, if any St. Jim’s
master happened to be in this neighbourhood, and spotted
them,” remarked Lumley-Lumley,

‘“Yias, wathah! And serve them wight.” ..

“1 say, you fellows, I'm rather a dab at nap,” said Bunier
thoughtfully. *‘ After all, we're on a vacation, you know.,
W'li% shouldn’t we please ourselves?'?

“I object, Buntah |’

“ Well, a little game of nap,” suggested Bunter, blinking
hungrily at the glimmer of several gold and silver coins on the
seat in the punt beside Cutts. * I'll play you—"

“You won't!” said Tom Merry,

‘ Gamblin' is wotten bad form, Buntah, and my patah
would be vewy watty, t0o.”

‘“But your pater won’t know,” suggested Bunter.

*If I did anythin’ T should not care to mention to m patah,
Buntah, T should wegard myself as a wotten cad {” said Arthur
Augustus deliberately.

‘* Oh, all right I said Bunter, with a grunt, and they walked

““Tm tired,” announced Bunter, a hundred yards further
on. *“T think I'll rest a bit. Don’t you fellows stop for me.
T'll have a nap here in the grass,”™

o Just as you like, deah boy.”

Tom Merry & Co, were not, as a matter of fact, sorry to
drop the fat juniar. They walked.on, and di.sa.pgem‘ed round
the winding bank of the river. Billy Bunter blinked aftér
them, and grimned, He did not tako that nap he had
mentioned. It was quite another kind of nap ho was thinking
of. Bunter regarded himself as a *“dab” at many things,
tho game of nap nmon% others.  As soon as the St. Jim's
juniors were out of sight, the Owl of the Remove hurried
h:jtdmmrds the punt. Cutts and Knox stared at him as he

I say, you fellows——" began Bunter.

“ Oh, clear off I said Cutts.

“ But, [ say—"

““Do you belong to the circus?” asked Knox.

**Tho circus! No, of course not. Why?”’

““ Ob, I thought you might be the Champion Fat Man, e#
something of that sort !’

Bunter glared at him,

i“% k er E »

“ Thanks! I'd rather not! You're not pretty to look at!
Buzz off before I give you s clout with the punt-pole,” said

ox.

"I say, you fellows, there’s nothing to bo ratty about.
Look here, T can play nap, gnd 1'll join you with oasure,’
said Bunter,

Cutts and Knox exchanged a quick glance. Bunter twas
casting avid glances at the coins beside Cutts. The two
rascals of St. Jim’s had no objection whatever to interrupting
their game for a time while they * skinned " the fat duffer
who had come to them looking for trouble. Their manners
changed at once.

" Ob, all right!" said Cutts, quite cordially. * Jump inl
Youw're very welcome.”
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% Certainly,” said Knox. “I can gee you are a sport,
youngster. Take a hand, with pleasure.”

Banter stepped into the punt, and sat down. Im his
egregious conceit and stupidity, he fully intended to * skin
tho two 8t. Jim’s seniors. He inight as well have attempted
to the elaws of a tiger in the jungle.

itts and Knox were very polite all at once. They wel-
comied the fat junior into the rame. Cutts changed a sovereign
for him cordially, and they played. In a quarter of an hour
thb sovereign was about equa.lfx divided between Cutts and
Khox. Bunter 'was looking a little blue by this time. He
changed his second sovereign, and it ten minutes it had
followed the first one. Bunter ran his hands through his
potkets, and extracted a couple of shillings, which were
quickly added to the possessions of Cutts and Knox. Then
Bilty Bunter turned a feeble grin vpon the two 8 T8,
qOitcou.rsua, you don’t mind if I play on 1.0.U.’s now?” he

morked.
. Cash all gone?” asked Cutis.
Yes."

* Good-bye, then ™

“Oh, I say! My LO.U.—"

% Thanks! We're not collectors of wastepaper,” said Cutts,
“ Good-afternoon 1"’

“I—I say. Of—of course this is only a game,” stammered
Bunter. ‘“Wo were not really playing for money, were we?”

“ I faney so!”

1 mean you're going to give me my two quid back.”

“ Oh, don’t. be funny I’ said Cutts. “If you get some more
cash we’ll give you your revenge, with pleasure, But we don’t
play for wastepaper. Good-bye!”

_Billy Banter blinked at the two seniors of St. Jim's. Hoe
sincerely that he had not yielded to that greedy desire
to “skir " them. The two sovereigns he had extracted from
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy were gone now. Bunter had lost
them, and deserved to lose them ; but he was not satisfied.

I say, you fellows, you jolly well know that this is against
the law!” he cxclaimed. “ If a bobby saw you chaps playing
for moniey he’d run you in!”

“ Go hon!”

* Well, you hand me those two quids back,” said Bunter.
“You know it’s against the law to gamble. I'm not going
to break the law.”

Cutts and Enox langhed The latter picked up the punt-

“I give you one second to clear off "’ he said.

‘“ Look here! Varooh!” roared Bunter, as the polo clum
upon his ribe.  “ Yow-ow | All right;T'm going | ¥aroooh!”

He made a bound for the bank. The pole sméte him behind
&s he went, and he stumbled and squashed down in the reeds,
and there was a splash, The two seniors roared with laughter
as the hapless Bunter, smothered with mud, crawled out of

T up the bank.
“ Ha, ha, hat”

o Grodl-hooogn [

Billy Bunter shook a fat fist at the two fellows in the punt.
Knox t.lendmll;s : a\tyhrgﬁem_ng mution.lwith li:n: pole, :.xnﬁ lBunper
retreal , tramping away the banlr, eaving
a trail of muddy water behind hin‘;.ng And Cutts and Knox,
chuckling, settled.down to their game again,

CHAPTER 7.
) Two Raseals Ragged!
L} AI Jove! What's the mattah with Bunfah?™
““ Looks wet I"™
" ** And muddy !”

 Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry & Co. were returning from their walk, and
they suddenly came in sight of Billy Bunter on the grassy
bank, engaged in furiously scraping mud from his clothes and
boots. He. was rubbing off the mud with handfuls of grass,
:ind was crimson with exertion, and in a great state of perspira-

on.

He blinked round as the juniors eame up. Tom Merry &
Co. tried not to smile, but it was difficult.

“Taken a: tumble, deah boy?” asked Arthur Augustus
sympathetically.

Billy Bunter snorted with fury.

‘! I’ve been chucked into the mud,” he growled. ““ I've been
swindled out of two quids, and then chucied out of a punt.”

The juniors looked serious at once,

* Do wou mean to say that you've been playing cards with
thoee feliows in the punt?” asked Tom Merry quietly.

* Well, they pressed me to have a littie game,” said Bunter.
* Almost begged of me. I did it out of pity, really. They
were 8o .set on it. And I know jolly well that they swindled
me, I'm a dab at nap, and I expected to—ahem !—I—I
mean—""
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“ You expected to win their money, and they won youra
iostead,’” said Blake. * Serve you jolly well right! " You
shouldn’t have played.”

“T’ll pay 'em out somehow,” snarled Bunter. “I'm not
going to be robbed and have my clothes spoiled like this.
They actually shovéd me out with a punt-pole, simply because
I asked for my money back. Of course, I was really only
playing for fum. I never intended to let thom keep my
money."

** Did you intend to keep theirs?”

¢ Of coursc—I mean, of course not! I don’t gamble. 1
call it low. Things like that may be done by St. Jim’s chaps,
but we don’t do it at Greyfriars.”

“ Weally, Buntzh——"

I think ycu fellows cught to chip in, and help me get my
money back,” said Bunter.

“I'm not going to, for one,” seid Tom Merry. ‘I think
you deserved to lose it. . You have no right to do a rotten
thing like thas while you are here as D’Arcy’s guest.”

“ All the same, I think wo eught to wag those wottahs!"
said D'Arcy. * Fhey knew that Buntah was o sillay ass,
beg your pardon, Buntah. I mean, they knew that he was
a duffah—ahem !—I mean, a simple chap, and they ought not
to bave let a kid play cards with them. Théy are disgwaccful
wottahs, and we ought to make an example of them. But as
for takin’ the money back, that is all wot.”

“ Of course it is.”’

“ Look here, it’s my money!"” roared Bunter. * You can
let them have your moncy if you like, but you're not going ta
give them mine.”

*“ That's all wight, deah boy. We'll say no more about your
handin’ me that postal-ordah, and then it will weally be v
money you have lost, and I will gllow them to keep it,” said
Arthur Augustus pacifically

* My hat!’ murmured Blake. ‘‘ He's been getting money
out of Gussy already. The fat pig! Poor old Gussy was boru
to be looted "

“ My opinion i+—"' began Bunter,

“(Come on!"” interrupted Tom Merry.

“Buat I say, you fellows~—" But the fellows did not
listen. They hurried along the bank towards the spot where
the punt was moored. It was still there, and the two seniors
of St. Jim's were still at cards. Cutts was smiling serenely,
and Knox was scowling. .So it was pretty evident that luck
was on the side of tho dandy of the Fifth. Perhaps Cutts
was assisting luck by * ways that are dark,” as Lumley-
Lumley, at least, knew very wecll was a trick not unbeknowu
to the Fifth-Former of St. Jim’s.

“Hallo! Still going strong—what?” asked Jack Blake

cheerily.

Cutts looked round.

“(Clear off!” he said tersely. * Don"t hang about here,
or we'll serve yom as we’ve served your fat fricnd!”

“ My dear chap, that’s exactly what we're going to do to
you ! said Tom Merry., * Pile in, School House !

“ Yaas, wathah!" L.

Cutts and Knox started to their feet as the juniors made a
rush for the punt. Tom Merry & Co. leaped on board in a
body, and the punt rocked under their weight as they hnded
in it. Billy Bunter stood en the bank, grinning. He was
glad to seo the two scniors bandled, but he was nof a man
of war himself.

“ (et out!” roared Knox, grasping the punt-pole, ;

Cutts hit out savagely, and Herrics roared, and dropped in
the bottom of the punt. Digby rolled over him, caught on
the chin by Gerald Cutts's left. But then the Terrible Three
were upon Cutts all at once, and he was whirled over, and
hurled out of the punt into the mud beside the river.

Blake and Lumley-Lumley had caught hold of Knox's punt-
pole, and prevented him from using it. Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy piled on him, and yanked him over. .Lumley-Lumley
and Blako threw themseclves upon the Sixth-Former as he
stambled, and he was pinned down in the bottom of the

punt.

‘¢ All together I" gasped Blake,

“ Chuck him out, deah boys!"

“ Leggo!” roared Knox. *‘ You cheeky fags!
villains!  You—you——  Yarooch !”
. Knox was raised bodily, and pitched over the side, He
joined Cutts, who was wallowing in shallow water and mud.
The juniors grinned down at them from the punt. _Herrivs
was holding his nose, and Dighy clasping his chin with both
hands, but the other fellows had not been hurt. And all were
grinning. On the bank Billy Bunter cackled as if he were
lr_vug to imitate a_cheap alarm-clock. ‘

“ He, he. ho! He, he, he!”

“ Grooh I

:: gnu;-owp 1" .

_“Don’t get in again!”’ said Tom Merry, gentl kin
Knox with the pole, as the Sixth-Former 'gms%wd tyhep;untq.
“ Outside, piease!”

You yourg
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“ Groogh!  You young scoundrell  Yah

“ Let "em bave their éards ! said Tom.

Blake grinned, and gathered up the scattered cards in the
punt, and threw them in a :hower over the iwo scniors in
the water, Then the juniors jumped ashore, laughing.

Cutts and Knox crawled into the punt as soon as it was
cipty, dripping with water aud covered with mud. They
shook their fists furiously at the juniors,

Bluke kissed lis hand to them as the party walked away.
Thry looked back from a distance, and saw Cutts poling home
to the Lodge, dripping with water, and almost unrecognisable
from the mud that caked his visage. What could be seen of
hir facy was red with rage. .

“ Bai Jove, I considni that we have given those wottahs
n lesson iV grinned Arthur Augustus, Pewwaps they will
leave our partay alone aftah this.”

" We haven’s got my money back I”’ grunted Bunter.

‘' That's all wight, Buntah. You needn't give mo the
Pusinl-ordah, and we will call it square.”

** T am afraid that’s impossible, Gussy. You see, I couldn’t
}J-usszl)ly accept the money from you. ~ But I'll tell you what

Il do. TNl lcava it over till next term. I shall be coming
wver to St Jim's to gee you some time then, and I'll bring
it with me.”

“ Vewy well, deah boy."”

' That’s settled, then,”” said Bunter. ¢ I'll make a note of
it.  Now, the postal-order, when it comes, will be mine,
won't it?'" X

* Yoas.”

" Good! Always better to have these littlo things on a
business fooling,” said Bunter. * The postal-order will be
here to-morrow morning. I suppose you won't mind cashing
it for me 1"

** Not at all, deah boy.”

"' As I'm rather short of cash, I suppose it's all the same to
vou if you cash it now?"” suggested Bunter. * Then Il

and you the postal-order immediately it comes.”

* Ya-a-a-s,” said Arthur Augustus slowly.

* Thanks!"” said Bunter, as he pocketed two sovereigns.
* Ill remember this, If I forget, just remind me when the
post comes in to-morrow morning, won't you?”’

Arthur Augustus did not reply. Ho had now cashed

Bunfer's postal-order twice. and, without being over-
suspicious, he could not help having some inward doubts as
whether a postal-order was really coming. Tho other

juniors had no doubts at all,
wasn't comifig.

The juniors returned to Eastwood House in time for tea,
and joined Lady Eastwood and Cousin Ethel at tea on the
lawn, Bunter hurried away to clean off the mud, and
came down with a fower in his jacket and a fat smile upon
his face, and made himself very agrceable, as he firmly
believed, to Cousin Ethel. _And when it was arranged that
tho party should go to the circus that erening, Bunter
promised Cousin Kthel that ho would look after her, a
fﬂwmus promise_that Cousin Ethel did not scem to hear.
ndeed, Cousin Ethel’'s mamer to the fat junior was the
reverse of chummy, somewhat to Bunter's surprise at first,
4ill he realised, on reflection, that the young lady was pro-
hably vory coy, and was trying to conceal the great impression
that Bunter's manifold fascinations had made upon her.

They were quite sure that it

CHAPTER 8,
Rough on Cutts!

" ALK up, gentlemen |
W Pom, pom, pom ! ,
‘“ Ladies and gentlemen, this way to Chum-

pum’s Culebrated Circus !”

Pom, pom, pom, pom, pom !
' Come_and sec Samsonio, the Strongest Man on FEarth!
Come and see Tiny Tony, the Funniest Mirth-Merchant in
the Universe! Come and see Texas Bill, the Broncho
{Ipntﬁr, riﬂf’ the wildest hoss in the solar system! Walk up!

alk up !’

A !ittﬁ’e {at man in clown’s attire, thumping ‘on & drum
ruteide the entrance to Chumgum's Circus, thus addressed
the multitude. The circus was pitched on Easthorpe Common,
f““ outside the village, and there was a_flare of naphtha
ights in the dusk of the sumnicr, evening,  Crowds of
country folk and villagers were passing into the tent, some
vf them exchanging badinage with Tiny Tony as they went
In. _Tiny Tony was certainly tiny, so far as height went, but,
te Jack Blako remarked, he made up for it sideways.

Pom, pom, pom! Thump!

** Gentlemen, walk up!  Roll up! This is Chumgum's
Uclebrated Circus, which has performed to all the crowned
lieads in Europe, not to mention a still larger number of
uncrowned heads! Young gentlemen, walk in! A few
of the best seats still vacant 1
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This was addressed to Tom Merry & Co. as they came up
to the entrance of the big tent. "Tiny Tim swept off his
cacked cap in graceful salute to Cousin Ethel.

* Chance of a lifetime, ladies and gentlemen! Bi gdit
show on earth! Littlest clown on earth—and the ﬁl:at:!-
Tiny Tony will make you rear! Tiny Tony will make yom

ell! Tiny Leny will make you shrick! I'm Tiny Tony, ee

know ¥

“Bai Jove, that chap knows how to blow his own
twumpet 1" remarked Arthur Augustifs D’ Arcy.

* Choek, I call it!” said Bunter loftily. * Hero, not sa
much of your gas, my man "

Tiny Tony looked at him,

** Other entrance for you, sir,” he said.

“ Here, hold on, you fellows "’ called out Bunter. The
fellow says it's the other entrance for the best seats "

* Not at all!” said Tiny Tony calmly. * Keep right o,
gentlemen ! Other entrance for this young person, Stage
entrance at the back. Artistes don’t enter with the genéral
public. Go right round—""

* What do you mean?”’ roared Bunter. “ Do you think
1 belo_ng to your rotten circus, you silly ass?”

" Ain’t you the Fattest Boy on Earth?” asked Tiny Tony,
looking agtonished.  ** Ain’t you Gig-Lamps, the Celebrated
Fa? II?oy, warm::bcd to weigh twenty stone

* Ha, ha, i

*“ Why, you cheeky rotter——"" howled Bunter.

