“GUSSY IN GAY PAREE!’ *5oa "0 Tom Menny 2 co.' INSIDE.

EVERY WEDNESDAY. Week Ending December 4th, 1937.

fF N



2
PARIS POLITENESS PLEASES THE ONE-AND-ONLY GUSSY—EVEN HIS TENOR SOLO
COMES IN FOR APPLAUSE!

On the h.p platform of the Eiffel Tower the view was magnificeat. Paris was displayed liks a panorama round the B¢,
Jim's juniors—the view stretohing from ome end of the city to the other. ' Ripping !’ said Tom Merry.

CHAPTER 1. Arthur Augustus had been uleepilll’ﬁ “I'm jolly well not going to let you
§t. Jim’s Juniors in Paris ! very soundly, and Tom Merry h chaps got into bad habits, just because
‘ adopted that method of awakening him, ﬁuu ro on a holiday in Paris. No late
oo1! tooting the motor-horn close to his ears. hours, and no sticking in bed half the
“Bai Jove!” The method had answered perfectly.  worning.”
"Toot—toot—toot ! . D’Arcy sat up, and groped for his  “No fear!” said Digby. “Early to
“Gweat Boeott! What is oycglass, which he proceeded to jam bed, carly to rise——"

that noise1” into_one sleopy eye. ) ““Makes o man livae till be jolly well
Toot—toot | X “Bai Jove! as wisin'-bell gone, dies,” said Monty Lowther, swinging
Arthur Augustus D'Arey sat up in deah boys?” his long legs out of bed. * Anybody

bed and rubbed his eyes. ) “Ha, ha, ha!” seen iy shoes?”

He did not wako up as usual in the *“Weally, Tom Mewwy—" “Well, they're big cnough 1o ho
Fourth Form dormitory in the School  “Rising-bell's gone,” said Blake, secn,” remarked Jack Blake, glancing
House at 8t. Jim's, though in the con- popping out of bed. “But we haven't round. *“Is that one of them? Oh, ne,
fusion of sudden awakening he imagined !mard it, as we're some hundreds of my mistake—that’s Kerr's port-
himself to be there for a moment or miles from St. Jim’s. Taggles could manteau!”
two. ring his loudest now, and it wouldn't  “Ass!”

He was in ona of @ row of beds in make any difference to us.” “Where's the hot  water?” asked
w large room with wide windows look-  “Bai Jove! I forgot, you know, that Manners lazily,
ing out on the Rue de Rivoli, in the we're in Pawis” “Ring for the beastly garvcon," said
hoart of Paris. “What's the time, Merry?” asked Blake. “When you want anything, you

He gazed round him in astonishment Figgins, sitting up in bed, with a por- ring for the blessed garcon. 1le pops
as the hooting still sounded in his cars. tentous yawn. up like a jack-in-the-box.”

“Bai Jove! It's you, Tom Mewwy!” “Eight o'clock!” Tom Merry touched the hell.

Tomn Merry chuckled. “Bai Jovel We're beastly late!” “Fatty's not awake yet,” said Blake,

I'ne GeM Lmrary,—No, 1,565, “We ave !” said Tom Merry severely. with a glance at IPatty Wynn, who was
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still sleeping soundly, with a beatific
smile on his face, No doubt he was
dreaming of last night's supper, which
had been a substantial one,

“Better wako him.”

* Yaas, wathah!"”

Tom Merry transferred himself and
his motor-horn to Fatty Wynn's bedside,
He blew a tervific blast close to Fatty
Wynn's ear.

That blust would have awakened the
Seven  Slecpers, and it eventually
uwakened the PFalstalf of (he New
House ot St. Jim's.

Fatty Wynn started up from slumber
in sudden alarm, throwing out his hands
on either side of him, and there was a
vell from om Merry as one  hand
canght him on the side of the face with
a terrilie smack,

COW! gasped Fatiy.

“Ow 1” yelled Tom Merry.

“What's the row?”

“You ass!” ronred Tom,
the next bed and rubbing
“What the dickens do you mean by
using my head as a punching ball?”

“Oht I=I1 woke up,” said Fatly.

“ila, ha, ha!”

“Yoes, 1 woke you,” eaid Tom Merry.

“You woke me suddenly, then,” said
Fatty Wyon, *“I always land out when

gifling on
his  face,

I'm woke up suddenly. I've hurt my
kunekles.”

“You've hurt my head.”

