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WHO SAYS A GRAND HOLIDAY IN GAY PAREE? ALL ABOARD WITH THE CHUMS OF

DOVER

T TRAIN

CHAPTER 1.
Off to Paris |

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY

of the Fourth Form at Bt

Jim's sat in the carriage polish-

i'.’ﬁ his eyeglass with a u:ousht-

ful air he train was rushing London-

wards at top speed, through the keen

November morning. It was a first-

class carviage, and was supposed to seat

six persons, but there were ten juniors

of g)t. Jim's in it, and it was rather a

puzzle to find room for so many. But

théy all wore an air of satisfaction, for
they were on their way to Paris.

8t. Jim's had not yet broken up for
the holidays, but the Head had granted
the juniors a few days early leave, at
the request of Tom Merry’s uncle, who
was to look after them on their vaca-
tion in the French capital.

The holiday party consisted of Tom

erry, Manners and Lowther, and
Blake, Digh}y D'Arcy, and Kangaroo
of the Schoo House, and Figgins, Kerr,
and Wynn of the New House, Herries
had, unfortunately, contracted a severe
cold, and was unable to make the trip,
much to his disappointment.

Wally D’Arcy of the Third Form had
wanted to come with the party, but
Arthur Augustus had Fut his foot down
on that, e scamp of the Third was a
source of worry to his major, and
Arthur Augustus did not want to be
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The Dover train was moving now. The Bt. Jim's juniors,
They had lost the tral

ST. JIM'S!

bothered with his minor's
during the holiday.

At that moment D'Arey seemed to be
thinking. something out.  He polished
his eyeglass mochanically. The thoughi-
ful frown deepenod upon his aristocratic
brow, and for a time he did not seem
to notice how he was being squeezed
on one side by Jack Blake, and on the
other by Tom Merry of the Shell

Blake was winking at Tom M(‘I‘l'f.
and perhaps they were doing a little
more shoving than even the crowded
state of the carriage necessitated.

Arthur Augustus woke at last to the
fact that there was an eolbow digging in
his ribs on the port side, so to upnak,
and a shoulder jamming against him to

presence

starboard.
He ceased to polish the monocle
jammed it into his eye, and stare

alternately at Blake of the Fourth and
Tom Merry.

“Wenlly, deah boys!” he remarked,
in a tone of mild remonstrance.

“Hallo!” said Tom Merry. * Weren't
you asleep "

““Certainly not, Tom Mewwy "

“Thinking out a contribution for
‘Tom Merry's Weekly ' 1" asked Blake

“Nothin’ of the sort!"

“Oh, I know what's the matter with
Qussy I” said Monty Lowther, whose
long limbs were stretched along the
luggage-rack above.  Lowther finding
that more comfortable than a squeeze
on the crowded seat. ‘‘He's thinking

S )
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very red and angry, were crowded on the platfo with th
neeall Chrough ATthar Auseeius | platiorm Whele

of the charming young lady messenger
at Blankley’s, i1n Wayland. le forgot
to say good-bye to her!”

Arvthur Augustus turned his eyeglasa
upward,

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“1la, ha, ha!”

“T wegard that wemark as imperti-
nent to myself, and diswespectful to the
charmin’ young lady in question.”

‘“Go hon!"

D’Arcy rose excitedly to his feet.

“And if you do not immediately with-

dwaw it, Lowthah, I shall have po
wesource but to give you a feahtul
thwashin' !"

“Oh, hold him, somebody!” said

Lowther lazily.

“1 wefuse to be held! 1 wegard you
as a wottah ! 1f you do not immediately
apologise, I shall thwash youl You
can take your choice.”

‘“Rata |”

“Come down off that wack, Lowthah 1"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Are you goin® to get off that wack ?”’

“QOh, calm down, Gussy I” said Blake.
‘“How can ypu thrash Lowther hore?
You must see that there isn't room|
You had better leave it till we get to
Charing Cross |”

“1 wefuse to leave it till we got to
Chawing Cwoss !"”

“Then suppose Lowther considers
himself thrashed 7" suggested Digby,

“1 wegard you as an ass, Dig."”

“What I've always said is that Blako

ithout ission strictlv forbidden.)

per
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onght not to tuke Gussy out without a
chain on!” suid Monty Lowther, ad-
dressing space. “He's as troublesoine
us his minor's dog Pongo, and 1 con-
tend that Gussy ought to be muzzled !"

“You uttor nss——"

Oh, ring off, Gussy 1" said Manners,
“You cun't make a row here, you know,
Theroe are ten of us in the room of six,
and if anybody treads on my feet thore
will be ructions !”

1 o lf Lowthali withdwaws his wemarks

Monty Lowther jummed o penny into
his eye in ludicrous imitation of an
Nc‘glum and blinked down at the
juniors in_the carringe.

“What I have said, I have said.”

“Ta, ha, ha!”

“Thon pway
your thwashin’,

“Ask  me
Lowthor.

“1f you do not unmodmh.ly descend I
ghall dwag you down!’

“Dwag away !’

“Pway keep bn(‘L out of the way, you
chaps! T am goin' to dwag Low thali off
the wack!”

“Look here——

“I wefuso to do anylhin® of the sort!
This is & que :slmn of dig. with mo now,
and I am gon’ to give Lowlhah a feah-
ful thwashin’.”

And Arthur Augustus pushed back his
ouffs with a determined air.

The gritnming juniors ciowded bacl.
Tom Merry & Co. were en route for

descend here and take
Lowthah '™

another  day " eaid

EXCITEMENT!
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London, to take the e)nro%s to Dover,
for thoe Calais boat. \ey were going
to Paris for a holiday, anrlythoy were in
the Iughcsl. of s {)mta Arthur Augustus
D'Avcy’s was the only serious face in
the crowded carriage.

Lowther took a firmer hold upon the
luggago-rack, and prepared to resist
boarders. He had l‘w rack to himself,
cxcepting that there was a strapped
bag, belonging to Blake, at the end
whero his foct were.

D'Arcy pushed his cuffs back and took

grn upon Lowther’s shoulder,

ow then, you wottah!”

"(.no ahead 1"

D’'Arcy gave a wrench, Lowther did
not stiv. I’Arcy might as well have
tried to pull the rack itself away.

Arthur Augustus pulled, and yanked,
and dragged, but_he made no impres
sion upon Monty Lowther, who held on
firmly, and did not budge.

The swell of 8t Jim's desisted at
last, gasping for breath.

“ Lowthal, I wegard you as a beast !

AP R
Tom Merry & Co. are bound for
a grand holiday in Paris, and
not even a missed boat train
and a rough Channel crossing

can damp their high spirits!
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“Drag him down!” said Tom Merry.
“Strew  the lmngly rml\\ny carringoe
with his bones, Gussy !’

“Pway don't talk wot, deah boy 1"

“Well, \\u re waiting for the cireus,
you know.’

Arthur Al(fuiluﬂ released Lowther's
shoulder, and changed |Ill grip to onc
of the Shell fellow's ankle

This gave him a better chnnco With
a tremendous jerk he tore Lowther's
foot off tho rack and dragged his leg
downwards,

“Oh1” gasped Lowther,

o sat up quickly on the rack, and,
naturally, bumped his head against the
top of the carringe; and then he said
“Oh 1 still more cmphatically,

“Ila, ha, ha!” roared Blake.
it. Guhsv "

“Un it ! eaid Figgine. “Two to one
on Gussy.  Look afler your head,
Lowther. It makes an awful row when
wood meets wood !’

“Come down, yon woltah 1"

“loggo you ass!"

“(lo

“Wats 1"
“More rats!”
D'Avcy hung on to Lowther's cap-

tured leg as if it had been a bell-rope,
and lie were the bell-ringer. Lowther
hung on to the rack, but he was natur-
ally getling a pain in his captured leg.
“Will you leggo ?” he roared.
“(ertainly not, denh boy "
Lowther enorted.  With his free fool
he Lkicked Blake's packed bag off the
Tue CGeuw Lisnary.~No. 1,554,
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end of the rack, and it swooped down
upon I’Arey

“Look out!” velled Kerr,

But it was too late {or D'Arcy to lovk

out.

The bag plumped upon his chest, and
o released Lowther's leg and sat down
on tho floor of the carriage, among tho
innumerable feet of the 8t Jim's
juniors,

“Ow 1" he gosped.

“Ha, ha, ha!’

“You uttah wottah 1"

“Ha, ha, La!” roared Lowther.
“(ioal I”

“What price my bag?” demanded
Blake \\'rarhlully as ho struggled over
1’Arey to pick up his property, which
'Iurtainly had had a heavy biff upon the
floor,

“Blessed if T know!” said Lowther,
purposely misunderstanding.  *‘Seven-
und-sixpence, I should say!”

Blake breathed hard through his nose.
That bag had cortainly seen service,
but it had cost two and a half guincas.

“You are tweading on my twousahs,
Blake 1"

“Blow your trousers!”

“1 wefuse to do anythin® of the soit.
1 mean, I—" .

“Hallol The train's slackening1”
said .l"nlt.y Wynn, looking out of the
window., “1 wish you'd give me a littlo
more room, Karr!”

“You've got room cnough for two
alveady 1"

“Pway get off my feet, Blake! T
want to get up and thwash Lowthah "

“Yes, lct him get on with the thrash-

ing,” said Monty Lowther. *l1t's
getting interesting 1"

“Bai Jove, 1—" .

“Jlere, you be quiet!” said Iarry
Noble, adcfving his feot to Blake's upon
the aristocratio person of Arthur
Augustus. *“There isn't room hero for
a row!"”

“Pway wemove your fect

Kangawoo 1"

“Rats!” said the Auatralian junior
cheorfully.  “They're all right where
they are! You'ro going to stay on t(he
floor till you make it pax with
Lowther |” . .

“1 wofuse to make it pax with
Lowthah 1”

“T'hen stay where you are

“1 wofuso to stay where I am1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

D'Arcy struggled under the feet. Dut
Digby and Figgins added their feet to
the others, and the swell of 8t. Jim's
was pinned down,

He gasped, and glared, but it was of
no i\'lil. ; il

“Lemme get up, you wottahs "

“Rats 1" i

:‘I wefuse to make it pax!”

[} w ”»

“On second thoughts—"

“I1a, ba, ha!”

“On  sccond thoughts,
wottahs, 1 will make it pax

“Good!” said Tom Merr{. “1f
there's any more trouble we'll shove
you under the seat, and keep you thero
till wo got tq Charing Cross.”

“1 should wefuse to wemain undah
the seat!”

D'Arcy staggered up. Ile was very
dishevelled an dultr. Ho dusted him-
self down with a glare of indignation
that only .evoked disrespectful mirth
from the juniors.

“Bai Jove, my clothes
wuined 1"

“Well, you do look a bit of a sight 1
said Blake, scanning him critically.
“What 1 wonder is, Gussy, why you
do these things|"”
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are simply

“Nai_Jove "

“Train's elowing down,” said Fatly
Wynn again. [ supposo there'll be
fime to get a decent feed at Charing
Cross heforo wo catch the Dover train.”

T'om Merry shook his head.

“Noj; os it happens, it will bo rather
a rush. But we can have a lunch-basket
put on the train.”

“A Tunch-basket I” gaid (he Falstaff
of the Now House at St. Jim's, A
lunch-basket, did you say?"”

“Yeos, a lunch-basket.”

“T suppose you mean hall a dozen
lunch-buskets " gnid Fatty Wynn, “1'in
hungry, and I supposo you fellows will
want something to eat. I haven't had
anything since breakfast, except a little
lunch just before wo started, and then
T ate next to nothing. 1 never eat much
when I'mexcited, and I only had somae
cold beef and ham, a pork chop, and
some pudding, and cake. I ought to
have luid in somo more.”

“Could you have found room for it ?”
asked Blake curiously,

“I'm getting jolly hungry now. Ii'a
a curious thing, but I always do get
hungry in this November weather, We
ought to have a feed at Charing Cross,
as well as a lunch-baeket each in the
train. It's no good being reckless of
ono's health 1"

“It will bo necessawy for us to atnp
some timo at Chawin’ Cwoss, too,”
remarked Arvthur Augustus D'Aroy.

“What for?” Tom Merry demanded.

“That’'s what I was thinking about
when I was intewwupted by the neces-
sity of thwashin’ Lowthah, llow long
have we in London”

“A quarter of an hour.”

“That will not be enough, deah boy.”

“My dear chap, you aro going tn
Paris for a holiday, not to London,”
said Tom Moerry patiently,

“Pway don't be an ass! You know
vewy well why 1 want to halt in
London I must purchase a silk hat and
a decent coat in London, at all ovents,
1 shall wequire at least thweo hours for
shoppin’ |”

“You'll have a quarter of an hour for
shopping,” grinned Blake; “and if you
lose the Dover train, I'll scalp you!”

“1 should uttahly wefuse to bo
scalped, Blake! I suppose you don't
want me to land in Fwance lookin’ liko

a wagamuffin 1

“Well, you never look much, you
know {” said Digby.

This was too much for Arthur

Augustus, the swell of 8t. Jim's, and
the best-dressed fellow in the school. He
gave Digby a freesing glare, and
relapsed into silence. .
But the thoughtful frown was still
upon his face. IHe was still thinking
of the weighty problem—how to do
suflicient shopping in London in the
short spaco of a quarter of an hour,

CHAPTER 2,
The Bolters!

1IE train rushed on, to the
accompaniment of cheery chatter
and laughter from the juniors of
8t. Jim's, They were as gay aa
erickets at tho prospect of this run
abroad. Unecle Frank was to meet
them in Paris, but on the journey they
wero their own masters. ‘They were
uite able of course, to take caro of
themszelves, for in these days a trip to
Paris is little more than a trip to
Margate.

Uncle F'rank was the brother of Miss
TFawcett, Tom Merry’'s old governess,
and not Tom’s uncle, as a matter of
fact; but ho was always called Unclo
Frank, Iv was his idea for "Lom
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Morry & Co. to have a run to Paris
while he was there to look after them
and, needless to say, the juniors had
Jumped at the idea.

They were talking over the prospect,
and airing their Freneh, which would
#oon  be necessary, while tho train
rushed on; but there were now two of
:llnlu party tilent and serious instead of
Mo,

Fatty Wynn was as troubled in his
mind az Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

D'Arcy  was Aroubled by iho in
sulliciency of his wardrobe,” True, |
had wired to vavious Parisian outfitters
fo meet him at the hotel in 1'aris on
big arrival, Unclo Frank had talen
quarters for them in the Hoflel Si,
ticnevieve, in the Rue de Rivoli, whoeie
he was 1'1.\.-1'dinl'.r himself.

As soon as ho arrived there, Avthir
Augustus would be able to give his
orders for boots and hats and coats nul
necktics and ehirte. But there might he
delay, there might bo mietakes, and, in
case of accidents, D'Arey wanted to do
o 1!ttln shopping in London,

Fatty Wynn didn't want to do any
shopping, except in tho refreshment
line.” Bub he was seriously alarined ot
the prospect of going on to Dover
without a a‘unro meal.  Supposing any-
thing should go wrong with the Iium:h-
basket! The mere idea was appalling !

And the quarter of an hour in town
would bLe fully uw;u{:icd in sceing {o
the luggage, of which the juniors ,de.
of course, a cortain amount for a
month’s stay in the French capital,

It was a problem for D'Arey to think
out, and for Fatty Wynn, though (hey
lad differont objects in view,

Arthur Angustus suddenly uttered an
exelamation,

“Bai Jove

“Qot what 1"

“An idea !”

“Ilurrah ! shouted Monty Lowther.
“Iip, pip! Now that he's started, very
1w will get another idea some
Who knows "

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, Lowthah—"

“Go it, Guesy 1 This shows that your
brain has begun te work, after all {hese
vears, at all events!” said Lowther
encouragingly.

“T twust, Lowthah, that you will not
dwive me to givin’ you a feahful
thwashin’ 1"  said  Arthur  Augustus,
“I'vo got an idea, deah boys! We are
catchin’ the twain for Dovah to {ake
tho aftahnoon boat to Calais 1"

W Yus‘ll

“Well, why not catch the next twain,
and take t{he next boat 1*

“Ass! The next boat would ho (he
night boat, and we don't want to travel
at night.”

“1 do not rco any wisk in twavellin’
at night; and, anyway, I shall be thero
to look aftah Y’ou ”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I gea no cause for unscemly mewwi-
ment, Mannahs 1”

“We can’t travel by night boat,” said
Tom Merry, “In the first place, there «
no necessity 3 in the second place, it's
jolly uncomfortable.”

“T twust that yoa are not gwowin' {o
be a mollyeoddle, Tom Mewwy |”

“Asgs ! There's no need to go hunting
for discomfort, is there? Besides, the
night boat mcans the night train 1o
Paris, and that means keeping awake
all night, or clse going to sleep on (he
sents.”

“Yaas, but—""

“Thercfore, we're going to eatch (he
afternoon boat 1”

“Yaas, hot—"

“Oh, blow your buts! [It's settled I”

“1 think I rather agree with Gussy,

I've got it 1”
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though,” said Fatly Wynn, “I don’t
like the idea of night travelling, but I
must admit that I want a square meal
in London.”

“You can have lunch on the train.”

“Buppose something went wrong——"

“Oh, ring off 1" said Tom Merry.
“We're getting into Charing Cross now,
and you had better pull up your socks!
There's the luggage to look after, and
they'll put it into a train for South-
ampton or Reading if you give them
lml} a chance |

The express was slackening at last,

Arthur Augustus  I'Arvey fell into
reflection, but there was a slightly obsti-
nate expression upon his face that would
have aroused Tom Merry's suspicions if
lio had notieed it.

But Tom was busy rattling off French
with the others, gotting it polishod up
ready for tho benefit of tfw Customs
officera at Calais.

l"ntlty Wynn ventured one remark on
the subject.

“Romomber, we've got to cross the
Channel, Merry. We ought to lay o
good foundation, you know, to keep up
our strength.”

“It wouldn't last you over the
Channel,” said Tom Merry. “Vous
uvez the mal-de-mer, you duffer !”

Fatty Wynn's face lengthened,

In the excitement of setting off on the
junrnnf, he had forgotten that, but now
a vivid recollection came into his mind
of his last experiences on the sca.

“But it's a short trip,” he said hope-
fully, “and the weather’s not rough.”

“Yt will bo rough enough for you if
you start feeding.”

“But it's better to lay in a good

(MK

Lowther kicked Blake's bag off the rack and it swooped down upon D'Aroy.
and, with a yell, he sat down on the floor of J\o

foundation here, and not have anything
more till Calass, perhaps.”

“Lay it in in the train, then,”

“Yes, but—"

“Hallo! Here wo are!”

The express clattered to a halt.

The juniors grabbed bags and port-
manteaux, nmf poured out of the
carriago upon the platform. There were
three trunks belonging to the party, as
well as the array of bags they carried
among themselves

Tom Morry and Figgine rushed off at
once to see Lo the trunks, while the
other juniors took care of the bags.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy drew Fatty
W‘ylm aside,

‘I say, Wynn, old chap, do you fecl
weally hungwy 7"

“What-ho ! said Wynn, with great
feeling, “Let's cut off to the refresh-
ment-room, D'Arcy. Thore’s time for a
snack, at least,”

“But you'd wathah go out and havoe
o weally good feed 77

“Of course; but—"

“I'vo got some shoppin' to do.
with me.”

Fatty Wynn stared

“What about the train "

“Weo can catch the next.”

“But Tom Merry—-"

“1 will send Tom Mewwy a note by
a portah to explain that we aro comin’
by the next twain.”

“Well, that's not a bad idea,” said
Fatty Wynn reflectively. “T can’t help
feoling alarmed about tho grub, as these
railway chaps are so uncertuin, If I
don't lay in a good foundation now, I
shall be hungry on the boat, and I
shan’t be able to cat if I am seasick,
It's & good idea of yours, D'Arcy !"

Como

“Tlien let vs buzz off, deah boy "

“Right-ho!  Aftor all, wo can join
them i Paris, It's oniy n matter of
coming on by tho next train,” said Fatty
Wynn,

“Come on, then! We will have Iunch
first, and then we'll go out shoppin’.”

“Good I”

“1 will bowwow a peneil samnawhore
to w'ite to Tom Mewwy.”

“Here's my fountain-pon.”

“QGood 1"

Arthur Augustus D'Arey wrote on
leaf of his pocket-book, tore it out, and
folded it, and called to a porter,

“ Portah 1"

The porter looked round.

“Pway take this note to that chap.
You sce the chap with the twunks—the
one with the curly hair?”

“ Yoessir " n

“Cive it to him just before the twain

starts for Dovah, will you? Pway
accept this half-cwown,”
“ Yessir |

And Arthur Augustus D'Arey and
Fatty Wynn promptly quitted the

station.
l the two juniors, ‘T'he Continental
cxpress was in waiting, and Tom
Morry saw the trunks taken over to
it and put in the van. Then there was
an interval of four or five minutes
before the train started on its long run
to the Kentish scaport.
“Well, the trunks arc all right,” said
Tom Merrv—="labelled, and in, and

CHAPTER 8.
Left Behind !

OM MERRY was too busy just
then to notice the desertion of

It plumped on Arthur Augustus' chest,
carriage.
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everylhing. Now, it wouldn't be a bad
wheeze to get a look at the buffet before
wo start,”

"Good og »

“I've taken the places,” said
Lowther, “I'vo jammed down a bls
or a cap or something on every blesse
gont, All the corner scats arc gone, of

course.”

“Can’t be Innl}ec(l." )

“1 suppose we're all here,” said Tom
Merry, looking round. ** Hallo, where's
Fatty—and Gussy, too?"

“Fatty’s in the buffet, I suppose,”
said Figgins, with a grin. “1 suppose
wa shall find Gussy along with him.”

“Comae on, then.”

»

The iuniors hurvied to the buffet. It
wag pretty well crowded, and they had
to look round for somo minutes before

they discovered that D’Arcy and Fatty
W,vrm wore not there,

‘Hallo, whero have they got to?” ex-
claimed Tom, in some alarm. ‘' Nice if
they Eal lost just before the train
starts.

“ Pho‘v !"

“Jt's going in threo minutes, unless
it's late.”

“Where can the asses be [

“Hallo, here’s a chap wants to speak
to you, Tom Merry.”

om Merry turned towards a porter
who was hastening towards him. The
man held out a folded paper. )

“ Younﬁ gent gave mwe this to give
you, sir.' . )

Tom Merry took it mechanically. He
opened it, and glanced through it, and
gave a howl,

“My hat!"

“What's the matter?”

“It's from Gussy, Listen!

“¢Doar Tom Merry,—As I have some
shopping to do, T cannot very well go by
this train; but I will follow in the next,
and join you in Paris.

“¢ ArTHUR Avcustus D'Arcy.'”

“The ass!”

“The duffer!”

“The frabjous habbler 1"

With these ojaculations, and eome
more to the samo effect, the chums of Bt.
Jim's stared at the note from D'Arcy
and. at each other. Tom Merry turned
quickly to the porter.

“Did you see where the cha
after giving you this?” he asked.

“He left the station, sir.”

“How long ago?"”

“ About six or seven minutes, sir.”

“Oh crumbs! It's no good; they're
gono. Did another chap go with him,
porter—a fat chap with a pink chivvy 1”

“ Yes, sir,” said the porter, grinning.

“There wero two of them, sir
“Fatty's gone to get a feed,” said

Figgins, “and Guesy has gone shopping.

The burbling asses! Shall we go on and

leave them behind 1"

4 “(ussy will get lost in London if we

01 "

Kangnroo shook his head decidedly.
“It won't do!” he exclaimed.
shall have to look for them, and go on

by the next train.”