“Walk up, gents—walk up! Chumgum’s Celobratéd
Circus—"

" Look here, you cheeky beast! What do you mean by
insulting a gentleman ?” roared Bunter, greatly incensed by
the clown’s_little joke, which had caused a general giggle
among the Easthorpe folk crowding up to the entrance,

** Never done such a thing in my life, sir,” said Tiny Tony.
P:.wcn't. insulted anybody but you, sir. Walk up—we.

“ Haw, haw, haw!”
Tom Merry grasped Bunter's arm, and marched him into
the tent,  Billy Bunter was blinking with rage. He had had
the worst of his !ittr[je encounter with the circus clown, as he
deserved. He confided to Tom Merry that, but for the fa
that there was a lady in the party, he would have returne
and mopped up the earth with Tiny Tony. Perhaps, how-
ever, prudential considcrations had something to do with his,
leaving Tiny Tony alone and the carth unmopped.

The juniors walked into the tent, which was alrcady grow-
ing crowded. Circuses did not often come to Easthorpe, so-
Chumgum’s Celebrated Circus was likely to be well patronised

I

n

during its stay. Tiny Tony's cheery voice could still be
heard outside :
* Walk up, gents! Come and sce Tiny Tony, the

Smallest and Wonderfulest Clown on Earth! Come and
sce the Circus Cricketers! M.C.C. and I Zingari beaten
at their own game! Walk up—-walk up!”

. The juniors were shown into their scats.  Arthur Augustus
booked the best seats in the place, but Chumgum's (ircus,
was not palatial, and the scats were hard,  They were in the
front raw, however, and all were satisfied, with the exception
of Bunter. The St. Jim’s juniors had already discovered
that Billy Bunter was very scldom satisfied.

" Not what I call comfy, Gussy " said Billy Bunter, who
bad ecated himself next to the swell of St. Jim's. No one
was anxious to sit next to Bunter, so the kind and obliging:
Gussy had fallen the sacrifice, as it were. ' Ain't there any
better seats than these "

* There do not appeah to be, deah boy,” said Arthur
Augustus, ' Sowwy !”

*I suppose they didn't know any decent people were
coming,” grumbled Bunter.  “ Hallo! Hero are those
cardsharpers from your school again !”

Cutts & Co. had entercd the tent, and were coming alonj
to the front seats. Bunter being at the end of tho row of
juniors, and the next scats unoccupied, Cutts sat down next
to him, and Knox and Gilmore came next. Cutts & Co.
tcowled at the juniors, but did not speak. Billy Bunter
blinked at then: vengefully. He had not forgotten the way
he had been poled out of the punt, and he had not forgotten
the loss of his two sovereigns. True, he had replaced the two
quids at D’Arcy's expense, but that made no differemce)
Before his visit to Eastwood House terminated, Billy Buriber
intended to squeeze out a considerably larger amoumt of
Arthur Augustus's sparc cash. The second twe sovereigne
might hare heen his, anyway; and but for Gerald Cnits, he
might have had four. That was how Bunter looked. at it,
and he was decidedly resentful and indignant. A fat grin
overpread his face as a scheme camu 1uto his nwnd for
making Cutts & Co. ““sit up.” .

A circus attendant was passing along behind the row of
seats, showing some new-comers to their places. A gyuff
voice behind Cutts's head exclaimed:

*“Get out of there! You're in the wrong seats !
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Cutts turned his head, angry at being addressed in so gruff
3 manner.

““ Are you speaking to me?'” he demanded.

“ Get out, I tell you!”

The juniors looked round too, surprised that an attendant
should adopt such & tone towards occupiers of the most
expensive seats. The circus man was passing on without
looking at Cutts. .

“ If.leep a civil tongue in your head, my man!” said Cutts
angrily.

The man paused and stared at him.

“ What, sir?"”

* Be civil, or you'll get into trouble.” .

' Wot's the matter? I ain't spoken to you, sir.

“Don't tell lies!” said Cutts angrily. “ You told me we
were in the wrong seats.” .

““Don't you be so quick to call & man a liar, young
gentleman. I ain't spoken a word to you.”

“That's enough!" growled Cutts, turning back, and
settling himself in his seat again.

“Get out of it, I tell you, you young rascal! Your sort
&in’t wanted in these seats, They're for the gentry.” L

“What !’ yelled Cutts, turning crimson, and swinging
round. *You impertinent scoundrel—"'

‘The man had passed on, and he did not look back.
Beveral people in the second row were grinning.  Cutts
scowled at them. A fat gentleman, the landlord of the
Lasthorpe Arms, was sitting just behind Cutts, with a stout
lady beside him, evidently the partner of his joys and woes.
He sympathised with Cutts.

“Cheek I call it, sir,” he said. .

Cutts nodded shortly, and resumed hLis seat, extremely
irritated and angry. If he had known that the fat junior
beside him was a_ventriloquist, he would probably have
fallen upon Billy Bunter and smitten him hip and.thigh.
But he did not know it, and he did not connect Bunter in
his mind with the incident at all, so he had to bottle up
his wrath. 3

The performance was about to begin, and two or three
horses g&d been sent galloping round the ring for a start.
Cutts sat frowning at the arena, when a voice spoke behind
l‘jis head, which was either the stout publican’s voice, or else

n exact imitation of it.

““Put your 'ead to one side, please.
your "ead !" .

Cutts jerked his head round. . .

“Tll sit how I like!” he exclaimed, glnrm; at the
astonished man behind him.

“ Certainly, sir; I don't mind, I'm sure.”

“Then don’t speak to me!’ growled Cutts, as he re-
settled himself. : .

“Will you put your silly "ead out of the light?”

Cutts jumped -up.

“Look here, I don't want any of your cheek !" he shouted.

“Wot's that? Looks to me as if you've been drinking,
young gentleman. I advise you to keep quiet,” said the
stout publican soothingly. “I ain't spoken a word to you.
¥'eard somcbody speak, I did, but I ain’t said & word.” "

Cutts glared along the row, as if in search of a victim.
Heveral people were grinning. They believed, as Cutts did,
that the innkecé:or had spoken, and the ragging of Cutts
arhused them. Cutts had a lofty and somewhat “swanking "
manner, which sometimes had an irritating effect even upon
atrangers, and they were not sorry to see him taken down a
peg. Cutts's scowls were met with grins, and he sat down
again, consuming his wrath,

“Queer "ow that fellow will shove 'is silly "ead in a man's
light ! went on the voice. “I know there’s nothing in it,
but I can't see through it, for all that! Thinks a lot of
‘isgelf, he does. Wonder if he's paid for them clothes 2"

Cutts sat quivering with rage. It was miles below his
dignity to enter into a “row' with a publican at a circus,
but it was very hard to endure such remarks patiently. And
the remarks were not finished yet.

“I've seen 'im before. 'E's a cardsharper—a professional,
you know. Gets young gentlomen to play cards, and
swindles 'em. I shouldn’t wonder if the perlice are looking
for him this very minute. Young scoundrel, I call "im '™

““My hat!” wmurmured Knox. “They seem to know you
here; C'tts, old man!" And Gilinore gigaled.

Cutts scemed to breath with difficulty.

‘“ And them other two, they're just as bad,” went on the
voico. “‘Young swindlers—both! The feller with the long
boka is the son of a tailor in 'Oundsditch !

- Knox turned scarlet, Tom Merry & Co. conld not help
grinning at that description of the bully of the Sixth.

' And the other young reprobate is a’boy from a reforma-
tory. Mind your pockets, Indies and gentlemen! He was
#ent to a reformatory for pickin' pockets !

Gilmore grew as scarlet as Knox. Cutts looked at them
with a sneer,

I can't sce through
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* You're getting some of it now,” he remarked. ’

"I—I—I‘ﬁ smesh him!’ panted Knox, jumping up.
“Look heré, you fat blackguard, hold your tongue! Do you

oar !’

“Which I ain't said a word!" gasped the astonished

ublican. “ And who was a-saying them things is more thane

knows on.”

“You lying cad!”

* Which they’re probably werry true, all the same!” ex-
claimed the publican, getting angry himself, * You look
like it, I do say.”

““Are you going to hold your tongue?'’ shouted Clutts.

““ Not at your horders, my fine feller {"” said the innkceper
independently. * Who are you?!"

e lge ain’t paid for them clothes,” said a voice that seemed
to procecd from a white-whiskered gentleman next to the
innkeeper. This was the local grocer, who huchned to bo
very deaf, and had not heard a word. ‘““He's a young
swindler, he is! I know how he let his poor old father go
to the workus!"

“Shame ! said several voices.

Cutts was almost dancing with rage. He shook hia fist in
t}lm faco of the grocer, who started back in astonishment and
alarm.

““Here, what are you at?" he demanded.

‘“ Hrold your tongue, you old fool !"" bawled Cutts.

The deaf gentleman put his hand to his car.

“Eh?" ~And then a voice went on, as if continuing:
*Don’t you talk to me, you young rascul. Ain’t I seed you
cast off your poor old futher, and allow him to perish in the
workus ¥ Shame on you!”

That was too much for Cutts. He grasped the deaf gentle-
man's nose and tweaked it. As tho unfortunate man was
quite unconscious of having given offence, Cutts's action
naturally infuriated him. He gasped in amazement for a
moment, and then he hit out, and Cutts caught a knobhby
fist with his nose, and sprawled down by the seat, The sur-
rounding scats were almost in an uproar by this time, and
there were shouts:

“S8it down !

“Put them out !

Cutts leaped up, almost foaming with rage.
hurled himself at the grocer. %he old gontleman would
probably have been hurt, but Tom Merry had jumped up,
ﬁndklae grasped the Fifth-Formor in timo and dragged him

ac

Ho simply

“Hold on, Cutts!"” he said quietly. * You're not going to
hit an old man.”

““Let go!” yelled Cutts. “You heard what he said. Lat
go, or I'll knock you flying !"

“Bhamo! Attacking an old man! Letting vour poor old
father go to the workhouse! Shame! Put him out

“It’s all lies " yelled Cutts.

#8it down in front!”

“Shut up !

“Order !

Two or three circus attendants hurried up, and Mr. Chum-
gum, who had como into the ring resplendent in evening-
clothes, with an orchid in his buttonhole, and & whip in his
hand, hurried to the side of the arcna.

“Gentlemon—gentlemen !” he implored. * Order! Gentle-
men--gentlemen !

“ Shut up, you old fool!” Cutts did not say that, but the
words certainly secemed to {:rocoad from Cutts, and Mr,
Chumgum turned purple with wrath. Ho pointed to Cutts
with his whip.

“ Put that feller out!" he said.

“What?" shouted Cutts. *‘Don't you dare—"

“Put him out! Ciive him his money back at the pay-box !
T'll have no hooligans disturbin' the peace in my circus!
Ladies and gentlemen,” continued Mr. Chumgum, as Cutts,
struggling wildly, with Lis tic torn out, was hustled away by
three or four rough hands--ladies and gentlemen, I apolo-
gise for this 'ere disgracceful scene, which has never occurred
before in the history of Chumgum's Colebrated Circus! Now
that young ’ooligan is ejected, ladies and gentlemen, I beg
you to take your seats.”

The ladies and gentlemen took their seats. Ionox and
Gilniore, who did not want to follow Cutts, and leave the
circus “on their necks,” settled down quietly. Billy Bunter
grinned cestatically. e felt that he was quite even with
Gerald Cutts now. Tom Merry & Co. were puzzled by the
occurrence—till they caught the grin on Bunter's face. Then
they comprehended,

*“Oh, bai Jove !” murmured Arthur Augustus. * Runtah'!
Was--was that you, with your wotten, beastly ventwilo-
quism ¥

Bunter gave a fat chuckle.

“I rather think I'm even with him now—what?"' he mur-
mured.

“Bai Jove! What a wotten twick! Ahem! If you ggy
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you to wetire fwom the circus
ance proceeded without the assistance of Cutts of the Fifth.
" Yes, rather !
not really havo been the strongest man upon the globe, but
Serpent Charmer, was very good, and Rab Rabbi, the Indian
 Texas Bill next,” remarked Jack Blake,
genuine article, you bet "
sat his steed well and kept him in control. Bui the juniors,
Arthur 'Auﬁsms jammed his monocle into his eye, and
cweature,. desh boggl I should like to wide that horse.”
Bill seems to bo abla to do, $ faoes tha Wevks
buck-jumping cxhibition now.

any more twicks like that, B\,J'nteh, I shall have to wequest
Outside the circus, Cutts of the Fifth, dusty and dis-
hevelled, with his collar and tie gone, was almost raving with
rage. But he did not venture to re-enter, and the perform.
CHAPTER 9.
Arthur Augustus Distinguishes Himself,
- OLLAY good show, deah boys!”

QD Tom Merry & Co, and Cousin Ethe] were having a
good time. There had been several turns, and all of them
were good. Samsonio, the Strongest Man on Earth, might
he was certainly very atrong, and the weights he lifted were
marvellous, and Tiny Tony’s efforts to lift the same weights
made the audienco shout with laughter, Sapolio, the
juggler, wonderful. The audience were satisfied that the
were getting their money’s worth, and all were in high goody-
bumour.

‘' That’s a regular savage brute of o horse he rides,"” said

*“ You saw the way he tried to bite my pony in
procession? This buck-jumping bizney is genuine—the
ere was a choer as Texas Bill—-of Tipperary—rode into

the arena, mounted upon the black horse.

o man was & good rider, that was evident, and he
who were very close as he rode round the ring, could see
that the black horse's nostrils were quivering nagmi hLi]s eyes
gleaming. The brute was in a savage humour,
watched the black mustang attentively. Arthur Augustus
was a great lover of horseflesh, and a good judge of it.

“Bai Jove,” ho remarked, that is a weally beautiful

" He'd eat you I’ said Blake,

“Wats! I could wide him—and that’
as & matsah of fact,” retorted
Arthur Augustus,

Texas Bill was giving the
There was no doubt that the

rformance was genuine.

e horso was making evory
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Texaa Bill staggerd to his feet, and then sank down again,
He was evidently hurt by his fall. Tiny Tony swung him-
self upon a trapeze out of the way with great promptitude.
Mr Chumgum scudded out of veach of the savage horse
as i} careered round the ring, tossing its head and thick
black mane. There was a roar of alarm in the circus.

Tom Merry and Blake jumped in front of Cousin Ethel
instinctively lest the horse should rush in_that direction.
Billy Bunter sat frozen to his seat, white with terror. Over
the barrier into the ring leaped a graceful form—the form
of Arthur Augustus I’Arcy, with his lips set in a tight line
and his eysglass gleaming in his eye.

There was a yell from his comrades:

“ Gussy! Come back!”

Arthur Augustus did not even turn his head.
running for the horse. The mustang was carecring by, and
D’Arcy, with a quick spring, caught the trailing reins. Then,
with marvellous agility the swell of St. Jim's swung himself
into the saddle.

“ Arthur! He will be killed |’ panted Cousin Ethel.

The juniors watched their chum with thumping hearts.
They had not been prepared for D'Arcy’s action, or the;
would have held him back. They knew he was a splendi
rider, but what chance had he with a horse that had unseated
the professional’ circus performer?  Every instant they
expected to see him hurled into the tan and trampled upon by
the cruel hoofs, and their hearts sickened within them at the

He was

thought,
The mustang had stopped stock-still as he felt a rider on
his back. Then he e a sudden spring into the air, and

came down upon his four feet, with his head low, with &
shock that would have unseated most riders on the instant.
But Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was clinging to the saddle
like & limpet to a rock. The brute’s head came twisting
round, with bared teeth glistening horribly, but Arthur
Augustus’s hand was like iron on the rein. The horse shot
suddenly forward, making a desperate rush right for the
crowded seats. With shrieks of terror the onlookers crow: ¢
back. But tho mustang did not reach the seats. A wrist
of iron turned him, and he was driven round the ring,
breaking into a terrific gallop. _
Texas Bill had staggered up again, and he was clinging to
the centre pdle, his faco pale,
his eyes staring. He had ex-
pected some terrific damoage
to be done by the horse now
that it was uncontrolled. He
stared with amazement ot the
sight of a schoolboy in the
saddle, riding the brute like

BY THE

effort to unseat his rider, & master. ,
rising on his hindlegs, and Round and round the ring
coming down with a crash, the mustang tore, as if s k-
making sudden springs and ing b[\; sheer speed to get rid
bounds, and once or _twice of the bold rider. And
d = Arthur Augustus was well

snapping savagely round with
g e S

Another Splen
of Tom Mer

The audience gazed on
almost spellbound.

The rider was holding the
herse in check ‘so far, but
there was a hard and strained
look upon his face. Possibl
he was not in his usual healt]
—a circumstance which could
not be alowed to interfers
with his usual appearance in
the ring. The Brancho
Buster was billed to appear,
and appear he must.

There was a sudden yell
from the front seats.