Fatty Wynn turned over
pillow,

“Don’t wake me up again Lll it's
time to get up.”

“Tt's time to get up now, fathead!”
said Figgins,

“Bosh ! I'm  tired,” snid  Datty
Wynn, “We've only been heve a few
hours eo far, and I want a rest, We
got here yesterdoy morning =
“And you snoozed nmuty all yester-
day.”

“Well, T was up in the evening.”

“You've had enough sleep. We're
going out to-day ta see some of the
giddy sights,  We're going to look in
at the vestaurants, Fatty.”

Fatty Wynn looked a little more ani
mated at last,

on his

WL T T T

Sightseeing in gay Paree with
Tom Merry & Co., Gussy finds
himself the centre of all the fun—
the laugh's on him every time!

LU

“Well, that's all right, Let me have
another half-hour, mufi'll be with you.”

Tom Merry laughed,

“Not another half-minule,
Up with you!"

“1 jolly well won't !”

“Have him out, you chaps!

“Yaas, wathaht”

“Gerroff! Leggo!  Yal!

Beasts!”

They took no nolice of Fafty Wynn's
expostulations,  They tilted his bed up
on one side, and Fatty Wyonn  rolled
out, beddlothes and all.

He sat up in the midst of tangled bed-
clothes, with his fat legs sticking out of
the tangle, and turned a red and wrath-
ful F:u'u' upon the juniors of 8t. Jim's,

* Neasls "

“Hn,

my son,

"

Yarooh!

ha, it

Fatty Wyun veeeived no sympathy
whatever,  Dut as further repose was
clearly nmpossible ho took Lis morning
e, md dressed himself.

Arvthur Angustus D'Avey was already
Linsy at Lis toilot,

The swell of 8t Jim's had not heen
long in Parvis, but he had found an
opportunity the previous evening of
domg some ghopping, and so, although
he had brougnt little luggago, ho wus
Tur Gex Lasnany,—No, 1,555,
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able to shine forth that morning with
his accustomed splendour.

Ho was the last to finish, and the
others waited for him.

“Let's go down,” said Fatty Wynn,
who, now that he was onco dressed,
was cagoer to get down to breakfast.
“It's no good waiting for Gussy. He
may be an hour yet.”

“T shan’'t bo a minute, deah boys.”

“You'd better not,” said Harry Noble,
thoughtfully picking us‘ a cako of soap
and calculating the distance between
him and D’Arcy.

“Weally, Kangawoo—"

“Buck up1” .

“1 have only to tioc my necktie. Tom
Meowwy, you are wathah a judge of
colour, 1 know. Which of these neck-
ties shall 1 weah?”

“8hovo 'em all on, old chap!”

) ".l'wagnrd that wemark as fwivo-
ous.”

“Oh, I'm going down!” said Fatty
W,!'lln-
‘Pway wait for me,” said D'Arey,
;IUPI'J’II wefloction, 1 will weah the pale

ue,

He donned thé pale blue, and they
left the bed-room, and descended by the
Lift to the ground floar.

B ]

CHAPTER 2.

Fatty Wynn Feels Hungry !
NCLE FRANK was seated at the
l I breakfast table, perusing the
“Daily Telegraph,” when tho
juniors of St. Jim’s came in,

The oid gentleman looked up with a
cheery nod and smile.

Uncle Frank was in Paris on business,
and it had been his idea for the
juniors to have o run over while he was
there. Needless to say, Tom Merry &
Co. had jumped at the idea.

Of course, there had been many volun-
teers for the party. It numbered ten,
and there was one youth at St. Jim’s
who was. cetermined that it should
number eleven

Thay youth was Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy’s brother, D’Arcy minor.

D'Arcy minor had declared his inten-
tion, both by words and by letter, of
joining the party in Paris.

Most of the juniors smiled at the
idea, but Tom j!\r‘Icrr‘y did not smile.

He knew Wally D'Arcy.

He would not have been nurqrimd at
any moment to sce the tumb ecl. hair
and inky fingers, and broad grin of
the hero of the Third Form at 8t. Jim's.

“Pleasant morning,” said Mr. Faw.
cett, as he laid down his paper. “I am
glad to see that you are not late abed.”

“Late for us, sir,” said Tom Merry.
“I'm going to have them out at seven
in future. I cannot allow Gussy to get
into lazy habits.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Here's the giddy waiter!”
Figgins. “Hallo, Hongri 1"

They had named the waiter Henri
not knowing his name. D’'Arcy ad
first applied the name to him, and the
juniors took it up.