“1 suppose there's nothing else to be
done."”

“Oh, won't we bump him when we
catch him 1" exclaimed Moncy Lowther.
“We might have guessed he would be
up to some little game like this.”

“Yes, rather!”

“I say, the things are all in the
train 1” exclaimed Figgins, in alarm,
“It's going off in about a minute! All
our stuff will go to Dover, without any-
body to look after it My hat! I left
my cap on the seat.”
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“And I mine!” exclaimed Lowiher.

“Phew !"” said Manners, “1 left my
camera there, too!”

“And the trunks 1”

“(ireat Scott!”

The juniors rushed frantically off to
the platformn to recover their proporfy
before the train started. Tom Merry
grasped the porter by the arm.

“Here, come on!"” he exclaimed.
“I've got to get my trunks out—you
savvy ? o're not goin l}y this train,

after all, Come an

* Yessir |”

They raced down the train.

Tom Merry's trunks were safe enough
in the luggage-van, and the guard said
things when he was called upon to
deliver them u[lmn the platform again.

“No time!” be said, and other and
more expressive things, too. )

“But we're not going by this train
yelled Tom Mcrrir.

“Look at the clock.”

“ But—"

“Train just starting.”

Tom Merry groped in his pocket,
found half-a-crown, and pressed it into
the man's hand,

“ Look sharp !” he said.

The guard grinned, the porter lent a

help.

‘" Qood-bye,
these glasses are
need | '

doctor! I'm sure
just what |

Hall-a-crown has been awarded
l: V. Dalli, 18, New Bridge Stroet,
yr.

hand, and the trunks whisked out upon
the platform.  The whistlo was
sereaming.

“ Narrow shave, sir " said the porter.

Tom Merry gasped.

“I wonder whether the other chaps
have got their caps and bags 1"

The train was moving now., Tho St
Jim's juniors, very red and flustered,
were crowding on the platform, with the
bags which they had left on the scats to
prove their ownership.

“Oh, won't we bump Gussy for this!"”
said Figgins,

*What-ho!"

“It’s the night train and the night
hoat now,” said Tom Merry. *Lucky
the samo tickets will do, or I should
have a nice little bill to hrin¥ in to
Gussy. We'd better put up the luggage
at the station and go to look for
Gussy.”

“As a matter of fact, I could do with
something to eat,” remarked Blake. “1
suppose-wo shan't have far to look. We
shall discover Fatty in the nearest grub
shop."

“Ha, ha! That's preity certain.”

“Shove the luggage somewhere for us,
porter,” said Tom Marry. . *Oh, my
hat! To think that we ouglit to be
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whisking off to Dover, and we're stand:
ing heve putting away luf age! We'll
give Gussy the bumping ol ?lil life when
wo find him.”

“ What-ho 1"

The porter packed the luggage on a
trolly, and wheeled it away, the chums
following him, Tomm Merry looked
round at his companions,

“It's agreed,” he said, “wherever
we find Gussy, wo're to bump him at
once, no matter whero it is.”

“ grccd "

The luggage was put uﬂ at the
station, and 'Tom Merry put his tickets
away in safety, and tipped tho porter,
and then ”"Y foft the station.

With wrathful faces the
scarch of the swell of St

CHAPTER 4.
A Little Lunch !
“ HIS way,” said Fatty Wynn,
" ’l‘hi;-' looks @, decent restau-
rant.

“But T was not lookin’ for a
westauwant, deal boy, I want to get a

set out in
im’s,

cont."
* O, the coat can wait 1"
“Yaas, but—"
“Bettoer lay a good foundation,"

urged Fatty Wynn. *The other fellows
are gone now, and we've got plenty of
time, We can shop for hats presently.”

“It is not only a toppah I want, but
a coat, and some gloves and necktics
and shoes,”

“Well, I'm not jolly well going fo
wander over lalf London with you,"
said Fatty Wynn; “not till I've had
soma grub, anyway !”

“Oh, vewy well, we'll have a litile
luneh  first 1" gaid  Arvthur  Augustus
D’Arey, vielding tho I;?im.. “Come on,"”

“That's better | ow'll feel much
better for nhoppin7 when you've laid a
solid foundation of good grub|”

“Pewwaps 1”

They entered the restaurant. It was
a good clags restaurant in the Strand,
und scemed to promise something very
nice in the way of a feed, Fatty Wymn
sat down at ono of the tables, and a
waiter hurrvied up,

“Just a little lunch,” said D’Arcy,
looking over the menn, “ Buppose——"'

“Here, give mo tho billI”” said Fafty
Wynn, 1 can order something quicker
than vou can, 'I'here’s no time to lose.”

“I'liere’s heaps of time before the next
twain goes,'

“Yes, but I'm hungry 1”

And Fatty Wynn proceeded to give his
orvders, The extent of them mado tlie
waiter open his eyes, The table was
soon loaded, and the two juniors hegnn
to cat. D'Arcy was hungry, and 1“11.11.)-
Wynn was ravenous. The inroad they
made npon the lunch was considerable,
and long after Arthur Augustus had
finished Fatty Wynn was still wiring in.

D'Arcy put on his gloves and took
them off again, polished his hat, and
polished his cyeglass, and shifted in his
wat. He did pot want to hurry the
1Falstaff of 8t Jim’s, but he wanted to
be off to do his shopping.

The vestaurant. was pretty full, and
most of the tables were taken.  Faity
Wynn kept his waiter pretty busy look-
ing after him,

“Bai Jove, Wynn " said D'Arey, at
last, ’

“Lika somc of this partridge pie,
Guesy "

I have finizhed.”

“Better lay 1w good foundation,”

“Wais "

“Well, there's no  accounting  for
tastes,” said Fatty Wynn, “T believe in
geiting a good feed while you have got
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the chance. As we are sharing the ex- ST, JIM'S JINGLES. No. 7.

Eensen of this feod, you might as well
ave f’our whack,"”

“I have had enough, deah boy.”

“Oh, you've got n bird's appetito!
Why don’t you take to cxercise of somne
sort, and get up a really healthy
hunger ?"”

“Pway huwwy up, deah boy!”

Fatty Wynn hhonL his head seriously.

“I'm sorry, Gussy, but that's impos-
sible. It's frightfully bad for the diges-
tion to hurry over onc's meals. I'll do
anything else for you, old chap, but
don’t ask mé to bolt iy food. I can't.
I'm a small eater, but I liko to take my
time."

“Bai Jove I”

“You can have something to drink to
fill up the time, or try some ices,”

"\&nlﬂ I want to start my u!minpin’ "

“Well, T shan't bo more than half an
hour now.”

“CGiweat Scott 1" 3

“You should really try this pie—it's
spiffing 1"

“Wats 1”

“Well, that's my advice. You'll bo
sorry for it il you go to sea hungry.
Think of tho crossing. You won't_be
ablo to eat anything on thoe hoat.
hat ! I'hese pies are simply stunning |

“Phew 1"

“What's the matter ?"

“They haven't gone.”

* Bli—what ?”

“Look there!” .

Avthur Augustus D’Aroy pointed to-
wards the enteance, ‘The face of Jack
Blake could be seen.looking round the
gloss doors. The juniors of 8t. Jim's
had tracked down” the truants by thq
simple process of looking into every
cating-houee on their way.

Jack DBlake caught sight of Arthur
Aungwitus st the same moment. e
turned back quickly to his comrades out-

[\H

“I'va found 'em!”

“Jolly good " said Tom Merey.

Eight vengeful juniors poured into
the restaurant. Arthur Augustus gazed
at them with astonishment as they cameo
up to his table, Fatty Wynn was too
busy with a partridge pic to do moro
than give them a short nod,

“Bai Jove, haven't you gone, deah
boys ?""

“Do wo look as if we had?” de-
manded Kangaroo.

“Did you lose your twain?"

“No; wo lost yon.”

“Bai Jove, you know, you needn't
have been nervous ot goin' on without
me, deah boys! I was goin® to wejoin
you in I'awis, and I have given you full
diwections about the journey."”

The chums looked at Lim epecchilessly.
They had not imagined that the swcll
of 8t Jim's would attribute their stay-
ing behind to this eausc.

“But powwaps it was wizer,” said
D'Arey ( aouglulatlh'. “You would pwol-
ably have got into somc bothali with
thio Customs if T had not been there to
twanslate for you.  You could hardly
get on without an interpwetal, Dew-
wn[l)! it was wisah of you, on the whole,
to decido to go by the latali twain,”

“You—you ass!” said
finding his voice at last,

“T decline to be called an ass!”

“You've made us lose the train——

“Yaas, wathah 1"

“And we ncarly lost the luggage.”
“That was vewy carcless of you, deah
boyS."

“And we might have lost you if we
hadn’t tracked Iatty down by his appe-
tite,” snid Figgins,

“And now,” said Tom Merey, " we're
going to bump you, as a lesson not to

Tom Merry,

i

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,
'n 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
n cule 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 feals
Th‘:" !or;:mfi in recr;cif:m;'. it

s blighted type of boyhood Ireals

With keen axominaﬁon ;
Preferring to peruse with greed

he ** tips ' for 'chase and welter,
While sucking an unhealthy *' weed ™

Within the woodshed's shelter.

By night he stealthily repairs

To low resorts in Rylcombe,
Reﬁ/ardhu of impending cares,

hich, should he blunder, will come ;

And in an atmosphere made 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,
hose efforts are unceasing
In matters such as marking cards,
And crafty, wholesale ﬂ:edn;.
Their vietim multers, with a aan: :
* My luck will alter, maybe."
- But in the grip of such a gang
He's helpless as a baby.

No pryinf prefect from the school
Disturbs his dissipation ;
And as he plays, his eyes are full
)f eager expectation.
His manlier schoolmates slumber on,
And soon, despaired of winning,
He stops, f?‘in his money gone
And Joliffe gently grinning.
Then let us bid a prompt adieu
o such a cad as this is,
And send him squirming from our view
With hearty %oafa and hisses.
Deparf with speed, detested youth,
our shady schemes to nourish !
For British boys prefer that truth
And sportsmanship shall flourish.

Next Week: PERCY MELLISH.
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play the
this trip.

“I wefuse to be bumped |

“Collar him 1" )

The swell of 8t. Jim's sprang to hia
feet, excitedly protesting, but the grasp
of cight pairs of hands speedily reduced
him to helplessness.

“Hold on! Wescue ! Don’t bo' asses !
Can't you eco you're makin' a dis
turbance and attwactin’ attention, you
duffahs! Leggo!”

“Bump him!"

And Arthur Augustus was forthwith
bumped.

Tvwo or three waiters rushed up ex-
eitedly, and the hotel manager was
birought upon the scene, but the juniors
of 8t. Jim's were too excited to care,

They bumped Arthur Augustus, and
humnped him again, and the swell of St.
Jim's struggled and wriggled and yelled
in vain.

giddy ox again while we're on

| —

Ouly onc of the party remained calm
and that one was Fatty Wynn, still
wiring into the lpnrtri:lgc pie.

“Bai Jove! Help!”

“Bump him 1"

Bump, bump, bump!

“There,” gasped Tom Moerry, “that's
all vight 1"

Arthur Augustus was relcased, He
staggered ngainst the table and sent it
fiving. There was a yell from Fatty
Wynn as his pie was whisked away by
the falling table, and a terrific crash of
bresking crockery on the floor.

“My hat!” pgasped Tom

; . ) n - Merry,
“You've done it now, Gussy !

CHAPTER 6.
D'Arey's Coat !
“ OH bk
" Ow l”
“My piel My pic!”
“Help!"

“Tolice !"

“Giet out!” ghricked the manager.
“(iet out! Polico! Get out!l”

Fatty Wynn was gazing at tho
wrecked food. Arthur  Augustus was
sprawling amid the broken dishes and
plates and scattered viands . .

The manager was nearly tcaring his
hair. The other diners were on their
feot now, looking on in amazement.

“I'm sorry, sir,” said Tom Morry to
the excited manager. “We'll pay for
the damage. Gussy, get up out of the
grub and pay for the damage you'vo
done 1"

“Polico! Get ont !”

“We're going. Don't you want to be
paid?” y

The manager calmed down a little,

“It was only funl!” expluined Tom
Merry. ‘“ Gussy, this gentleman is wait-
i“F for you to pay for the damage.”

‘T wefuse to ;]wyl J—"

“Then the police will be sent for."”

“Weally, Tom Mowwy—-="

“You don't want to bo arrcsted on the
eve of going to France,” eaid Tom
Merry severely. *“Fancy your father's
feclings, too, when he hears that his
only Giuesy has been bilking n waiter.”

“Weally, you wottahs—"

D'Arcy staggered up.

“1 will certainly settle for the
damage,” he said. “It was weally all
your fnult. and I shall give each of you
a feahful thwashin’, but for the pwesent
I will settle tho damage. I'way lct me
know how much it is |

The waiter named a figure that in-
cluded all the damage done, and nas
much again that was not done. But
D’Arey did not argue. L'erhaps the man
thought the damaged prestige of the

Tue CGex Liseany,--No, 1,554



restanrant ought to be paid for, too.
The bill was cettled and the lunch was
paid for, and 1he juniora left the place,
tha glowering glances of the manager
following them to the door. .
Fatty Wynn was inclined to remain
and start another Junch, but he reccived
no encouragement from either his
chums or the restaurant manager, That
ontleman had had enough of the St.
gim'u juniors and their harmless ways.

Arthur Avgustus was breathing hard
as he emerged into the street. Ho was
and his

very dusty and very shaken u
nec‘v:t.io was undone and his collar awry.
Ho was very nni,-ry. too.

“Better look for another restaurant,”
said Fatty Wynn, *You fellows might
have been a bit more thoughtful, I
hadn't finished my lunch.”

“I suppose you never would have
unlees you were interrupted " remarked
Leowther,

“ Besides, {ho cooking in that place
was good. Now we ehan't bo able to go
thero again,” . ;

‘“Hallo, Gussy, nnyllunlf wrong 1"
asked Blake, looking at lis elegant
chum’s clonded face and affecting to be
greatly astonished.

“Yaas, Blake.”

“What’s the matter?” .

“I have been tweated with gwoss dis-
wespect by a sct of wottahs,” .

“By Jovel Where are they? Point
them out, and we'll wade into them|”
said Blake, with a ferocious look.

“You uttah ass! You know lperfectly
well whom I am alludin’ to! 1 wegard
your conduct as uttahly diswespectful
and bwutal I .

“But wo wanted to give yon a lesson
about playing the giddy ox, you know,
It was cntirely for your own good.”

“ Absolutely I” said Lowther.

“I wefuse to discuss the mattah., 1
wofuse ‘to considah you wottahs as
fwiends after this, I shall endeavour in
future to kecp my circlo of fwionds
select, not to say swaggah.” .

“I'm so disappointed!” said
Kangaroo, “I was: looking forward to
going”ahopping with Gussy this after-
noon,

D'Arcy’s face cleared a little.

“1f you want to come shoppin', deah

0 _-__I

“It would be a real gleuurn!” said
the Cornstalk chum. “I was about to
suggest that we should drop in at the
next hatter's and get your shoes.”

“Weally, Kangawoo—"

“What price these coats?” eaid
Blake, stopping outside a ready-made
clothes shop.  “Some of theso look
nobby. Do you want a coat, Gussy 1"

“Yaas, wathah{”

“Come in here, then,” .

‘If you are disposed to assist me,
deah boys—"

“Of course we are!”

“In that case, I withdwaw

wemarks, and I shall continue
wegard you as fwiends,”
. D’Arcy entered tho shop, and the
juniors followed him in, They ex-
changed a genvral grin, but their faces
were quite ﬁru‘n when D’Arey looked
at them. 'he shop was one wherd
clothes ready-made were supplied, of
the kind familiarly known as reach-me-
downs, The cut of the clothes displayed
in the shop mado Gussy shudder.

“You are an ass to come in here,
Blake I”” he said. * Do you think I could
possibly weah any of these dweadful
things 1"

“Yes, sir; what can I get you, sir?”
said a gracious shepman. ‘' Splendid
winter overcoats, sir, from ecighteen-

and-six.” . .
price=three-and-nine I

my
to

“All  one
murmured Blake,

“1 want an ovahcoat,” said D'Arcy,
“but I'm afwaid you haven't one that
will suit me.”

“Very fino overcoats, sir, up to threo
guineas,”

“Bai Jovo !”

“My friend gives ten guincas for his
overcoats, you ece,” explained Blake;
“Dbut I've no doubt you would be willing
to take ten guineas for one of these.”

“ Ahem, sir!"”

“You sce, Gussy, you can get them
here at the usual price.”

“Pway don’t be an ass, Blake 1"

“Anyway, you needn’'t bather about
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the fit of a_travelling coat,” eaid
Manners,  “You'll want  something
warm for the Channel to-night.”

“Yaas, wathah

“Heoro's o boauty | It's got a patiern
that will blind the officers in the Douane
and you will get through Customs free,”

“Weally, Mannahs—"

“That's a splendid coat, gentlemen !”
said tho shopman,  “It's very much
worn, sir,”

"'Ynal; but T want a new coat,” said

rey.

“Ahem! I did not mean this coat
was much worn; I moean it is very
fashionable just now, eir.”

“I sco,  What do you think, deah

I Angustus  gazed rather
dubiously at tho travelling coat.

It was made of a kind of cheap tweaod,
of a loud and glaring chessboard
pattern, and it would certainly have
attracted general attention anywhere to
anybody who had worn it,

“Ripping 1" said Blake.

“Stunning 1" said Lowthor,

“What do you think, Tom Mowwy "

“I think you don't often sce a coat
like that, Gussy,”

“It looks pwetly warm, don't you
think ¢

“Oh, yes; it'll keep you warm 1"

“Warm as toast, gentlemen!” gaid
the shopman, “I can let yon have that
coat for two guincas and a half.”

“Bai Jove! That's awfully cheap!
Are you sure you haven’t madoe
mistake 7"

The shopman coughed, ‘and looked at
a card attached to the coat,

“Ahem | 1 should have said three
guineas, Lxactly 1"

“What do you say, deah boys? T
must have a coat, and it will save p’-uin'
ovah to Bond Stweet if I take this,’

“Then you can jolly well tako this!”
snid Tomn Merry,

“Yos, rathor 1"

“But the question is, does it suit
me1”

“My dear chap, you could go a
hundred miles withaut coming across
anything like it 1”

“Will you try it on, sir?"”

“Yaas, wathah !”

The shopman helped D'Arey on with
the cont. It was about four eizes 100
large for him, but this the shopman skil-
fully disguised by holding the material
tight at his back while he buttoned

it u{:‘.
“Feels a little woomy,” said D'Arey,
You can wrap it round you on the
hoat," suggested Kerr, Tt will answer
the Purpoae of a travelling rug.”

“1 have a wug alweady.”

“Yes, but an extra one will be wel-
come if it’s a cold night, wides,
there's something striking about that
coat,

“The Parisiaus will look at it,” said
Lowther encouragingly, “T don't su)-
wse they've got anything like it in
*aria,”

“Yaas, I think T will take it.”

“Very good, sir,” said the shopman,
“Can I sond it for yout”

“No; I'll weah it, please.”

“Very good, siv, Ticket off?  (er
tainly I Suits you beautifully, sir, as if
it had been made for you. Splendid
large pockets. Very useful when travel-
ling, sir. Three guineas, if you please,"

“Two guincas and a half,” said Tom
Merry, who had no intention of letting
his chum be swindled,

“Ahem ! That was a mistake, sir,
and—"

“Ah! Yon made a mistake?"

“Yes, sir,”

“Then you can make another,”
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“Really, sir—"

“Take the ceat off, then!”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—" .

“I can ieu you have it at a reduction,
sir," said the shopman hurriedly. “Two
guineas and n half, please. Cash! Yes,
sir! Thank you, sir!"

The cont was paid for, and the chums
left the shop. ISinc juniors, with great
difficulty, ‘kept grave facos as D’
walked out in that splendid coat,

“Bai Jove, deah t()jyn, it feels much
looser now than it did’ when that chap
was twyin' it on in the shop " D’Arcy
remarked.

Il.}n || n [!l

‘1t is vowy wemarkable, isu't it "

" Extraordinary !"

“f seoms a little too long for me.
Bai Jove, there's heaps of woom to
rparo in it] I am afwaid it's a wotlen
bad fie "

“ Amazing 1"

“1t was absurd to suppose that a
woeady-mado cont would be a good fit, I
sippose ! said D’Arey, " Bai Jovel!
Do you know, deah boys, it scoms to mo
as ii this coat is attwactin’ attention !”

“Oh, rot!"” said Lowther, * People
are looking at my pretty face, that's all
it is,  Are you going to buy anything
else, Guasy?" )

“Yans, wathah! Is there a shoe shop
near?"

“There’s one,
somo sabots,”

“Home which "

“Habots, doear boys—wooden shoes,
You know they wear thom in France,"”
snid Monty Lowther, with a prefectly
grave face. “To be taken for a true
I'arisinn you must wear sabots, you
know,"

“Bai Jove! I novali thought of that !
I = You ass, you're wottin’, are you?"
suid D'Arey, as the jllliil)l‘! burst into a
vell Jof laughtor, * However, T shall
wequire somo shoes, g0 pway come in,”

And they enterod the shoe shop,

Arcy

Of course, you want

CHAPTER 6,
Too Late!

RTIIUR AUGUSTUS did not
wrchase any sabols, hut ho was
lmlc-.n with three paive of shocs
when he left tho shop.  Then

Ialty Wynn suggested an adjournment
to anothor restaurant to finish the inter-
vupted lunch—a proposition that was
negatived by nine voices to one, It was
not till some timo later that the
ravenous IPatty was allowed to seat his
weary limbs at n tablo with a sub-
stontinl meal spread hefore him.

Arthur Augustus had parcels and

ackages all round him as ho sat down,

lo hnd gono on purchasing until his
romradol‘{md stopped him by force and
dragged him into the restaurant,

The juniors ato a hearty meal, Fatty
Wynn, of course, was not finished when
the chums dragged him away. As thoy
had timo in London reveral of them
decided to do a little shopping.  Then
they had to get somo cash changed into
I'vench coin, and when they enteved the
bureau for the purpose D' Avey made the
discovery that ho had expended nearly
all ho possessed,

“Bar Jove, that's wotten!™ ho re-
marked,  “Tancy startin' out for a
holiday in Fwanco and spendin’ all the
cash in London, It is wathah wemark-
ublo 1"

“My dear chap, you're eapable of
anything,” said Blake.

“I wofuse to admit anythin' of tho
sorl, I have only done such ghoppin’ as
was absolutely necessuwy, But it s
wathah wotten to wun out of eash like
this. I shall have to bowwow fwom you
chaps and send o wiah to my governah

/7
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““Bhut up a minute! | can't
=ul|-"whn| the crowd wants me to
o

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to Miss M. Koster, 21, Nairne
Qrove, lunra& Avenue, Herne Hill,
London, 8.E.24.

for some more. That's wathah wollen,
too, as he has been gwowin' vewy cloxe
with the fivahs since this supah-tax
business, I believe in havin' plenty of
acroplanes, of course, but it is wathal
wuff that my pocket-money should be
stopped to pay for Bwitish supwemacy
in the air, I will wush off and send a
winh—"

“Iold on a minute ! We'll come with
you when we're finished here,”

“1 shan't be five minutes,”

“You won't be a minute without my
eyo on you!” chuckled Blake., **We've
had enough of your losing trains,”

Weally, ‘Blake——"

“The night train goes at nine o'clock,

and: we're going to be on time,” said

Blake, linking arms with his clegant
chun'l,. “I'm going to keep an eye on
o,

“Woally, dealt boy—""

Nl said; that's settled,”

And Blake went with D'Avey to the
telegraph office, and never allowed him
to cscape observation for a moment,

At a guarter to nive tho clins were
on tho J;lntlorm ready for the train,
Fatty Wynn with a big bundle under
his arm containing nearly cvery varioty
of comestible sold at the etation buffet.
Fatty Wynn did not mean (o run risks.