Texas Bill was seen to itﬁh

tha

heavily into tho tan, an
black musteng threw up his
heels aud doshed off round
the ring, the reins trailing
beside him,

People jumped up and
crowded back against the
second and third rows, for the
barrier between tho seats and
the ring_was of the slightest,
and a single spring of the
savage horse would have
carried him into tho midst of
the affrighted people. And
in that close crowd tho lash-
ing hoofs would
tered th on all sides.
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content to allow him to
exhaust his savage strength
with futile galloping.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped
Tom Merry. * Gussy's done
it!  Gussy can handle him)
Bravo, Gussy!”

“ Hurrah 1”

“I—I—I say, you fellows,”
stuttered Billy Bunter, “ let's
get out of this! I—I eay,
make room! I want to pass!
Oh, crumbs!”

But no one listened to
Bunter, or looked at him.
All cyes were upon tho horse
and its young rider,

Tho mustang came to a sud-
den halt, with its forefeet
planted on the earth, and for
& second it seemed that
D'Arcy must shoot forward
over its head.

But ho did not!

Ho sat in the saddle and
drove the mustang on, and
tho brmto began to bucke
g‘ump—muriug on his hind-
egs, and cven falling back-
wards, with tho intention of
crushing his rider. But as he
crashed down D’Arcy slipped
to the tan, only to leap into
tho saddle again as the horse
struggled up,

did Complete Story
ry & Co. at St. g
Jim's,

PLEASE
ORDER
EARLY!
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r the bail.

slim hand was miaed—tv!v!o steady eyes were fixed on the bail as it came down—click! * Bravo!™
Juniors, * Oh, well caught]”

i Cousin Ethel was r.un;lin
|

It wasg a difficult catch—and the eyes of the ficld were upon her, A

roared the

(Sea Chapter 14.)

And when the black brute was upon his fect again Arthur
Augustus was on his back safe and sound.

A thunderous cheer rang through'the circus.  Tho mustang
was conquered now. Ile galloped round the ring again,
but evidently under firm control.  And Arthur Augustus, the
grim look on his face relaxing, put him through evolutions,
the horse vbedient to every turn of his hand.

“ Hurrah ! g

* Bravo, St, Jim's!” roarad Blake. “ Hurrah for Study
No. Bix I

* Hurrah !”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy rode the mustang to where Texas
Bill' wag standing, and halted. The korse stood trembling,
and as quict as a lamb, _Ile was completely beaten, and he
recognised his mastor. D’Arcy jumped down.

* Heah you are, deah hoy I* he said gracefully.

‘““ Howly Mother av Moses ! exclaimed Texas Bill, with
an aceent that was certainly not that of Texns. * Tare an’
‘ounds ! Young jmtleman, you roide loike an angel, and
it's me, Bill Flaherty, that says so! You've saved some
lives 'ere this blessed noight, me bhoy !

" Vewy happay to be of service, I'm suah 1" said Arthur
Auvgustus, handing the reins to Texas Bill, who led the
mustm%‘ quiet enough now, from the arena.

Mr. Chumgum rushed across the tan, and grasped Arthur
Augustus D'Arey by both hamds.

* Splendid ”? ~ he  exclaimed. * Splendid ! Goodness
knows what that brute would have done! Young gentleman,
if yom arc eyer in want of a job, you jest walk right into
Chumgum’s Circus, and there's room for you, -Your mame,
pleasc 1"

Arthur Augustus smiled. It was not really likely that the
Honourable Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the son of Lord East-
wood, would ever be in want of a job in a circus. But he
gave his name cheerily enough. .

“T'll remember that rame,” said Mr. Chumgum, * and if
you ulz’\;er want a friend, jest you 1emember Charley Chum-
gum ! .

“ Yaas, wathah! "Thank you vewy much, mny desh sir!"
said I)'Arcy modoestly. .

And the swell of St. Jim's returned to his place, his cars
tingling a little at the Joud cheers from the audience.  The
jumors received lim with open arms.

They shook his hanﬁ
and thumped him upon the shoulders, and almost hugg:

bim,
_“ Oh, you duffer !” gasped Blake. ‘** You might have been
killed ! Ifhym;"(! beear killed, you ass, I-I-I'd ia\-e punched
i ead !V

¥, Blake—"

“ Jolly good I’ said Billy Bunter, who had recovered now
from hus fright, and was trying to look as if he had not been
frightened at all.  “T was just going for the brute when
you collured him, Gussy.”

“Bai Jove! Were you weally, Buntah i

“ Iia, ha, ha 1™

¢ Blessed if I can see anything to eackle at!” said Bunter,

linking pecvishly at the juniors, * I'm rather a dab at
riding, and I should have handled him all right. I was just
Emug fo-spring upon him, you know, when you chipped in,

188y,

“Oh, cheese it!” said Tom Merry - unccremoniously.
“ Gussy, old man, it was splendid of you. Ripping! Top

uE GEN Lismary.—No. 30
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hole! And you can call Study No. Six top study in the
School House, if you like—till next term! It was topping !""

**Oh, wats! Any follow would have done it, only—only
I happened to do it, you know.” .

“I don’t know about that,” said Billy Bupnter, with a
shake of the head. ‘ I'd have done it, of course, but lots of
fellows wouldn’t,”

“ Bow-wow |"" said Blake rudely,

*“ Oh, really, Blake—""

“Don’'t gas; it doesn’t suit you,” growled Blake,

Billy Bunter snorted and sat down, but he said no more.
The politeness of the St. Jim’s juniors seemed to be failing
a little under the strain Billy Bunter put upon it.

The mustang having been taken from the ring, the
aldience settled down in their places again, and the juniors
of St. Jim’s looked on keenly, for the next item on the

rogramme was the Circus Cricketers, and Tom Merry &

Jo., who were great cricketers at 8t. Jim's, were very curious
to see what the unique turn was like,

CHAPTER 10.
The Chumgum Challenge.
R. CHARLEY CHUMGUM advanced into the ring
M his great expanse of shirt front and his big diamon
gleaming in the light.

“Ladies and gentlemen, we are about to present to you
the Circus Cricketers; a wonderful and unijue turn, which
positively appears only in Chumgum's Celebrated Circus.
Before their appearance I have to make an announcement
which will intereat all cricket lovers and sportsmen in the
uudicnce.””

““Bai Jove! This is gettin' interestin’!"

“ The Chumgum cricket eleven is a first-class team. Owing
to limitations of space, the Chumgummers cannot fully dis-
play their powers within the circus. But the cleven are open
to accept challenges from local teams for matches to be
played on any days when matinee performances are not

iven.

“ Bai Jove!"

*‘ The, Chumgum team has met many famous elovens, and
has challenged the M.C.C., the Zingari, and many other cele-
brated teams.”

‘‘ Bravo "

Tom Merry grinned. Mr. Chumgum did not say that the
Chumgummers had played those great clubs. Mr. Chum-
gum’s idea of playing a circus cricket tcam against local
elevens was, of course, with an eye to the advertisement
obtained thereby. And it was certainly a striking kind of
advertisement. Tom Merry had no doubt that the circus
team might have played many local elevens in towns hnd
villages where Mr., Cumgum had pitched his tent, and such
matches would be more useful as advertisements than I\[ards
of print in the local papers. But it was not really likely
that the Chumgummers’ challenges to famous clubs would bo
accepted. However, it was probablo enough that Mr. Chum-
gumhhad sent the challenges. That would not cost him
zoything,

'!IMln;r famous teams have not cared to risk their laurels
by meeting the Chunigummers,” the circus-master went on,
““otherwise tho Chumgummers would haye won great
victories at Lord’s and av'the Oval. But we know Easthorpe
—we know that we are in a sporting town,”

‘“Hear, hear!”

*“ And T repeat that the Chumgum eleven is ready to meot
any local team, on the local ground, asking on!¥ a fair field
and no favour,” said Mr. Chumgum. ‘I pause for a reply.”

Up jumped Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

“I accept the challenge, Mr. Chumgum !”

“ Great Scott!” cjaculated Blake, dragging at D’Arcy’s
sleove. ““ What are you talking about, Gussy? You'ro nok
in the local team,”

“Wats! We'll play him with a St. Jim's team.”

“ My hat!”

Mr. Chumgum looked at the swell of 8t. Jim's, and bowed.
There was a cheer from the audience. D'Arcy was known
to most present as the son of the greatest local land-
cowner, and he had attracted general attention by his mastery
of the black mustang,

‘ Master D'Arcy, you do me proud,” said Mr. Churagum.
“May I ask if you are the captain of the local eleven—as
I am sure you ought to be.”

“I'll play you with a school eleven,” explained Arthur
Augustus. ““I dare say you have heard of St. Jim's.”

Mr. Chumgum had never heard of St Jim’s, but he guessed
fiom Arthur Augustus's remark that it was a school eleven,
and he bowed again.

“* Who has not?" he replied urbanely.

“Very well. T'll play your team with a St. Jim's eleven,
when and where you like, my deah man,"”
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: 'I‘guz challenge is accepted,” said Mr. Chumgum.
ke }}a 1l play you on the local gwound, to-mowwow, if you

“ Agreed.”

““Stumps pitched as earlay as you like™

“ Shall we say ten o'clock 7"

:‘Yaas, wathah "

‘Thﬁ Chumgum eleven will be ready,” said Mr. Chum-
gum; “and I trust that all sporting members of the present
Ellidleﬂcﬂ u:ﬂl be there to see this great match.”

ravo !’
i “ There will be no gate-money,” continued Mr. Chumgum.

The Chumgummers play for the honour of the great game,
and not for lucre.”

‘ Bravo!”

“ Gentlemen—ladies and gentlemen,—the Chumgummers"
challe:‘f?‘ having been accepted the performance will now
proceed.

Mr. Chumgum retired amid cheers, and Arthur Augustus
sat-down, looking very satisfied,

“ This 13 _wathah a stwoke of luck, deah boys” he
emarked, We have alweady whacked the local team twice,
and I was feelin’ like Julius Cesah, you know—we wanted
some fwesh worlds to conquah.”

“Eh! Wasnt that Alexander the Great who wanted
fresh worlds to conquer?” asked Lumley-Lumley, with a

Tin.

“Weally, it is not vewy important whethah it was Julius
Crsah or Alexandah the Gweat. The important thing is that
We have found a fwesh world to conquah. I wathah wegard
it as & stwoke of luck, Weo have enough chaps at Eastwood
to ma}{g up an eleven. There are ten of us, anyway,
includin’ Wally and young Fwayne. We can pick up an
eltzventh man somewhah.”

‘I'm quite at your service, Gussy, old man,” said Billy
Bunter at once.

, Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass dubiously upon the fai
J_IIHI(C:‘{ of Gre;.ifnnm.. bk 11" he asked
an you play cwicket, Buntah " he asked.

“Tm o dab at 6"

“Ahem! You play at Gweyfwiahs?”

“Oh, yes; whenever there is & match that's worth the
trouble of exerting myself in,” explained Bunter. *Of
course, it wouldn't be quite cricket to play a fellow of my
form against any team. But in specially tough matches I'm
always to the fore. I find it rather a bore a times, you know,
I have so many engagements that I can't always find the
time. But when Wharton comes to me, almost with tears in
his_cyes, to beg me to play, it’s difficult for a chap to
decline.”

“ Yaas, I—I suppose so.”

“I'll play for you with pleasure,” said Bunter. *Of
course, considering my form, I suppose you'll leave it to me
to captain the team."”

“ Bai Jove!”

“I'm generally accustomed to taking the lead,” Bupter
explained modestly.

‘' As a mattah of fact, Tom Mewwy is our skippah,” said
Arthur Augustus, ““ and we are not weally lookin’ out for a
new one."

““Oh, I'll arrange that with Merry! Under the circum-
stances, Merry, of course your wouldn’t mind standing down
on this occasion.”

Tom Merry glared at the fat junior,

“Your mistake,'™ he said. *I should!”

“ But under the circumstances—""

“Oh, rats!”

v Ahem! OF course, I don't insist,” said Bunter hastily.
‘I let Wharton captain the Form team at Greyfriars some-
times; I'm not a greedy chap. I'll play for you, anyway,
Only give me plenty of bowling. I'm a dab at bowling.”

“ Well, that makes up the eleven, anyway,” said Herries.
“There's us four—Study No. 6—and you three Shell chaps,
and Lumley-Lumley, and Wally and Frayne, and Bunter.
That makes up an eleven—of sorts.”

I expect the circus team will be an eleven of sorts, too,”
said Tom Merry, laughing. “You don't know yet what
you've let us in for, Gussy.”

‘“ Anyway, it will be a game, deah boy."”

o l’mbab{_\' a very funny game,” said Tom. * But I don’t
mind. We sha'n’t be playing it at $t. Jim's, anyway.”

Clertainly the preparations that were going on in the ring
did not look as if the circus team took cricket very seriously.
The Chumgummers eleven might be a very good cleven
when they met teams outside the circus, But in the circus
1t{ was evident that cricket was played from a humorous pdint
o1 view,

Tiny Tony captained one side, and Texas Bill the other,
and the sides consisted only of six players. Wickets were
set up, and players in odd-looking costumes came in. Some
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of the audience looked a litile nervous at first at the idea of
u cricket ball being knocked about in the ring. A hard ball
clumping among the onlookers from the bat would certainly
have done damage. DBut their anxiety was relieved when
they dizcovered that the ecircus cricketers played with a
rubber ball—or, rather, with a good many rubber balls, Tiny
Tony bringing in a whole basketful for the game.

Texas Bill and Sapolio, the Serpent Charmer, took the
wickets, armed with tennis-rackets instead of bats. Tiny
Tony went on to bowl. The fieldsmen stood round, and Tiny
Tony sent down the rubber ball. Sapolio smote it, asd sent
it bouncing along the tan, and the clown pursued it in a
gerics of somersaults, amid yells of laughter from the
audicnce. And after Tiny Tony went all the fieldsmen, also
somersaulting.

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake. “Oh, Gussy, you've done
it this time! That's the kind of team we're going to meet.”

* Bai Jove! I didn't know—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter snorted.

“Tm afraid I shall have to withdraw my offer,” he
vemarked. * I couldn’t let them know at Greyfriars that a
player of my class met a team like that.”

* But—but Mr. Chumgum says they mect local teams,™
said Arthur Augustus, ‘I suppose they won't play like
that in a weal game.”

“My hat, T hope not!” grinned Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha!”’ .

“I¢'s ell wight, deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus, re-
covering himself.  **This foolin’ is only to entahtain the
andience, you know, They couldn’t play a weal game in
heah withont hurtin’ somebody. It will be quite diffwent
when we meet them on the gwound.”

**Ha, ha, ha!” i

That cricket-match lasted half an hour, on the same lines,
the audience being kept in a roar of laughter all the time.
The Chumguin cricketers retired at last amid cheers. Tom
Merry wiped the tears from his eyes.

*Oh, Gussy, if they play us like that!” .

"‘}}'t‘,\\'nu]d be \\'n.tl!ﬂ,ng widiculous, deah boy; but it's all

wight.’

§\\'ell. I hope it will'be all right. Anyway, it was a jolly
funny show. Bravoe!”

And the juniors of St. Jim's went out with the crowd very
well satisfied with the entertainment provided by Chumgum’s
Celebrated Circus,

CHAPTER 11,
High Words!

bad AKE up!”
W Billy Bunter opened his eyes slowly, and yawned.
The juniors !})fa/d slopt  soundly that night,
especially Billy Bunter. Bunter could do with a great deal
of deep.  After the return from the circus he had polished
off a supper that would have been far heyond the powers of
Fatty Wynn of 8t. Jim’s. Then_he had rolled off to bed
in a very contented frame of mind, and as he said good-
night to Arthur Augustus, he assured him affectionately that
he would put off some of his many engagements for the
vacation, in order to make a good lony stay at Fastwood
House, an affectionate assurance which D'Arcy received with
polite dismay. "

Bunter's room adjoined that occupied by Arthur Augustus,
and if that noble youth had not becn slecping the sleep of
perfect health, the rumbling sounds that proceeded from
Bunter's apartment would certainly have kept him awake
most of the night. When Arthur Augustus awoke in the
morning he was surprised and a little alarmed by a rumble
like distant thunder, until he dispovered that it was only a
sonorous suore procceding from Bunter's room.

The juniors were up at an early hour. They were to meot
the circus cricketers at ten o’clock on the village grecn, and
‘Tom Merry intended to pat his tcam through a little early
practice. They had not }!:&d much cricket since breaking-up
at St. Jim's; and_ though Tom did not think that Tiny
‘Fony’s cleven would be very dangerous, he did not mean to
feave anything to chance, Also he was curious to sce how
Bunter would shape, not having much belief in the fat
junior’s powers as a cricketer, )

‘Bunter blinked at Tom Merry as he awoke. The captain
ot. the Shell at 8t. Jim's was chaking him by the shoulder.
‘The ecarly sunlight was glimmering in at the window.
_“Yaw-aw-aw!' murmurcd Bunter, * Lemme alone!
Tain'v rising-bell.”

‘TUp with you!”