Henri came up with smiling, fat face
and widespread palma.

“They're not deaf and dumb here, by
any means,” Figgins remarked; “but
they do a jolly lot of talking with their
hands.”

Henri began to ialk with both hands
and mouth,

“ Dejeuner 1 he asked:

“ Brekker,” said Fatty Wynn.

“Breakfast, Hongri.”

Tue Gem Lisrary —No. 1,565,

said

" The boss Is expecting a sit-
down strike |

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to ‘“ A Reader,” Bishops House,
Reynolds Road, hnoomﬂuld, Bucks.

said

“Oui, oui, petit
Henri. ' *Cafe complet.”

“1 don't know what cafly congplny
is,” said Fatty Wynn., “I want bacon
and eggs and fishcake, and some mar-
malade to finish with. No good try-
ing to get through a day without lay-
ing n solid foundation,”

‘Yaas, wathah!”

“Tell him we want bacon and cggs,
Kerr, and none of his blessed French
kickshaws.”

Kerr grinned.

All the juniors knew French—English
French, so to speak—but they found that
their French was sadly waniing when it
camo to dealing with
France.

_ Blake had confided some of his suffer-
ings whilo seasick to the hotel pro-
rietor, who was very sympathetic; but
lake discovered later that the French-
man believed that Blake was telling him
that his mother was ill,

After that Blake gave it up.

Kerr, who could do nearly everything,
spoke f?rench well, and it was unani-
mously agreed that he was to be the
interpreter of the party.

He spoke to the waiter now, so quickly
that his chums could not follow his
meaning; but the waiter understood,
and he outspread his handa comprehend-
inqlﬁ and vanished.

“Do you weally undahstand all that,
Kerr?” asked D'Arcy curiously.

“Ha, ha, hal Yes”

“And does Hongwi 1"

“Yes”

“It is vewy wemarkable. T weally
considah that there ought to be a speed
limit, same as for dwivin' motor-cahs.”

“Well, that wouldn't be a bad
wheeze,” said Figgins thoughtfully. “I
don’t believe they always understand
each other, though. That's why they
eke it out by wriggling and waving
their hands.”

“Yaas, wathah.”

““8ure the chap understands about the

acon, Kerr?” asked Fatty Wynn,

“Ha, ha, ha! Yes, that's Jl right."

“It's an important point. These

eople begin the day on a roll and
Euttor mufc:oﬂ'cn. Now, how could they
expect to win the Battle of Waterloo
on that1”

“How, indeed1” said
with a smile, .

“You want to lay a solid foundation,”
said Fatty Wynn, encouraged. “ Whether
it's for seeing sights, or doing lessons,
or fighting battles, what you want is a
solid foundation to work upon.”

dejeuner,”
4

Frenchmen in

Mr. TFawcett,
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“Yaas, wathah!”

“1 could get through dozens of the
caffy complays, and feel as if I hadn's
begun,” said Fatty Wynn, *lle's a lang
timo,”

“Why, it's not a minute yet |”

“TIt seems_a long time; much longer
than that. You're quite sure he unders
stood about the bacon, Kerr 1"

“Quite sure.”

“It_would be awful for him to turn
up with nothing but rolls and butter
after all this waiting.”

‘“Minute and a quarter,” said Tom
Merry, looking at his watch.

“Your watch must bo slow. I had a
very light lué)per last nisht—only gome
cold beef and bacon 1 a pie, and a
pudding, and some of their blessed kick-
shawa. T always wake hungry in the
mornings in December, too.”

“Not ot other tinos?”
Lowther.

“Well, I seem to get specially peckish
at this time of the year. 1 always have
a healthy appetite. 1 wanted to come
to Paris chiefly to sample their cooking.
I've heard a lot about it.*

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

X ';"Vhl.t an awful long timo that chap
is I”

“Two minutes |"

“Two hours, you mean "

"YOlt?’t'lr)II"t.d \i’qnt,lhe bacon raw, 1
suppose ?” said Figgins,

{‘)gVell. I think we might have somo-
thing cold to start with, anyway. I'd
better begin on the rolls, After all, I
shull have room for the bacen, too,”

And Fatty Wynn began on the rolls
and butter.

Henri was really very quick with the
brenlgfnnt, considering that it was a sub.
stantial one for ten persons, and the
cook must have done his duty nobly.
But the fat Fourth Former had made s
decided clearance among the rolls by the
timo Henri reappeared.