Arthur Augustus D'Arey was laden
with packages, his chums refusing to
take any of them, as a lesson to Avthur
Augustus to do his next shopping at a
more timely moment.

“Iere's the train,” said Dlake. “DBag
the corner seats,”’

“Yaas, wathah,”

“Thero won't be room on the racks
for all those packets, CGussy, Better
leave themn in the luggage-ollice here,
to be called for when we come back.”

“Pway, don't be an ass, deah boy 1"

“Buppose wo  leave CGussy in the
luggage-ollice, too?” suggested Figgins,
“It would save a lot of worry en
ronte ”

“Weally, Figging—""

“Here you nre!  Shove the pareels
down and keep an eye on Gussy.”

“Well, T'in ready for a rest,” said
Fatty Wynn, sinking into a corner
scat. “I say, arc any of you fellows
getting hungry "

“No, gourmand, TFor goodness’ sake
don't begin eating (ill wo've staried.
[t isn't ten minutcs sinee you bolted a
beefstoak pie.”

“Noarer twelve,' said Fatty Wyon,
looking at his watch,

“ai Jove !”

9

“What's the maiter with Gussy ™

“Pway look aftah my parcels, denah
boys 1" exclaimed I Avey, springing out
of tho train. "1 will be back before
the twain starts”

“What "

“I've forgoticn my foppuli, T want
a new toppah badly, Il just wun cul
and-—

“That you jolly well wou't ! roarved
Blake, loaping after Aviliur Augnstus

nllu_l k'mull"g ll'lill‘: As he led, and
whisking him back, “ You'll s heve,”
W |‘l,', Btk ot ou Lop her

“Stand where vou are!”
“I wefuso | -

“You ean wefuse till vou're blue in
the dial, but you'll stay,” suid Blako
with a chuekle,  *“Lay’ hold of hiwm,

]'s'f'\‘:i”n 1" said 1 | [
‘What-ho!"' said Figzine heartily,
“Blake, welcase mo !

Rats !

“If you wefuse (o welewse me I shall
lose my tempah and stwike you!?

' Moro rats |

“I have forgolten myv toppal.  You
cannot  possibly expect mie (o go o
Fwanee 1n an old toppah. Pway welleet,
deall boy 1"

*Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Bai Jove, I—"

“8hove him in, Figgy "

“Good ! Heave away 1"

Arthur  Augustus, vainly struggling,
was  heaved into the earviage,  lle
bumped into the other juniors, and his
topper rolled off npon the floor. 1Y Arey
staggered over Moniy Lowther's Jonyg
legs, and sat down—upon his topper!

Herunch !

“Giweat Scoft 1"

*Ha, ha, ha "

D'Arcy spraug up like a jack-in-the.

box, Ho picked up his topper; it looked
like_an opera hat, only more eo,
. “Ia, ha, ha 1" roared Blake, jumping
into the carriage. *'If you go stony in
P'aris, Gussy, you can fake that round
tho cafes as o concertina, and pick up
u fow honcst centimnes,”

“You uttah arg——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“My toppah is woined !”

“Well, it does scem fo have lost somn
of its gloss,” said Blake, eycing the
crushed topper critienlly,  * Bt pechays
with a hammer and nails and some glue
vou could repair it.  Wuit till we get
to Paris!”

“I have no othali hat with me.”

“8it down.”

“I wefuse to sit down.
like anythin', you know,”

I will wun

“Ags!  The train slartz in (wo
minutes,”
“I will eatch the twain in the
mornin', and join you in 'awis.”
“Rats "
I will

“Well, suppose we all zet ont.,
stand tweat, und wo \\'ilf‘
the Ceeoil for the night.”

“All for a now hat!” grinned I'om
Merry.  “Gussy, you grow moro killing
every day, If you must have something,
borrow a cap from a porter.”

“Pway, don't be fwivolous
moment like this, T'om Mewwy,"

Slam !

The door closed. The tickets had heen
examined and tho doors elosed, and the
train_gave a warning snort.

“We'ro off I”

““Ongce more, Blake, I appeal to your
common-sense. Can I possibly twavel in
a cewushed toppah? DPway be scnsible,
dealy boy 1"

“Wo've started.”

“Bai Jove, it's too late!"

“8it down, Guesy. DMy riba won't
stand mneh more.”

“Vowy well,” gald Arthur Anfuaim.
“1 held you wesponsible, Bluke, for my
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havin’ to travel in a badly cwushed
toPpnh.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

And the train drew out of the station,

The 8t. Jim’s juniors had a whole
carringe and the best part of another

to themselves. Fatty Wtynn had a
corner seat, and next to him sat
ID'Arcy, trying to smooth out his

damaged topper. Kangaroo was on
D'Arcy's other side.

For a long time, to the rattle of the
train, .there was an accompaniment of
cheery talk, and chat, and laughter.
The, juniors wére in the highest of
spirits. But as the evening hours wore
on, the talk became more desultory, and
finally it died away. The usual bed-
timo of the juniors of 8t. Jim's was
half-past nine. At half-past ton they
were very heavy-eyed.

The juniors dozed off to sleep ono
b‘y one and did not awaken again till,
close upon midnight, the train ﬁavo a
series of heavy jars, and stopped.

Tom Merry jumped up.

“ Dover, by Jove 1"

The platform was dark and crowded.
Porters mingled their deep voices in
the endless din. Tom Marry threw open
the carriago door, Bags were piled upon
a willing porter, and when he had
reccived all D’Arcy’s property, he
looked like Father Christmas laden with
presenta, As he was entitled to payment
per package, he was likely to have a
nico littlo bill for the juniors aboard
the boat, X

“Calais boat 1” said Tom Merry.

“Yes, sirl”

Tom Morry rushed off to seo to the
trunks, Blake linked. his arm in that
of Arthur Augustus. The swell of 8t.
Jim's looked at him doubtfully.

“How Ioni‘ before the boat starts,
Blake, deah boy!” he asked.

“Blessod if T know. I think about
twenty minutes,”

“Then there is time for me to wun
out to a hattah’s——"

“At this time of night? All
ulm)g nro shut, ass!”

“Bai Jove, I nevah thought of that I”

And the juniors mdrcheéd off to the
Calais boat.

the

CHAPTER 7.
The Calais Boat!
T HE boat was pretty well erowded.

Nervous passengers, crossing the

Channel for the first time, asked

continually whether it was the
Calais boat, unaware that it could not
possibly have been any other. A man
stood at the gangway announcing that
it was the “Callis ¥ boat, while another
a little farther off, who had evidently
picked up a little French somewhere on
the Channel, was announcing with equal
energy that it was the “ Callay * boat.

The juniors grouped on deck round
their luggage, and polite attendants
brought them deckchairs, and were duly
tipped. The porter who had borne their
packages from the train claimed o
small fortune in return, and IYAvrecy
paid it without demur. Whether all the
packages wero still there it was impos-
sible to sce in the darkness, but the
chums hoped for the best, and took carn
not to suggest to D'Arcy that any of
them might have been lost

“Bai Jove!” said D’Arcy. *“There’s
quite a ewowd. How long shall wo be
upon the watah, Tom Mewwy ?”

“Just over the hour.”

“That’s not go much, deah boy. 1
hope none of you fellows will be seasick.
It doesn’t look like bein’ a wuff night.”

“The Channel’s always a bit rough at
night.” =
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“Oh dear 1" said Fatty Wynn.
“Aro you hungry, Fatty?”
-no 1"

liN

“Why, what's the matter?”
Tom Merry in astonishment.

Iatty Wynn did not rveply. He was
gazing apprehensively into the decp
darkness seaward, broken fitfully by the
moving light of the lighthouse.

The ship was not moving yet, but
Fatty Wynn was already beginning to
wish that he had not laid quito so solid
a foundation. . ,

“These chairs are quite confy,” said
Arthur Augustus, stretching his legs a
ittle.  “How nice of the attendants to
bwing them wound so Rll:ckly. and for
nothin’.  The chap told me there was
no eharﬁe."

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I fail to seo any cause for laughtah
in that wemark, Figgins.”

“Oh, my hat! Never mind; I tipped
himn, so it's all right,” grinned Figgins.

“Bai Jove! Did he want a ti]p'f’

“Oh, no; he's an altruist, and he stays
on these boats for the special purposo of
putting his pringiples into practice,”
said Figgins.

“Oh, pway don't wot!”

A French face loomed up in the gloom
—a dark face with black eyes. A pair
of hands held out a rug.

A voice speaking at e:?reu speed re-
iterated something, in which the word
“jambes ” alono was to
English ears. X

“Bai Jove!” said D’'Arcy, putting up
his eyeglass and surveying the man, who
had a heap of rugs over his arm, and
was still jabbering away excitedly.
“Bai Jove! Is that chap a Frenchnian,
Tom Mewwy?” i

“Yes,” said Tom, laughing.

“Is he talkin’ to us?”

“Ha, ha! Yes.”

“I don't want any jam, thank you,”
said D'Arcy politely.  “It'a vewy nico
of you, but I am not going to cat just
before the voyage.”

The man stared, and jabbered again.
Kerr went off into a shriek, but ID'Arcy
was too much occupied with the I'rench-
man to notice that.

The swell of 8t. Jim’s ghook his head.

“Non, non,” he exclaimed; “I don't
want any jam.”

The man gesticulated to the rugs

“Bai Jove, if this is a specimen of the
French nation, I don’t think vewy much
of their intelligence!” said D'Arey.
“I've told him in plain English that T
don’t want any jam, and he goes on
jabbewin’ all the same.”

“Ha, bha, ha!” roared Figgins
“Perhaps he doesn’t understand plain
English, e might prefer it in plain
French,”

“Bai Jove, I never thought of that,
you know "

And D'Arcy thought of his French,
and started.

“Non, non, merei!” he exclaimed,
“Je ne veux pas que vous donnerez moi
le confiture.”

“0Oh, hold me, somchody!”
Kerr,

“Weally, Kerp—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Powwaps my Fwench may be a little
waocky, but he ought to undahstand,”
said D'Arcy. “I know that jain is con-
fiture in French.”

“YMn, ha! He wasn't talking about

asked

intelligible

shricked

m.
“Woally, Kerr, he used the vewy

word.”

“Ha, ha, ha! He =aid jambes—
j-a-m-b-e-s 17

“0Oh! That means legs!”

“Of courso it does.”
"But what could he possibly mean?”
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exclaimed  Arthur Augustus, in be-
wilderment. *“Ho cannot suppose that
I want any legs—legs of mutton, or
anything.”

‘Ha, ha! He wants to give
rug to cover your legs, you
against the cold.”

“Oh, T seal Speak a little moro
elowly, old man, and I may be able to
catch on,” said 1Y Arcy, forgetting again
that the man did not understand
Englizh.

Tho man jabbered again, and gesti-
culated,

“You, yes, certainly,” eaid D'Arcy.
“Qui, oul, mon garcon, Bhoves tho
blessed things on my jambes if you
likeoz-vous.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The man understood gestures, if not
words, and he grinned and covered up
1Y Arcy's logs with the ruF. tucking it
in on either side of the deckchair,

Good I”  eaid  Arthur  Augustus.
“This is vewy warm, Thank you vewy
much—I mean, merci, mon ami, merci
beaucoup.”

The man gesticulated.
t'"}hi Jovel 1 puppose he wants a
ip.”

*Ha, ha, hal”

D'Arcy extrocted a sixpence from his
pocket, and handed it to the French-
man. Ho looked at ltl and gesticulated.

“My only hat! He's doin’ it aﬁninl”
cxclaimed 1’Arey, watehing the French-
man'a gesticulations: in great surprise,
“Is this an entahtainment, 1 wondah?”

The Frenchman began to shrick. In
the midst of the volume of rapidly
uttered French, D’Arcy distinguished a
word,

. “Deux ! That
it, Tom Mewwy ?”

“Yes, that's correct,”

“Good| It's awful[,¥ polita of the
chap to make all this fuss about givin’
me an extwa wug. No, it's all wight,
deah boy, one's enough.”

Jabber, jabber, jabber!

“One's  enough,” repeated D'Arey.
“Clost—c'est—what's tho beastly word?
Tl suflico, you know—c’est—lemme see—
asscz,  Seet”

Jabber, jabber, jahber|

“Bai Jove! Ho must be doin' this for
exaheise,”

ou n
ulfer,

means two, doesn't

‘;Nc:p. non 1" ghricked the man. “Un
autre,
“He's talkin' about oats now. Cer-

tainly not; I don’t want any oats, [
wegard the question as widiculous,”

“Un autro—un autre "

“1 tell you, I don’t wequire any oats,”
said D'Arcy testily, “Pway explain to
the ass, Kerr, as you scom to be able
to guess what it all means.”

The Scottish junior ehricked.

“He means ho wants another, you ass
—not another rug—another tanner.”

“Bai Jove! ut it's wathah wotten
bad form to azk for a tip in this way.”

“Ha, ha! It's not a tipl 'The
charge for the rug is a shilling.”

“Bai Jovo! That’s too much,”

“Better explain that te him in
French,” grinned Kerr.  “Otherwise,
vou'd better ¢hell out the other tanner,

1e’'ll have a fit soon. He must have &
pain in Lis throttle already.”

I’Avey paid the other sixpence, and
the Frenchman finally left him alone.
Arthur Augustus drew a deep breath.

“Bai Jovel This is quite a twial to
one's feelin's, you know. Some of them
make a charge, and some of them want
tips. How tho dooce are you to tell
one fwom anothah? 1 dare eay we
shall meet some boundahs who make a
charge and want tips as well?

“That  yon wil,” grinned Tom
Merry; “and plenty of them. The



EVERY WEDNESDAY

best-known word in the Vrench lan-
guage is ‘ pourboire,” and that means o
tip—and they spring it on vou al every
turn.”

“Bai Jove! I shall have to Leep n
scpawate pocket for tips. T twust iy
governah will not forget (o ~end off the
cash to the hotel in Pawis by the first
poat.”

“We're moving ! excluimed Manners,

“Bai Jove!"

The Calais boat was in molion,
CHAPTER 8.
Crossing the Channel !

ATTY WYNN leaned hack in his
chair and clozed his eyes. "T'ho
fat Fourth Former of 8t Jdim's
would have given untold gold 10

be able to sleep then,  Bul sleep would
not visit his eycelida,

Arthur Augustus was
yell from Fatty Wynn as h

The best way to avoid sca-sickness is
to refuso robﬂr\lh‘ly to think upon the
subject.  This will put it off, even if it
docs not save you altogether,  Dut
Fatty Wynn simply could not help
thinking about it,

Tho dreadful vigion was hefore him
all the time, Dreadful vecolleciions of
his last trip to sca rose in his mind,

The other juniors were fecling very fit
as yel,

They vose from the seats, and walked
up and down the deck to keep them-
selves warm, as Che vessol glided away
from Dover Pior.

Tom Merry glanced round him with
eatisfaction,

I'here was o sense of adventure and
romance in travelling by night which is
lost in the glare of day, and to the
f'nnim'_'u mind it compeusated for  the
vssening of mateorial comfort,

#0his is jolly 1" said I'iggins.

“Ripping 1" said Kangavoo, “T don't
feel o bit fagged, either.  We had a
prelty good snooze in the train,”

“Wait till you get into the French
train,” grinned Lowther.

“0Oh, no good meeting troubles hali-
way |”

There was s deep groan in the gloom.
The juniors started.

“Bui Jove! What's that?”

It was Fatty Wynu.

e was leaning forward in his chair,
in a state of suffering compared with
which the tortures of the Inguisition
were a playful joke.

“Hallo, Fatty! Icel had®"”

“Giroo!”

“He's got it,” said Kerr, “Poor old
Fatty 1”

“(iroo !" )

“Let rome waler Tor him,™ said

- o

Figgins, “Hore, yon chap, you speak
LEnglish?  DBring some water.”

Jabber, jabber, jabber!

“Oh dear, it's a French ass, L'ean,”
anid Vigging=—"1'can, &'il vous plait,
pour mon ami==vous comprenes?”

“Oui, m'sicur "

The man brought a glass of water in
a fow scconds, and thoughtfully brought
n big tin basin, too. Fatty Wynn was
in a terrible state alrcady, and the
vessol was hardly on the sea yel.

Figgins tipped the man, and put the

glass to Fatty's lips. Fatty took a
littlo glllr. and gave Figgy a look of
thanks; he could not epeak. As a

novoelist would say, his feclings at that
moment were too deep for words.

“Bai Jove, this is wafl on IFatty!”
said +'Arcy. “The boat is beginnin' to
woll, too. I hope you fellows will be
able 1o stand it.”

“Worry over yourscld, old chap,’

»

said

11

Dlake kindly, “You'll 7.+ s«iretched on
the deck inside ten mintes,”

“Nothin' of the sort. deah boy, I'm a
pwetty good sailali. I am goin' to look
aftah you chaps.”

“I “don't think!” grinned Blake,
“What do you say, l)iF‘.’"

Dig did not say anything.

He sat down again, with a strange
look upon his face, and he did not ven-
ture to open his lips, apparently in
dread of some catastrophe if he did.

The boat was getting out into the sea,

and the sea was rolling a little. The
vessel rolled, too, and from various
parts of the deck came sounds of

suffering.
“Feel any bettah, Fatty, deah boy "
Groan!
“Does it hurt#”
Groan !
“8hall T pat you on the back?”

released br the Juniors and he staggered back against the table and sent it over. There was &
® pie was whisked away, and a terrific orash of breaking crockery on the floor,

(iroan !

“Bai Jove!”

“Let's walk up and down briskly,”
said Kangaroo. “'l'hat’'s tho dodge,
vou know. I wasn't sick on the voyage
from Australia to lLingland, after tﬁc

first day.’

“The Channel’'s worso than the
Pacifie, travellers  say,”  said  Tom
Merry doubtfully.

Groan |

“Poor old Fatty!”

Figgins and Kerr remained  with
their chum, Fatty Wynn rocked in his
chair. He would have pitched out of it

soveral times but for Figging' restrain-
ing hand.

“Think youw'd fcel better  below,
Fatty 1"
Groan |
“I've heard chaps say that lying

down in a bunk is good,” said Kerr.
I'ne Geyv Lisnany.—No. 1,554
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*You give more to the motion of the
tlup. you know,”

Groan !

“Poor old Fatty! Will you try down-
stairs? Don't try to speak—just nod
your head if youd like us to take you
down,” said Figgins,

Fatty ann feebly nodded his head.
He would have been willing to try any-
thing at that moment to cure the
terrible mal-de-mer, even to the extent
of jumping overboard,

Figgins and Kerr helped him to the
companionway, and with some difficulty
they navigated him downstairs into the
saloon,

Fatty collapsed upon a bunk in a
stato of anguish,

Fi‘%ginn sniffed savagely.

“My hat! Thoe placo is as stuffly as—

as the insido of—of a hat-box! ~ Owl
I‘nl?llt" at all those poor people—all
sic|

“ Blessed if I'm going to look,” said

orr, “Not much!”

“This is worse than the deck.”

“A jolly sight worse! You can't see
tho others there,”

“ Feel better, Fatty 1"

Groan |

“Like to go on deck again?”

Groan |
Figgins caught hold of the bunk, and
held on, .o sudden curious greenish
ln:% coming over his face.

ad 7 asked Kerr quickly.

“Oh, no,” said Fiigina haltingly ;
“I'm=I'm all right! I'm porfectly all
right. I'm never sca-sick, you know—
practically never! I—I'm all right
now.”

“Oh |” groaned Fatty.

“Like to go up.again?”

“Get mo out of this,
sake!” groancd Fatty,

“Right-ho! Lend mo a hand, Kerr.”

They navigated Fatty Wynn to the
stairs again, Figgins gave a sudden
lurch, and sat down on the lowest step.

“Oh1” groaned Figgins.

“Oh 1" groaned Fatty Wynn,

“Lend & hand, steward, will you?”
said Kerr.

Tho two sufferers were brought on
deck again, The keen, clear air of the
sen rovived them somewhat, and they
wero able to stagger to their chairs,

Digby was in anguish by this time,
and Blake and D'Arcy were sitting
down, Blake waa staring stonily before
him, without speaking, and an” expres.
sion was on his face which indicated an
iron resolution.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy's face was in
shadow, and could not be seen. But his
hat had been crushed once more by
bumping against somothing, and he had
not even attempted to restore its shape.

J“This is what comes of taking the
night boat,” said Kerr. “Blessed if I
haven’t a good mind to give I’Arcy
another bumping,”

D'Arey did not speak,

u vou hear, you frabjous burbler 7
" Ow l”

for mercy's

CHAPTER 9.

Land at Last!
AR out in the dark Channel the
Dover light shone. But the

juniors of 8t. Jim's were not look-

.ing at it. All excepting Kangaroo
were sitting in the deckchairs, or hang-
ing at the side, in.dumb misery. The
Cornstalk was feeling a little qualmy
himself, but he had not given in. There
were ma.nE J:maseugen on deck who
seemed to find life a weary burden, and
from below came occasional -sounds
which indicated that matters were no
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better there, and were probably a little
worse,

It was not what a sailorman would
call a rough night; but it was rough
enough to a landsman. Near Tom
Merry a man was sitting and drinking
coffee, and Tom wondered how he could
do it. A passenger—evidently a hard.
ened case—was smoking a cigar and
looking towards the Calais light in the
far distance, i

“Bai Jove |” said D’Arcy faintly.

“Oh dear!”

“Is land in sight yet?"

“Ow! Why did I ever como to sea "
groaned Fatty Wynn, “I was all right
on dry land! I must have been off m
rocker | To think that I might be safe
in bed at St, Jim’s now, if I'd have had
the sense of a rabbit, Oh dear!” And
Fatty alinost wept.

“Just our luck to choose a rough
night for a crossing I" groaned Dighy,

*This isn't a rough night,” =aid
Kangaroo. “This is calm|”

“Brepeper 1"

“You should have scen some of our
nights in the Pacific when I was coming.
over ir?lr.n Australin! Why—"

“Gweat 8cott! The time-tables put

This is the first time
the brakes have failed ! **

Half-a-crown has been awarded

 Lumme !

to R. Scott, 90,

Gopeland Road,
Qlasgow, 8.W.1.

this crossin’ at an hour and a quarter,
and we've been the best part of the
uight aboard alweady!"” _—

*About four or five hours, I think,
said Blake.

“Oh dear!” )

“Just over half an hour,” said Kan-
garoo, looking at his watch,

“Oh, pway don’t wot, deah boy

“It's the truth.” .

“1 wefuse to cwedit anythin' of the
sort. I have been suffewin’ for hours, 1
think I can seo the sun wisin’ I

“Poor old Gussy | The sun won't rise
till we'ro near Paris in the Nord
Express ! : .

“I am sure I can see a light in the
sky 1" ;

“My hat,” exclaimed Kangaroo,
looking round, “you're right! It's the
Calais light, not the sun, though ! .

“Then we must be near land,” said
I'iggins hopefully.