Groo! Lemme alone !

Tom Merry gave the Owl of the Remove another vigorous
shaks. and Bunter came quite cut of the land of dreams.
He glaced at Tom Merry.
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“ Look here. you chuck it? he exciaimed. **’Tain’t time
to get up. What's the time!”

“Six ! said Tom.

“ 8ix !’ howled Bunter. * Why, we don’t get up at six
at Greyfriars, Do vou thiuk I'm _gping to get up carlier on
vacation than we do at school? If so, you're joily well mis-
taken. Lemme alone! 1'm not getting up fori hours yet.”

* We're meeting the circus team this morning, Bunter,”

**Well, that ain't till ten o'clock. I'll get np at half-past
nine.”’

“Too late!”

*“Well, nine, then! Lemme alone.”

“We're going to have some early practice,” explained
Tom. “Now, jump up! All the other fellows are up
already.”

Bunter rubbed his sleepy eyes and grunted.

** That’s all right,” he said. ** You fellows go out and get
some practice. ? dare say you need it. I don’t. I'm a e§ah
at cricket, and I'm always in topping form. I don’t need
any practice.”

“ QOh, rats! Get up!”’

. “T won't get up!” roared Bunter. Being awakened carly
in the morning always made Billy Bunter lferuciuu!. ** Let
me alone, confound you!”’

Tom Merry looked at him. He was greatly inclined to
take the fat junior bodily, and yank him out of bed, and
bump him on tho floor. If Bunter had been a St. Jim's
fellow, he would certainly have done it, He restrained him-
self with difficulty.

‘' Now, look here, Bunter,” he said quietly, * You've had
enough sleep. If you're going to play in the match, you’ve
got to get up and practise. Otherwise, I shall refuse to play
you at all.”

“ Rot! Pretty show you'd make if I didn’t help you!”
said Bunter contemptuously. ‘I shall insist upon playing.
And I don’t need uny practice. Qur form at Greyfriars is
very different from yours at St. Jim’s. We've licked you
often enough for you to know that. Just you let me afone.
I'll get up at nine.”

“Then you won't play !’ said Tom determinedly.

Bunter blinked at him angrily. He was determined to
play, and he was determined not to get up. But Tom Merry
wag determined too.

** Let Buntah alone, Mewwy, you wottah!
my guest not bein’ disturbed.””

‘Tom Merry turned round in astonishment towards the open
doorway. into D’Arey’s room. He was very much surprised
at Arthur Augustus addressing him in that tome.

*What ! he exclaimed.

‘“ Let Buntah alone! Ile is a vewy good playah, bettah
than you any day! I wefuse to allow him to be bothahed;
and if you don’t like it, you can lump it, bai Jove !’

Tom Merry’s eyes pleamed, The St. Jim's juniors
gencrally addressed one another in an extremely uncere-
monious manner; but there were limits, Tom Merry did not
intend to be spoken to like that by anybody, nor to suy under
the roof of a host who ullowed himsell such libertics. He
left Bunter—who was grinning now—and strodn into Arthur
A]ugustus's room. IYArey wae putting on a tie hefore the
glass.

“ That's cnough, D Arcy,” said Tom Merry.

Arthur Augustus turned round innocently,

** What's enough, deah boy?’ he asked.
‘ What you've said. As soon-as this match is over, I shall
clear off. I won't trouble your hospitality any longer.”

Arthur Augustus gazed at him in amazement.

“ What on carth’s the mattah, Tom Mewwy? What have
I done?”

*You know very well whai you've done!” almost shouted
Tom, his eyes blazing. * Do you think I'm a fellow like
Bunter to be talked to like that:”

* Gweat Scott!”

““That's all I need sax.”” Tom Merry turned on his heel:

Arthur Augustus made a jump after hiw, and caught him
by the shoulder.

* Tom Mewwy, jou as<, 1 insisi upon your explainin’
yourself, Tf you are undah the impwession that I have done
anythin'—"

" You know _what you said. 1 suppose?*

“ Wha-a-at I said ™ stammered” D’ Arey.
didn’t say anythin’, deah boy.
I've said somethin’ 1

The surprise and distvess in 1’ Axer’s face made Tom Meny
sare. He could not understand the swel] of St. Jim’s at all.

*Are you dotty?’ he exclaimed.

* Weally, Tom Mowwy—->~,

“T'm referring to what you callal out fo me just now
when I was telling Bunter to get up!” cxelaimed Tom
angrily.

“Gweat pip! But I Jdidn't call out anythin', deah hor.
I didn't know yeu were wakin’ Buntah. I was tyin’ my tie,”
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said Arthur Augustus in bewilderment. * T suppose T should
not bo likely to be givin' attention to extwuneous mattahs
at a time like that?”

“You out to me!”

“I didn’4!"

* Look here, Gussy—""

¢ Look here, Tom Mewwy—"" "

“ What the dickens is the row?” exclaimed Blake, coming
in, surprised by the excited voices. ‘‘ You don’t mean to
day you two fellows are having a row!” .

“Tom Mewwy scems to want to have a wow,” said
DrArcy. “ But I uttahly wofuse to have a wow with a fellow
who is & guest undah my woof.”

‘I sha'n’t be jolly long under your roof, anyway!" ex-
claimed the exasperated Shell fellow, “I'm getting off as
soon as we've played this match, I must stop for that.”

¢ Bai Jove! :

**Hold on, hold on!’ said Blake soothingly. * Easy does
it! You can't rcally have mythinﬁ to quarrel about, you
two. Now, what’s the matter? Tell your Unclo Blake,"”

“ D'Arcy called out to me!”

“" I didnbb t” .

* In an insulting way!”

“Gweat Scott, I insist upon your withdwawin’® that
wemark, Tom Mewwy. If you imply that I am ca‘rlble of
speakin’ in an insultin’' mannah to & pguest undah my
woof—"

“ Well, you did!” 2

““Wubbish! And if you do not wetwact that statement,

'om Mewwy, I shall give you a feahful thwashin’ when we
get back to St. Jim's.”

¥ Cheese it, cheese it!”’ said Monty Lowther, coming in
with tho other fellows, all of them having heard the raised
voices by this time. ““No rags here. Tommy, my son, keep
ilqur temper. Don't look at Gussy as if you'd like to eat

m. He's warranted quite harmless,”

4 geu.lly Lowthah——"

[ Lot's get to the rights of this” said Blake, huldin(il‘up
his hand. ¢ Tom Merry says that Gussy called out to him;
ngycussy says ho’c.lidn t.”

aas,

“ Ho did!” roared Tom Merry.

“8hush! Shush! Tom Merry says that Gussy ealled to
him, and every gentleman present knows that Tom Merry is
a giddy man of his word!” said Blake solemnly. ** Guasy
says that ho didn’t call out, and we all know that Gussy beats

Washington in his own special line of business. There-
fore, it is quite clear that both aro right.”

“ Bai Jove !

*“Tom Merry, therefore, heard somebody address him, and
] it was Gussy, but it wasn't!"” said Blake, * That's
the explanation! And if you'd asked your Uncle Blake before
You atarted ragging one another—'’

Ll | suppose I know D'Arcy’s voice, don't 17 shouted Tom
Morry., “ Do you think I could mistake anybody else’s voice
for his? It isn't a voice you hear cvery day, for the matter
of that. They don't grow D’Arcy’s accent on every bush.”

* Weally, you wottah—""

* Exaotly !” said Blake coolly. * Have you forgotten that
japc on Cutts last night! You mistook the voico for Gussy's
L»cuusu it was exaotly like Gussy’s, and vou are too howling
a hth’ead to remember that there is a ventriloquist. in the next
room.”

Tom Morry jumped.

“A—a—a _ven.trﬁzﬁm'at!"

“ Yes, you asa! You ought to have known that Gussy
wouldn’t speak rudely to a guest.” said Blake severely. * You

ht not to have belicved your own ears if they told you
moin a thing ! " You're in the wrong.” .

* Bunter " gasped Tom Merry

* Yes, Bunter, of course.”

“Bai Jove!” gasped Arthur Augustus. * Buntsh, the
ventwiloquist, that uttah wascal I”

¢ Oh!"” said Tom Merry, between his teeth. * I—I under-
stand! The rotten cad was imitating Gussy’s voice. I—I—
beg your pardon, Gussy!”’

D'Arey waved his hand gracefully.

* Don’t mench, deah boy. Fwom one goeutleman t6 anothah
an apology is quite suffish to set zny mattah wight.””

¢ But—but I really ought to have known better,” said Tom,
very repentant. “‘I was an ass! I—I was awfully surprised
that you should speak to me like that! I didn’t think for a
moment of that beastly cad imitating your voice.”

“It's all wight, deah boy. It was weally my fault for
Lavit' such an unspeakable boundah undah my woof. Where
are you goin’, Tom Mewwy ™" o

Tom gritted his teeth. The callousness of the fat junior, in
risking a quarrel which might be pcrmanent botween the two
chums, for the sake of a trick, excited Tom Merry's rage to
tho point of fury. He strode into -Bunter's room with his fists
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clenched. There was no question of politeness any Jonger.
tl;:l‘i;teness was wasted on & rascal who would play a trick Yike'

“Tom Mewwy, deah boy, pway don’t be watty, Aftah him,
you fellows. He must weally not hurt Buntahl"
The juniors rushed after %om Merry.

CHAPTER 12,

Bunter Pays the Piper,

NOR-R-R-R-R-RR! ’

That sound was groceeding from Billy Bunter’s bed,

The fat junior had calmly settled down to sleep again.

Whether Tom Merry and D’Arcy quarrclled, whether they

parted on bad terms or not Billy Bunter did not care two-

pence, He did not even give the matter a thought, As soon

as Tom Merry was gone he snugged his head into the pillow

again, closed his cyes, and dropped back into dreamland, ¥

But he did not remain therc long. A heavy hand fell u

his shoulder, and he was dragged simultaneously out of m
and out of dreamland,

Bump!

“Yow-oh! Yah-oh!

Billy Bunter came down with a mighty concussion on the
floor. . He awakened with a vengeance then. He sat up
dizzily, blinking round him with fury,

“Ow! Ow! Wharrer you at? -Lemme alone! Ow!
You've broken my leg, you beast! Wharton, you rotter! I
;:_enr}, Tom Merry, you beast! Yaroooh! Help! Murder!

ire I

Bump, bump, bump!

Tom Merry had not let go. He proceeded to bumg Bill
Bunter on the floor, as if he were trying to knock him throu
into the room beneath. Bunter’s yells rang far and wide, ﬁa
struggled, but his. struggles did not make much difference to
the sturdy Shell fellow of 8t. Jim’s. Tom Merry bumped
him harder and harder.

“You rotten cad! You confounded blackguard! Take
that, and that, and THAT 1"

*“Gweat Scott! Let him go, Tom Mewwy, deah boy !

‘“ Hold on, Tommy |”

‘“ Chuok it 1"

Bump, bump, bump, bump—bang !

 Yarooop! Help! Murder!”

The juniors rushed upon Tom Merry, and dragged him off
by sheer force. If thoy had not rescued him, Billy Bunter
would probably have been very much hutt, He felt quite
sufficiently hurt already, He lay on the floor and bellowed.

“ Yow-ow-ow! Yaroooh! Help! Fire! Murder! Yahl
Oh! Ow, ow, ow!" |

“My only hat!” ejaculated Blake. *Talk about old
sﬁent’qu Why, Stentor was a whispeting cherub to thad

A,

p.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

‘* Pway shut up, Buntah! You will bwing the servants up
heah with that wow.”

“Yarooh! My leg’s broken! Two ribs broken, too.
Yaroooh! And my backbone busted. Groo! Help! Send
for a doctor! Ow 1"’

“ Wats | You“couldn't make that wow if your back wag

bwoken, Bu
“Ow, ow, ow! Keep him off! Yah! Oh!"
“ My desh Buntah——"'

¢ Let me give him some more,” growled Tom Merry. “It
he's going to make that thundering row, let him have some-
thing to make it for.”

“ Bhush! You mustn't knock Gussy's pals about in that
way,” grinned Lowther,

** He is no pal of mine,” said Arthur Augustus indignantly.
*“ I should wefuse to wecognise as o pal any fellow who would
play such a wotten twick, Howevah, he is my guest, and I
weally wequest you not to bump him any more, Tom
Mewwy."

“ Right-ho! But make him shut up somehow, for goodness®
sake. My éar-drums will go soon.”

“Yarooop! Ow, ow, ow! My leg's broken. Grooh! M‘y
back’s busted. Yow-ow! My neck’s dislocated. Gerrrooogh !”*

““Cold water’s the cure for all that,” said Monty Lowther.
;,‘ (l'iheer up, Bunter! I'll give you something for it. Half a

ick !

Monty Lowther rushed for a water-jug.  As he rushed Bmek
Wiﬂi:l the jug in his hands Bunter sat up hastily, and ceased
welling.

“It's all right,” he panted. *I—I—

Grooo! Ow! Gugugugugiugggg!’

Splash !

Menty Lowther apparently did not believe in such a sudden
recovery. Atall events, he administered the cold water all the
same. He inverted the jug ovr Bunter, and the water came
down with 2 mighty swoop. Billy Bunter sprawled under it,

Mpwicn 2o

Oh, vou beast!
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drenched to the skin, and puﬂil:)% and blowing like & grampus,
:‘ Gug-gugilgulg-gug! Gerroooh I
. s

a, 1 .

" Feal better, Bunter?” asked Lowther, with friendly
solicitude, .

“ Yow-ow-ow! No, I don't. I'm worse!” shricked Bunter.
“ You silly beast; I shall catch coldl I'mi lots worse. Ow,
ow, ow "’

* Never mind. I'll get another jug of water.”

“I—I say, it’s all right. I'm better now!” gasped Bunter,
springing to his feet. ‘‘ Don’t you bring any water near me,
you beast! Keep off | Yah !

Ha, ha, ha!

Billy Bunter sat on the edge of his bed, and glowered at the
juniors, They were laughing loudly. Lowther’s cold water
cure had not cured him, but the threat of a second dose had
cured him at once. The water ran down Bunter's fat limbs
and collected in a pool at his feet, and his pyjamas clung
Limply to him.

“Ow! You beasts! You rottera!” he stuttered.

“ Weally, Buntah—""

“If this is the way you allow your guests to be treated,
ll)‘Arqy,, you can't expect me to remain under your roof any
longer.’

““If you feel bound to go away, Buntah, of course I should
not like to stand in your way, deah boy. You are fwee to
please yourself in evewy way.”

“ Ahem! Of course I'm not goig to leave an old pal
because a thundering ass has drenched me with water,” said
Bunter, ‘X expect Tom Merry to apologise.”

““You can go on expecting, then!” growled. Tom. * You
played a rotten, dirty trick. You nearly made me quarrel
with D’Arcy by your beastly, caddish ventriloquism.””

Bunter grinned a little.

“Well, you wouldn’t let me sleep,” he said. “I had to
make you sheer off somehow. Why can’t you let a fellow
alone?” I don’t need crickes practice like you St. Jim's chaps.
We know how to pluy cricket at Greyfriars. If Tom Merry
doesn’t apologise, D’Arcy, I really don’t see how I can remain
here,” added Bunter lofiily.

“Well, I sha’n't apologise,” said Tom, “and I'll do the
same aggin if you play another rotten trick on me like that.’

* Very well. For D’Arcy’s sake I will pass over the matter,”
said Buater, in a very lofty manner. **I shall not mention
i again.”

And Bunter turned away to towel himsclf down and dress.
After that drenching cven Billy Bunter- did not feel ve
sleepy. Tom Merry & Co. returned to their rooms to fin
their toilet. Tom Merry was breathing hard, and Manners
and Lowther were ﬁrinning. It was very seldom that their
cheery, good-natured chum lost his temper, but Tom Merry
had certainly let himself go that time.

““ What a nice, lovablo chap!” Lowther remarked. ‘' His
s:hgolfellows at Greyfriars muet simply adoro him, I should

ay."’

“ Plessed if I know how they stand him at all,”” said Tom
Merry. “ If we had Lim at 8t. Jim’s I think we should scalp
him regularly every day!” i .

“Qnly it's rather rough on poor old Gussy if we rag him
here,” said Manners, ‘' If it wasn’t for that—""

“ Porhape I oughtn’t to have lost my temper,” said Tom,
colouring. ' But—but wasn't it a rotten trick? I jolly nearl
had a row with Gussy. And I'm certainly not gomf to_tell
the fat brute 1'm sorry, because I’'m not sorry, and I'd do it
again. I bope the bounder will keep clear of me, that's all
1 want to keep the ‘peace, so as not to bother Gussy;
hut that fat toad gets on my nerves awfully.”

Tom Merry’'s nerves wero not the only ones that were
troubled by the ‘' fat toad.” Arthur Augustus's nerves were
in the same state. But Billy Bunter was planted at LEast-
wood now, and, without positive rudeness, he was not to be
E:t vid of. 8o the long-suffering Gussy had to grin and

ar it.