Henri looked at the table in somo
surprise.

He had carefully placed ten rolls
there, and now there were only three
to be seen. Fatty Wynn eyed him
hungrily.

“"Mais,” said Henri, “ze bread 1"

“ El.. TJI

“I zink zat I place ze pain—zo
bread !” said the puzzled waiter, “It is
gone viz itself avayl Zat is ferry
curious 1"

“Where's the bacon 1”

“Je ne comprends pas,”

“Oh, don't talk to me ahout

grinned

A our pa
or your ma, eitheri T'm hungry!
J'ai faim 1” said Fatty Wynn. “1 have

hunger, as you pub it in your lingo!
J'ai inlm—;f ai faim, beaucoup |”

*M'sieur 1"

“J'ai blessed faim ¥

**M'sieur 1"

“They say these French are an in
telligent race, and they don’t even
understand their own blessed language|”
said Fatty Wynn, in disgust.

Henri, looking puzzled, planted down
his trays,

Fatty Wynn had been expectin
rashers of bacon, and he began to lool
dangerous till ho discovered that the
little dishes contained a mixture of
bacon and eggs. Then he was mollified,
but he grunted expressively when he
discovered that there was only one of
the little dishes for him.

“Ts it possible that that duffer thinka
this will be enough for me?” he asked,
in wonder. “Is he off his silly rocker i

“Ask him for more, then, before he
goes I” grinned Tom Merry.

“Henri! Waiter | Garsong!”

“M’sieur 1

“Bring me half a dozen more "
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‘" Have him out of it!"
his bed.

“ M'sicur 7"

“Here, waitong—I—1 mean, garsong
=bring me—apporter moi-—cing ou six
encore 1” apluttered I'atty Wynn.

“M'sieur?”

“Half a dozen !” roared Fatty Wynn.
“8omo more encore—cingq—six—sept 1"

“Qui, oui, ouil”

Honri grinned to show that he under-
stood, and departed. Fatty Wynn
grunted.

“Btupid people, these Krench!” he

remarked, "I should think he might
have guessed that one of those poky
little dishes wouldn't be enough for u

chap like me.”

Fatty Wynn did not take long over his
allowance of bacon and eggs. He had
just finished it, and was ready for some
more, when Henri arrived.

Fatty Wynn looked at him expect-
antly.

He became almost speechless when
Henri deposited a plate on the table
containing six or seven rolls of bread.

The fat Fourth Former of $t. Jim's
stared at them,

“Where's the bacon ?”

" M‘sieur ?n

“Whero's that blessed bacon 1"

“M'sieur 1"

“Ia, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.
“It's your giddy French! He thought
you were asking for half a dozen more
rolls in place of those you scoffed.”

Fatty Wynn spluttered.

“The ass! "T'he orass ass!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bacon !"” said Fatty Wynn, “Fggs!
Des ocufs, fathead—lots of ceufs!”

" (o it, Kerr!”

The grinning Kerr explained. Henri

exclaimed Figgine., * Qerroff! Leg
Next moment it was tilted up, and Fatty rolled out amidst the bedclothes.

.

yelled.

waved his hands, and disappeared. Ho
returned shortly with a tray containing
suflicient bacon and eggs to satisfy even
Fatty Wynn. The fat junior beamed.

“This is something like!” he re-
marked. “I shall be able to lay a
solid foundation now 1"

Arthur Augustus rose from the tablo.

“I weally cannot stay indoors while
you lay a solid foundation, Wynn, if you
aro goin' to twavel thwough that lot "
ho remarked. “You fellows comin’
out 1"

" Yes, rather 1" said Blake and Digby,
getting up at once.

“Wait o tick!” said Tom Merry.
“Wo're all coming 1”

Uncle Frank had already left the
breakfast-table, after sceing the juniors
provided for. He had finished his
morning moal—a much lighter one—and
had gone to attend to his business,

He had cautioned the boys to be
careful when they went out, and then
left them to their own devices, e was
a gentleman of experience, and he knew
that they could take care of themselves,
and that they would be better without
a guide, philosopher, and friend of
middle ago to look after them. They
waunted to spend the first morning in a
walk round Paris, and Uncle Frank
had reached a time when he preferred
to do his sightsecing sitting down,

I'atty Wynn looked up from his fourth
helping.

“I'm jolly well not ecoming till T've
finished 1" ho said. “Don't you [ellows
wait for me, though!”