“'Well, getting near,” said Kangaroo,

The ship forged on. In the heart of
the Channel the water was rougher than
aver, The desultory talk died away.
Misery was too f"’“ for words. The
gight of the darkly heaving water, dim
in the gloom, made the passengers
shudder,  Wild thou&hu of a peaceful
resting-place deep down under that

IM
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heaving mass flashed into the mind of
Fatty Wynn, He was the acutest
sufforer. Ho smiled at the iden of its
being called heroism to face death at
ugp.? What was death compared with
this
“The liflxt's ﬁening nearer,” said
Kangaroo hopefully. “The water's get-
.""E smoother, too., Can't you notice
1

[
-

“Blessed if I can!” grunted Blake,
“They say these big boats don't roll;
but if this one isn’t rolling, I'll eat my
b Wal, 1 he b :

“Well, suppose the biggest one's
bound to roll a ﬂttle."

*This isn't rolling a little—it’s nearly
rolling over!” said Blake peevishly,
“I shouldn't be surprised to seo the
water coming over the side any second.
Blessed if I don’t write to the company
about it when we get ashore—I mean, if
we get ashore 1”

“Oh dear!”

" Blessed if T seo how you stand it,
Kangaroo I'"" said Tom Merry, “ Bul
I've heard that the feeblest constitutions
stand the sea better than strong ones!"

“Rot 1" said Kangaroo, .

“Well, it looks as if thero might he
something in it,” said Lowther. ‘' Why,
what's the matter with Australia?"

Kangaroo had made a sudden dive
for the rail,

“Poor old Kangy!
last 1"

“Bai Jove! Well, it's only fair, you
know 1"

The steamer forged on swiftly, bul
with what seemed terriblo slowness to
the passengers, Fatty Wynn had giver
up all resistance now, i]e had aban.
doned himself to the terrible malady,
and he sat like o ghastly statue, saying
no word, but every now and then emit.
ting & low, painful moan,

There was a noiso of quick footstops
on the deck; enilors passed to and fro.
Blake started up hopefully.

“That looks like Jand I'”

They turned their oyes towards in.
vizsible France. Lights glared at then
through the mth.. Many lights, gleam.
ing welcome, ‘The steamer was gotling
to her berth,

“Bai Jove, land at last!”

Arthur Augustus uttered those word:
as if they had been at sea in an open
boat for a couplo of weeks. The gleam.
ing lights of Calais gave new lifa to the
Juniors, Even Fatty Wynn *“bucked
up " for a moment,

“Ave wo getting in1” he murmured,

“Yes. Can’t you feel we're not roll.
ing now 1"

“Oh dear!”

Slowly the steamer moved in, Ther
was a loud hooth of sirens, to_an
accompaniment o hoarse  voices.
Glimpses of the shore, glimpses of
moving figures, glimmered in tho un.
cortain lights,

“Here we ave at last |”

}:‘auy ‘;\:’jvuu raised a ghastly face.
“Yeos, it's Calais|”

—_—

CHAPTER 10.

The Douane !
ALAIS at last |
The crusaing had taken aboul
an hour and a quarter, buf
passengers who were seasick foli
as if it were years and years.

As the ship became steady the juniors
quickly recovered from their inward
qualms, though they were left with ¢
gickly feeling for a time. Fatty Wynn
was the last to recover. Ho was_ stil
mumbling as he joined the crowd fo
the shore, The juniors collected up thei
hand .baggage, and saw their trunks ir

He's got it al
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the possession of three or four Trench-
moen, who carvied them off to the
Douane. .

They tramped ashore slowly with the
big erowd moving off the steamer, and
Tom Merry was cureful to keep the
porters in sight, The baggage was
slammed down upon a long counter,
whero sick and tired passengers were
waiting their turns for the Customs
officials to examine their effects,

There was an hour before tho expres:
started for Paris_to allow the kindly
attentions of the Douane officials, The
latter were quick, cheerful, and polite
for the most part. With the courtesy
natural to Frenchmen, they scemed
dosirous of giving as little trouble as
possible. .

The juniors, who wanted nothing o
much as a rest and somne hot coffeo after
tho crossing, stood about waiting in the
long, irregularly lighted roowm, crowded
with anxious "passengers, where the
oflicials, quick and ready as they were,
were hardly able to ‘deal with the
haggage as fast as the porters slammed
1t down before them,

"ho Customs officials, doubtless from
long experience, knew which passengers
required  looking after, and which
didn't. The examination of the juniors'
bags was very perfunctory, One or two
of them were opened, and @ hand was
thrust in, but the greater number wore
chalked  without being even opened.
I'he trunks, of course, took longer, but
even with them the delay was not at
all what the boys had expected.

**Vous n'avez rien a dectarer?”

“Non,”

That was the wsnal formula,

“Dono at last1” said Tom Morry,
with a sigh of relief, “They haven't
nsked us to pay anything, not even on
that coat of i”.?“"' Gussy,”

“Well, you have to pay on gramo-
phones, 1 %e]io\'e‘ and tractiou-engines,
and things, and .that coat of yours is
louder than a gramophone or a traciion-
engine.”’

“Woally, Tom Mewwy-——"

“Come on " said Bla.[)m. “Don't lozo
sight of the porters with tho trunks,
I'hey'll shove them into a train for the
North Pole if thcﬁ get a chance, They're
the same on both sides of the water,"

“Tarce, Parco?" asked one of the
porters.

“Yos; Paris-Nord.”

“Paree-Nor 1" said Figgins,

“Oui, oui, ouil”

“Liko a blessed guinen-?iﬁ. isn't he,
with his weo-weo-weo,” said Blake, “Go
uhead, old chap. I'm only saying that
yow'ro like a blessed ﬁmncn-pig. and
yon can’t understand., Marchez 1"

The man grinned, and carried on the
trank,  Blake had spoken with an
agreoable smile on his face, and the
man no doubt thought that the Knglish
Ind was paying him somo sort of a
compliment,

As the jluniora passed out of one of
tho great doors, the two Customs officers
on guard there=—onc on cither side of
the portal—dorted forward to look at
the bags, to make sure that they bore
the mark of the Douane,

‘Lhey had been darting forward like
that to examine bags cver sinco the
juniors had been there, and they looked
as if they were moved hy springs, and
I'iggy’s comparison to Tweedledum and
Twoedledee was not inappropriate.

“Vous n'avos rien?”

““}{llnn, messieurs,” sald Tom Merry
alitely.

1 have, though,” said Dlake. *“J'ai
=1 moan, je I'ai.”

“Iih, monsiedr! Vous avez—"

“Oui; j'ai faim,” said Dlake, *J'ai

E T T T
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OFF! [

Lowther.

Hallo, Everybody !

“ I imagine the Ouse is the
slowest viver and the Tyme the
tiniest,”’ writes o reader. 1Wye
so ¥

Mr., Linton tells us that the
cuckoo leaves the sunny forests of
Afrien for England once a yenr.
No wonder it is called a cuckoo !

“ Jockeys Thrown ny
Frightened IHorses,” runs «
headline. They're off !

Mosquitoes prefor fair ekin, writes
a scientist.  ‘They not only like it, =
they can lump it | £

Mpr. Rateliff isn’t such a bad =
sport, afier all. I smwe him give =
his hat fifty yavds start the other =
day bejore he began to chase it. =

When the floods wore up recentlyr 2
Farmer Brown marked his haystack =
with o buoy. Tho fanher's buoy ! =

“ I saw o man at Brightsea
play the piano with his nose ! L
declares Reilly., That's nothing.
I've seen a man fiddling with
his moustache.

Then thore was the fellow who,
oing to the headmaster to be
irched, asked if ho could have
o loonl anmsthetic beforo the
infliction,

Grimes, the village grocer’s
assistant, has wmodelled o
ervicket fleld in butter. Some
of the fleldsmen's fingers look
very realistio.

A girl reador asks if it is a good
thing to treat her faco with il
before retiring to bed. Oily to
bed and oily to riso, I should
think,

It is given lo few of us, says
a writer, to awaken and find
ourselves famous. DMost of us
find ourselves famous and then
walke up !

As the judgo said to tho bogus
fortuno  tollor:  *“ Haroun al
Raschid, I can seo thirty days in
a cell for you!"

Story : ** Take this gun and
watch | "' snapped the sergeant.
“ Yessir ! " veplicd the reorunit,
taking the gun. ** But where's
the watch ¢ "

Scots story ¢ Banay went to visit
his friend Mao at his new homo.
He was made welecome, but was
surprised to seo all tho wallpaper
fustened only with tacks, * What's
the idea of not sticking {our wall.
paper, Mao 1" he asked. * Och,
mon 1" roplied Mao. * Yo didna
think I was staying hore all my
life, did yo 1"

Well, T must be off now, as
the fly said when he alighted on
a hot stove !

Chin chin, chaps !

T T T T T T R T T R R TR TR
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goif. Do vou tax hunger and thiest in
this blessed country?  Because if you
do, you'd better pile it on me.”

Tweedledum and ‘L'weedledee looked
decidedly puzzled, They did not uuder-
stand the Inghsh part of Blake's re-
marks, and his telling them that he was
hungry and thirsty only puzzled thew,

“Jo non comprends pas, monsicur,"
said Tweedledum,

“Comprong be blowed !” said Blake,
“I'm hungry. J'ai faim—I have hunger,
as vou say in your blessed French, Ou
cst le blessed bulfet?”

Tom Merry dragged Blake on, leavin
the Frenchmen  pozzled and  amazed,
They looked at each other significantly,
and” Twecdledum tapped his forehead,
and Tweedledee nodded solemnly, 1t
was guite plain to them that the English
were mad.

“You a=s, come on!” said Tom
Merry.  “What do you think Fatty
Wynan will be like if he docsn’t get w
square meal before he gets into the
Paris train®"

“I eny, I'm feeling peckish,” eaid
Fatty Wynn.  "Curious how n chap
gots over sea-sickiess as goon as he gefs
on dry land. It scems like a dream. Wao
ought really to have stood it a bit better,
you know,"”

“Ha, ha!
terra firma."”

“Yes, I suppose so, Nover mind;
I'm awfully hungry. Here's the buffer,
If you fellows will bag the seats, I'll go
in and order supper for ten.”

“Good 1

And while Tom Merry & Co. *“bagged
the scats "—literally, for they eaptured
them by slamming the bags down pon
thom—Iatty Wyun entered the station
buffet, and ordeved supper, and he did
not err upon the sidy of stinting.

It's easy to say that on

- —

CHAPTER 11.
Gussy Sheds His Coat !

ATTY WYNN was quile himselt
again when they sat down to
supper.  In fact, that terrible
mal-de-mer  scemed  to have

freshened him  up, and made him
capable of more than usual efforts,

The juniors sat at three little tablea
in a row, and the tables wero well
laden. The garcon in attendance was
very attentive,

Fatty Wynn's orders had been gener-
ous; and French waiters expect tips in
exact proportions to the amount of the
bill. The longer the hilI' the bigger
the tip, 8o Fatty Wynn's orders de-
lighted the heart of the garcon.

Cold chicken, ham and beef dis
appeared rapidly before the hungry
juniors.  "They were all hungry, all
ready to distinguish themselves in the
gastronomic line. And the viands were
good. Fatty Wynn had ordered from
beginning to cnd, but every now and
then he glanced at the mcnu . and
jerked out a fresh order, and the
garcon wos kept busy coming and
going.

“J;::lly good!” said Dlake, “Car-
ng!"’

“Msicur.”
“Donnez moi le blessed salt,”

“Eh, bien, m'sicur! Lo=lc—le
blesscy———*'
“Le scl #'il vous plait,” grinned

Kerr,
“Oh, I haven't Eot into the way of
it yet!” said Blake. “Never mind,
What's in a name, so long ae Ivt:vu et
the salt? This chicken 1s all right,
garsong.”
“Oui, oui, m'sieur.”
Tue CGem Lispary.—No. 1,554,
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“Cood old guinon-pig! Any more
ham knocking about 7"

“Here you are!” said Digby. I
say, take care, you kmow; these gar-
gongs at the seaports often know a bit
of English., They pick it up from the
travellers,.

“Oh, this cha
said, Blake.
to him.”

“Bai Jove, it's a safah course only
to say polite things, deal boy!”

“Rats!  Besides, I am polite. If
you say I'm not polite, Gussy, I shall
bo under the painful necessity of inter-
rupting the Procccdingn by giving you
a thick ear.’

“T should uttahly wefuse—""

“Popper this way,”” said Manners,

“Certainly, deah boy.”

“Any frogs on the menu asked
Blake, who was determined to keep on,
if only to show his confidence that the
garcon did not understand any English.
“1 don’t think a French menu is quite
complete without them., Have you any
frogs, garsong?”

*“Jo ne comprends pas, m'sicur.”

“There you are, Dig; T told you he
didn't comprong,” said Blake triumph-
antly. *You could ask him where he
dug up his face, and he wouldn't do
anything but grin and say, ‘ Je ne com-
rong pah.” It's all right. Dy the way,
've heard that they sometimes stew
suails  in

" this say,
garsong I’

“8hut up, Blake "

“Rats! Garsongl”

‘“ M'sieur.”’

“Do you make fricasse of snails on
this side of the Channel ?” asked Dlake,
with a bland smile,

doesn’t understand !
ow could say anything

Gy

country. 1

“Ah, non, non!" said the garcon,
with an equally bland grin, *Mon-
sicur is quite safe.”

And he turned away with empty
plates.

His last remark had been made in
cxcellent English, and Blake turned
scarlet. The juniors simply roared.

“Bai Jove ! gasped D'Avcy. “I wo-
gard that as wathah funnay! You arve
quite safe, Blake, deah boy.”-

“Oh, cheeso itl"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you cackling at?"”

“Ha, ha, hal M’sicur is quite
safo 1 yolled Figfinu. “Oh };lukc,
fancy giving the blessed Frenchman an
opening like that! Ha, ha, hal”

“Look here, you New Ilouse ass—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Blake glowered, IMTe had indeed
made an ass of himself, and he could
not deny it. The garcon had scored,
and scored well, though at tho risk of
his tip.  Arthur Augustus wagged a
warning forefinger at Blake.

“Listen to me, Blake, dcah boy."”

“Oh, go and eat coke!"

“T wefuse to do anythin® of the sort.
You have tweated the garcon with
gweat wudeness, 1 considah that you
owe ]limlm: apology.’”

8 1

“Rat
“I put it o the fellows,” said
D'Arcy, looking round. “You have

made insultin’ wemarks to the garcon.
1t would serve you wight if he slangoed
you back again. You thought he could
not understand, but he must have
understood.”

*“He said he didn't.”

“Pewwaps he understood some, and
not the west, then. Anyway, you have
tweated him with wudeneszs, and you
owe him an apology. I appeal to the
fellows.”

“Gussy's right,”” said Tom Merry.

Tue Gem Lisniry.—No. 1,554,

“I recommend Blake to
apologise, and be more
careful in future.”

“0Oh, cheese it 1"

“He is comin' back now,”
said D'Arcy, with dignity.
“If you do not do the
pwopah thing, Blake, I
ghall be unable to considah
you any longah in the
Yight of ‘a fwicnd.”

A("\!H lll

“1 decline to be addwessed
as an ass. Weally——"

“Here he is,” said Tam
Merry, “Seriously, Blake,
you must have hurt that
chap's feelings, and you
ought to tell him you're
s01TY.

Blake did not reply. o

THE GEM LIB

had a short inward struggle,
and then he turned to the
waiter, who came up with
his usual cheerful expres-
sion,

“T1 say, gavsong!”

“ M'sieur 1

“1 was only joking just
now, you know., T didn't
think i‘ml understood.  Any-
way, I'm sorry for what I
said, Boavvy?

The garcon nodded,

*“Oui, m'sicur, je com-
»r o nds,  parfaitement,
M'sicur is very good.”

“1 wegard you as havin’
done the pwopah thing,
Blake.”

“Oh, go and cat coco-
nuts "

“Weally, Blake—"

“What docs that Dblessed
hell mean?” asked Iatty
Wynn, looking up from his
tenth plate,

“Time to sheer off.”

“I haven't finished my supper.
only beginning.”

“Better have the express kept back,
then,” said Blake sarcastically. * Shall
I run and hang on the engine?”

“Well, T haven't finished. T supposo
1 can take something in the train,
though,”

“Tuke the whole blessed buffet, and
the garcon, too,” advised Lowther,
Fatty Wynn did not go quite as far

that, but he mado up a quite
respectably sized parcel to take with
him. Tho juniors left the buffet. The
“addition ' came to a figure that made
even IDP’Arcy open his eyes, and the
garcon’s ‘““‘pourboire ™ was very con-
siderable; but that did not aflect
Fatty Wynn, He was happy. Ile had
had one feed, and was just going to
have another, And what more was
required to make anybody happy?

The juniors poured out of the buffet.

D'Avey, with his remarkable coat,
was not sorry to get out of the light.
That coat was making a sensation
wherever it appeared. It was so much
too big for D'Arcy that he stumbled
about in it, and he had to gather qu
the skirts in his hand to walk with
safety. The train was not starting yot.
As the juniors came out, a couplo of
Frenchmen were talking near the
entrance of the buffet, and ID'Arcy
caught the word “habit,”

The swell of 8t. Jim's turned pink.

“Did you hear that, Blake, dealh
hoy ?”

“Eh, what?”

“They were wemarkin’ on my coat.”

“1 thouqht they were tnlkil;}g about
an abbey,” enid Blake indifferently.
“I'm sure T caught the word ahbey.”’

I'm

as

“ Monsleur !
‘" Bai Jove ! ' gasped Arthur Augustus.

Monsiour ! ' exclaimed the port_“'.

“The Fweneh word [or coal is pwo-
nouneced abboy.'”

“Oh, is it? Well, T told yon that
that cont would muke a sensation on
this side of the water,” grinned Blake,
“Of course, they haven't scen anything
lika it before.”

“1 considah that you boundahs wera
wottin' when you let me buy this coal.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 can eee no cauzo for wibald
langhtah, The worst of it is that 1
cannot get wid of it now, I weally do
not desire (o entah the Pawis hotel in
this coat |”

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“[t was vewy warm on tha heat,”
remarked ID’Avey.  “That's all wight.
But it is o howwah to look at, and i
docan’t fit mo now as it did when 1
twied it on in tho shop in tho Stwand.”

“You sghould do your shopping
at more approprinto times, Guesy, and
perhaps you wouldn’t_bo rotted on the
subject 1" remarked Kangaroo,

“T wegard you as n sct of woitahs!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 ghall use a wug in the fwain,
and leave this coat heve,” said Y Arey.
“1 am goin’ to thwow the wotten thing
away !’

“Well, it’s about the hest thing you
can do with it!” agreedd Tom Merry,
“Buck up ! The train will be starting I

There was a platform seat near tho
buffet  entrance,  Avthnr  Auvgustus
strolled to it and sat down, and guietly
slipped off his coat thore. 1o let i6
fall upon the seat beside him.  Blake
leaned out of tho envriage door,

“Clomo on, Gussy "

“Wight you are, deah hoy 1" |

D'Arey ran for the train, leaving the
coat on tho seat, e Mattered himsclf
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the carringe Just as the train was about to start.
o wanted to get rid of was on the man’s arm !

that he had got vid of it without
attracting attention,

“That's all wight!” he remarked, as
hoe jumped in, “I'vo left the heastly
thing on the seat. If I ovah buy a
weady-madao coat again, Blake, I sﬁnll
not take your advice I

“THa, ha, ha!”

' Monsiour 1"

It was a yell from the platform. The
engine was snorting—tho train  was
about to start. A porter tore up to
the earriage, and jumped on the stop.
D’Arcy gasped. '.f‘lm loud check coat
was on the man's arm.

*Monsiour ! Monsicur !

“Bai Jove |”

“Ila, ha, ha!" roared Tom Merry.
“Ho's found your coat; he thinks yon
forgot it, and left it on the scat.”

YT won't take it!”

“You must, asa! Tip him 1"

“1 wefuse |l "

“Paon’t ho stingy,

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—'

“The man’s trying to sorve
Thia is French politencss. Give
a five-frane pieco.”

“T wegard it as wolten |

Tho porter was beaming, ITe ovi-
dently thought he had dono something
very uscful and gratifying in bringing
hack the eont the English lad had for-
golten on the scat. Tt would have been
cruel to undeecive him; orv, rather, im-
possible  to  make him understand.
YArvey took the eont, and placed a
five-frane picce in the man's pali,

“Thank you vewy much!" he said,
with an effort, **Mevei=merei I

* Ah, merei, monsicur I

The train was already moving, carry-
ing tho porter along on the step of
the carriage.  Ile jumped off (o the

T
Gusey 1"

,
you,
him

p)///;;(‘!"l‘bl“
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platform, and touched his
cap to the chums as the
train rolled out of Calais-
Maritime Station.

Arthur  Augustus looked
at the coat, and finally
donned it, and sat down.
As he had to take it with
him, he thought he might as
well have the benefit of it.
And it was cold in tho
frain. The juniors wrapped
themselves in coats  and
rugs, settled on tho cushions
as best they could, and pre-
yared to “stick out ™ the
jonrney to Paris,

“I'm feeling sleepy 1 said

T TFatiy lenu, relinquishing

i his attack upon his pro-

| visions al last.

i i “Go  hon!”  eaid  Tom

[ JH Mevry, “You sirprise me!

b It's only one o’clock in the
| | morning.”

i “Well, T'm going to
sleep.”
And  ihe  New  Houso

junior closed his evea, and
noddad off,

“Can’t do betler,” said
Blake.  “Iere's  another,
Not much chance to see the
country hore, either. DBlack
as your hat1”

“Wo could have seen it if
wae had como by tho day
hoat " growled Kangaroo.
"Suppom wo bump Gussy
now 1"

“Woeally, Kangawoo—"

“It would have been dark
hy tho time we got to
Calais, I oxpect,” said Tom
Merry, with a shake of the
head,  “Never mind, we'll
sco it going back, if there's
anything to sco, I'm going
to explore the Land of Nod just now!”

And he closed his oyes.

“Bai Jovel Wo shall be in Pawis hy
dawn I” Arthur Augustus remarked. “ T
shall leave this coat in tho twain, I
wegard you as a set of wottahs for
havin’ let mo buy such a feahful thing !
By tho way, my young hwothah Waﬁy
hosn't turned up!  When wo loft 8t.
Jim’s, ho vowed he would como to
Pawis, too!”

“Ia's a beggar for check” gaid
Blake, “Of course, the Hoad wouldn't
let a kid like that come.  Ho wouldn't
let you eome, if we weren't herve to look
after you "

* Weally, Blake—"

“ Good-night 1"

“I wegard that wemark—"

“Giroo!”

And Jack Blake went to sleep,

The Nord Expresa rushed on through
the dim night. The juniora were goon
all asleop, though they woke up cvery
now and then, by fits and starts, to find
that tho night was still black, and the
train still rushing on.

There were soveral stops, and some-
times thoy woke, and somectimes they
didn’t. They were not afraid of being
carvied past  their destination,  The
(Giare du Nord at Paris was the terminus
of the line.

Arvthur Augustng slept soundly for a
great distanee. The swell of 8t. Jim's
would have been shocked if he counld
liave scen himself as he slept.  The
crossing of the Channel and tho night
travelling had left its mark on him,
Ilis eollar was soiled, his necktio awry,
his elothes ruflled and rompled, oven his
hair was not tidy. Tho hideous check
coat was the finishing touchs The other

It
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juniors all looked mueh the same, except
for the coat.

The train jerked and banged, and
D’Arcy awoke.

“Bai Jovo! Is this Pawis?”

The train had stopped, and the lighta
of a station gleamed at the windows.
Arthur Augustus put his head out.
porter looked at him,

“Ta this Pawis, deah boy?”

Tho man mumbled something, in
which the word “comprends” was tho
only ono distinguishable.

“Bai Jove! Sowwy, deah boy: I for-
got you didn’t speak English! Est il
Pawec?”