CHAPTER 13.
The Eleventh Man.
IPPIN’ mornin’ for some cwicket, deah boys!”

R Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy remarked as the St. Jim's

juniors came downstairs, .

They were very early hirds. Only early housemaids were
down so far, with the exception of the stately Mr. Chilling-
kam, who was not in his usual state of exquisito finish when
the juniors caught sight of him. Wally and Joe Frayne
were already out, and the barking of Pongo could bo heard
on the lawn.

*“What about brekker ! asked Bunter.

We're goin’ to pwactice before brekkah, deah boy.”

“ Practice before brekker 2’ cxclaimed Bunter, in astonish-
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ment. I certainly couldn't! Why, I'm frightfully
hungy i
““ Bai Jove'l”

“¥ou fellows go out and get the wickets up, and I'll join
you later,” said Bunter. ‘I don’t want to be a trouble, of
course, Gussy, but I must have something to eat now I'm
down, I suppose some of the servants can look after me!™

“1—I suppose so.”

“If I kept a tribe of servants like you do, Gussy, I'd make
*ém work,” said Bunter, *It's all right. You fellows clear
off, and I’ll find something to eat.”

‘“Buck up, then!” said Tom Merry shortly. “If you're
going to play in the match, you've got to show us what your
cricket is like.”

“My cricket’s all right—a cut abpve what you'ro accus-
tomed to at your school, anyway,” said Bunter. **No need
to wnrrﬁabout that.”

Tom Merry made an effort, and restrained the reply that
rose to his lips. It was really hard upon the 8t Jim's

uniors that they were called upon to be incessantly civil to

unter, when the Owl of Greyfriars did not seem to have
the slightest idea of being civil to anybody. But, as Art,hl.‘t
Augustus explained, it was up to a decent chap to be decent,
whatever a bounder might do.

The juniors went out, and Bunter remained indoors, to
scek for provender. At that early hour in the moruing it
was not easy to get a meal, even in so stately a residence as
Eastwood House, But Billy Bunter could be trusted to pro-
vide for himself when he was hubgry, and there was food
within reach.

The 8t. Jim's juniors intended to put in a couile of hours’
practice before breakfast, Wally and Frayne had cntered
into the idea heartily, being elated at the prospect of [ﬂ:rmg
as members of Tom Merry’s team, which was quite beyon
their reach when they were at 8t. Jim’s. Wally and !"ra?'no
were very good players for fags of the Third, and Tom
Merry was more satisfied with_them than he expected to be
with Bunter. Indeed, Tom had the pick of the junior School
House eleven with him, though ho would have been glad to
have also a bowler like Fatty Wynn of the New House, and
a hard hitter at the wickets like Kangaroo of the Shell, But
the players were all good, at all events, with the exception
of the eleventh member of the team. What Bunter was like,
they did not know, but they were pretty certain that he was
no good at all. But, as Tom remarkei they might as well
play him as play a man short.

Lord Conway, certainly, was a good cricketer, and the
cldest son and heir of the Earl of Eastwood was not likely
to consent to play a%q.inst. a circus team on the village green.
It was Bunter or nobody.

In the keen morning air, tho juniors piled into ericket

ractice with a will, and they almost forgot Bunter. The
at junior of Greyfriars did not appear in sight. Probably
Le had found something to eat. ’I%gm Merry was in great
form at the wicket, and Jack Blake was at the top of his
form as a bowler. But at eight, when the juniors were think-
ing of going in for breakfast, Tom remembered Bunter.

*“ Where's that fat bounder?”’ hLe exclaimed. “We've
really got to see what he can do, you know. If he can’t play
at all, I’d rather play a man short.”

‘‘ Heah he comes.”

Cousin Ethel had just come out of the house, and Billy
Bunter appeared with her. The fat junior was smiling his
most_agreeable smile. Bunter never believed that any girl
could seo him without falling a victim to his fascinating
looks. Cousin Ethel's coyness, as he regarded it, certain!
seemed to be lasting. But Bunter’s view was that she need
to be encouraged, so he was proceeding to encourago her,
little dreaming how much Miss Cleveland’s nerves suffer.
ifrom his oily smiles and smirks. X

“1 saw you from the window,” said Etkel, as she camé
up. ““You are out early to practice.”

“ Yaas, wathah, deah gal! We want to sec what form
wo're in befoal we meet those Chumgum chaps,” said
Arthur Augustus. * We're waitin’ for you, Buntah.”

‘*Qh, that's all right!” said Bunter, with a wave of his
fat hand. “I'm not going to practice. 1'm looking after
Miss Ethel.”

“Thank you: but I do not need looking after!” eaid
Ethel coldly. *“You had better practice.’’

““You see, I don’t require it,’”’ said Bunter. * These chaps
do, of course. I've been looking at them, and I don’t see
much to make a fuss of in their ericket. Rather fecble, 1
should say, compared with our form at Greyfriara. I don's
quite like the way you stand at the wicket, Merry.”

“Pon’t you?"” said Tom, his eyos burning.

“No. Rather clumsy, in fact! And the way you deliver
the ball, Blake--that won't do, you know,” said Bunter,
with a shake of the head,

“Won't it?" gasped Blake,

“Not if you'ro going to play the match seriously, I say,
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you fellows, T'll tell you what I'll do,” emid Bunter
genorously.  ““ No need for me to practise; I'm- all right.
But I'll coach you chaps.”

“You'll what?” yelled Blake,

“T'll coach you! You see, with my thorough grasp of
the game, I make a ripping coach. You fellows get going
again, and I'll point out to you where you go wrong.”

The 8t. Jim’s juniors glared speechlessly at the fat fellow
from Groyfriars. Billy Bunter's cool cheek simply took their

th away. For Tom Merry & Co., the champies fanior
oricketer of St. Jim's, to be coached by that fat, clumsy,
unwieldy * bounder,” was a suggestion that required some

used to.

Cousin_Ethel turned away her head to hide a _smile,
Counsin Ethel could play cricket herself, and she did not
Tequire telling that Bunter was no ericketer.

“Well,” gasped Blake at last, ““if that doesn’t take the
eake—if it doesn't prance off with the whole blessed
biscuit—""

“I mean_it,” said Bunter briskly. “All I know about
the game, I'm willing to place at your service, to oblige
my pal Gussy. Now, about your bowling, Blake——"

“ Let my bowling alone !

“I can’t coach you without criticising vour bowling, of
course, I take it you are a bowler, Now, the very way you
take the ball—"°

“If you start coachin
¥ there will be a flattene
afterwards I )

“Ahem! Now, Merry, I'm not satisfied with your batting.
Your position at the wicket—"'

“I am satisfied with it,” said Tom Merry; “and when I
_'n.}at your opinion on the subject, Bunter, I'll ask you for

me,” said Blake deliberately,
porpoise lying about here soon

‘“ Herries, too,” said Bunter. “You, Herries—""

“What?’ growled Herries, in a tone that considerably
resembled the voice of his own bulldog Towser.

“When you field, you mustn’t stand like a stuffed
dummy !’ explained Bunter. * You—-"

“ A—a—a what?”

“ You should stand dike this,” said Bunter, assuming what

supposed to be at once a graceful and a vigilant attitude.
“Like this—"

“*Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

*Btand like that!” roared Herries, I couldn't stand
like that, without being a fat, clumsy, blinking fathead !”

“Oh; really, Herries—""

““The fack is, Buntah, deah boy, we're not lookin’ for a
ooach,” said Arthur Augustus mildly. “And Tom Mewwy
insists, as skippah, that if you want to plngl in the match,
m]:;}:_unt go thwough some pwactice.  Will you bat or

“I¥'s not really necessary,” said Bunter. * But they say
examplo is better than precept, so perhaps I had better
io'"you bow we play oricket at Greyfriars. Give me the

D’Arcy tossed the ball to Bunter, who caught it clamsily,
and Tom Marry went to the wicket. Bunter blinked along
the pitch, and grasped the ball in his £at fingers, and took a
little rolling run. The ball Aew, and there was s yell of
alarm from_Arthur Augustus D’Arcy as he caught Ethel by
the arm and dr:gged. her out of danger. As Ethel was lavel
with the bowler's wicket, she ought mot to have been in

r, certainly; but Billy Bunter was s bowler of unusual

powers.

“You uttah asa!” shouted Arthur Augustus. “ What are
you thwowin’ that ball at Ethel for?"

“M-m-my hat! Where's that ball ?” gasped Bunter. I
—I think it left my hand a little too soon—or, rather, a
little too late. Chuck it over here !

Jack Blake had picked up the ball, but he did not return
it to ltﬁm Owl of Greyfriars. He gave him a withering glare
instead,

“You're not going to touch this ball again, you jay!” he
growled. “You're not going to brain Miss Cieveland, and
i::“::'e not going to brain us! That's your frst and last

“ Oh, reallg, Blake—"

“For goodness’ sake, keep that ball away from him!”
exclaimed Tom Merry. * Bunter, you can come and try the

ow, if you like. You're not going to bowl, under any
mstances whatever.”

“I'm a bit out of practice, perhaps,”’ said Bunter; “but
I'm a regular dab with the bat. .)Pust you see if you can
touch my wicket, that's all.”

Bunter took the bat, and stood at the wicket. He leaned
on the bat, with his bi feet planted far apart, blinking
o 1; the pitch through his big speotacles towards the

wiler.

Jack Blake took the hall, grinning. Bunter’s attitude at
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the wicket was quite enough to tell him that the fat junior
would never be able to stop the ball, unless it was Iobbad
down to him by a child. Blaie sent it down like a bullet, end
the wicket fell to pieces before Bunter knew what was
happening.

* How's that?’' chuckled Blake,

Bunter blinked down at the wicket. .

“ That \vﬁ a trial ball. of course.” he said.
expecting that. Just you try again.” .

**Oh, all right! Stick up’the wicket. Dig.”

Billy Bunter blinked along very carefully for the next ball.
He slashed at it ferociously with his baf, and there was s
crash. The willow swept the wicket to pieces, and Digby
gave & howl-as one of the flying stumps caught him on the
side of the head. Billv Bunter was evi ently as dangerous at
the wicket as he was at the bowler’s crease.

““ Ow, ow, ow !" roared Digby.

“Hallo!  That’s not out!” exclaimed Bunter. * That ball
never touched the wicket.” . .

‘ The wicket wasn’t there when it came!’- gasped Tom
Merry, with tears of laughter in his eyes. * You knocked it
to smithereens first. Ha, ha, ha! Hit-wicket, you ass!”

“ That's all very well, but you try again—""

“‘ Take that bat away from him!"” yelled Digby. * If he
bats again I'll brain him with a stumEI. He's banged a stump
against my napper! Ow, ow, ow! He's dangerous!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Put that bat down, you fat idiot !"

** Oh, really, look here !

“Put it down, or I'll larrup you with this stump !’ roared
the infuriated Dig. “ My hat! I'll larrup you, anyway !
You {fat idiot I

Dig rushed at Billy Bunter, flourishing the stump. That
stump, swept out of tie ground by the bat in Bunter's hands,
had raised a big lump on Dig’s
wrathful. Bunter blinked at him in alarm, and dropped the
bat and fled. Digby pursued him furiously, lunging at him
with the business end of the stump, eliciting a wild vell from
Bunter at every prod. The two, pursued and pursuer, dis-
appeared in the distance towards the house, leaving the rest
of the juniors almost hysterical with daughter,

“Oh, my hat!” Eroaned Blake, wiping his eyes. * If that's
how they play cricket at Greyfriars— Ha, ha, ha!”

“ The fat idiot can’t play for toffee,” said Tom Merry. “1I
know very well he doesn’t play for his Form; we've played
them. We can’t put such an idiot in our team, even to meet
a cirous eleven. Eo would be funnier than Tiny Tony.”

“ Ha, ha, ha "

‘“ We shall have to play a man short, unless there’s some kid
about the estate Gussy can rope in for the match.”

“I've got an idesh, deah boys.”

‘“ Whosa 1"’ asked Monty Lowther.

“ Weall.gl. Lowthah, I wish you would not be so funny, We
want anothah membah of the eleven, Tom Mewwy. It would
bo wotten to play a man short, And I've got my eye on the
vowy person. I wondah it did not oceur to me befoah. Ethel,
deah gal, will you oblige us by playin’ in the team to-day 1"
¢ Kthel I exclaimed all the juniors together.

““ Yans, wathah] I pwesume Ethel will play a bettah game
than Buntah."

“T don't think { can play a worse,” said Cousin Ethel,

smiling. *‘ Bug i
exclaimed Tom Merry.

#T wasn's

ead, and he was naturally

“ No buts!”
and I ought to have thought of ir.
Ethel—"

“ Of course, I should be very pleased,” said Ethel. Tt
you really think I am good enougg—"

““ Oh, that's all vgght, desh gal! I shall make a centuwy,
nm_t{wuy and I intend to perform the hat twick, too. So that
will make the match safe,”

Cousin Ethel laughed.

* Very well; count on me,” shio said cheerily.

And the Juniurs went in to breakfast in high good-humour.
The eleventh man had been found for the team; and though
the eleventh man was a girl, it was pretty certain that she
would put a much better game than Billr Bunter. The
iuniors found Bunter at the breakfast-table, looking very red
and sulky, and glaring at Digby.
“8orry I couldn't put in some more practice, Gussy,” ha
said. *“ But it’s all right. I don’t need practice. You'll ses
what kind of a game I shall play,’

** Wo can imagine that,” grinned Tom Merry. © We don'g
need to see it. We shall not be playing you' in the match,
Bunter.”

“* Whut !l!

““ You won't. be wanted in the eleven.”

“ Why not1"” demanded Bunter angrily.

““ Because you can't lplay cricket,” said Tom caLml‘y.
B“t hy, you—you—1 could play your head off I howled
unter,

“dt’s a ripping idea,
If you don't mind,
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#1 dare say d\;ou could—if T were within range when you
were handling the ball,” conceded Tom Merry.

* Ha, ha, ha 1" o

“ Look here, Gussy, I insist upon }?laying. I can’t tell the
Greyériars chaps there was & match here, with me left out of
it. I insist!”

“ You must speak to Tom Mewwy, deabh boy. Tom
Mewwy's skippah.”

“ Well, look here, Merrﬂl—-—-"

“INuff said !’? said Tom Merry tersely. * I'd rather play a
man short than play you, Bunter. I'd_rather f'“ two or
three men short, as a matter of fact. 'Nuff said "’

And Billy Bunter grunted, and went on with his breakfast
in a very sulky’ huméur. But Tom Merry meant what he
sdid, and Bunter could see that he meant it, so there was
not.hintgnmore to be said an the subject. Billy Bunter was to
miss that chance of displaying his tremendous powers as a
hidding Hayward or Grace,

CHAPTER 14.
The Winning Cateh !
. EAH we are, deah boys !’
H It wanted a quarter to ten when Tom Merry's
oleven arrived upon the village green. The news of
the match between the Eastwood House team and the Chum-
gummers had spread, and there was already a gnt_henn% of
village urchins, with some of the elders, to see 1f 'om.
Merry’s team was thée first on the ground, but the Chum-
gummers were not long in putting in an appearance.

The St. Jim’s juniors could not help grinning as they saw
them. As Mr. Charley Chumgum arranged these matches for
the purpose of advertisemient, it was his object to make the
circus team as striking as possible in appearance. Tiny Tony,
who captained the team, wore his clown’s clothes, and had his
faco made up as when in the ring. Texas Bill, alias BJHK
Flaherty, wore a cowboy costume, as when he rode the blac!
mustang in the circus, _ Signor Sapolio was in tights and
spangles, and Rab Rabbi wore loose white garments and a
turban,

The rest were in flannels, but their flannels were adorned
with broad red stripes, so that they presented & peculiar zebra-
ke appearance. There was a chuckle from the gathering
crowd at their appearance, and Tom Merry & Co. laughed.

Only Arthur Augustus looked a little solemn.  Arthur
Augustus's most precious possession was his personal dignity,
andg he was more than a httle afraid that his personal dignity
might be a little bit compromised by playing a match with so
curious o team. He was fervently glad that all St, Jim’s was
not there to see them. .

* Bai Jove, wathah a tag-wag-and-bobtail cwowd, Ethel!”
he remarked to his cousin, as Tiny Tony shook hands with
Tom Mewwy, * Pewwaps I was wathah too hastay in
acceptin’ Mr. Chumgum’s challenge. It's wathah widiculous.”

““ Not at all,” said Cousin Ethel, laughing.

« Awful rough old lot,” snorted Billy Bunter, who had come
down with the cricketers. ‘ On second thoughts, T should
refuse to play such a’crowd, myself.””

“ Vewy good,” said Arthur Augustus. * Then it's a.l]_wigl_\t
about your bein’ left out, Buntah. I suppose we're fairly in
for it now.” "

*“ By the way, Gussy, I want to speak to you,” said Bunter,
lowering his voice. Cousin Ethel politely moved away, “i
haven't received that postal-order this morning. Therc’s been
some delay in the post,”

“* All wight, deah boy; don’t mench.”