“Weally, Wynn—"

“We'll wait,” said Figgins and Kerr

gasped Fatty Wynn, as the juniors took hol

l 4
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he

“Yah! Yarooh! Beasts!"

loyally. “We'll run against you fellows
presently, I expeet.”

“Meet at the Eiffel Tower,” suggested
Tom Merry, “Turn up at the tower
punctually at twelve o'clock—ch ?"

“Right you are!"” suid tho three New
House juniors,

“Come on, deah boys!” «aid D'Arcy.

He had brought his silk hat down with
him.  Scven juniors put on hats or caps,
and sallied forth, leaving Fatty Wylm
to finish laying his solid foundation,
and Figgins and Kerr to watch him
doing it.

CHAPTER 8.

Gussy Buys Some Postcards !

OM MERRY & CO. sallied forth
from the Hotel Ste. Gonevieve,
in the Rue de Rivoli, in the
highest of spirits,

The provious day they had been too
tired by their journcy to do more than
just look round thom, and this was their
first real look at Paris.

It was a brilliant morning, very bright
for the season—the clear, %yrillimu sun-
shine of Paris fulling in a flood upon
streets and squares and buildings, and
showing up tho cleanliness of the city,
striking cnough to the boys, who had
just come from London.

Partly owing to the atmosphere,
partly to the style of architeeture, Puris
strikes the newecomer as being as bright
and clean as a toy city, though certainly
rome of the sights in the streets ave far
from pleasing to tho Fnglish eye.

Arthur Augustus glanced round with

Tue Gest Liprany.—No. 1,655,



great admiration as he found himself
under the long stone colonnade that runs
for a considerable length in the Rue de
Rivoli,

“Bai Jove, this is a wippin’
he remarked.

“What is?” asked Tom Merry.

“This colonnade! When it commes on
to wain, a fellow can still do his shop-
pin” without dangah of havin’ his toppah
wuined.”

“Jolly good!”

“Wemarkably polite theso people
are,” Arthur Augustus further observed,
us o gontleman in a erush of pedestrians
stepped aside for him to pass, and raised
his hiat with a courteous smile as he did

ideah |

80,

I’ Arey raised his hat in return, and
bowe:d, and the gentleman bowed, and
they passed with a mutually high
opinion of one another.

“Remarkable 1” said Blake, “ It must
take up some time, too, if they keep it
up to concert pitch all day.”

“I like it,” said D'Arcy. “You fel-
lows might observe their mannahs and
customs, and copy them with advantage,
I've always done my best to impwove
you, but I must nti’lnib without vewy
gweat success,”

“Arve you looking for a thick car,
Gussy 1"

“Certaindy not, Mannahs !
the question as widieulous 1

“Well, you came jolly near finding
one, then, without lool ing for it.”

*Weally, Mannahg—"

Arthur Auuunl.us was interrupted.

A man stopped in hia path, and
extended towards him a packet of pic-
ture posteards, with a genial smile.

D'Arcy shook his head.

*No, thanks, deah boy!”

But the man persisted. He followed
the elegant junior, and insisted upon
thrusting the packet into his handa,
Then he waved his own hands, and
smiled,

D’Arvey put up his eyeglass, and
glanced at the packet of cards, and then
at the man.

I wegard

“Vewy well, deah boy, if yon per-
sist 1" he said, and slipped the packet
into his pocket, and walked on,

The man stared after him blankly and
followed,

“Bai Jove, they are a polite wace, and
no mistake 1” said Arthur Augustus,
“Fancy a stwangah givin’ a chap o
packet of pictuah posteards like that !”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I gee no cause for laughtah, Tom
Mewwy ! It was a vowy ecivil thing to
do, and the man did not look wich,
eithah, as if he could afford to wako
pwesents.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“It was vewy decent of him, I con-
sidah—"

“0Oh, Gussy, you'll be the death of
us1” said Blake, grinning.

“Weally, Blake——  Hallo, lLcre is
the chap again |”

The picture posteard merchant tapped
D'Arey on his sleeve and began to wave
his arms about him like the sails of a
windmill,

Arthur Auvgustus halted, and looked
at him,

“Non, non,” he said; “I don't want
any more | It's vewy polite of you, and
I wegard you as a weally decent chap,
but I cannot wob you in this way.”

And D’Arcy walked on.

The man, jabbering and gesticulating,
pursued him. The chums were shriek-
ing with laughter, and Arthur Augustus
was looking decidedly puzzled.