“Croil,” said tho man,

“Bai Jove! I've nevah heard of if,
but I supposo it isn’t Pawis. Thank you
vewy much—JI mean, merei beancoup 1"

And D'Arey sat down again.

The train restarted with a banging of
doors, but Arthur Augustus did not feel
inclined for moro sleep. 1o took oun
hia pocket-mirror, and oxamined hie
face, and gave a start,

“Bai Jove, I do look a sight! I shall
have to get a clean-up somchow beforo
wo get to Pawis I

1o poked Tom Merry in tho ribs.
The hero of the S8hell gave a grunt.

“I say, Tom Mewwy 1"

“Groo-ooh I”

“Tom Mewwy, deah boy 1”

"\;urooh! "Tain’t rising-belll Shure
rap 1”

“But T want to speak to youw, deah
}my 1” gaid Arthur Augustus, shaking
him.

Tom Merry camo with a jump out of
the land of dreams.

“Eh, what? Is it Paris?"

“No, Wo havo just passed Creil. I
don’t know whero that is, but wo have
just passed it, deah boy. I want a olean-
up before wo get to Pawis. I couldn’t
wuihly pwosent mysolf in the Wue do

ivoli in this stato!”

Tom Merry glared.

“Do you moan to say that you havo
woke mo up to tell” mo that, you
dangerous lunatic?”

“I wefuse to bo chawactewised as a
dangewouns lunatic 1”

“You—you frabjous ass!”

“I should ba sowwy to commenco a
holiday in Pawis by givin' you a feahful
thwashin’, Tom Mewwy, so pway do not
pwovoke moe! I want to know if 1 can
get a wash on the twain.”

“Of course you can, idiot 1"

“Woally, Tom Mowwy—"

“8hut up, and let mo get to sleop 1"

“But where can I get tho wash, deah

hny?" .

“Down the corridor, of course, you
silly ass!”

And Tom Merry
again.

“Bai Jove! Quile wight! I ought
weally to have thought of that!”
remarked Arthur Augustus, and ho went
along tho corridor ol"llm train,

1Toc was feeling so dirty and discom-
posed by night travelling that he felt
that a wash would be a boon and a
blessing.  Naturally, he had not. yet
caught on to French customs, or he
would have avoided that door as ho
might have avoided the mouth of a

closed his eyes

an,
o Bai Jove! Here wo are!”

o opened the door. Ho caught ono
glimpse of a young lady calmly combing
out her back hair, and then he shut the
door and fled. . . .

Ho rogained his carriage with crimson
checks. Tom Moerry blinked at him
slecpily.
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“Hallo! You've been quick! Had
your wash already?”

“N-n-no, deah {ioy i

“Aren’t you going to have it?”

“N-n-nol On segond thoughts I have
deéided to wait till we get to the hotel
ih Pawis ¥

And Arthur Augustus =at down, and
hid his pink face behind the folds of his
famous coat.

CHAPTER 12.
The Coat Again!

ARIS I
P It was Figgins who shouted

out the word, shaking the

J}:mlorl till he woke them. All

of them had been soundly asleep when

the train stopped in the Nord Station in

Paris, and only Figgins had awakened.
He had promptly awakencd the others.

“Paria?” said Tom Merry, rubbing his

eyes, “Good I”

“Bai Jove! Pawis at last !”

“Well, here we aro again!” eaid
Blake “Hand those bags down! You

can look after the trunks, Merry, while
I look after Gussy 1”

“Weally, Blake—"

They jumped out of the train.
and ortmanteaux and rugs
umbrellas were borne out, an
tioned among them.

Dags
and
appor-
Tom Merry IcERm(l

after the ftrunks. Arthur Augustus
looked anxions.
“Blake; deah boy—"

“Can you carry another bag, Gussy?”

“I hava one in each hand alweady,
deah boy 1"

“8o you have! Never mind; earry
this umbrella in your teeth, will you?”

“I wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort !”

“Then 1 shall have to put it under
my arm. I hope this is not the begin-
ning of the end, Gussy. T can’t have you
refusing to do obliging things all tho
while we're in Paris |”

“ Weally, you know—"

“This way ! I want some coffce

“And 1 want some grub |” said Fatty
Wynn, “I1've never heard it remarked
upon that the air of this country gives
-ou an appetite, but I find it does. 1
cel jolly 'l’mngry ”

“You don’t need a change of air for
that, Fatty.”

“Of course, I've been fasting a lot
owing to the travelling—"

“Ha, ha ) Fasting for about an hour,
1 supposc?”

“Well, I'm jolly hungry now, anyway !
I think I'll make for the hotel here. I
suppose there is one? You'll find me
there |”

And Fatty Wynn ambled off.

“1 say, Blake, deah boy, how do you
think I took?”

“A regular sight "

“ Weally—"

“You'd better shove that coat back
into the carriage. It was a joke, but I
think you've ecarried the joke far
enough |” grinned Blake.

“PBai Jove! Yaas, wathah!”

Arthur Augustus stepped into the car-
riage and stripped off the objectionable
coat, and threw it upon thc seat. Ho
nterped out again with a great sense of
rellef,

“Bai Jove, that's all wight! I shall
nevnhj sco the feahful thing again,

P

“Shall we bweakfast here, or get on

Iy

"

to the hotel?” asked Figzins, “It's
jolly early, and I don't feel wvery
hungry.”

“More. scedy than hungry!” said
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Lowther. “Night travelling does tell on
a chap 1" .
“Yaas, wathah! I fcel quite dirty
and wuffled 17
“You look it, too!”

“We must manage to gat a clean-up
somchow,” said D'Arcy. *“I cannot pwe-
sent myself to the Pawis public in this
messy state | That is vewy important,
We can get cleaned while Fatty Wynn
is gorgin', and then all start togethah!”

“Good wheeze 1”

And indeed a good waszh and general
clean up at the station did work wonders
with the juniors. and made them feel
fresh, Then Figgins hunted Fatty
Wynn out of the Euﬂ'ut, and dragged
him off alnest by main force. Fatty
Wynn protested pathetically, but Fig-
gins wis adamant,

“You can get enough at the Bte.
CGenevieve,” he said. “ No timo to waste

Special
Announcement
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collected the necessary six tokens.
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now. Mr. Fawcett will be expecting us,
too. We wired from London to say that
we were coming by this train.”

“Yes, but—"

““Oh, come on |”

“I'm hungry.”

“Rats! Get a move on!”

And Fatty had to go. Tom Merry
was outside, signalling to a taxicab.
One, of course, was not enough for the
rarty. Three were called up, and the
uggage was piled into them, and the
juniors followed,

Tom Merry was the last to enter, and
he had his foot on the step when an
excited man in uniform rushed out of
the station and stopped him

“M'sieur | M'sieur!”

“ Hallo " ) .

The Frenchman jabbered rapldl{mm
his own tongue. Tom Merry could both

THE GEM LIBRARY—EVERY WEDNESDAY

speale and understand French at 8t

im's, but French at this rate, and in
the colloguial stylo, was too much for
him. He hardly followed a word.

“I suppose it's another pourboire,”
said Blake, from the next taxi. “Give
him five francs.”

“Well, I lurpnm‘ that's what it is."

“Yaas, wathah 1”

“Hero you are,” said Tom Merry,
holding out a five-frane piece to the
man,

The Frenchman staved at it Dlankle,

“Non, non, non, non, non!"” he eaid
volubly.

“My hat,” said Kangaroo, “he wanta
more | Porhaps he's somo giddy officor
or other, by his uniform! Do they tip
officers here, I wonder?”

“Of course not !”

“Tewwaps he's a guard, or n shuntah,
or somethin',” said D'Arvey, “It's vewy
hard to tell the diffewence between one
I"'wenchman and another when they're in
uniform.”

“Make it ten france, Tommy.”

“All right.”

Tom selected a second fivo-frane picce
and held it out. The man gazed at it in
amazement,

‘“Non, non, non, non !"”

“Make it a fiver!” sid Towtler,
“Tor goodness' sake let's get off—all
Paris is collecting here alrendy 1"

All Paris was not collecting, but a
goodly erowd gathered round, looking
on with curiosity. Every membor of it
began to join in the explanation, making
confusion worse confounded.

“I want to be off I” yelled Tom Merry,
“Je parte— vous savez?”

““Non, non, non! Vous nttendez 1"

“Bai Jove! He's talking about tongs
now 1”

“He's telling us to wait,” gnid Kerr,

“We're not going to wait ! It ean'’t be
anything to do with the Customs, and
we haven't broken any laws—yet I”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Knock him down 1" sajd IMiggins.

“Bai Jove, that would be wathah
wuff | The chap may be twyin' to do
us o servico of some sort, for all wo
know 1”

“Never mind |
let’s be off.”

“Ah!”  exclaimed

Knock him down, and

the TIrenchman,

waving both hands, and then pointing to

a porter who was emerging from tho
station, “C'est la 1”

“8ay what?” said Blake.

Tom Merry looked at the porter and
yelled. The man had the famous check
coat over his arm. The gentleman in
uniform had evidently rushed forth to
stop the chums whilo their property was
restored to them.

D'Arcy's face was a study as he looked
at the famous coat. IHe had fancied
that he had seen the last of it when he
left it in the empty railway-carriage, but
ilyat, coat was evidently destined to haunt
him,

“Gweat Scott! It's the coat1”

The man who had detained them
beamed.

The porter came up with a great air
of importance, and the crowd alf beamed
as much as the man in uniform.

They were all evidently glad to sce the
lost property restored to these young
LEnglishmen.

“Gweat Beott 1” said D’Arcy again,

“Take it, for goodness’ sake, Gussy "
gaid Blake., “Bury it somewhera
quictly later on!  We shall nover get
away if you try to explain "

D'Arcy took the coat, e thanked the
porter in his best French, and gave him
a ten-franc piceo.

(Continued on page 18))



Let the Editor be your pal.
Drop him a line to-day,
addressing your letters:
The Editor, The GE M,
Fleetway House, Farring-
don Street, London, E.CA4.

The Editor’s Chair

ALLO, chums! How do you like
the first story of the Christinas
series? Great, isn't it? When
tho office-boy had rcad it he

said he felt that he had been really
travelling with Tom Merry & Co. on
that exciting journey to Paris—a tribute
to Martin Chfford’s convincini; writing
—and that he was sorry to leave the
cheery 8t. Jim's chums at the end of
the yarn. He added that he was cager
to read the second story of their further
adventures in the French capital, And
I feel sure that his words reflect the
opinion of GEM readers, and that you
are all looking forward to next
Wodnesday's ripping story. It's called:

“GUSSY IN GAY PAREE!”

As you can judge by the title, Avthur
Augustus plays a prominent part. The
one-and-only ia mnever backward in
coming forward, and his humorous ex-
pericnces in Paris nro a never-ending
sourco of amusement to the 8t. Jim's
chums, From the moment tho juniors
loave their hotel on a sightsceing tour,
Gussy finds himself in all sorts of
humorous situations—hamorous to every-
one, that is, but Guesy! And then, to

add to his troubles, lis minor, Wally,
the scamp of the Third, turns up in
Paris—and proceeds to lead his irate
m?ur o rare danco,
ou can never bo dull with the
8t. Jim’s juniors, and travelling with
them on their tour of the principal
sights of gay Parco will provide you
with many hours of happy entertain-
ment, Don’t forget to join up with
them again next weck,
tTlmn, too, you mustn’t miss the result
ol

“ THE GREAT CHRISTMAS PUDDING
COMPETITION ! "

at Greyfriars. The amateur cooks of the
Remove aro all very keen to win the
prize—some of them too keen. Among
the latter are Bob Cherry, Nugent, and
Bunter. Bob  Cherry favours more
butter in Study No. 1's Christinas
pudding, Nugent plumps for extra’peel,
whilo Bunter sticks out for (reacle, As
all their suggestions are (urned down,
each junior aﬁdn in seeret the ingredient
he favours. What the pudding will
tasto like remains to be seen. But it
really looks as if it'a another case of
too many cooks spoiling the pudding!

You'll enjoy another long laugh when
you read this nimrk]ing yarn.

Monty Lowther and the 8t Jim’'s
Rhymester are both in tip-top form
again next week, and four more illus-
trated jokes round off the number.
Don't forgot that carly order, chums!

A FAST-SELLING FAVOURITE.

Present  figures  show  that  the
“IToliday Annual "—that great favour-
ite with all school-story lovers—is selliny
faster than ever this year, Personal
recommendation is the best form of
advertisement, and undoubtedly word is
being passed round that tho school
stories in the “H.A.” aro the best it
has ever containgd, So I advise veaders
who want this popular Anbual to get it
carly; otherwise, some of you ma
disappointed—and it's too good o
to bo missed,

Before T sign off T must tell you that
I shall have some important news ior
readers in a fortnight’s time—that is, in
tho Christmas number of the CEM.
Wateh out !

All the best, chumes!

THE EDITOR.
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The man in uniform lifted his hat
and bowed. He scemed too lofty a

erson to tip, so D'Arcy raised his
Entorad topper and/bowed in return.

Tho Frenchman bowed again, and
D'Arey bowed again, and then he
thought it had gone far cnough—but, no,
the gentleman in uniform made a third
bow, and D'Arey had to make a third
one,

How long it would have gone on it
was impossible to say, but Blake stopped
it by seizing D'Arcy and forcibly throw-
ing him into the ncarest taxi.  The
crowd gave a yell of laughter, in which
the uniformed gentleman joined, and the
‘taxios drove off from the Gare du Nord,

Arthur Augustus struggled to his feet.
Dlake was not in the same taxi, so the
swell of 8t. Jim's could not immediately
wreak his vengeance.

——

CHAPTER 13.
The Arrival,

T was the first sight of Paris for tho
juniors, and, fatigued as they were
by the night travelling, they
revived as they looked about them

from the taxicabs, It was bright and
full morning, though the hour was yet
carly, Offices and ehops, wore closed,
but the streets were alrcady nssuming a
lively appearance, Had the juniors
known Paris better, they could have had
their luggage sent from the station, and
taken the underground railway to the
Rue de Rivoli at about a fiftieth part of
the present cost.. But they were new to
tho cupital of the universe—and, besides,
they were not sorry to calch as carly o
sight of the great city as possible.

The Gare du Nord was left behind,
and the taxies drove along the secem-
ingly endless Rue do Lafayette—a strect
named after a romantic figure in

French history. The juniors looked
about them with interest.  They were
not simple enough to assume the

manners of old travellers, often assumed
by weck-end trippers, which do not
deceive the most casual observer. Paris
was new to them, and they could not
Imumbly have disguised the fact if they
rad tried,

From the Rue Lafayette they turned
through part of the Rue Laflitte into the
Boulovard des Italiens, and canght sight
of tho grand building of the Opera on
their right, as they drove on towards the

aco de la Concorde.

Arthur Augustus turncd his eyeglaes
upon tho Opera House,

“Bai Jove, that's a fine buildin’ I” he
remarked. “I wondah what it is? I
ni(. dwivah, what's that buildin'? Oh,
I forgot | Cocher—— Is it ‘ cocher,” or
* cochon,” Kerr?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I fail to see any causc for laughtah !
1 =ay, coohon 1" gaid D'Arcy.

The man glared round at him, His
look rather startled D'Arcy.

“Coclion 1”

The driver of the taxi murmured

things in unintelligible French, but tho
furious expression of his face showed
that he was not paying compliments.

Arthur Augustus gazed at him
wonder,

“What's the mattah with him, Tom
Mewwy? He appears to be exeited
about somethin’ 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Attendez, cochon!”

“Hold on, you asz!" gurgled Kerr.
“Cochon means pig, and it's a big
insult here |”

“Bai Jove!”
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“A driver is a giddy cocher |”

“There is vewy {iltle diffewence.
Howevah, speak to him and explain, I
don’t want the silly ass to think 1 was
callin’ him a pig!”

Kerr poured out a volley of French at
the taxi-driver, who grinned in restored

good-humour as the 8cottish junior
explained.
“Is it all wight?” said DAvey
anxiously,

“Yes,” grinned Kerr, “it's all g'iqht i
“Ask him what that buildin’ is."
“It's the Opera.”

D'Arcy turned his monocle upon it
again, . )

“Bai Jove ! It's wathah more imposin’
than our Opewah in Covent Garden!”
he remarked, “A vewy fine buildin’
indeed !”

Through the Boulevard des Capucines
they reached the place of the Madelene,
and they looked with great interest at
that imposing edifice.

Then, crossing the Ruc St. Ionore,
they went down the Rue Royale to the
Place de la Concorde.

And in that famous Place they looked
about them with interest, not unmixed
with awe,

For in the handsome Place, surrounded
now by splendid buildings, ornamented
and well kept, many terrible scenes had
been unnclo({. In the Reign of Terror it
had been called the Place de la
Revolution, and daily the grim tumbrils
had brought thither the batches of
prisoners o be devourcd by the unresting
guillotine,

In 1871 the victorious Germans had
camped theve after the sicge of Paris;
and in the same yecar, in the terrible
strugglo of the Commune, it had been
the scene of fearful struggles between
tho unfertunate Commumists and thoe
Government troops.

The end of the Rue Royale had been
barricaded then, and the despairing
Communists had held the barricaded
Rue against the swarming troops in the

Place, and tho fighting had been
do:‘pcrutu.
Tom Merry remombered the history of

the Place, and he looked about him, but
it was hard to realise that this peaceful
and beautiful place had been the scene
of such fearful Eghl,iug and carnage.

“Bai  Jovel That looks like
Cleopatra's Needlo!” remarked Arthur
Augustus I’Arcy, with o nod towards
the famous obelisk in the Place,

“It's a twin to it,” said Tom Merry.
“It came from Eg:vpt. like the one on
the Embankment. They were a pair at
the gates of a. temple in Ef”ﬂ’ 1
bﬂlil::‘(‘. some odd thousands of years

“Bai Jove ”

“Hallo, here's the Rue de Riveli,”
said Kerr, looking round and sccing the
namo of the strect.

*Good 17

“Bai Jove! I shall not be sowwy (o
get to the hotel and got some sleep,”
said Arthur Augustus, with a portentous
yawn. ‘“Upon the whole, deal boys, 1
think I shall go to bed first thing at the
hotel, and not get up till the aftah-
noon."”

Tom Merry laughed.

“T think we shall all want to do that,"”
he romarked. .

“I think we ought to have a bit ol
a feed first,” remarked Fatty Wynn.
“ Nothing like laying a good foundation,
you know.”

“Good old Fatty!”

“Well, I must think of my health, I
lmlim;',a I lost weight on that rotlen

at.

“Ha, ha! I've no doubt you did.”
“I shall make up for it in Paris; and
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T get extra hungry in this November
weather, somehow,”

“Wue de Wivoli,” said D’Arey, "I
suppose we shall be thore in a few
minutes now?"”

“I don’t know, I've heard that the
Rue de Rivoli is one of the longest streets
in_the world.” . .

Kerr looked about him with keen eyes.

“Wo haven't come the shortost way
from the Gare du Nord,” he said, *This
chap turned to the left into the Rivoli.
He could have got into it before,”

“Ha, hat I suppose it's no good ex-
pecting him to take short cuts to save
strangers the fare,”

“They jolly well won't take any long
culs with me when 1 know Paris a little
better ! said Kerr emphaticodly,

“Hallo! That’s a fino buildin'! ls
that our hotel, Tom Mewwy?"”’

“No, ass! 'That's the Louvre,”

“The Louvre! Bai Jove!”

. D'Arcy turned his eyeglass with great
interest upon the mass of splendid
buildings, part of which formed the
oncient palace of the Kings of France
in the old days when kings were, and
barricades wore not.

“It's a giddy museum now,” said
Kerr.

I suppose wo'd bettah look at it one
day,” said D'Avey. “A Fwenchman in
London always goes {o  the Bwitish
Museumn, o it is only fair to go to the

Louvre, Howwid bore, goin’ to
museums,”

Yes, wather! But it's one of the
sights,’

“There's a Venus of Milo, or o Milo
of \'onua] in there—1 forget which,” said
Fatty Wynn, looking round. 1 ve-
member o chap telling me.  It's got o
leg, or anarm, or a head, or something

missing."”
“Go hon!”
“Hallo! Is that the hotel?”

Tom Merry loolked.
“Hotel Bte, Genevieve,
“Opposite the Louvre,
“Yaas, wathah!”

The taxi-cabs stopped and disgorged
their burdens,  Willing  hotel porters
sallied forth to take tho baggage into the
building, A little gentleman who was
walking up and down on the baleony
looked down into the slreet and hurried
down in time to meet the juniors in the
hotel vestibule,

“My dear lads!"”

“Uncle Frank!”

That's it!"
Good !"

CHAPTER 14.
Kerr Interprets !

NCOLE  FRANK  grecled  the

juniors of 8t Jim's very warmly.

If he had been the uncle of

themn all he could not have been

more pleased to sce the party arrive
at the Hotel Sainte Genevieve,

He shook hands with them all round,
and then shook hands again, while an
admiring circle of persons gathered to
see this touching display by an Xnglich-
man.

“But yon must be feeling dreadfully
fagged alter the night  treain,’”” said
Uncle Frank. *What you want now is a
good, sound slecp.”

“Yans, wathah, deal boy—I mean
deah sir 1V

It was true, Most of the juniors were
almost closing their cyes as they «lood,
Fatty Wynn was leaning against a pillar,
and had already nodded off,

“What possessed _you o by
nighti” asked Mr. Fawcett.

“Ahem ! You sce sir g

“Gussy lost the train.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——

travel
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Before Arthur Augustus could guess what the
the water streamed over the swell of 8t. Jim's !

“We gave him a jolly good bumping
for it, eir.”

“1 did not exactly loso the fwain,
giry I stayed behind to do a littlo
shoppin’, and the other fellows natuwally
folt a little nervous about goin’ on
ulono—""

" Oh, cheese it, Gussy 1"
"1 wefuse to cheeso it.
i# entitled to an explanation,

“What about somothing to cat beforo
vou get to bedt” asked Unele Frank.

“Bed, please I said Tomn Merry.

“Yee, rather !

“In the ecires.,, I considah bed the
pwopah capah, sir.”
~ “Then como up,” said Uncle Frank.
“Your rooms are ready. I have two
Jarge bed-rooms for you, opening into
one another,

110 moved away towards the 1ift. There
was a bell at the side of it, with the word
* Ascenseur ” inseribed upon it, and M.
Fawcett pressed the bell.

A man in uniform appeared from
nowhere,

Ilo made gesticulations to show that
lie wauted to get through the juniors
to Ahe lift apartment, but Arthur
Augnstus was in his way, and Arthur
Augustus had chosen that moment Lo
polish his eyeglass,

“I'way don't push against me, deah
hoy 1” he remavked. *“You can't come
thwough this way. Twy the othah door.”

“ Asconseur—ascenseur I’ reiterated
the man in uniform.

““Bai Jove! Certainly not!”

Tho man_jabbered and gesticulated

“Gweat Scott 1" said D‘chy in amaze-
ment,  “Fancy a chap coming into a
hotel like this to do a song turn |”

“What are you drivelling about?”
asked Blake.

“1 decline to have my wemarkas
chawactewised as dwivellin’, deah hoy’."'!

“Why don't you let the man pass?

Mr. I"awc’glt

J

“Oow! Yowl

“Weo don't want him to sing here.”

“Sing?’ howled Kerr.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Ho docsn’t want to sing, ass! Ho
wants to work the lift, duffer®”

“Nothin’' of the sort! Ile wants to
sing a song.”

“You frabjous ass! What put that
idea into your head?” demanded Tom
Merry. .

“I decline to he called a fwabjous
ass, Tho man said so himeself. There he
is, sayin' it m;milr'n song, sir! Can't
vou hear him?"”