“I've got another postal-order eoming to-morrow,” con-
tinued Bunter. * It will be for three pounds. 1 suppose you
won’t mind cashing it 2"

“gert-ainly, deah boy! Hand it to me diwectly it comes

‘ Ahem! I mean, I should like to have it cashed in
sdvance.”” Bunter explained.  ““ Of course, I shall hand
you—>"

“ Excuse me, deah boy, Tom Mewwy's callin’ me,” said
D’ Arey hurriedly ; and he hastened away.

“ Look here, Gussy—rotter [ murmured Bunter, a3 D’ Arcy
did not lock back, ‘“Mean beast! If he can't make me a
little loan now and then, I'm blessed if I'm going to stay here
much longer. I'm fed up with those bourders, anyway.”

And Bunter rolled away discontenbedl{q. <

Timy Tony and Tom Merry tossed for choice of innings, and
Tom, Merry won and elected to bat. The circus eleven went
into the field.

The clown went on to bowl. Round the cricket-pitch, the
villagers were gathering in larger numbers, to watch that
carious match. Tom Merry opened the innings with Blake.
The clown’s contortions, as he went to the bowler’s wicket,
caused the spectators to roar. And Tiny Tony’s manner of
delivering the ball was unique. Instead of taking a run, he
turned a somersault, and then the ball came whizzing down,
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somewhat to the surprise of the batsman. There was & clack,
and Tom Merry’s wicket went to pieces.

“ How’s that?” demanded Tiny Tony, with a grimace that
made the crowd shriek.

“ Oh, my hat 1"

“Hout !’ said the landlord of the Easthorpe Arms, who
was umpiring ap the batting end.

It was out, there was no doubt about that. Tom Merry
locked & little lugubrious as he went out. The bowler’s weird
contortions had certainlmut him off. Still, there was no
known law against a der's turning somersaults, if he
wanted to, 5o no reasonable objection could be raised.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus, as he prepared to
{follow Tom Merry to the wicket. ‘I have weally nevah seen
bowlin’ like that befoah. This does weally take the cake!”

But Arthur Augustus was on his guard at the wicket, and
his sticks did not.go down so soon. But in the next over,
delivered by Signor Sapolio, Blake was caught outll_a
Samsonio the Strong Man, The Strongest Man on Ea
tossed the ball into the air, and caught it again, and chirruped
‘“ How’s that?”

“My hat!” said Lumley-Lumley. * We shall have to
play “urp if we are going to beat those circus bounders!”

**'We shall, indeed!” said Cousin Ethel. “ They are very
funny, but they can play ™

Ethel was right. {l‘he circus fielding was very good.
There were several good catches. ~ Mr, Chumgum, who
umpired at one end, gave strictly fair decisions. The fad
gentleman with the diamond was a sportsman.

Tom Merry & Co. did their best; but the innings ended
for & total of 55 runs, less than they were accustomed to
knocking up in an innings against the New House at
St. Jim’s. Cousin Ethel had placed ten on the score, and
Arthur Augustus congratulated her warmly.  Arthur
Augustus’s century had not come off—in fact, he had scored
only 4, but he promised wonders for the next innings.

There was an adjournment to the Easthorpe Arms for
lunch, and then the circus innings commenced.

It was an eye-opener to Tom Merry & Co. Fumny the
circus eleven might be, but they knew the great game of
cricket inside out. The hitting of Samsonio was terrific—
the Strongest Man on Earth drove the ball past the boundary
a good many times with the greatest of ease, and gave the
juniors plenty of leather-hunting. Tiny Tony, though he
would turn a somersault while the bowler was prepari;lg
to deliver the ball, was always *‘ there ”’ when he was wanted,
and his wicket defied the bowlers for a long time. He was
caught out at last by Lumley-Lumley, turning a somersault
once too often, and then knocking the ball right into the
fieldsman’s hands,

But the total for the innings was 100; and Tom Merry
& Co. were looking very serious when they prepared to bat
for a second time.

Billy Bunter locked on with a scornful eye. He confided
to everyone who would listen to him that this was not cricket
a8 he was accustomed to play it.. And in his inmost heart
ho rejoiced in the prospect of a licking for the St. Jim's

eam.

But St. Jim’s were not beaten yet. The second innmings
panned out better than the first.

Tom Merry was not eaught napping a second 4ime, and he
scored 50 before Slgnur Sapolio caught him out. The rest of
the wickets went down for a fair average of rums. Cousin
Ethel was last “ man” in, joining Cousin Arthur at the
wickets. Arthur Augustus gave her an anxious word of
advice as she passed him:

“Play up like anythin’, dear gall You see, Pve made
only 9, and I weally want to make it a eentuw{ this time.
Don,’.t take any wisks—leave the battin’ to me, like a good

Cousin Ethel smiled, and went to her wicket. She took
6 for the over, and the score was now 120. Then the bowl-
ing came to Arthur Augustus, who breathed a sigh of rolief
as Ethel lived through the over. Now there was a chance
for the mighty hitting that Arthur Augustus had promised
to his comrades.

His first hit was a mighty hit indeed, and the swing of
tho bat almost spun him round, but unfortunately the willow
did not come into contact with the elusive leather. There
was a clack! And Tiny Tony chortled:

i B‘Inw;';a th:lt?ﬁ b

“ Out!"” said Mr. Chumgum,

“ Bai Jove!" )

There was no doubt that it was “out” The St. Jim's
second innings terminated for 120. Cousin Ethel was not out.

Mr. Chumgum * stood’ tea in the ina garden. The
gorgeous gentleman evidently was accustomed to doing things
in style. All Easthorpe and most of the neighbourhood had
gathered round the green durin%' the afternoon, and Mr.
Chumgum was getting a tremoendous advertisement for his
circus, and he was in great spirits.
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“ Bai Jove!" Arthur Augustus remarked, as he sat down
to tea. ‘' We shall have to pile in, deah boys. I didn't make
that centuwy aftah all—’

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“I fail to seo anythin' to cackle at, deah boys. Those
boundahs have 100 for their first irnings, and we have only
175 for both innings. You had bettah let me do most of
the bowlin’, Tom Mewwy, when they bat again, or we
weally sha'n’t have an earthly!”

** Perhaps you wish you'd played me now!" grunted Billy
Bt_mkbor. ﬂunter was making a great inhings at tea, if not at
cricket.

“ Porhaps!” grinned Tom Merry.
* perhaps,” Bunter!”

And ‘Bunter snorted. .

Tom Merry & Co. exerted themselves in the circus second
innings, Blake performed the hat trick amid great applause.
Samsonio’s mighty hitting was cut short by a catch from
Cousin Ethel, and Tiny Tony was stumped by Digby. The
8t- Jim’s team looked more cheerful when the score stood at
cight down for 50.

But before another wicket fell the score had jumped to
70; and when Rab Rabbi went in, last man, the circus wanted
b to tie, 6 to win,

“ Get that brown bounder out, Blake, old man!” said
Tom Merry, a8 he tossed the ball to the Fourth-Former.

“ Not so jolly easy!” said Blake.

It wasn't easy. b Rabbi knocked away the ball for 4,
and got safely home. Another hit like that would be the
finish. Blake looked very serious as he grasped the ball
again. It would never do for a St. Jim's team to be beaten
by that happy crowd of mirth merchants, but 1c looked very
much like 1t now.

Blako sent the ball down, and Rab Rabbi swept it away.
The batsmen were running. Arthur Augustus gave a yell.

* Go it, Ethel !

Cousin Ethel was running for the ball. It was a difficult
catoh, and the eyes of the field were upon her. A slim hand
:lvou raised, two steady eyee were on the ball as it floated

Wh.

““But ii's a jolly big

Click!
“ Bravo!"
““ Well caught!”
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Cousin Ethel, with flushed cheeks and sparkling eyes, held
up the ball. There was a roar from the crowd and from the
cricketers. Cousin Ethel had made the winning catch! Rab
Rabbi was out; and St. Jim's had won the circus match.

“I take off my 'at to you, miss!” gaid Mr. Chumgum,
sweeping off his big white topper. “ That was a splendid
catch; and Chumgum’s Eleven are proud to be beaten by
such fair hands!”

‘““Ear, "ear!” chirruped Tiny Tony.

And Tom Merry & Co. marched off the Seld victorioys,
and warmly congratulated Cousin: Ethel on the catch thiat
had won the match—the catch of the season, as Blake put is.

A few days later- Billy Bunter announced that he reslly
couldn't keep his many friends waiting for his desired presence
any longer. Arthur Augustus having steadily declined to
cash any more postal-orders in advance; and the post—doubt-
less owing to some mismanagement at headquarters—having
failed to deliver any. postal-orders ta be cashed, there was
& perceptible cooling in Bunter’s great friendship for Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. The couttesy of the swell of St. Jim's
was almost at breaking-point, but he preserved it to the very
last, and even contrived to suppress a gasp of relief when the
Owl of Greyfriars announced. at last that he wis going.

_He saw Bunter off at the station, bought his first-class
ticket,; and made him a loan of several pounids, to be repaid
at some’ future date—perhaps in time to take the place of
an old age pension,

And before the train rolled away Bunter shook hands with
him from the carriage window, and ‘assured him that he would
look him up as often as possible when the new term com-
menced at St. Jim’s,

Billy Bunter was not missed. Indeed, merry as they were
at Eastwood House all the time, there was no doubt that
Tom Merry & Co. found a decided improvement after the
departure of Gussy’s pal

THEH END.
'(‘;.l‘no!hcr id, Long, Complete Tale the
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READ THIS FIRST.
Jem Stanton, a clever criminal, is sentenced to a long term
of imgri'sonnient on the strength of the evidence given against
him by Paul Satorys, formerly a nobleman in the State of
Istan.~ Stanton is the exact double of Satorys, and, escaping
from prison. meets and strikes down his enemy. He
exchanges clothes, and leaves Satorys lying in convict’s
garb, to be found by the warders. Stanton is aware that
Satorys is the rightful heir to the throne of Istan, and deter-
mines to impersonate him, and make a bid for the throne
himsclf, 8o cxact is his impersonation, that even Sntnrgl’
fiance, Grace Lang, is deceived. She urges him to push his
claim to the throne, which ho decides to do. His plans
prosper, and one evening he sects sail for Istan in the yacht

la, in company with Duvigny, Satorys’ most trusted
adviser, and Grace. In the meantime Satorys has recovered
and proved his real identity, and is in chase of the impostor.
Grace Lang also discovers the deception, but is helpless.
When Satorys lands in Istan he finds that Stanton has
established himself firmly upon the throne, and that Grace
is g prisoner within the palace. In company with a loyal old
sailor named Peter Mardyke, Satorys creeps into the palace
grounds onc night with the intention of catching a glimpse
of the girl he loves.

They are discovered and capturcd, however, and Stanton
tells Grace that unless she promiscs to marry him he will
kill Satorys and his companion. A friendly priest udvises
Grace to fall in with Stanton’s demands, antF gives her a
powder 1o take immediately after the ceremony. She is
married, and takes the powder, which brings on a state of
roma, so that to all appearances she is dead. The priest,
Lara, summons an cscort, and takes Grace in a carriage to
his temple. But on the way they are attacked by a tribo of
‘natives, who, maddencd at tho tyrannical acts of the new
Government, massacre the priests and carry off Grace. In
their camp, however, she regains consciousness, and steps out
of the earriage.  The ndtives regard her as a goddess, bowing
to the ground at her feet. - Meunwhile, Satorys and his com-
panions sueceed in escaping, and without any definite idea
as to where they are going, set out across country, :

(Now go on with the story.)

The Alarm,

 Noi another step, siv, till the moruing,” said Peicr, as
he collapsed on ihe marshy ground.

Batorys would have gone on, but he saw that his comrades
were done.

He, too, sank to the ground. Peter mmrmured something
abput their being quite safe now, for they would he thought
1o have perished.

Before them lay the wilds, the practically unknown
tervitories which were only nominally part of the Istan
Bmpire.

Hatorys lay back thinking, and the shadowy trees becamo
a part of the dreamns that shaped themselves, " With an effort
of will he drove out the thought of despair.

He must have slept. e sat up and Inoked about hinm,

A Thrilling Tale of Adventure and
International Intrigue.

By CLIVE R. FENN.

The sun was up, and the forest was green and gold. Satorys
jumped up and shook Peter, who was sleeping a few sleps
away.

‘“ Here,” cried Satorys, ‘‘ we ought to be getting on.™

Peter sat up and ruﬁbed his ear. s

‘* Oh, to be sure, I remember it all now,” he seid. “ Buk
the first thing is breakfast, and then we must set about getting
back the throne—"' .

Satorys gave an angry gesture and turned io Duvigny,
who stirred. .

““ Throne! Fiddlesticks!” he cried testily. “ Tho thing is

to keep alive, I suppose, and we shall have our work cut out
to do that.”
- Peter did not mention the subject again. Ilc gave a nod
which might have meant a score of things, and then resumed
his normul sclf, proving himself to be a hero through all the
trials that came. .

It. was Satorys who made his way o o stream which was
tumbling over rocks, and managed to secure eone of the
large fish—a sort of salmon trout--which had risen to the
surface in a little bywater. Peter kindled a fire and cooked
it, and, refreshed, the three fugitives pressed on.

As for himself, Satorys had ng faith in the idea that his
rival would relinquish pursuit until there was forthcoming
tangible evidence that the three had perished. There was too
much at stake for him to leave anything to chance.

The country was wonderful, a land of mountains and
ravines, thickly wooded gorges, and rivers which HAashed
on_their way in the tropic sunlight.

That first day was the replica of many that followed,
and Peter recovered his spirits. .

“ 1 should not mind it so much, sir,”’ he said, * if we had
only been able to keep our arms. 1t is poor sport, catching
fishes, at the best, and but for that bird you knocked down
yesterday, we'd have had nothing else.’ .

** We shall have 1o put up with worse things than that,
Peter,” he said. “ I wns trying to calculate the distance
wo were from the coast.” .

* And if we get there, you will take ship back home and
then sce about ctting our country back again, sir. I see.
And as for mc,ﬁ don’t %Iumc you. For aus my brother Tom
always used to say, ‘ Take what belongs to you, Peter, before
anybody clse has a chance” That’s the style, sir.”

Satorys shook his head.

“I am a long way off all that, Peter,” he said. “The
n}?liu tl}ing, I suppose, is to keep alive upd hope for better
things.’

“I know, sir, I know; but we know, don’t we,” the
sailor went on, looking at Duvigny, who gave a nod, ‘* that
Mister Satorys will win in the end? Yowve led us, sir, and
shown us what stuff you'rc made of, and youwll get your
own back. But what's wrong, sir?”’

Satorys had suddenly risen to his feet and was hwrymg
towards a clump of bushes a dozen paces away.

The Messenger.
‘The threo had been resting after a long and toilsome march.
Natorys had been listening idly to the old sailor’s chatter when
Thr GEM TipRARYT.—No. 340.
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8 curious sound had struck his ears, a faint rustling, and as
he hastened towards the spot whence the sound came, it

occurred to him that they had been tracked down after
1

That his surmise was wrong, soon showed, As Peter and
Duvigny followed bim, they saw their chi¢f bending down
over the prostrate figure of an old man. . i

Satorys recognised the poor wanderer at once, despite his
changed condition, biis matted beard, and his shreds of clothes,

It was Lara, the priest, and Satorys saw that the poor old
fellow was at his last gasp. .

He tenderly raised the sufferer and bore him to the stream
by which the camp had been pitched, and, at last, the old
man opened his eyes. There was a gleam of understanding
in them as he gazed at Satorya. K

‘“Foo late I ho muttered. ** All lost. I wished to tell vou,
but she is dead. My fault; I did my best, but it was no use.

“ What do you mean 1" asked Satoris gently, as he took the
other’s hand. * Miss Lang is dead, T know,” he continued,
his voice husky and strange, “* but you—why are you wander-
iug in the wilds like this? You had nothing to fear.”

iarn‘a eyes closed. There was a decp sigh, and Satorys
saw that his weaknes had overcome, the old man again. .

He. did_ what he could for tho victim of privation, and the
others ably seconded him, but their resources were nil.

** Does he know nn;thing, sir?"" asked Peter.

“ How can I tell?’ . :

There was a misty idea. forming in Satory’s mind, but he
dared not give it shape. He know that Miss Lang had died.
He had heard the tolling of the city bells. Ah, no, there
was no hope there, but as he gazed down at the priest he felt
that thore was something else which hé should learn.

Lara lay in a state which so closely resembled death that
Satorys more than once thought the end had come, but hours
later as he crouched there watching, the priest opened his
eyes, and his wasted hand clutched feverishly at Satory’s arm.

. You have somothing to tell me?" said Satorys.

“ Yes, yes, but I ean’t remember. It is all gone, They
came at us, and I was cut down, and I knew no more.’