“Tres francs1” bellowed the IFrench-
man excitedly. “Tres francs!”

“What is he saying, Tom Mewwy 7"

“Three francs.”

“What does he mean by that?”

“Ha, ha, ha! Heo wants three franes
for the postcards!"”

" O‘I 1'.

“He’s not. gi\'inq them away, you ass;
he's selling them I”

“Oh 1"

“Give him three francs, or he’ll have
the whole Rue de Rivoli und the Place
de la Concorde about our ears!”

Arthur Augustus felt in his pocket,
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HOLIDAY ANNUAL

Of all Newsagents and Booksellers B [=

Enjoy School and Adventure Yarns?

.« you will find the very best of
both in the HOLIDAY ANNUAL.,
This splendid 256-page book contains
long stories of ﬁiﬁy Bunter, the
world's fattest and funniest school-
boy, and the chums of St. Jim's,
Greyfriars and Rookwood Schools,
as well as thrillmg tales of mystery
and adventure on land and sea.
There are many gripping illustrations,
and four colour plates, Make sure
of a copy.
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“Pway do not eackle in that widicu-
lous way, you fellows! How was I to
know that the chap was sellin’ the
beastly things? I don’t want any, and
I only took them out of politeness. I
haven't any silver ] Here, my man, wun
somewhere and change this for me|”

Ho put a twenty franc note into the
hand of the picture posteard merchant,

_The man, who was a fellow of medium
size, with keen, twinkling eyes and a
black beard and a red nose, looked at
the note and then at D'Arcy, and
babbled out something in which Arthur
Augustus only distinguished the word
“changor,”
go and get chango!” gaid
Arcy,
The man babbled again,
“ Changer ! exclaimod D'Arcy.
“Allez! Changez. Bunkez-vous "

The man grinned and disappeared in
the crowd,

Jack Blake gave o roar.

“Ha, ha, ha! You champion ass, do
.\'ml_t‘:\]wl’.‘t to see your seventeen france
again "

“ Weally, Bluke—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T should wegard it as wollen to
doubt o fellow’s honesty,” said D’Arcy
with dignity. “I pwesume he will bwing
my change,”

*'Well, wo'll see,”

They waited by one of the columns of
the ouloqnudo for five minutes; there
was no sign of the black-bearded man,

“ Better move on,” grinned Lowther.

“1 have not weceived my change yet,
deah boy.”

“If you're going to wait for that,
you'd better send for a camp-stool,”
said Manners. “That chap won't come
back.”

“I considal "

Arst He's a mile away by this
time.”

“T wefuse to be called an ass.”

Tom Merry took out his watch.

“We'll give him another
minutes,” he said,

“Vewy well,”

Tho two minute: clapsed. There was
no sign_of the picturo postcard mer-
chant. He was probably at a consider-
able distance by thia time.

. Tom_ Merry slipped his watch back
into_his pocket,

“Come on!"”

“Bai Jove! I don't know whethah
we ought to communicato with the
authowities,” said Arthur Augustus,

“Rot1 You shouldn’t have trusted a
sireet.  posteard seller with  twenty
fl'al}m. It was your own fault, and
you've no right to have him locked
up.

“T was not thinkin' of havin’ him
locked up, deah boy.”

“Then what——"

“T was thinkin' that he had pwobably
met with somo acceident in goin' to get
change.”

*“Ila, ha, ha!”

Avthur Augustus  cast o last look
round, hut there was no sign of the
poateard merchant; and the chums went
on their way, the swell of 8t Jim’s the
poorer by seventeen francs,

CHAPTER 4,
A Sudden Recognition !

RTHUR AUGUSTUS several
times cast a puzzled look round
him as he sirolled down the
Rue de Rivoli with his chums.

The street was very busy, with end-
less omnibuscs, cars, and other vehicles
streaming cast and west, and countless
taxicabs huzzing along at an amazing
speed, Somcthing seemed to puzzle

two
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Arthur  Augustu, and at last he
ojaculated,

“What's the matter?” asked Tom
Me”ﬂ' looking round,

“The duffahs are all goin’ the w'ong
side of the woad!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus.  “I woally wondah the
gendarmna don't keep the twaffic in
ettah ordah,”

“The traflic’s all right.”

“My deah chap, ecan't you sce that
limplﬁ' nobody keeps to the left—""

“They keep to tge right in France.”