“* Ascenseur !
wildly.

“Coertainly not | Goand sing =omewhere
else. Give him a tip, Kerr, and tell him
in Fwench that we dJon’t want him to
sing.”

“Ha, ha, ha!1” shricked Kerr.

“What are yon cackling at, Kerr?”

“You axs! 'I'ho chap is saying
¢ ascenseur '—lift—don’t  you under-
stand? He izn't singing o =ong, sir!
Ha, ha, ha!”

“Do yon mean to say they call a lift
a songsir in Pawis?”’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Let the liftman pass,””
Frank.

“Pai Jove! I'm sowwy, deah boy! ]
wegarded you as a sort of stweet per-
formah,” said Avthur Augustus,

“0Oh, Gusey, Gussy! You'll bhe
death of mol” murmured 1iggins.

“Weally, Figgins L

“Please got into the lift,” said Mr
IFaweett,

“Certainly, sir.”

The juniors crowded into the lift, and
it whirred up to tho second floor of the
hotel. Thero were endless floors above,
but they did not explore the extent of
them. Their rooms were on the second
oor.

They streamed out of the lift.

vepeated  the  liftman

said Uncle

the

.‘walhr wae going to do, the man hiid up-ended the jug above hie head, and
QGroo ! '’ gasped
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'Aroy.

Mr. Fawcett had a suite of rooms, and
one of tho boys' windows looked out
over the Rue de Rivoli and the Louvre
across the way. Tom Merry rlunch out
of the window. He could catch a glimpso
of the endless trallic below, and could see
the morning sun glinting on the gilded
tops of the Louvre railingas. .

They lgoked round their rooms with
much satisfaction,

“1.say, this is jolly, sir!” said Tom
Merry. " You are awfully good to look
after us liko this!"

*“Yaas, wathah!"

“ Like giddy home!” said Kangaroo.
“My hat! How comfy the beds look!
I sllngll sleep like a blessed humming-
top

g Yaas, wathah; and fortunately we
haven’t yet any acquaintances in Pawis
to come and disturb us.”

“You ure a little mistaken there,
D’Avey,” said Mr. Fawcott. *There
have already been three callers for

you.

D'Arcy lifted his eyeglass upon the
old gontleman in surprise.

o E‘or me, sir?"”

“Yes. I showed them Tom’s telegrain,
however, and they will call agamn.”

“Bai Jove! 1 suppoee it's some of
the governah's fwiends have discovahed
I'm comin’ to Pawis  Was there any-
body fwom the Bwitish Embassy, sir 1"

“Oh, no 1" :

“1 pwesume they left their cards,
lll‘f"

“(Certainly—er,; their names, at all
events. One was Monsieur DBerthiet,
shoemaker.”

“Oh, bai Jove! 1 winhed to thein
you know, fwom London, to mect e

ere, us I have wun out of all sorts of
things I wequire for a stay in Pawis
I forgot to wiah aFain that I was comin
by a latah twain."

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,554,
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“Ha, ha, ha!"

“There 15 nothin' to laugh at, deah
boy! 1"

“The second caller was M. Charpen-
tior, tailor,”

“Yaas, bai Jove!”

“The third man was M, Dicquart,
hatter,"”

“CGweat Scott 1"

“They will all call again.”

“1 twust they will give mo a chance

to get to sleep first,” said Arthur
Augugtus, "1 am as sleepy as—as
anythin'."”

“Well, have a good sleep and join me
at lunch—dejeuner, they call it here,”
enid Mr. Fawcett.  “If you require
anythirig, touch the bell, and the garcon
who attends to this floor will get any-
thing for you,”

“Thank you, sir.”

And Mr. Fawcett retired and left tho
juniors to their own devices, Arthur
Augustus I)'Arcy sat on a bed and began
to take off his shoes. The luggage had
been already piled in the rooms.

* Bai Jove, E do want a sleep! Will
vou unpack my box, Tom Mewwy, and
get out my pyjamas?  You will find
them at the bottom of the biggest

“Will you unpack my box, Dig?”

''No foar !”

“I say, Blake, will yon—"

“Why don't you unpack it yourself,
you lazy asst"

“T'mn takin’ my shoes off.” )

“My pyjamas are in my bag,” said
Towther.  “ Yours would be if you had
tho senso of a grasshopper, Gussy 1"

“Pway wing the bell, Tom Mewwy.”

‘Do you want the garcon?"

“Yans, wathah!”

Tom Merry touched the bell, and an
elderly wan with a perpetual smile
appeared at the door. Arthur Augustus
looked at him.

*Vous etes garcon ?” he demanded.

“ (i, oui, m'sien !’

“Pway unpack my box, deah boy, and
donnez moi my giddy pyjamas!” said
D’Arey, throwing a bunch of keys
towards the box. **Bai Jove, that garcon
doesn’t understand yet. I spoke in plain
English,  Speak to him in Fwench,
Kerr I”

“ Ceortainly !"

Kerr babbled away in French, D'Arcy
slid off the bed and began to peel off
his clothes, The garcon looked amazod,
but he did as he was bid. Ho crossed
to one of the washstands, took a jug of
water, and crossed over to D'Arcy.

Before the swell of 8t. Jim's could
guess what he was going to do, he had
inverted the jug, and the water was
streaming all over the elegant junior.

D'Arcy gave a gasp and collapsed
upon the floor,

CHAPTER 15.
Disturbing for Gussy !
“ W! Yow! Wow! Groo!”
Such were the remarks of
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. The
other juniors stared blankly at
the garcon. Kerr seemed to be going
into_convulsions,
“Bai Jove! Ow!"
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“The man's mad!” gasped Tom
Merry. “'What has he done that for?”
The garcon smiled cheerfully and
quitted the room. D'Aroy staggered to
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his feel, and
speechless,

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Kerr.

“You—ryou ass 1" gasped I'i gins. the
truth dawning upon him. "E\hnt did
you tell the garcon "

‘““Ha, ha, ha|"

“You wottah!” shrieked D'Arey.
“You were tellin’ him to pour the
beastly watali ovah me instead of to
unlock my twunk!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

D’Arcy hurled his dripping jacket and
waistcoat to the floor and rushed at
Kerr. Kerr promptly dodged round one
of the beds.

streaming  with  water,

“Stop!” shricked D'Arcy. “I am
goin’ to thwash you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Here, hold on, Gussy—-"

“I wefuse to hold on! I wegard

Kerr as a beast. I am goin' to give him
a feahful thwashin'!”

“1Ia, ha, hat'

Arthur Augustug dashed in pursuit of
Kerr, leaving a trail of water wherever
he went. The Bceottish junior dodged
him round the beds.

The rest of the party roared.

“You should do your own jabbering,
Gussy,” enid Tom Merry, with tears of
mirth in his eyes. “And you shouldn’t
be such a slacker as not to unpack your
own trunk, It serves you right.”

“I decline to admit anythin' of the
sort, Tom Mowwy 1"

“Oh, be quiet now; I'm going to
bed 1"

“I'm _sowwy, but I shall have to
thwash Kerr before we go to bed !”

*Checse it!"

“I decline to cheese it !”

Fatty Wynn had already turned in,
only half-undressed, and was Alou|ln'nq
like n top. Kerr dodged over his bed,
jumping clear, and Arthur Augustus
made a bound after him. HHe fell short,
caught a foot in the counterpane, and
sprawled across I'atty Wynn.

“Ow!l” ho gasped as he plumped
down,

The shock awoke I'atty at once. Ile
squirmed round, with the weight of the

swell of 8t Jim's upon him, and
gasped in angry astonizshunent,
“Hallo! Wharrer marrer? I-—how-—

who—you ass!"”

Ho laid lold of D'Arcy with both
hands.

“Hold on, deah boy! I—I mean,
leggo ! It was quite an accident 1"

“You've woke me up!" roaved Fatty
Wynn,  “I'll=I'll gquash you! Lend
a hand, Kerr will you, and we'll
squash the idiot 1”

“1 decline to—ow—ow 1"

“With pleasure!” said Kerr, and he
,[n'omptl_v seizod Cussy's ankles, while
‘atty had o loving cimbrace round his
neek,

The swell of 8t. Jim's struggled
furiously, but he could not escape with
a tenacious enemy at either end of him,

“Ow!l TLeggo! DP'way welease me!”

he gasped.
“i’luke it pax, then,” raid Kere.
“Ow! Yaas, wathah! I'll make it

pax 1"
! “That's all very well,” enid TFatty
Wynn indignantly; *“but he woke mo
up. Blessed if T make it pax! Bquazh
him 1"

“ Weleaze me )

Kerr lot go and D'Arey jerked himself
away from Fatty Wynn, He stood up.
dishevelled, and glared at the Scoltish
junior,

“1 shall not thwash you, Kerr, as I
have made it pux—"

“Bo still, my heart 1" murmured Kerr
theatrically ; and the juniors yolled.

“PBut I wegard you as a beast 1"

“1 call that ungrateful, n[lvr_dgolling
a shower-bath for nothing,” said Kerr,

"
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“Have you any more orders for me to
tranelato to the giddy garcon?”

Arthur Augustus deigned no reply to
this question,

Ho opened his box and dragged out
the contents, and found his pyjamas,
and then he stripped and towelfod off
tho  effects of the shower-bath and
tumbled into bed. The others wero all
in by that time.

‘Day was rising over Paris, and tho
city was awnkening to new life, but they
Jdid not_feel inclined for anything but
sleop, In o very few minutes they wero
in the land of dreams,  Arvthur Augustus
D'Avey was sunk in  slumber  and
dreeanung that he was chasing Kerr up
and down the School House at 8t. Jim’a
with a water-jug, when he was suddenly
awakenod, lo opened  his eyea and
foond the sccond-Hoor garcon at his
hedside,

“Yaw-aw !” said 1D'Arey.

“Pardon, m'sienr—"

“Pway elear away!
mean, F'm westin’ 1"

“Pardon, m'sicur—=""

“"Wats |”

“Mais, monsiciy——""

“Bai Jovo! Can't you let a fellow
wlone?”  howled  Avthur  Angustus,
oxasperated.  “Can't you seo that I'm
tired 7—jo suis fatigue.  Bunkez-vous 17

) Mais "

The garcon held out a ecard and
1'Arvey looked at it, 1t hore tho name
“M. Picguart,” and in the corner was
the word *“Chapeaux.”

*Bai Jove, tho hatter! Tell him {o
call  this  aftahnoon—to-mowwow—any
timo!l I'm asleep! Chuek him out!
Chuck yourself out! Go and die some-
where 1"

And D'Arcy turned his head on the
pillow,

“Pardonnez moi, m'sieur!” A fat
littlo man had followed the garcon into
the room. *“Je suie M. Piequart—""

“Pway call another time, deah boy

“Pardon, jo ne comprends pasg——"

“Bunkez vous—cleawez vous out!l”
sajd Avthur Augustus sleepily. “ Apwos-
midi—to-morrow—demain—cut off |'

And he went to sleep,

The hatter and the garcon oxchanged
glances, and then, shrugging their
shoulders, they left the room.

D’Arcy slept peacefully for about ten
minutes,

Then a  touch from 1{he garcon
intervupted him once more, and he
opened  his weary oyes. The other
juniors were slecping on peacefully,

“Bai Jove! It that you again, you
howwid beast?”

“M'sicur—"

“(io away! Taisez-vous—zhut up 1"’

“Jn antre, mongieur——"

CIGHT him 1

Ihe garcon thrust a card under
D Arey's noge, It bore the name
“Jacques Chavpentier,” and the legend
“Puillour.”

Avthur Angustus groaned in spirit.
Ilis sing were finding him out in the
shapo of theso worthy gentlemen, who
disd not mean to lose their orders.

YAy only hat! Ii's the blossed tailor !
Tell him to como again pwesently,”

“ M'sieur 1

*ell him (o relurnez-vous this apwes-
midi 17 said D' Arvey, half asleep and
wholly enrvaged.  “'T'ell him I'll give
him o thick ear if he doesn't holt.
Havvy1”

Y M sieur t?

1" Arey sat up in bed and grabhoed the
pillow. "The gareon made a spring for
the door and vanished,

The swell of S, Jim’s settled down in
hedd again, A eleepy voice was heard
from Tom Merry's hed,

“What's all that blesaod row abont 72"

“It's a wotlen ot of uses wowwyin'

I'm asleep—1

"

1‘!)”}] Ul .“"MM];”

s

“Ha, ha, hal Throw In the
towel ! He's found my ticklish
.p.'l"

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to L. Wood y Wilbert Lane,
Boverley, E, Yorks.

a chap !” said D'Arcy. “ All your fault,
Tom lu.w“-)‘, for-—for missin’ the twain
in London.’

“Oh, go to sleep !”

Arthur Augustus took that excellent
advico. Ile was fast asleep when tho
garcon—looking a little uncasy—re-
entered_the room a quarter of an hour
later with another business card.

“AMsieur 1"

D'Arcy came out of a drcam of 8t
Jim’s, Ho started up in fory.

‘“Bai Jove! You again!”

“ M'siour—"" .

“PBai Jove! I'll bwain you!”

I’Arcy glared at the card the garcon
held out appealingly. It hore ihe namo
and style of Monsieur Berthier, shoe-
maker, Monsicur Berthier was peeping
round the door.

“Get out]” roared Arthur Augustus,

“ M siour—"" .

D'Arcy jumped out of bed, pillow in
Liand. The garcon fled, and bumped
Monsiour Berthier over in the passago
as he slammed the door, i

“Bai Jove! I'll squash that chap if
he comes in here again!” murmured
D'Are

Y. i .

o turned in and went to sleep againg
but he slept with one car open, The
door of the room cautiously opened
about ten minutes later and the garcon
looked in. e came eantiously m, but
the slight sound he made awakened the
itritated swell of 8t. Jim's,

Arthur Augustus closed his grip wpon
the pillow, and suddenly sat up 1 bed,

“Bai Jove! You woltah !”

The garcan made a dive for the door,
but the junior was quicker. The pillow
flew through the air, and it smoto the
garcon on the back of the head.

With a wild yell he disappeared
through the open doorway,

Tho door slammed, and the swell of
8t Jim's gave a chucklo and tmned
over (o go to sleep, undisturbed this
time.

- ———

CHAPTER 16,
The First Letter From Home !
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“One o'clock.” .

“My hat! Time wo were upl!”

“Yes, I think ro, if you are going
to lunch with me,” said Uncle I‘Brank.
*“You have had a good rest, and you
can go to bed carly to-night” *

Heo gave Arthur Augustus a gentlo
shake,  D’Arcy’s eyes opened.

“Bai Jove! Is that you again, you
wolten beast 1"

Uncle Frank gave a jump.

m DIArcy 1

“Gweat Seott! I—I didn’t know it
was you, sir! I tlmngllt it was that
beastly garcon again,” said  Arihur
Augustus, rubbing his eyes. “I beg
your pardon, sir.

Unele Frank langhed.

“Very good. Better get up now.”

“Cortainly, =ir.”

The juniors turned out. Fatty Wynn
was the only one who was not willing
to rise, and he was helped out with tho
utmost kindness by Blake, who poured
some cold water over him in case he
ghould still be aslecp. Strange to say,
this kindness only drvew lorid threats
from Fatty Wyun.

“Wao'll feel betier for a sleep, any-
way,” said Tom Merry as he sponged
himself down in cold water, recklessly

splashing rey in spite of  his
rotests, “I belicve I'm getting ready
or a meal, too.”

“What-ho ! said Fatty Wynn

“Yaas, wathah!”

Tho juniors completed their toilet,
The sound sleep had refreshed them
after the night travelling, and if they
did not feel quite as fit as usual, still
they were quite fit enough to cnjoy
themselves,

They desconded to the dining-room,
where they found Uncle Frank and a
substantial lunch.  Outsido the windows,
crowds were passing up and down the
Rue do Riveli. Over the way loonted
up the Louvre,

“Bai Jove!" zaid Arthur Augusius
1»'Arey, as he sat down. *I am weally
feelin’ vewy fit, deah boys! T wathah
think wo shall enjoy our holiday in
Pawis, you know,”

“What-ho!”  said  Tem  Meiry.
“Hallo, here's a lotier from somebody,
for somebody !

“1 twust it is not fwom one of those
twoublesome wottahs—""

“It's for you, anyway.”

A waiter brought the leiter on a
salver. It bore the name and address—
Arthur Augustus 1V’Arvey, Hotel Ste.
(Genevieve, Ruo de Rivoli, aris, It
bore also a twopenny-halfpenny stamp
and an  English postmark. = I'Arcy
started as he saw the handwriting.

“Bai Jove 1"

“What's the row?”

“It's from Wally 1"

“Your giddy minor! Tell
nows,”

Arvthur Augustus opened the Jetter, Ty
contained but a fow linea,

“Doar CGussy,—Did you ihink you
had dodged me, cocky?  Joining you
in Paris! Your affectionate minor,

“Wany,"

(Next Wednesday : “GUSSY IN GV
PAREE!" Look out for this sparkiling
long story dealing with the humorous
and exciling adventures of the St
Jim’s clhuons in Pavis, Order gour
GEM carly.)

us the

HE juniora slept on till midday,
when Mr

Fawcett

looked  info
their rooms to eall
them, Tom  Merry
awakened as he
came i, inon bright
and ehecrful mood,

mouthly.
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GETTING AN INCREDIENT FOR THEIR CHRISTMAS PUDDING LANDS HARRY
WHARTON AND BOB CHERRY IN SERIOUS TROUBLE!

THE GREAT CHRISTMAS
PUDDING COMPETITION!

On the Ice!

" REEZING, by jingo!”
DBob Cherry spoko gleefully
as he looked out into the
Close at Groyfrinrs in the
keen, crisp November morning. Frost
was hard on the panes, aund icicles
glistened everywhere in tho rays of the
morning sun.

Bob looked at the icicles and the
frozen puddles in the Close, and then
dashed indoors for his skates. He
bumnped sright into Harry Wharton, who
Was eommq out into the Close to get a
breath of fresh air beforo breakfast.

Wharton sat down on the mat, and
Bob Chorry staggered and then ran on.

“Borry I" he gasped, and disappeared
up the stairs.

‘Harry Wharton
blankly,

Bob Cherry went up tho stairs threo
at & time, and met Hurrco Jamset
Itam_Bingh on the landing. He loft
the Nal of Bhanipur in a sitling
position, and ran on to Study No. 1.
'here ivas o sudden exclamation as he
ontered.

A fat junior in spectaclea was stand-
ing at the cupboard, iuut about to open
the door. It was Billy Bunter of tho
Remove, no doubt looking for what ho
called a snack before breakfast.

Bob Cherry made for the cupboard.
snd Bunter snapped the door shut and
placed his back against it hastily.

“I say, Cherry—"

“Eh? Get out of the way, Bunty 1"

v here—"

“Assl I want to open the cupboard

dooi; )
“Yes, I know you do, but it won't do,
Cherty. Just wait a minute.”

herry stared in amazement at
the fat junior. Why DBunter should
want to pfevent him from gq.-um;i his
skates out of tho cupboard ho could not
imagine. ) y

“Off your rocker " he asked. “What
are you driving at? Let me get at that
cupboard, you duffer, before I put you
over on your neck "

“0h, really, Cherry il’s mean to cut
in like this, lhinkini that you would
be before me! You know as well as I
do that there’s only two saveloys left
from yesterday, and-—"

Bob” Cherry burst into a roar.

“You utter ass. do you think I'in
after your saveloys?” "he exclaimed,
“My skates are in the cupboard, and
I want them.”

“Ol, I ecol” said Billy Bunter, look-
ing greatly relieved. “It’s all right,
Cherry, if it's only your skates you
want. I thought—"

“Nover mind what you thought—
open the door!”

Bunter opened the cupboard door, and
Bob Cherry sorted out his skates, and
ran out of the study with them clink-
ing! over his arm. ;

urree Jamset Ram Singh was stand-
ing on the hnding, dusting down his
trousers. _Ile looked rather cxpres-
sively at Bob Cherry as the junior came
hurrying by again.

“Is this the playful japefulness, my
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Saturday in our companion paper,
the * Magnet."')
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worthy chum?” he asked. "“The dust-
fulness of my csteemed trousers is
great, and I inclinefully think that the
punchfulness of your august fat head
would be terrific !”

“8orry, Inky!” said Bob genially.
“T was in a hurry, you know, and
was bound to upset nny silly ass who
got in my way. I left somebody on
the mat downstairs, I believe. It's
freezing.”

“I am aware of that feelfully,” said
the nabob, with a shiver. “The winter-
ful climate of your estcemed country is
coldfully wuncomfy (o a native of
India.”

“Come out and skato and get warm.”

“That is & wheezy good idea, and I
shall be honourably pleased to—"

But Bob Cherry was already flying
downstairs, He grinned at Harry
Wharton in the doorway.

“(et your skates and come on out!”

T T T T

No fellow is keener on the Remove
Christmas pudding competition
than Billy Bunter. But it's not
the prize that attracts him—it's
the prospect of eating the pud-
dings at the ond of the contest!/

TR

he exclaimed.  “Tho Sark will be
frozen as hard as a rock, and we can
have a nplpm%z time before breakfast.”
“Good dea [”

Bob Chierry went eliding along tho
imth across the Close and disappeared.
t was less than five minutes' walk to
the Sark—the deep, wide river that ran
within sight of the school. But closer
than Groyfriars to the stream was Ilerr
Rosenblawm's Fovoign Academy, and a
babel of voices in French and German
warned Bob Cherry as he approached
that Herr Rosenblauni’s pupils were
already out on the ice.
Bob Cherry came out on the bank of
the Sark. The ,strcam, that sang
merrily  through “the rushes in the
summer-time, was silent now under a
erust of ico, glistening in  the sun.
Whether the ice was thick enough to be
quite safc was o thought that never
entered the Lead of the impulsive Bob.

Besides, some little way down the
river, opposite the red brick walls of
the new academy, the crowd of French
and German boys were already disport-
ing themselvea.

Some of themn had skates, but most of
them were sliding, and both skaters and
sliders seemed to think it casier to
slide on their backs tlian on their feet,

Dob  Cherry looked at thom anu
grinned, and sat down on the banlk . to
put on his skates,  Bob was a good
skater, and he was revelling in the
prospect of & run on the frozen Sark,

Heo rose and stepped out on tho ice,
It was firm and hard, though over on
the other side by tho willows it did not
look so safe. As tho Greyfrinrs junior
slid out on the ice, there was o shout
from the academy crowd, = They hal
sighted him, aund the old warfare
between the two schools woke at once,

“Ach |” shouted Fritz Hoffman, “'I'nt
ve goes for him, ain’t it?"”

“Zut is corrcct|” exclaimed Adolphe

I Moeunier,

. Bob Cherry's actions wero indecd &
little provoking, 1le came down to-
wards tho aliens with a rush, and went
right through them like an arrow, In
vain the foreign juniors buzzed round
the experienced skater.  Me oluded
them with scarcely an effort, and, after
cutting a  figure oight through the
crowd, whizzed off again, A yell of
wrath followed him.

Bob Cherry reached the bank again,
and found Harry Wharton and Nugent
putting on their skates there.