The old man sank back. Hours passed. Satorys watched
by him, telling the others to slecp. Lara roused up once
more, Now his mind was plainly gone, and, yet there was
one point cleir. He wanted to tell Satorys something, but
his brain was confused. He murmured something about
meaning it all for the best. Then he scemed in imagination
to be back amidst the groves which surrounded the Templo
of Missa. He spoke in a wild, tremulous delirium of strange
things he had scen, and soon afferwards came the end, just
as the dawn showed over the hills,

“It won't come,” muttered the sufferer. I thought—T
thought——""" His speech failed him, and his head fell side-
ways. Satorys saw he was dead.

Through the Wilderness.

Long. after, ag he tramped on with his twe ‘companions,
Satorys tried to make something of the old priest’s words,
but- he -eculd not. It never struck him that Grace Lang
lived, that the priest had been a party to a ruse to save her
from a hated mérriago.

As the days alipcf)c away, with the hope of finding a route
to the coast receding, Yaforys was ronsed from his spell of
grave reservo by the old sailor, s

Perhaps it is all just for the best, sir, after all said and
done. T could do with a new suit of ‘clothes, of course, and
50 could Master Duvigny, but we are safer where we are,
and I should say old Stick-in-the-Mud yonder has about given
up looking for us. He would never find us row, and we are
having a nice walk.” .

“ Yeos; it's a nice walk, Peter,” said Satorys.  But this
isn't what I came out to fstm for., We ought to be nearing
Carlia, which is on the coast. There we might pass unrecog-
nised, and it is our best chance.”

“ And if we get there, sir,”’ the gailor went on, as he lay
back on the soft ferns in the glade where they had made
thieir camp for the evening, ©1 suppose we shall %ivn up
cating fish and grecnstuff, same as we do now, and take ship
back to Englmg whero you will be able to find those ready
to help you get back your crown ?’

“ My crown!” said Satorys sardonically.

‘‘ Ho is in the right of it,”” chimed in Duvigny.

‘“Yes, sit, I am right! Not as if I was gentleman like
you, I should Bother myself about a crown so long as I had
got half a one in :;aly pocket to spend. It's enough if you
come to that; it wil geb you a nice cut from the joint and
two vegs., and bread ad lib., and all that. So long as one gets
E]qnty to eat and drink one ought to be sutisﬁmf. and as for

cing a king, I don’t beliove it's much catch nowadnis, with
folks waiting for you ronnd. every corner with a- bomb.

¥ No, sir, if the Pope of Rome™ and tlie Archbishop of Can-
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terbury, and Lord Kitchener thrown in, went down .on. thekr
knecs to mc arid said: “Please take a’ctown, for our sake,
I skiould just thank them very kindly, and say I was other-
wise engaged, and would prefer the other fellow had the job."”
“ You've got the wisdom of the ancients, Poter,’”” gaid
Satorys drowsily, as he looked up at the sky which was
darkening now, .
But they did not talk much during those times. Duvigny
respected the silence ‘of the man who had been dealt 50 many
hard blows by Fate, and, as a rule, Peter followed the
example set and maintained, for him, ah unwonted resetve.
nd Satorys, despite his seeming acquiescence in the new
species of banishment which had been allotted to him, was
forming new schemes. The country was against him, he
kiiew, or, rather, it was tacit in its acceptance of the new
ruﬁ{; He, the real king, was a wanderer on the face of the

oanth.

He had only the roughest idea of where they were, but it
seemed to him that the Post of Carlia must lie sonth-west,
and in that direction théy made their wa¥,

‘*Nada Shall Decide.”

It was long after, one night of purple darkness, Satorys
tried to start up, but found his arms and legs were bound,
Around him he dimly made out a myriad of forms.

“We are done in this time,” sang out Poter from a
distance. * Here am I trussed up like a chicken, Aro you
there, sir?”

Sathz'gs shouted out a reply.

“ And you Mister Duvigny?”

There came an answering feoble hail.

They had been surprised in their sleep,

It had been o long day's march. Batorys lay there unablo
to stir. He had oxchanged one captivity for another. Thess
people were of the teeming native race, and the three com-
panions had been tracked down and seized.

Therp was an excited colloquy, .and then one of the loaders
stalked to where Satorys lay.  Ho said something, and the
prisoner was raised to his feet, and she bonds which held his
ankles removed.

“ You are white men, and shall die; but it is Nada who
shall decide,” said the man. ‘I, Pomar, the chief, say this.
Nada, the great princess, who réturned to the world to drive
out the tyrant away there.” The speaker made a- gesture,
“ She shall say whether you shall die or live.”

Satorys shrugged his shoulders. It. was nothing to him
what Nada might sy or not say. He saw that, for the
moment at ang rate, escape was out of the question, and he
had to resign himself to being forced along. For the march
to the headquarters of the blacks began.

The others were near him, and all around were the wall-
armed natives, splendid types of men, broad-shouldered, and
of grand physique,

““ Too many of 'em, sir,” growled out Peter,  and my arms
are growing into my sides I should say, thev have fastened
mo up so tight, but one mustn't grumble. Perhaps this lady—
Nada—they are so fond of talking about, will see what I{m
fellows we sre, and tell them to sot us free.”

There was a halt in the groy of the morning. The prisoners
were given food and water, and then their bonds were re-
placed. Satorys, despite his position, could not help but
wonder at the marvels of the country whioh they traversed.
Tho real IStan was a land of Nature's wonders, and the go-
called government which cxisted on the coast and for a shoré
distance inland had no cognisance of tho vast realms of
natural wealth which lay beyond the mighty rivers far avay
in regions which, so far, tho most intrepid explorers had left
untouched. )

He was lcarning much, and as they marched cu the manner
of his captors changed. Satorps and his two friends wera

arded night and day.  Around them was the jungle, and
ar ahead in the deep fastnesses of the country lived this
nnghj\ princess oalled Nada, in whose hands' their fate
rested.

For the chicf Pomar talked. e told his captivea of tha
wonder of the goddess. for 50 the natives regarded her, Her
will was law. She ruled as one wha was born to the highest
place, and her face was never seen.

It was ono night a week later, 50 far as Satorys coukd
remember, that he thought the ohance of escape had come,
and ho turned over on his side to look at the shudowy figurs
of the black sentry. Then ho nudged Peter.

‘" Are you ready”’ he whispered. “ Tell Duviguy, [ am.
going to down the guard and try for liberty.”

Peter rose. They had been accorded mare froedoni. buk
the guards were more numorous than before.

Satorys glided towards the sentry, and then sprang at him
as the man turned round. Peter was at the side of his
auperior. Satorys had gripped the man’s rifie and it exploded
““THE PENNY POPULAR,” ‘‘CHUQMLES,"
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HOW THE FUGITIVES ESCAPED!

AS the sentry came irto the zone of light from behind the parapet, Satorys sprang on him from behind, jerking
him to the ground.

in the struggle. There was a rush from all, sides. Duvigny,
who had dashed forward, was eent staggering back, and the
next second Satorys himself saw the futility of his attempt.
He was borne back, and Pomar étood there confronting him,
angry words on his Jips.

“ You are mad!” he cried. * You are foolish to fight those
who serve Nada, the queen!”

——

The Whisper in the Night,

Word was brought to the girl who lived far up-country
as a queen of the capture of three of the hated whites.

Since she had come back to life Grace Lang had lived in
a strange dream. The black people who had borne her away
called her Nada. They worshipped her; and in the ancient,
half-ruined city where they had taken her—a'city which was
a velic of a byvgone civilisation—she reigned supreme. She
saw as time passed that she was regarded as the princess of
the old Ieiend—the girl who was to return and bring happi-
nese to the land—and, despite herself, she found herself
obeying the wishes of those who had her in their power,

In the old temple where she received her new subjects she

was_expected to be veiled. A change had come over the
black race. They had done penance for their attack on those
with her, and she had bowed to her fate. She could do no
other. Ruler, and supreme as shé might be, yet she knew
she was a prisoner; that her regiments of guards watched
her, and her women, docile and obedient as they were,
would never have permitted her to attempt to leave.

Nada heard of the prisoners without great interest, for
there had been many rumours reaching her during the weeks
which had elapsed, reports of the tyranny of the new king
a thousand mules away. She was told that he had caused
to be murdered the man who had threatened his throne, and
as this intclligence was repeated she felt sure at last that
it was true. .

She walked in the gardens of the temple—a place which
was a temple and palace in one—and thought of the past.
It was all she had; and of the future which contained nothing
to give her hope. -

And then came the time of amazement. It was n rfht’
and she sat on the dais, Pomar and other chiefs standin
at her side. There was music—wonderful music which thrill
her soul—and suddenly she sax approaching her under guard

Tre Gem Liprary.—No. 340
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the man sho loved—the man she imagined dome to death by
the orders of Stanton.

Paul Satorys advanced proudly to the steps of the throne,
accompanicd by Peter, the satlor, and Duvigny. Satorys
saw a girl robed in white. A veil hid her features, and he
never recognised in her the girl who had suffered that ho
might live, .

But Nada knew him in a second, changed by hardship as
ho was. Had she obeyed the first prompting of her soul she
would have risen and gone to him, throwing her arms about
his neck, telling him that all should be well; but something
cauged her to.restrain herself, Heo did not know her. Pro-
bably he thought her dead, as she, on her side, bad deemed
that he had-perished, the victim of the rage of Stanton.
Moreover, she was not frec. . .

She thought of the wedding which had had such a tragic
onding. She was the wife of the man who had dispossessed

, and that fact separated her for ever from happiness,
Yet as she leaned slightly forward, her chin resting in her
haod, there came a sense of pleasure. Fuate had placed
Satorys in ber hands. They could be nothing to one another,
and perbaps it was wise to withhold the truth from him
as to who and what sho really was; but her face flushed as
she realised that sho could help him.

Paul gazed in° wonderment at the gracious vision far from
him at the end of the hall. Ho felt thrilled, though he eould
nop_have explained the why and the wherefore, He snuled
i as a thought struck him. He had called himself a
ling, but it seemed to him as he looked about him that ik
was this strange neoplo far away in the wilderness who had
a truer understanding of. these things, who comprehended
the worth of kingship and governance.

*“ Those black gentry might ask us to sit down!” grumbled

“ Why don't you ask that black fellow there—he
seems to be & bit of a personage—to bring a chair?’ grumbled

Batorys did not heed his follower’s words. He was gazing
the. us woman who sat enthroned amidst the
shadows of tho vast hall, whose roof was lost in the.filmy
douds of translucent light—sat there, truly a_great queen,
palmbeazers right and left, guards whose drawn swords
osught tha reflections from the lanterns. He felt proud to
be there—proud to be allowed to see her, for she seemed,

& queen.
Nada shivered, despite herseli ; for all of a sudden the music
cassed, and one of her counsellors advanced and bowed his

“Theee are enemies,” he said, “and they have been
beeught befors you, great lady from the other worlds, o
that you may decide on their fate. They have merited death,
= have all thase who live beyond the mountains. Many
thete are even among their own kind who deplore the actions
of the higher ones in their country. But these '"—the speaker
loaked in the direction of the prisopers—* these have ven-
tured Iy’u-.o your land, O queen. For that the punishment is

in there came to Nada the wish to make hersclf known

to the man who stood down there far below her so proud of

mien. But she held back, and gazed at him through her

veil, as though half curious, half reluctant, partly in doubt,

eager to know more before she ﬁn\'e the signal for him and
his companjons ta be put.to death,

There wus a shout from the multitudes who thronged the

“Death! Death! Death!” was the cry.

Satorys was calm, indifferent, as it seemed. Heo appeared
to be tirying to remember something—something which was
elusive and faded away the moment he was near to realisation,
like tho mist of a summer morn. And Peter, unlike the
others, was loquacious even then.

“I believe they mean it, eir,” he muttered to Satorys.
Then, as Paul took no notice, the sailor turped to Durigny.
“ For my part, I am not a bit surprised that they hate the
whites. Pretty sort of a life we have led them! But they
are not going to do me in without a struggle, no maiter what
that pretty girl may say.”

*“ Death! Death! Death!” was shouted again.

The entire hall scemed filled with that hideous cry,

Batorys looked about him as though roused suddenly from a
dream. Nada had raised her bhand, and there was a hush
ovor all the vast crowd—the hundreds of armed men, and
the people who looked on.

Nada half-raised herself, and then sank back on the cushions
of tho divan wh>re she sat enthroned, the arbiter of life and
death. She had come to love these people, for they had
worshipped her; and her rule had changed the land. But
at that moment she thought of Paul, the man she loved—
Paul, an exile, proscribed, a fugitive, with the certainty that
if ho returned to Istan city it would be to his death. He
would never know it was she, the girl he had been plighted
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to, who had stood between him and a tragic end! Ha would
never see her again; for though he was so near to her, yet
there were wide gulfs between.

Bup of a sudden she did reslise her power. Bhe saw her
guards. They would go to death for her. Her slightost
word was law; and Paul was standing there a prisonér—
standing at the foot of her throne! She could help him !

She gazed down, and her eyes rested on the %::ld embroidery
of her shoe. She had armies who would fight for her, die
for her without guestion or demur; and her bosom heaved,
a strange thrill passing through her as ehe rose to her feet,

There was a shout of gladness then as the people saw,
standing there in the blaze of light about the throme, the
princess they revered.

Her voice was, soft—soft and wondrously musical; but as
he heard her speak Satorys did not recognise in it the sound
which of old he had loved to hear.

“ You are strangers,” she said, as she losked down at the
captives. ““Tell me why you have passed the mountains
and come into my Jand.”

And it came to her even then that if she wished to serve
the man before her she must hide herself—never let him come
within the frontiers of her life.

Satorys replied calmly:

“I and my friends meant no harm,” he.said, with grave
dignity. A sense of overmastering pride forbade him asking
for mercy from a girl—or from anyone, no matter whosoever
it might be, * We sought sanctuary from enemies who seek
our lives. If we have merited death "—he folded hig arms—
* well, we are prepared. But it is an ill thing to condemn
those who have not offended, except unwittingly.”

Nada dropi;ed back; and Satorys saw her turn and speak
o the whito-haired counsellor who had spoken before.

She bowed her head.

“You speak so proudly, stranger.
then to death 7"

Peter pushed forward a step.

* Look here, young woman,” he sang out. “If my friend
here does not mind what happens to him and the other gentle-
man, it is not & bit so with yours truly, X want to geb back
to Wapping if you have no objection.”

Nada amlfed‘, and tears started to her eyes. She was vory
fond of Peter, for the old man had stood between har and
danger in the days that had gone.

““ And.you," she said, looking at Satorys again. " You
must have reasons which urge you to live, for it is the duty of
?l_mmlfto live if he can serve others and do o with honour to

imaself.”

Satorys did not reply. He was once mere trying to recall
something that was not, something gone beyond revall.

Then Nada spoke again,

‘' It is not far us, my people,” she said calmly, * to sentence
theso poor strangers-'to death; for, as they say, they have
sought our help. I, who know many things, fnow this.”
She was standing, and her arm with its draperies of filmy
sheen was extended, her finger pointing a$ the prisoners.
“ Theso are no enemies. They are our friends. And he who
stands there is one who should be great in the land. He is by
rights our ally, our equal in the land beyond the mountains.
My people, I have spoken. These gentlemen are our friends,
and it is our duty to help them, and send them refreshed on
their way.”

The thronging crowds had not yearned for death. That
much was evident as another shout now rent the air.

. Batorys started as a hand was laid on his arm. He had been
listening to what seemed to be a whisper in the night. Tt
wag swept away as one of the officials bade him follow him,

** You and your friends will sup, sir,” he suid.

Are you indifferent

How did she know? Was this princess really one who was
gifted more than the rest of the world* She had told him
that he was a king, or had hinted as much,

Satorys as he sat at supper with Peter and Duvigny, tried
to think out the truth, but he was baffled and astonished,
driven back into himself.

Peter laughed and joked as the servants waitted on the
wanderers in a handsome apartment lit by many-coloured
lamps.

Later, as cigars were brought, and Peter swung round in
his chair to look at the musicians, who were playing at the
far end of the chamber, Satorys rose, for the old counséllor
approached him.

“ Please como with me, sir,” said the old man,

(A long and thrilling instalment of this spleswdid
story will appear in next Wedesday's Issue of
““THE GEM LIBRARY.” Please order your copy now,
Price One Penny.)
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No. 10.—ERNEST LEVISON.

A brilliant band the Fourth can claim
Of heroes strong and clever,

Whose practice is to play the game
With resolute endeavour;

Who stand together, one and all,
In manner meritorious,

To battle—and, if need be, fall—
For what is good and glorious.

But, like a viper in the grass,
His way discreetly feeling,

Appears a cad whom few surpass
In cute and crafty dealing.

Tis Levison who mars our view—
The worst of Lathom’s pupils—

A hardened, reckless rascal, who
Is quite devoid of scruples,

The many fine and fearless feats
Performed in recreation,

This bhﬁhtcd type of hoyhood treats
With keen abomination;

Preferring to peruse with greed
The * tips ”* for ’chase and welter,

While sucking an unhealthy. ** weed ”*
Within the wood-shed's shelter.