“ Oh lll

And when he came to look at it again
he discorned that the endless confusion
was only in np&mnrunce, caused by the
rule of the road being opposite to that
to which he was acoustomed at home.

“Bai Jove!” said ID'Aroy thought-
fully., “I am wathah glad I didn't
bwing my jiggah, aftah all. This
would take some gettin’ used to.”

They strolled down to the Place de
la Concorde—once the Place de la
Revolution, and the scene of guillotin-
ing in the old days of the Terror.

Many times Tom Merry and Blake
had to clutch D'Arcy almost from
under a whizzing taxi,  There wero
taxis to right of them, taxis to left of
them; they seemed countless, and they
were all going at a terrific speed, so
that it bocamo an exciting task to cross
most corners,

Arthur Augustus gave a start, as,
stepping into the roadwnK. s taxi
hooted and bore down on him. He
jumped back again to the pavement, the
cab missing hum by a hairsbreadth, The
taxi was empty, but it was going at a
speed as if the driver were engaged
upori & matter of life and death,

Arthur Auiuulua brandished his fist
furiously at the driver.

“You uttah wottah!” he shouted.
“I wish you would come within hittin’
distance, you feahful ass! I should
like to give you a feahful thwashin'[”

“My hat!” said Tom Merry. “He's
coming 1"

It was truel

The  taxi-driver  had  mistaken
D'Arcy's furious gesture for o signal
that he wanted the taxi, and he was
whirling round and whizzing back to
the spot where the swell of St. Jim's
stood.

D'Arcy's eye behind - his
eveglass,

“Bai Jove! Bo he ig!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Will you hold my hat, Blake?”

“What for?”

“Whilo I thwash that toxi-dwivah.”

“You utter ass—"

“1 decline to bo called an nss!”
1’Arcy pushed back his cuffs,  “The
wottall made me jump, and thwew mo
into quito a fluttah, T am goin’ to give
him a feahful thwashin'1”

“Ass! You'd be collared by the
gendarmoes-———"

“I should uttahly wefuse to be col-
lahed by a gendarme,”

The taxi drew up to the pavement,
and the driver grinned at the swell of
8t Jim's,

“M'sieur 1"

“You wottah !"

“Oui?” asked the driver, apparently
mistaking that word for the name of
his intended destination and not com-
prehending it.

“You uttah ass!”

“M'sieur 7"

“You feshfully impertinent beast 1"

“Pardon, m'sieur—"

“You checky duffah—"

#Mais, je ne comprends pas”

gleamed
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PERCY MELLISH.

A CREATURE whom we all abhor
With stealthy lteiacomea creeping,

And through the keyhole of the door

His craﬁy eyes are peeping—
Until a prefect passes by,

And kicks him forth with relish ;
Subduing thus the sneak and "f'

W hose name, of course, is Mellish.

He slouches with an evil leer,
And all his recreation

Is spent in mean attempts to hear
His schoolmates' conversation.

To him the splendid summer sporls
Have neither charm nor moral ;

He shines in spreading false reports
And causing chums to quarrel.

The ruthless Levison and he
Are rascals of a feather—
Ensconed in strictesl privacy,
They plot and plan together.
And very few would ever guess
With what vindictive keenness
They hate the fellows who express
ontempt for all their meanness.

At times, when many a precious plot
Appears to be succeeding,
The wretched schemers catch it hot,
For mercy vainly pleading.
But each F’clmr!h ormer fain would
smile, .
So both the cads are batlered,
And slink discreetly out of sight
With feat® -y gore-bespattered.

Though Levison contrives to face
e blows upon him showered,
His crony proves, like all his race,
A whining, cringing coward.
And by the babel which arose,
From such a squirming victim,
One would imagine that his foes
Had boiled instead of licked him !

Within the Green Man's privale room
This mighty man of valour

Sits smoking ; and his checks assume
A strange and ghastly pallor.

He struggles with his cigaretles,
And scans a sporting paper,

But, inwardly, he much regrets
Each wretched midnight caper.

Three groans for Mellish, through
whose ways,

Such scandals have arisen.

No doubt the cad will end his days
Within some friendly prison ;

Where he may muse on former times,
Replete with so-called pleasure,
nd, pondering o’er his countless crimes,
Repent of them at leisure,

Next Week: ERIC KILDARE.
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“Bai Jove! You will compwehend ‘s
punch on the beastly nose, I think—"

Tom Merry dragged the swell of St.
Jim's back in time. Arthur Augustus
wriggled in his grasp.