“Come on!” shouted Bob. “This is

ripping fun”
P‘%Vlfim coming "
In a few seconds the chums of the
Greyfriars Hemove were on the ico.
“What price clearing the lot off tho
ico 1” suggested Harry Wharton.
“Good wheezo!” “grinned Nugent,
“I beliove we could do it "
“Right-ho " exclaimed Bob. * Lock
arme and rush 'em|”

And the three gluniorn formed up in
a row, Iarry in the middle with n good

rip on both Cherry end Nugent, and
they charged in line,

“Hurrah " shouted Bob Cherry.
:'Lntm up, Greyfriars! Sock it to
em [”

The tliree skaters quickly gathered

speed. With excited shricks, the aliens
rushed to meet them, many of them
slipping and falling over in their haste.
Yells and shrieks rent the air, as the
Greyfriars juniors charged into their
rivals “bxﬂmﬁ"' alien after alien wilh
shoulder or elbow, or in full tilt. The
ice was covered with fallen formsa, and
tho uproar was incessant and deafen-
ing.
“0Oh, my hat 1" exclaimed Bob Choerry
at last, nearly doubled up with laughter.
“I can't stand thisa! My ribs will go.
Let's cut 1"

Harry Wharton looked
langhing.

There was hardly an alien standing,
and the victory of the Greyfriars trio
was pretty complete,

“Come on, then,” he said. “I funcy
Hoffimann & Co. have had ncarly
cnough.”

And the laughing trio skated back to
their own landing-place. Fritz Hoffman
sat up on the ico and stared after them
ruefully.

“Ach I” he murmured. “1I tink tat it
vas an earthquake tat strike me, and
den I tink tat it vas dem pounders, ain't
it! Ach! Mecin ponesl”

round,
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CE-SKATING, PUDDING-MAKING, FUN AND ADVENTURE ARE THE HIGHLIGHTS OF
THIS RIPPING YARN OF THE CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS.

“Ciel I” groaned Adolphe Meunier,
It is zat zo rottairs are practice viz e
ates, and zat ve are not, mes amis,
zzervise, vo lick zem hollow 1"

And the aliens crawled off the ice.

A Lesson for the Nabob !
HARRY WHARTON and Dhis

chums came in glowing from
their run on the ice. The frecz-
ing of the Sark was an event at
reyfriars. Most of the juniors were
cnters, and, at all events, they could

ide.

Billy Bunter was almest (he only
dlow in the Remove who did not hail
10 freezing Sark with delight. He had
ther things to think of. That morning
gere wus a deep shado of thought on
18 plump countonance, which his study-
wntes in Study No. 1 wero not slow to
otice.

“Bome new wheeze, I suppose?” said
lob  Cherry, as Billy Bunter camo
ywards them in the Close after break-
ast,  “ Lucky 1'm stony.”

“1 say, you fellows—"
“Ilalfo, hallo, hallo, Bunty!
-ant to come skating with us?”
“No, I don't, Cherry. The excreise is
po violent for me, and, besides, I
aven't any skatos, What 1 was going
o say is, 1've been disappointed about

.goal.nl ordor—"

ob Cherry looked very thoughtful.
“I fancy {'vo heard something liko
hat bofore,” ho said. *“Have you over
card Bunter make that remark before
ow, Nugont?”

“Yos, I think
imes.”

“QOh, really, Nugent! But, as I was
oing to say, if you fellows would liko
o come into the Christinas pudding
ompetition——"

“The which?”

«Of course, you don’t know anything
\bout it yot. 1 aume.m you know that
 competition in making Christmas pud-
lings is o good old wheeze, and there’s
ots of fun in it. A lot of fellows, you
mow, make Christmas puddings, and the
yest one takes the cako—the prize, you
cnotv.”

“The wheezy
[{urrco Singh.

“Ag a matter of fact, Russcll and Des-
mond are both in the idea,” went on
Bunter, “and they'd like us to come
into it—"

“Then it isn’t your wheeze at all?”

“«Woll, it's my wheeze as far. as Study
No. 1 is concerned, You sce, tho beauty
of a competition like this is that there's
thae puddings to cat at tho finish.”

“What kind of prizc is there?” asked
Bob Cherry.

“Well, T was thinking of your pocket-
knife—you know, the one with three
hlades and tho corkscrew and file and
serowdrivor—"

“Lht”

“0r else Nugent’s hike-lamp, Lots of
follows have admired that, and it would
bo a popular prize.”

“ \‘Kwh 1"

You

so—about a million

idea is good,” said

“Or, if you wixh {0 do the thing in
decent style, there's Wharton's bieyele.
1 daro say his uncle will-be getting him
a new ono in the spring, and, anyway,
it would make a valuablo prize.”

Wharton glared at the generous
Bunter,

“Let me eateh you pulting up my
bieycle as a prize, that's all ! ho said.

“Well, if you fellows arc going to be

mean about it, all I can think of is
Inky's set of ivory chess, I know
they're valuable enough.”

“Tho knowfulness of our ecsteemed
Bunterful chum is great, but if he
maddles with my chess, the thick-earful-
ness will be terrifie !

“Well, I dare say some othor prize
can bo thought of,” said Bunter., “I
forgot for the moment how sclfish you
chapa are at times. Perhaps all the
competitors can club together to make
up o prize. But tho great point to be
remembered is, that the more fellows
who enter the competition the more
puddings there will be to cat at the
finish, Even the puddings that don’t
get the prize will be all right to eat, you
know.”

“Well, we might think of it,” said
Bob Cherry. “I'm going skating now.”

“But, I say, you fellows—"

But the fellows were gone. DBunter
Dlinked after them disconsolately.

The chums of the Remove hurried on
to the viver. Thero was time for a run
on the ice before morning chapel. - Des-
mond, Russell, Bulstrode, and a good
many more of the Remove were there,
besides Temple, Dabney & Co., and
olthers of the Upper Fourth.
“Harry Wharton, Nugent, and Bob
Cherry soon had their skates on, but
Hurrco Jamset Ram Singh required
assistance, and Bob Cherry helped him.
The Ilindu junior was not a skator,
having, of course, had few, if any,
opportunities for practising in his native
liome in Bhanipur.

“Keep your giddy legs still 1” grunted
B.Db Ulm!‘r)’. as the nabob, supported on
cither side by Harry Wharton and

Hurree Singh, unable to stop himeelf,
a fearful yell,
Hindu junior ',IPI‘“'!'MI over him,

with

steam engine, and the prefect,
in the reeds, with the

Nugent, lurched on the skato that waa
alveady fastened on.

“The giddifulness of the logs is tore
rific,” purred the nabeb distressfully,
“The aLuh's seem {o desire wishfully to
walk away by themselves”

“Keep your feot close.”

The nabob dragged his straying feot
clase, and jammed Bob Cherry’s hand
between them.  The Removito gave o
roar.

“Put your feet apart, you chump!”

“Tho unreazonablencss of the worthy
Cherry is—"

“Terrifie,” grinmed Nugent.
mind, Bob; go on!"”

“He's smashed my fingers1”

“Don't worry over a trifle.

you finished yet?”
“Yes,” grunied Bob Cherry, rising.
And the next time I put skatea on
Inky you can use my head for a foot-
ball 1

“The woodenfulness of the footbal
would be huriful to the worthy toes,"”
purred the nabob.

“Why, you Inky asg——"

“llold on!” roared Nugent. “Wait
till wo get you on the ice, Inky. You
can’t skate in two directions, cither 1"

“It is my worthy foot that scck to

“Never

Aren't

depart  skatefully in  differont direc-
tions.”

“Then  keep  your hoofs under
control.”

“They refuso (o ho controlfully
restrained.”

“Never mind, wo'll hold yon !” said
IHarry Wharton, laughing., “Don't_lot
go till T give the word, Frank., TFeul
better now, Inky."”

- et -

P v R

- o -~ E k
crashed into Oarberry’s back like a
was flattened on hie face

ue Gesm Lisnany.—No, 1,554
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“Yo-05," murmurcd Hurree Singh
doubtfully. )

His right leg plunged across the ice,
and his left leg went off in the oTpos:tu
(direction. His whole weight fell upon
his supporters, who exerted themsclves
mnnfufly to the task of holding him up.
There was & yell of laughter from tho
bank. .

Most of the skaters had turned their
attention to Hurree Singh, and the sight
was certainly comical. The nabob was
clinging round Harry’s neck with one
arm, and to Nugent's hair with a hand,
and kicking about with his skates in @
{rantic manner. i

“Here, koop that maniac out of the
way " ealled out Carberry of tho"Sn_xth.
who was putting on his skates. “Keep
the course clear, bfou young sweeps!”

Wharton and Nugent took no notico
of the bully of the Pﬂxth. Carborry was
a good skater, and it was for him to
keep out of the way of the beginner.

i feel wvery uncertsin on my
worthy foet,” murmured Hurree Singh.
“ Do not let go till I tell you, my worthy
chums,”

“Right-ho, Inky!”

And Wharton and Nugent supported
their dusky chum, and piloted him on
the slippery ice. It was probably the

thought that ho was taking up his
chums' time, and preventing them from
getting & run foro lessons, that

made the nabob finally decido to make
a trial alono, Wharton looked doubtful
as tho dusky iunior bade him let go.

“Feel safc?” ho asked,

“Well, no, my worthy chum, T cannot
truefully say that I focl safe; but the
way to learn is to risk tho hard knock-
fulness.” .

“HSomething in that,” said Nufant.

“I think I shall be all rightfully safe
now,” said Hurree 8ingh, cautiously
feeling the ico with his skates, “1 wi
not take longful steps, nor allow my
honourable feet to flont away from one
another, if I can helpfully prevent it.”

“Buck up, then!” X

And Wharton and Nugent, with some
doubt still in their mind, released the
nabob, and Hurrce Singh tried his luck
alone.

His right lcf went on its travels im-
mediately, and fortunately his left leg
decided to go in the same direction.
Hurree Simﬁn went off down the ice at
'°qu'°°'d' his arms waving in the air.

‘My hat!” exclaimed Nugent. “He
seoms safe enough.”

Wharton looked anxious.

“Phat’'s a case of skates runnin
away,” he said. “He can't contro
himself. I—1 hope he won't get too
hard o biff. He's bound to go over.”

It certainly seemed as if Wharton was
right. Hurreo Singh went off at a
tangent, which was carrying him
towards the opp(:siln bank, and it was
only a matter of seconds before he would
shoot into the frozen rushes and go
down, unless a miracle happened.

“Look out!”

Carberry Comes a Cropper !
“ 00K out 1"
I A dozen voices yelled out the

words, but the warning was
uite uscless to the amateur
skater. is skates were running away
with him, and he could no more have
rnntrollacf ‘them than he ecould have
flown. But as he drew near the rugged
bank, and the biff seemed inecvitable, a
kind of instinctive wriggle sent the
nabob whirling on a new course. He
shot off at a tangent and went up-
stroam,
Harry Wharton breathed again.
Tue Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,554,

“My hat!" gasped Nugent. “What's
going to happen now?7”

Right up the etream went the nabob

at frantic speed. He was hall-siiting
now, and skating in that posture, his
legs refusing to remain perpendicular.
It seemed a miracle that he did not
slide over. On he went at a dizzy speed,
and then suddenly took a twist in his
course, whirled round in a half-cirele,
and came shooting back.
. Wharton and Nugent and some of tho
juniors knew that ho was the victim of
the skates, and indced his terrified face
was suflicient to show as much, But, as
o matter of fact, his performance looked
s0 much like a clever bit of real skating
that the majority on the bank were
deceived.

There was an angry roar from Car-
berry, The prefect was doing some
figure skating, and the unfortunate
Hindu was making directly for him,
The senior stopped in the middle of a
figure and yelled fiercely to the junior.

“Keep off the grass, you silly
lunatio I”

The nabob came straight on like an
arrow,

Carberry had just time to dodge, or
ho would have been bowled over. The
iH-tom}i)erod prefect ground his teeth.
He whirled round and yelled after
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh, and the noxt
moment simpl{lgas od with rage. The
nabob had whirled round, and was
making for him again.

Hurreo Singh was not responsible; it
was thoso terrible skates. He made
straight for Carberry, and the senior
dodged. There was a roar of laughter
from the bank.

As if the Sixth Former had some mag-
notic attraction for the dusky junior,
Hurree Singh was following his ever
movement, The prefect, panting witﬁ

1 rage, dodged to and fro, till he finally

made for the bank, amid yells of laugh-
ter from the onlookers.

“My only hat,” gasped Temple,
“what a nerve! Carberry will skin
him!”

“Ie can't help it,” said Harry Whar-
ton, choking with merriment; “it's the
skates. Inky can’t skate for toffee.”

T'emple winked knmvinle.

“You can_ tell that to the marines,”
he remarked, “TIt won't be much use
telling it to Carberry when he gets Inky
ashore.”

Carberry was making for the bank,
The curious thing was that the terrified
Hindu, as if still attracted by the senior,
was following fast. Ho travelled faster
than Carberry, and overtook him at the
frozen rushes on the edge of the river.

Hurree Singh rushed into Carberry’s
back like a stcam engine, and the pre-
feot, with a fearful yell, went down on
his face in the reeds, and Hurree 8ingh
sprawled across his legs.

The juniors simply yelled with
laughter. Even Wharton, anxious as he
was for Hurree Singh, was laughing.

Carberry scrambled out from under
the dusky junior, his face pale with
rage. He was wet and muddy from the
reeds, the knees of his trousers and his
hands were clogged with mud, and his
face emothered with it

Hurree Singh tried to rise, and rolled
over on his back. Wharton and Nugent
dashed forward and dragged him away.

Carberry paunsed for a few moments
to gasp for breath, for he was pretty
well winded. Then he made a rush at
tho dusky junior for vengeance,

Harry Wharton alvpﬁcd into the way,

and in a moment Bob (Jlmrrfy and
Nugent were at his side.  After a
moment, Russell joined him, too. Tho

prefect glared at them in astonishment
and anger.
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“Get out of the way, you
sweeps " he roared.

“Hold on!” said Harry Wharton
calmly. “ Easy does it, Ink'y couldn't
lml‘pyxb. It was an accidont,”

“You lying young hound 1” roared the

rofeet, beside himself with rage. “You
inow it waen't an accident.”

Wiharton's lips set tight.

“I'm not a liar,” he said quietly.
“And you ghall not touch Inky—not
without walking over me first!”

“Well, I'll jolly soon walk over you,”
said Curberry. And he fairly flung
himsclf at the captain of the Remove.
Wharton did not flinch from the attack,
Ho was no match for the burly Bixth
Former, of course, but he was gamo {o
the backbono.

Carborry, much to his astonishment,
did not sweep the Removite from his
sath like o straw  Harry closod wilh
s burly antagonist, and his foot
flashed round Carberry’s anklo in a trick
he had learned from Wun Lung, and
the Erefvct wont over backwards with a
crash.

“My only aunt!” yelled Templo.
“Carberry’s down "

“Bravo, Wharton 1"

“Hurrah 1”

Carberry sat up., The expression of
dazed bewildorment on his face mado
the juniors yell again, But the Famous
IF'our were looking sorious enough.
leﬁ were committed to a row that
might turn out very seriously for them,
Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of
Greyfriars, eams pushing through tho
crowd.

“What's the matter, Carberry?” ho
asked, staring at the prefoct in amazo-
ment,

@ I_I_I—'l

Carberry was trembling with rage,
but he hardly cared to confess that ho
had been floored by a junior. But
there were plenty of others there to
aup[;ly the informatioa.

“He's sitting down for a rest,” ex-
plained Temple. “1lo’s been wvostlmﬂ'
with  Wharton, and thought he ha
better sit down.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Its c!ami-]in the grass, Carborry,"”

3

young

remarked undell  of the Fifth
solemnly., “You'll catch cold if you sit
there."

“Han, ha, ha!’

» 1

“TN—T"11 half kill him " hissed Car-
berry, scrambling to ns feet, “He took
me by mu}n‘iun. and—-"

“I should think a prefect might find
something better to do than wrestling
with a jurior,” said Wingate,

“T wasn't wrestling with him 1" yelled
Carberry, “He got in my way when [
was going to give that confounded
nigger a hi:l:n‘gt"

“The niggerful appellation is proof of
the extremeful ignorance of the worthy
Carberry.  Tho inhabitants of the
Indian  Empire are not niggerful
individuals.”

Wingate grinned

“Woell, you can keep your paws off
Hurrce Singh, Carborry,” he said, *1
saw the whole affair, and the youngster
couldn't help himsclf.”

“Phat is truefully correct, T am not
a practisod skater, and the estecined
skates earricd me away at their own
pleasure and wilfulness,”

“T's a lie!"” yelled Carberry.

“Oh, shut up1” said Wingate, “ Don't
be a hooligan if you can help it. Why
can't you take aun accident in good
temper like a decent fellow 7

“Mind your own business, Wingale!"

The captain of Greyfriars gave him a
grim lnnE.

“1 fancy this is my business. And
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Clinging round Harry Wharton’s neok with one arm
hie skates in a frantic manner.

<ince you want plain English, Car-
wrry, I tell you that if you touch
| {urrco Singh I'll jolly soon stop you!”

Carberry glared at the stalwart cap-
ain of the school, but he only glared.
[lo would as soon have tucklmf 'Fommy
‘e as Wingate when  the latter’s
ciiper was up,  Ie gritted his teeth
wid tuened away, giving Hurrea SBingh
v glance that showed very plainly what
10 would have done had he dared, and
what he still would do if his chance
Lanie.

A lhisa followed tho prefect as ho
drode savagely away, but o glance from
Wingate stopped that, But the Remove
huckled gleefully over (he affair as
hey went in to morning lessons, Car-
wrry was the most unpopular prefect
it Greyfriavs, and any discomfiture in-
lictod upou him was ono up for the
Removo,

—_——

Russell’s Raisins !
T 1LE Removites cane into the class-

vroom with a healthy flush in

their checks, Tlurree Singh had

u bruise or two, but, in spite of
1is gentle ways, ho was not at all soft,
ind did not mind.

Billy Bunter had something bulging
b of his inner pocket, uron which the
Form-master’s eye casually fell,  Mr.
Jueleh made no remark, but he kept an
we on Bunter. First lesson was not
wlf over when tho fat junior found
rimself in trouble.

* Bunter 1"

Billy Bunter gave a jump as Mr
Jneleh rapped out his name,  His hand
e just gone into hia inner pocket,
vl 10 camo out again in a hurry, and
here was a scaltering of raizins over
ho juniors nearest to him. My, Quelch
aniled grimly,

“T think T have told you belore,
Bunter, that the class-room is not the
slace 1o eat sirreptitiously,” he said.

“ 1 wasn't, gir,” stammered Bunter,

The Form-master's brow grew very
OVere,

*Bunter, how dare you! 1 saw you

Wi

with my own eyes, niid yet you have the
impudence to assert that you were not
cating surreptitiously.”

“ wusn't, wir; 1

—_ was cating
raisins,” )

The Remove shricked, and even Mr.
Quelch’s face relaxed into a smile.

“Bunter, I hardly thought that even
you were go dense, I mean you wero
cating secretly becauso you thought you
wore unobserved.'’

“On, I see, sir! Of course, 1 can't
tell what you meao if you don’t say
what you mean, can I, sir?"”

“Ahem | You were cating raising in
the class-room.”

“Well, not exactly eating them, sir,"”
said the fat junior cautiously.
was just putting them into my mouth,
sir, to—to taste, and—and chewed
them, and—and I think I must have
swallowed some.”

And the class shricked again,

“1 cannot sce much difference belween
that and eating them, Dunter. You will
turn out all the raisins into the fire,
and take fifty lines of Virgil.”

“Into the fire, sir?”

“Yes—and a' once 1”

* But—but they’re jolly good raisins,
sir,” said Bunter in dismay; “and, you
know, sir, * Waste not, want not." ”

“If you do not obey me instantly 1
shall cane you!”

Billy Bunter reluctantly crossed to tho
firo and emptied his pocket into it. Tt
scemed terrible to him to allow good
food to be consumed in that woy, "The
fifty lines wero nothing, but o waste
the raisins gave him a pain,

The lesson procceded, but Mr. Quelch
kept the corner of his eye on Dunter.
Presently the pointer came down on tho
desk with a rap that made the Remove

jump.,
2 Ir;untl‘r "

“Alanan-mem 7 said  Billy  Bunter,
with his mouth full of raisins,

“Bunter, you are cating again,”

“M-m-m-m-m 1’

“You did not obey me!” exclaimed
Mr. Queleh, “You did not put all the
raisins into the fire, Bunter 1"

g

oy
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and to Nugent’s hair with a hand, Hurree S8ingh kicked about with
feel very uncertain on my worthy feet ! '' he gasped.

Billy Bunter holted the mouthful and
nearly choked himself. He began to
cough and choke, and Bulstrode slapped
Lim on the back with snch unnecessary
force that he choked and coughed worse
than ever.

“Leave  off, DBulstrode!” said Mr,
Quelch sharply,

“I was trying to help him, sir,”

“Do as I tell you! Bunter!”

“M-m-n-m-yes, sir!”

“You did not throw all the raising
into the fire.”

“Yes, 1 did, sir. I hope you don't
think I should disregard the order of a
master I vespect as much as 1 do you,
sir,” said Bunter,

“Why, you are cating raisins now 1"
exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Man-m-m—y-yes, sir; but these aro
different ones,”

“Then somcone has given them fto
yvou,” said Mr., Quelch. " Somecone clse
1as brought food into the class-room. 1
can forgive much of your stupidity,
Bunter—-"

*Oh. really, sir

“But the other boy is probably not
so slupid. Who gave you the raisins?”

“If you please, sir, I'd rather not
sncak, and it would be sneaking to tell
you that Woun Lung——"

“Bhat  up!” whispered
Wharton fiereely.

“All right, Wharton, 1I'm not going
to gi\'e him away."”

“RBilerce, Wharton
Wun Lung, stand up!"

The Chinese jumior in the Remove
stood up in his place. Ilis quaint little
Mongohan face wore the sinile that was
child-liko and bland, which the Remaove
fellows were beginning to know so well,

Mr. Quelch looked at him severely,
1le came into less contact with the
Chince than Wun Lung's Form-lellowe,
and though the Remove were beginning
to know him, he was still a puzzle to the
IForm-master.

“Wun Lung, you gave some raitins to
Bunter "

“No savey,” said the Chinese junior.
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“You gavo raisins to Bunter "

“No auv'r(v"

Y Come, un Lung, I'm sure you
understand plain English. I do not wish
to be hard on a foreign pupil in my
Form, but I cannot allow anything of
this kind. You will take fifty lines of
.Vuﬁl, Wun Lung."

‘“Mo no savvy.”

Mr. Queleh looked harassod.

“I am suro you do understand, Wun
Lung. I hopo that no boy in my class
would be guilty of prevarication.”
“No savvy."”

“1 shall expect those lines this oven-
Wun Lung. You may sit down.”
un Lung sat down. Mr. Quelch

looked at him more than once during

the morning, but the Chinee’s bland air
of innocenco disarmed him.

Lessons were over ot last, and the
Romove left the class-room.  DBob
Cherry dropped his hand heavily on
Bunter®s shoulder. .

“(ot anything to say before T Lift
your head against the wall?” he asked.

Bunter looked alarmed.

“Oh, really, Chorry—"

“What do you mean by giving Wun
Lung away and getting him an impot?”

“I'm sorry Mr. Queleh guecssed that it
was Wun Lung."”

“Why, you told him, you fat idiot !"

“Oh, really, Cherry, I don't think you
ought to say that! Mr. Quolch certainly
guessed very quickly, but that wasn't
my fault. wish you wouldn't shake
me, Cherry. You might make my

lassea fall off, and if they wero lo Ié"t
glroken I should expect you lo pay for
them,”

in,

"

Bob Cherry laughed and let him go.
It was useless to talk to Bunter. As the
to Study

chums of the Remove went uT
No. 1 for their skates, Russel
worried.

came out
of his room, lookin
“I say, anybody know what's become
of my raisins 1” he asked. “I had three
ounds of them here to shove into my
‘hristmas pudding, and they're gone.”
Half a dozen eyes turned upen Billy
Bunter at once. .
“You fat young burglar!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry. *“You've been burgling
Russell's raisins !”