By night ho stealthily repairs

To low resorts in Rylcombe,
chudlcs‘; of impending cares,

Which, should he blunder, will come

And in an atmosphere mado foul

By many a savage smoker,
He sits, with a determined scowl,

To try his luck at ‘“ poker.”

“Tis joy to Joliffe and his pards,
Whose efforts are unccasing

In matters such as marking cards,
And crafty, wholesale flcecing.

Their victim mutters, with a pang,
“ My luck will alter, maybe.”

But in the grip of such a gang
He's helpless as a baby.

No prring prefect from the school
Disturbs his dissipation ;

And as he plays, his eyes are full
Of cager expectation.

His manlicr schoolmares slumber on,
And soon, despaired of winning,

He stops, to find his money gone,
And Joliffe gently grinnmng.

Then let us bid a prompt adieu
To such a skunk as this is,
And «end him squirming from our view
With hearty hoots and hisses.
Depart with speed, detested enr,
Your shady schemes to nourish!
The bovs of Britein much prefer
That vight and truth shall fourish.

)
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GORHF.SPBNI]ENGE EXGHANEI_E:_

The only names and addresses which can be printed in
these columns are those of readers living in any of our
Colonies who desire Correspondents in Great Britain and
Ireland.

Colonists sending in their names and addresses for
insertion in the columns of this popular story-book must
state what kind of correspondent is required—boy or girl;
English, Scotch, Welsh, or Irish.

ould-be correspondents must send with each notice two
coupons, one taken from “The Gem,” and one from the
same week's issue of its companion paper, ' The Magnet"
Library. Coupons will always be found on puge 2 of both
papers, and requests for correspondents not conlaining these
two coupons will be absolutely disregarded.

Renders wishing to reply to advertisements appearing in
this column must write to the advertisers direct. No.corre-
spondence with advertisers can be undertaken through the
medium of this office.

All advorhsemenu !or insertion in this Free Exciu.ngo
should be addressed: *“The Editor, ‘The Gem’ Library,
The Fleetway Housg, Farringdon Street, London, E.C."

Miss Lucy Sinclair, Waterview, Pearson Street, ‘Balmain
Bydney, New South Wales, Australia, wishes to correspond
with readers living in Sootlnnd age 15-16.

Archiec Porter, 158, Closc Avenue, Toronto, Ontario,
Canada, wishes to corrcspond with rcaders, age 15.18.

T. M. Kean, and G. Stephen, 428, 24th Avenue, Vancouver,
British Columbm, Canada, wishes to correspond with a girl
rencler living in Australia, age 14-16.

W. Howse, 361, Osmngtou Avenue, Toronto, Ontario,
Canndn wishes to correspond with a girl reader-living in
Eng[and, age 16-18.

Frank I Hartley, 41, Prince Albert Road, Musselburgh,
Dunedin, New Zenfand wishes to correspond with girl readers
living in’the British Isles, age 14-17.

V. Pattison, ¢/o A. Wilkinson, Gt. King Street, Dunedin,
New Zealand, wishes to _correspond with a girl reader lmng
in_Scotland mterested in photography, age 17-18.

R. Furphy, 245, Mount Alexander Road, Ascot Vale,
Melbourne, Victoria, Australia, wishes to correspond with
readers lmng in the United States of America.

E. G. Gibson, 20, Rose Road, Grey Lynn, Auckland, New
Zealand, wishes to correspond with readers living in Enghnd
or Canadn age 15.

Miss Emlly Kee‘gan. 12, Lower Hepburn Street, Ponsonby,
Auckland, New lm,alanJ wishes to corrr-spond ‘with buy
readers attending ** St. James’ Collegiate "' (Sussex).

Miss J. Ritson, 52, Hope Street, Brunswick, Melbourne,
'\elcttfga, Austraha, wishes to correspond with a boy reader,
age

B, Summerfield, 82, Arnold Street, North Carlton,
Melbourne, Vlf'tona Amtrahn. wishes to comspond with glrl
readers ]umg in the British Isles or Canada, age 15-16."

E. Doyle, 94, Victoria Street, Lewisham, Sydnev Australia,
wishes to correspond with girl readers.

Rex. P. Jefferies, 245, Bridport Street, Albert Park,
Vietoria.  Australin, wishes to corrcnponcf with rea.dera
snterestecd in posteards, age 17-20.

C. Anstiss, 3, Cameron Street, Balmain, Sydney, New South
Wales, Australia, wishes to correspond with a girl reader
living in England, age 14 15,

(uurge H. Allen, ¢o G.P.O.. Bnnbane, Queensland,
Australia, wishes to correqpond with a girl rcader living in
the British Isles or South Africa, age 18%4

Arthur Smith, 18, Lyell Street, South Melbourne, Victoria,
Australia, wishes  to mrrespand with readers hvmg n
America interested in stamps,

Miss A. E, Todd, 52, Angus Street, City Adelaide, South
Australia, wishes to correspond with a boy reader living in
Canada or England, age 16-17.

The Editor speci.u"y requests Colonial
Readers to kindly bring the Free Corre-
spondence Exchange 10 the notice of their

friends, ——————
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“HELD BY THE ENEMY!"
By Martin Clifford. 1

In this grand lonf complete story Tom Merry & ’Co.'s
pleasaut holiday as the guests of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
comes to an end at last. It ia true that & scheme of Monty
Lowther’s succeeds m prolonging the - holiday for a -short

riod, but, as it happens, tho extra time spent at Eastwood
‘I?Ieouse is hardly of the plensantest. When they do finally
arrive at St. Jim's for the new term Jack Blake & Co.
make a dreadful discovery. The famous study in the Fourth
Form_passage which has so long been their “stronghold has
passed into other hands! Jack Bluke gocs on the warpath
without wasting any time, but his efforts are futile. It is
finally left to Monty Lowther to win _back by guile the
famous apartment which was so obstinately

“HELD BY THE ENEMY!”

—

PREJUDICE VERSUS FACTS!

I had no idea a coloured picture paper could be so enter-
taining, much less ono that only costs one halfpenny.”

This remark was made recently by a friend to whom I had
handed the latest copy of our companion journal, *“ Chuckles,”
and it mado me realise, with perhaps a little surprise, I
confess, that a certain amount of prejudice still probably
exists against the halfpenny picture paper in general,

There is no doubt that until quito recently this prejudice
was pretty well justified:  So-called “* coloured comics ** were
badly printed in’crude colours, their jokes were either fecble
or vulgar, while their fiction was of the lurid and sensational
type. Thero is no excuso whatever for publications of this
sort in the present day, though, unfortunately, they are still
to bo found offered for sale. The good senso of the public,

owever, i3 well able to discriminate between such trash an
a coloured journal of the best tyre, such as ““ Chuckles.”

The front page of “ Chuckles  is drawn every week by
no less an artist than Mr. Tom Wilkinson, whose drawings
for such high-class papers as * Punch” and © Golf
Illustrated ” ‘are famous, Mr. Wilkinson's sketches are
beautifully drawn, uproariously funny, and without a trace
of vulgarity, The colour-work which gives ** Chuckles its
distinctivo Kright,neu is a triumph of the colour-printers’ art,
The jokes aro second to none, the work of the clevercst
artists only being accepted, while tho stories in ** Chuckles "
are of the same iigh standard as those which appear in this
Very paper. . p

No one need feel ashamed of reading “ Chuckles " while
such famous authors as Arthur S, Hardy, Frank Richards,
and the anonymous, but none the less famous, writer of the
Ferrers Locke tales divide the honours in its pages. It is
true that the price of “ Chuckles ” is very low, being onl
one halfpenny, But in these days of the penny “ Times
tha ke{note of success is to give the Eublic the best quality
at the lowest price. This is exactly what  Chuckles » gives

ou, 80 if you have not seen the latest number, you should
o5 no time in procuring it, if only to test the soundness of
my little homily, which my friend’s remark, quoted above,
has led mo to inflict on you.

REPLY IN BRIEF,

0. L. 8. Paley-(Palmer’s Green).—Very many thanks for
Ppointing out error.

, CHUCKLES.,

— o 820 e

FRIDAY.1 EVERY SATURDAY.

A GRAND SUMMER NUMBER,

This week’s issue of our companion paper, * The Magnet ™
Library, which is now on sele 2ll over the country, is a

GRAND SUMMER NUMBER

which easily surpasses in quality and value any single numbes
previously published,

To begin with, the specially-drawn cover is a masterpieca
of the colour-printer’s art, carried out on special paper of
fine quulity. But the great thing, I know, to the majority
of my chums._ will the extra long complete tale of
Harry Wharton & Co., ‘which forms the principel item in the
List of contents, The title of this story is

“HARRY WHARTON & CO.'S HOLIDAY.”
By FRANK RICHARDS.
and when T say that this story is written in the famous
authot’s most typical style, and that it is noarly

50,000 WORDS LONG!

I know that I have said quite cnough to convince you that
there is a very special treat in store for you.

Of tha other contents of this record issue of ** The Magnet "
Library I will say nothing, being assured that the success of
the season will bo scored by this

SPECIAL SUMMER NUMBER.,

—

JACK ASHORE AND AFLOAT.
Sidelights on the Life of our Merchant Seamen;

THE ‘““DEAD HORSL"

However good a an-duy the sailor may have touched
when he got ashore, by the time Ko joins the next ship it is
yery doubtful if mugh of his money remains. He is lucky
if he has retained the worn kit he brought back with him,
and luckier still if he has replenished his stores of clothin,
and sea-gear with which his chest ought to be furnished. %
believe that, on * wind-jammers,” at any rate, thero still
remains the custom of “iurning the old dead horse.” The
writer saw this ceremony tako place a few years since on a
barque bound from London River to Fremantle, W.A. As

as been already stated, the sailor—or his representative—
receives a month’s wages in advance, and, when his first
month on blue water 13 passed _he can feel that he is really
beginning to earn money again. To celebrate this, on the

occasion I spoke of, the fo'c's'le rigged up their “ dead
horse ”* in the shape of an old tar-barrel, which was clad in a
fagged suit 50 as to resemble a human form. Thiz was

boisted up to one of the yards and set alight, while the
sailors sang a fitting melancholy chant to show their joy at
*letting the dead horse die,” and thus speeding the departing
est, who represented three or four pounds, of which, moss
ikely, the shipping-master had received the bulk,
THE *“SLOP CHEST"

But though, after the “dead horse"” has perished miser.
ably, the sailorman beyfvmg to feel that “more days moras
dollars is now true of his existence, there are other calls
upon his pocket, and this despite the fact that Le may be
thousands of miles from the ncarest shop or saloon,

(Another Splendid Article M
Next Wednesday.)
.-___—--—q

Printed and published weekl, the Propristors, The Flestway Houss, Farringdon Street, London, En, land. Agents for Australasia: Gordon & Gotol
Melbourne, gdw, uem{.hﬁmmm g‘lﬂnm, N.i Bouth Africa: The Oentral Newa izency, td., Cape Town and Johannesburg,

Subscription, 7s. per annum,

Saturday, August 13th, 1914,



No. 340.

“THE GEM” LIBRARY. fid

i Weekly

HIS GREAT NEED. .

Bearded Stranger: ‘“ Madam, you mady not recognise me,
but years ego, when but a little child, I lived next door, and
one day, in my childish romps, I'lost a button from my coat.
I had no mother, as you know, and shall I ever forget,
madam, that you took me in and sewed another button on
for me? Al, madam ”—brushing away a tear—* through
all these years T have treasured that little button-as a sacred
relic, and here it is "

Kind Lady: * Well, my good man, what can I do for you
now 7’ .

Bearded Stranger: “ All T nced is another coat.”—Sent in
by T. Quinn, Sheflicld.

. TOOK IT FOR GRANTED. 5
Solly and Joe had both been io a wedding-party over night,
and were talking about all they had seen, X
¢ Joe,” said Solly, *“ did you notice: that all the knives and
forks were made of silver ?’ L.
“No,” replied Joe doubtfully. * I don’t believe it.
nie !’—Sent in by Geo. Adamson, Camberwell.

. BOTH WAYS. i .

The new system of memory training was being discussed,
end the professor was beconiing enthusiastic. . .

“ You see,” he said, addressing the bright pupil, * in order
to fix a thing in your mind you should conjure up some
sort of picture in your mind’s eye representing what you
want to bear in mind.” . . .

“ Yes, sir,” said the bright pupil, * it sounds very nice, and
I've no doubt the advice is excellent if you would tell me
what it means.”. 3

“Well, for instance,” said the professor, ‘* supposing you
want to remember the name of a poet—Bobby Burns, Fix
in yonr, mind’s cye a picture of a policeman in flames.  See—
Bobby Burns!” .

o '!gzs, I see, sir,” said the bright pupil._ * But how is one
to know that it does not represent Rabert Browning !’—Scut
in by Fred. Rayner, Shoreditch.

; DENSE! .

One day the teacher asked her class to write an essay on
London, about which they had been reading. = When examin-
iug their papers later she was surprised to read the.f(?}}o’\:'mg 3

‘ The people of London are noted for their stupidity.

“ Where. did you get that from " asked the teacher of the
child.

“ Please, mise, it's all in the book. It says, ‘ The popula-
tion of Londqn is very dense.’ ”—Sent in by D. Gricve,
Tufnell Park, ﬁ

Show

it

NOT SUCH A FOOL. "

It is said of a certain village ““ dunce ” in Scotland that if
he was offered two pieces of money he would choose the coin
of smaller value. . .

“ Why do you always take the penny instead of the six-
pence?” he was asked one day. “Don’t you know the
difference in value ?”’ i

“ Ay !” answered the supposed fool.  “ But if I took the
silver they would never try wie again.”’—Sent in by James
Duthie, Scotland.

LOOK OUT FOR YOUR WINNING STORYETTE.

Prj3ze DagQ

GRASPING THE MORAL.

The stroet orator had gathered round him a_group  of
urchins, Why they listened so attentively he didn’t under=
stand, nor’ probably did they know themselves. But the
orator took full advantage of his opportunity, and delivered
an_improving lecture on the value of kindness to dumb
animals. Af the end he sought out for some illustration®to
adorn the tale. Happily it Wwas at hand, Across the way
walked a lady, leading two dogs in leash. One of the dogg
was white and the other black. .

“ Now,” exclaimed the tub-thumper, ¢ after what I have
gaid, supposing those two dear little dogs were to start fighte
ing, what would be the first thing you would do ?”’ .

No answer came at first, but one little arab turned to lookl
at the dogs critically and thoughtfully. ~ ’

“Well, guv’nor,” he answered at last, “I fink I'd ’ave
tuppence on the little black ’un!”—Sent in by F. Feather
stone, Hull.

HAVE YOU SEEN THIS?
If the B mt put
If the B . putting
E(x;)lanation: If the grate be (B) empty (mt) put coal
on (:).
If the grate be (B) full stop (.) putting coal on (:).—Sené
in by Jy Morpeth, No)rthumbnflagnd.p e con B

DON'T JUDGE BY LOOKS.
Tramp: “ *Ave yer a copper to spare, lady 7"’
Lady: “ No! [ shall not give you anything.
able enough to work for a living.”
Tramp:- * Shouldn't judge people by their looks, mum,
I took yer for a generous, kind-’carted lady; but yer ain't!™
—Sent in by Fred Page, Anerley, S.E.

You look

A NATURAL QUESTION.

Jimmy giggled when the teacher read the story of thé
?.omnn who swam across the Tiber three times before breaks
ast. ;

* You do not doubt that a trained swimmer could do that,
do you, Jimmy 2?7

* No, sir,” said Jimmy; “ but I wondered why he didu’t
make it four, and get back to the side his clothes were on™
—S8ent in by H. Bailey, Urmston.

IIATROCIOUS BEHAVIOUR.

A apar‘tiu% man, bulky and_ burly, entered a railway-
carringe, and not only occupied another person’s .scat, bufl
fat on an old gentleman’s silk hat. He offered no apology,
but stormed- at the victim’s carelessness for putting his hat
on the seat. At the next station the sporting gent left. Thae
other old gentleman called a porter.

“ Pleaso run_ after that man,” he said, as the porter came
up, “ana tell him he has left something behind.”

The porter did as he was bade, and returned with the man,

“ What have I left?” he asked.

“Two bad impressions,” answered the other—‘ one on
me, tand the other on my hat.””—Sent in by E. Appleton,

ent.
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MONEY PRIZES OFFERED.

Readers are invited to send ON A POSTCARD Storyettes or Short Interesting Paragraphs for this
page. For every contribution used the sender will receive a Money Prize,
ALL POSTCARDS MUST BE ADDRESSED—The Editor, “The Gem" Library, Gough House,
Gough Square, Fleet Street, London, E.C. )
THIS OFFER IS OPEN TO READERS IN ALL PARTS OF THE WORLD.,

No corregpondence can be entered into with regard o this competition, and all contributions enclosed in letters, or sent in others
wise than on posteards, will be disregarded.
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