“I—I haven't! I—— Ow! Keep
him off 1”
“My aunt!” roared Russell. “They

wero my raisina you were scofling in the
class-room ! I'll=I'l1l smash you”
“Ow! Drag him off| 1 didn’t! I

wast't! T couldn’t! T never ate any
raiging cxcepl those Wun Lung gave

“Wun Lung!” Russell rcleased the
fat junior, who staggered against the
wall, gasping. “That young Chincse
rotter is in my study. I wonder——
Here, you hoathen, did you take my
raisins 7"

Wun Lung nodded coolly.

“Mo takee laisin,” he murmured.

]

“You—you giddy heathen! You tool
my raisins, and you dare to tell me so 1"
yelled Russell,

“You askee me.’

“ Ha, ha, ha!” shouted Bob Cherry.
“That’s a good reason !”

“1 say, i'ou fellowg———"

“Ill—1'll have your Pi tail for
them " exclaimed Russell. ‘f’d laid in
thoso raisins for my Christmas pudding,
and now you've scoffed them. Don't
you know you've no right to take other
people's prog, you heathen Chinee "

“No savvy.”

“I'll jolly soon make you savvy!”
yelled Russell, and he rushed at the
Chinese junior.

Wun Lung skipped out of the way and
went alonr the passage like a frightencd
hare, with the infuriated Removite in
hot pursnit. They both vanished round
a corner, qu\'iu% the {l)miora J‘clling
with laughter, licky Desmond camo

out of his ahulr with a grin on his face.
He had watched the scene from the
door.

“Faith, and that haythen's a cough-
drop for a fellow to have in his study,”
he remarked. “Bure, it's hard cheeso
ou Russoll's Christmas pudding.  But,
sure, and are you fellows coming into
tho Christmas pudding competition ?
Russell, Lacy, and mysell are in it
Lacy and I are making one between us,
and Russell is doing it on his lonesome.
The more the merrier, you know."”

“Well, I rathor fancy the way I make
puddings,” Nugent remarked. “Bunter
can cook sausages and chips, but when
it comes to making a pudding I think I
can keep my end up. I rather like the
idea."”

“Well, so do I,” said Bob Cherry.
“To make a Christnas pudding veally
rich you have to put in plenty of
butter.” X

“T don’'t know about butter,” said
Wharton doubtfully, “It gets a good
colouring if you put some brandy i,
believe they always put brandy in.”
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“My idea is to have lots of
said Nugent. *8till, we can tal
over. I think we might as well
the thing, and club together
funds.”

T say, you fellows, that’s a 1‘iH|1ing
idea! Will you be making the pudding
to-morrow !’ asked Bunter,

“1 don't supposo so. Why 7"

“I was thinking that you might hand
the funds to me, und--and, see, I have
a postal order coming lo-morrow, and
I could have the uso of the money fo-
day, and .F(’" the stuff out of my postal

order-—

“Oh, get off the postal order,
Bunter !” said Wharton, lauqhing.
“We're in the competition, We'll lay

in material at once, and all start foir,
What about the prize?”

“Bure, Russcll has o good idea for
that. Ilo suggests overybody putting
throopenny picces and sixpences into
the puddings, and all the tin, at the
finish, forms the prize. Lverybody can
Fnt up a little, you know. Most of the
form will come to the feed when the
puddings are caten,”

“CGood wheeze!”

Russell came back along the passage,
looking  warm and iﬁwlmd. The
Removites grinned at him inquiringly.

“Did you calch him?"”

“How's anybody to catch a Dblessed
ecl ' grunted Rusgell; and he went into
his study and elammed the door,

N Y

Laying in Supplies !

HE idea of a Christmas pudding
competition caught on in the
Roemove,  The prospect of catl-
ing the puddings at the end of

the cotuinjntihun was attractive to others
beside Billy Bunter.  Several other
fellows took up the idea, and for somo
time hardly anything was talked of
in the Remove but Christmas puddings.

Some of the fellows—in fuet, most of
them—could not afford the necessary
ingredients.  As Skinner remarked, the
materials for a Christmas pudding did
not grow on overy bush. But this dilli-
culty was overcomo by fellows clubbing
together and making up funds for the
purchase of the articles required.

The fellows were seen hunting out
old cookery books, and cntm-in[i_| into
long talks with the cook or the house
keeper in  search of informalion.

PEN PALS

(Continued from page 17.)

John 1. Langaford, Box 302a, G.P.0,
Adelalde, South Australia ; 18-26 ; sports,
polo, musle, art; correspondents iu all parts
the world.
Owen Kall, 18, Club Road, Byculla, Bombay,
India ; ago 14-16; photography and painting.
Misa QGladys Pares, 8, Slmpson B8treet,
Solomontown, Bouth Aus :+ glrl correspond-
ents ; ago 17-19 ; stamps, films, photography ;
overseas especlally, lnd'la. South Amerlea,
Russla, South Seas, and France.

Miss M. 8. Ryan, 4, Geraldton Hall, 30a,
Mount 8t., Coogee, New South \\'alm.
Australia ; gir] correspondents; sport, fllms,
stamps, ete.

J. Hyland, 10, Bradford Avenue
Salford’ 6, Lancs; age 10-18; travel of
i:howgmphr ; Africa, India, or any surround-

e8.

ng countr
M. Marston, 17, De Carle 8t., 8t. Kllda,
Zealand ; age 13-16; sports,
0gs, swimming; Canada,
England, A nee.
. Forrester, 5, Mitchell 8t., 8Beven, Fife,
Sootland ; exchanging stamps; OVeTsCas.
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W. G. Livsoy, 13, Edna 8t, Crumpsall,

8; finterested In cverything ;
Italy, Germany, Russia, Amcrica, Indla,
Japan., British Tsles.

Harold Gaunt, 61, Hanover 8t Btulyhridlrc,
Cheshire ; age 15.14; stamps;  Britlsh
Empire.

R. Parks, 26, Carnaby Road, Sheffleld, 8 ;
ago 17-20; boy correspondents conjuring,
camping, rambling,

Miss M, Greenwood, 11, Nowlands Gate,
Warley, Halifax, Yorks ; ﬁ[rl correspondents ;
age 20; France or the British Em&lro.

M. Luntz, 20a, Northey St. Witbank,
Transvaal, South Afriea ; ago 13-1'5; stamps,
especially’ Jubliees and Coronation; British
Dominions onl;.

8. S8ymes, 17, Main Itoad, Mowbray, nr.
Capetown, Bouth en ; age 13-14; intor-
estod in anything except stamps; aunywhere
except Britaln,

R. Williamsg, The Stores, Tryddyn, Mold,

Wales ; ago 12-14 ; stamps; Germany,
Gibraltar, Canada, Spain,

Miss L. Unrgmnt.er. 4, Penrith Road, ('ross
Roads P.0., 8t. Andrew, Jamaica, B.W.L ;
girl correspondent ; Interested -In_everythin
except stamps ; Ircland, South Africa, Indis,

Australla, or Egypt.
1lis IL,D Sueur, 0, North Road

Miss Phy!
Wyke ILtegls, Woymuutin. Dorset ;  wlr
ago 16-16; Africa, Canadas

correspondents §
or New Zcaland,
E. D. Catley, 199, Ellbank Road, Eltham,

London, 8.E9 ; ntm 13-17 5 stamps, snups
N. and 8, Rhodcsla, Canada, Now Zealawl,
¥, Bright, 178, Ellesmero Ioad, Dolll
Hill, London, N.W.10; wants * Magnets'
Nos, 1,101 to i,wn inclusive, and * Bchoolboys'
Own Librarics ” Nos., 163 to 160,

htfoot, 86, Ferndalo' Road, Luton,
Beds ; stamps, E’poru; West Indles, Stralts
Settlements, or Cyprus.

Donald I‘urkn-'l‘ni/!or. 247, King 8t., East
Saint John, New !ruliawlcl( Qanada ; ugo
156-17 ; stamps, scouting ; Dritish colonfes
and forelgn countrics,

walsh, 67, Walnut 8t., Salford, 7,
Lanos ; stamps, snaps, sutograpls; anys

where.
P. D. Banyard, 82, I'ark Crescent, Enfleld,

Middlesex ;  stamps, posteards, wircless |
OVCrBCas,

J. Monay, 92, Waverley 8t,, Crossmylool,
Glasgow, l.!:; momboers wmnﬁm’l for the New
Empire Club., A surprlso for the first ten
upﬁicants.

. ¥ry, 134, Fulbourne Rond, Walthamstow,
London, ﬁ.l'l' 4+ ago 10-10 ; swinnming, cycling,
dnncin%; oversens.

M, Savitt, 02, Ilgh Rd, Tollenham.
London, N, 18 ; =ports, gencral Loples ; New
Zealand, America, )

. \r\’nlkt.-r. 66, Staines 1., Iounslow,
Middlesex ; utzn 14-106;  stwup  colleeting ;
anywhere in the world.

. Henry, B39, Duncdin Street, Vietorls,
Pritlh Columbin, Canada ; etump: and e,
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Fellows wrote home to their people for
cookery books and recipes, and contri-
butions to the expense. Others de-
pended on theit own knowledge, and not
a few had original ideas to work out
in the making of Christmas pudding.

The chums of 8tudy No. 1, of course,
had clubbed together for their pudding
Bob Cherry pointed out that there
wasn't room in a Remove study to mix
up five puddings, let alone boil them.
Besides, muking a single pudding in
colnmon, l‘;bmlr and expense woulgf be
saved. As for the prize, if the study
won it, that would be all right—they
were ail for one, and one for all. These
Eropouitiona being agreed to, the

amous I'our commenced the purchase
of “ingredients,

Billy Bunter offered his services, He
promised to supply all that was wanted
at a really reasonable figure, if the cash
wns only placed in his hands. But as
Bunter was somewhat unreliable in
matters of cash, his kind offer was
declined.

“Well, you can please yourselves, of
course " he said, with a sniff. * You’ll
be done by all the tradespeople, that's
all.  Thoy're all looking out for mugs.
Ow! Let my ear alone, Cherry, you
beast !

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“It's Nugent!”
*Oh, really, Nugent, you beast!”
"“We'll accopt Bunty's offer in part,”
rinned Nugent, as the junior rubbed
mJ)Iump ear. ‘'He shall come with us
to do the shopping, and we'll carry the

He can carry the parcels.”
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

ronred Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter blinked at them in-
diguanlly.
‘1 shall decline to do anything of

the sort,” he said. *If you eannot trust
money in my hands, this discussion had
better cease,” )

“My dear Bunty, we can’t trust any-
Jaing but parcels in your hands—and
not then unless we can watch you all the
time, If you don't lend a hand you
shan’'t have any of the Christmas
pudding.”

YOf course, T'm wi]liuT enough to
help, and to do anything T can,
Nugent "

“Of course yoy are, if there’s a foed
at the end of it! Come nlonﬁ. then 1"

And the chums of Study No. 1
adjourned to Mvs. Mimble's tuckshop.
Mrs. Mimble was the wife of the Head’s
gardener, and she kept the school shop,
and supplied the needs of the Grey-
friars juniors at a more or loss reason-
ahle figure.

o juniors who ecriticised the prices,
she explained that things could not be
bought for nothing, ecven wholesale—
which was certainly true—and added
that she had a numbor of bad debts to
make up for, which was equally un.
deniable,

Billy Bunter was hor best customor--
and her worst.  Nothin,
the generosity with which
would give his orders, except the difli-
culty with which payment was extracted
from him uafterwards.

And Mre. Mimble had another good
and  bad  customer in her  own . son,
Herbert Henrvy George, who had an
appotite for all ecatables nearly equal-
ling that of Bunter, and never paid for
anything. As son and heir of the house
of Mimble, he considered himself
entitled to take what he liked, and he
frequontly took applications of the good
lady’s slipper, externally; which he did
not like,

Mra. Mimble beamgd upon the juniors

could oxceod
Billy Bunter |

it. Goods of the finest quality and the
lowest price were to be had at the
school & os, according to a little card
that was displayed on the counter, the
work of her hopeful son.

Master Herbert Henry Mimble was
sitting on the counter, swinging his logs
and waiting for his mother's back to
he turned beforc he bolted a jam tart,
when the chums of Study No. 1 came

in.

“What ean I do for you, young
?antlomen'f" asked Mus. imble
‘Herbert Henry, if you touch the tarts
I shall box your ears!"

““Give your orders, Bunter!”
Bob Cherry.

Mrs, Mimble's face fell.

“Ahem! If Master Bunter is making
the purchases, I am afraid I must see
the cash on the éounter!” she said.
“Bunter owes me a large account.”

Bunter blinked indignantly at
good dame. .

“If that's what you call gratitude to
me for hrmgmﬁ you a lot of good cus-
t?mers, Mrs. Mimble, I can only say
that—"

“8hut up, Bunter!

imble—-" )

“T say, you fellows, I'm not going to
shut up!. T consider that Mrs, Mimble
has as good as implied a doubt of .my
homesty. I think you ought all to come
away to the village shop, now, to punish
this aspersion on my character.”

“Cheese it, Bunty! - We're buying
these things, Mprs. Mimble,” Harry
Wharton explained. ‘ Bunter is only

said

the

You see, Mrs.

giving us expert advice.”

“Oh, that makes it all right, Master
Wharton !” said the good lady, much
relieved,

Bunter snorted, and began to give his
orders. As he was not helping to foot
the bill, he was very lavish with the
orders. But the Famous Four kept a
tight rein, cancelling all superfluous
orders as fast as he 1ssued them. At
last a goodly pile of materials for the
pudding rose on the counter.

“Better have a little more hufter,’
said Bob Cherry thoughtfully. "1
believe in putting a good deal of Mitter
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into a Christmas pudding. It's no good
being mean with the butter when you're
making a pudding.”

. “8o or_lﬁ as there's plenty of brandy
in it, it will be all right,”” said Wharton.
“1 really don't know so much about the
butter, Beb.”

‘ Botter have another pound of peel,”
said Nugent. ‘' Nothing like peel to
give the pudding a flavour.”

“The richfulness is imparted by the
ﬁoldcufp] syrup,” said Hurroo Jamset

am Singh. "It would be a wheesy
good idea to improve it treaclefully.”

“Scat! Who ever heard of treacle in
a Christmas pudding?”

“T think it's a wheezy good idca. We
will purchgse the treacle, anyway, and
talk 1t over togetherfully, my worthy
chums,”

“1 rather agree with Inky,” said

Bunter, *“Treacle will make it richer,
anyway. Besides, if we don’t use th®
treacle I can eat it, so it won't be
wasted,”

And a tin of nf;rup was added to the
pile. Harry Wharton settled for the
total purchases, and they wero carried
off by the chums, the nio of Herbert
Henry Mimble ioll’o,ving them enviously.

“We've got about’all we want,” Harry
Wharton remarked, as thef left the shop.
“No need to go down to the village for
anything, except the brandy.”

Nugent gave a doubtful whistle.

“1 say, Harry, brlnd{’uil rather
dangerous {or a junior to buy,” he re-
marked. "It might lbad to—to mis-
construction.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“1 suppose no one could suspect us of
clrli(rluking brandy in Study Neo. 1,” he
Baa,

“1 don't know. I know for a fact that
Carberry of the Sixth has a bottle of
whisky in the locker in his study. I've
fa!;%} for him.”

‘Carberry is & blackguard.”

“And if a prefect found a bottle of
brandy in our study, he might think we
were blackguards, too, you know.”

“Well, we must have the brandy for
the fnulding."

“T don't know. If we put in plenty

l ""—| Packed
L |
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HOLIDAY ANNUAL

wi_th Good Things!

) In this respect, William
George Bunter resembles the
Greyfriars HOLIDAY
ANNUAL, the all-school
story gift book in which he
is so prominently featured.
Of course, you will also meet
Harry Wharton & Co., and
the chums of 8t. Jim's and
Rookwood schools. There
are 256 pages In all, In-
cluding 4 splendid colour
plates. Buy yourself a copy

of this famous annual.




of butter, T think it will be all right,”
said Bob Cherry.

“T was thinking that a pound of oxtra
poel- would make up for the brandy if
we left it out,”” Nugent remarked.

“Oh, rats ! We must have tho brandy,”™
said Wharton warmly, “ You can’t mako
n Christmas puddinq without mixing up
brandy in it. I don’t know exactly how
much we shall want, but if I get a bottle
I dare say that will bo enough.”

“It’s close on Iockiug‘up." ob Cherry
remarked. " You 'can't get down to the
village to-night, llarry, and wo're mix-
ing the pudl(llimz this evening.”’

I'll ask Wingate for a pass.”

“ A pass to go down to the Red Cow !
grinned Bob th(‘rrf.

“A pass to fotch something for the
ghrinlmu pudding,” said Wharton. *1I

5_:1;:- seo why anybody should find fault
with ‘our getting in a necessary in-
gredient for the pudding; but I don't
wiint! to deag Wingatd indo it, anyway.
I expect he'lF give me the pass all right."”

) _"_bh, all' right, if you've made up your
mind; but to my mind butter—"

“Oh, blow your buftert”  Get the
things to the study, @nd sce that Bunter
doesn't scoff the vaising or peel—"

“Oh, roally, Wharton——"

" I_‘.I'I eut off apd nsk Wingate for tho

LA
'ho captain of Greyfriars gave the

85 willingly enough. Heo knew that

harton could be trusted out of bounds.
‘Harry rejoined his chums, and showed
‘Ahe lpuli triumphantly.

“1t's matle out for two,” he remarked.
"OI"I:‘\ of you chaps can walk down with

“Right you are!” said. Bob Cherry.
“1'll come.”’

And tea being over in Study No. 1
Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry set out
in the dusk to walk to Friardale.

Caugnt by Carberry !
HE evening was dark and cold.
It was still freezing. The juniors
turned up their coat collars, and

stopped out briskly from the
ates. It was not long before they came

in sight of the Red Cow, an old
fashioned hostelry standing utThHm
ere

entrance of the "I"'"P' village.
.were other inns in Friardale, but the
Red Cow was the nearest to the school.

There was a rumour at Greyfriars that
moroe than one fellow in the I'ifth and
Sixth paid nocturnal visits to the Red
Cow—though the rumour never secmed
to come to the knowledge of the masters,

The juniors halted in'the glare of light
thrown from the windows of the Red
Cow upon the great tree standing before
tho inn and the patch of grass round
it. " Now that they had veached their
destination a sudden hesitation seized
upon them.

“Blessed if T like the idea of going
in!” muttered Bob Cherry.

“I don’t either, as a matter of fact,”
admitted Harry. “ We're doing nothing
Wl‘OllFi, though, and I don't sco why wo
should feel ashamed. You  wait hero
for me, Bob.”

Bob Cherry shook his head.

“Rats! I'm coming in with you—1'm
not afraid !

“No, but it's better for one to go, It
will attract less. attention. You stay
hero and I'll join you in o fow minutes.”

“Oh, all right, if you'd rathor!{ Buck
up, then!”

Harry Wharton disappeared into tho
Red Cow, and Bob Cherry waited in
the shadow of the big tree. Ho was
feeling very uneasy. Although there
was no harm at all in what thoe juniors
were doing, Bob felt that appearances
were against them if the matter should
happen to come to light

There was a footstop close at hand,
and Bob Cherry turned quickly. Carberry
the prefect loomed into view in tho
light of the inn,

Carberry was coming straight towards
the place, as if hoe meant to enter it—ns
doubtless he did. He stopped suddenly
and changed tolour as he caught sight
of Bob Cherry.

“Cherry 1" exclaimed Carborry, with
a quick, gasping breath.

Bob Cherry nodded, his coolness re-
turning at once, After all, he had a
pass from the captain of the school.

“I*ancy meeting you!" he said.

“What are you doing here ! asked the

DL
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prefect angrily.  “Have you taken to
pub-haunting?” Is that your latest?”
Bob Chorry turned red.
“When it comes to pub-haunting thero
are chaps in the Sixth who can teach
things to the Remove,” he replied.

“J—I was coming here tosmin fact, 1

was informed that Greyfriars boys had,

been seen here, and 1 came as a prefect
to look into the matter,” snid Carberry
harshly.

Bob Cherry winked at space.

“Bo I've caught you hanging round
an “inn,” said Carberry. " You were
oing  in—don't deny it. I shan't
ﬁeliu-vo you."

“1 don't care whether you believo me
or not I wasn't going in!"

“Then what were you waiting hore
for?"

Bob Cherry was silent,

“You are waiting for someone who
has ‘gone in?" exclaimed Carberry,
divining the truth suddenly, “1 dare
say it's Wharton, Is it?”

“Find out!”

But at that moment Wharton camo
out of the Red Cow, his pocket sagging
under the weight of a bottle, Carberry
looked at him with snecting satisfaction,
He had caught Wharton at last! The
junior ho detested —caught in one of the

THE GEM LIBRARY—EVERY WEDNESDAY

most serious offences Lknown at CGre
friars—pub-haunting |

“Wharton! 8o it is-youl!”

Ilarry Wharton stavted a little, but |
mot the prefect’s  trinmphant  gas
calmly.

“Yes, it is 1," he sunid quictly,

“What havo you got in your pocket?

“That's my business,”

“ls it weomething you
bought in the Red Cow "

“Yes, cortainly.”

“8how it me. I order you, as a pr
foot I”

Ilarry  Wharton hesitated  for
moment, He did not like taking orde:
from anyone, especially orders given '
such a toue, .

But Carberry was quite within h
rights o far, und, after a moment, b
captain of the Reémove oboyed, .

surberry  could sehrcely  coptain h

leo when the bottle' of brafdy  we

rought to light. He looked at it on
road the label in the light from tho ik
windows, with glittering eyes.

“8o I havo oaught you fairly, Wha
ton! 1 always suspocted this. 1 ndve
knew a chap sot up to bo Lettor than i
follows without finding him out in 'Y}
long run. What were you fgoing o}
with that bottle of brandy 1"

“Take it to Groyfrinrs,"”

“What for?"

“PBecanse I whnted it there,

“I mean, it was for. yoursolf—ys
were not fetching it for anybody clsot
asked Carberry, with a dim misgiviy
lest he might be about to got anobh
Rixth Form black ehcep into trouble.

“Tt was for all of us in Btudy No, 1.’

“My hat! You,wero going to guzz
brandy ?"  smd  Carberry, a8 muc
umazod as pleased.

Harry Wharton turned crimson,

“No, wo were not. Wee—"

“You were going fo use that ‘bott
for an ornament on the mnnl‘clmuc(‘.
suppose,’” said the prefect, with o s
castic grin. " You can tdll fhat yarn
the Head. IPut the bottle in your poclk
and come along.”

“1 nad a pass from Wingate—-""

“Did you tell Wingate that you we

oing to the Red Cow 1" sncored Ca

orry.

“No: I diant!"

“1 should imagine not, But I'm'n
going to take yon to Wingato. "This
too serious o matter for the hend pi
foet to deal with. You are coming
the Head.”

Harry Wharton set his teeth,

“Very well, then; I'm quito ready

“1 expect your choek will peter o
before you got there “But come along

And “Carberry turned back  towar
Greyfreiars, followed by Wharton a
Cherry,

Harry was feeling angry. The coar
suspicions of the prefect had annoy
him, and he was in no mood to expla
to Carberry.  However the intervi
with the Ilead might end, Harry w
quite prepared for it

have ju

(What wili happen to Harry Whart
and Bob Cherry? Will the Head tak
series view of their conduct ¥ Doy
miss next week's grand chapters.)
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