“Welease me, Tom Mewwy!”

“Rats!"”

“I shall lose my tempah—"

“Go hon!”

“I’'m goin’ to thwash this impertivent
wottah——"

“Nothing of the sort; your mistake.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

Jack Blake chuckled,” The taxicab
driver had settled the matter by buzzing
off. He hurled back a word at D'Arcy
as he left.

Tom Merry released the swell of 8t.
Jim's.

“Chase him!” exclaimed Monty
Lowther, “Put on a spurt, Gussy, and
you'll soon catch up the taxi.”

“Yaas, wathah 1”

And Arthur Augustus started to run,

It dawned upon him the next momeng
that Lowther was "mttinq." and
turned back indignantly, The juniors
roarod, ID'Arcy turned his eycglass
upon the joker of the Shell.

**Lowthah, I wegard you—

“Ha, ha, hat”

“What was it that
dwivah said as hLe
Mewwy ?

“Better ask him.”

“It was somethin’

1

impertinent
went off, Tom

like foo,” eaid
ngb_v “I eaught tho word Anglais,
and then there was the word foo.”
g ""Foo 1" grinned Blake. “Ha, ha,
a !
“I see no cause for wil&ald laughtah,
90

What was it the man said?

“Only that the Englishman was
mad |” said Manners, chuckling.

‘“Bai Jovel”

“ Bettor go and look for him,” said
Lowther, " You'd find the taxi {‘Flin
among all that lot—I don't think.”

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“Did we come out for a walk, or to
watch (1ussi quarrelling with _cab-
drivers?” asked Manners. “If Guss
wants to quarrel with cab-drivers,
think he ought fo go into a cafe or &
cabaret, and doq it quietly.”

“Weally, Mahnahs—"

“I recommended Blake to put a chain
on him before he brou'ght him out,”
said Kunqum reéproachfully.

“1 should uttahly wefuse—-="

“Oh, come on!” said Tom Merry.
“This way to the Eiffel Tower!"”

“Bai Jove!”

“What's fhe row now?”

“Wally !”

:'}VM”” bwothah |

“It's my young bwothah "

"Rnt.al"y

“DBai Jovel It's my minah!”

Arthur Augustus made a sudden rush
into the crowd. The juniors rushed
after him, but D'Arcy stopped in a
minute or so, disappointed.

“He's gone!”

- — -

CHAPTER 6.
A New Friend!

OM MERRY & CO. glared at the
swell of 8t. Jim's.
“You ass!” said Tom Merry
at last. “You're beginning to
sce things. It's the air of Paris gettin
into your hecad, or else it's the secon
cup of tea.”

Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“He'll imagining he secs the Head
next, or Mr. Railton,” said Monty
Lowthe:

T.
tell you it waa Wally.”
“Where was he?”
Tue Gex Lmrary.—No, 1,565




*Oval there,” D'Arcy pointed. “He
dodged Dbehind that stone pillah as I
wan towards him, and disappeared.”

Tom Morry knitted his brows,

“It would bo just like that youn
rascal to follow us to Paris,” he said.
“But I won't believe it till I've seen
him, anyway.”

“} saw hium, deah boy.™

“More rats|”

And the party procecded, Arthur
Angustus kept a careful look-out for
Wally—if it was really Wally—but he
did not turn up again,

In the Placo do la Concordoe, Arthur
Augustus halted to jam his monoclo into
his eye, and looked up at the obelisk.

“Awfully like Cleopatwah's Needle
on the LEmbankment, you know,” said
D'Arcy, with the air of a connoisseur
in E;yplmn monumenta.

“It'a tho fellow to it,” said Manners.

“Oh, that accounts for the wesem-
blance, N

“Go hon|”

Tom_ Marry led the way to the Con-
corde Bridge over the Seine. He looked
up and down, and round about the
b“"F"- .
“There ought to be a boat here, an
omnibus-boat to take you down to tho
Champ de Mars,” ho remarked, “It
will be fun going by river.”

“What aroe we going to the Champ de
Mars for, deah boy?

“Eiffel Tower!”

“Oh, yaas! I want to go up the

Eiffel Tower vewy much. 1 pwomised
to send my Cousin Ethel a i:oslclrd with
the Eiffel Towah postimark on it, you
know,”

“Here's the boat station I” exclaimed
Kangaroo,

The Comstallk led the way down to
the river bank, down the stone steps,
and straight to tho floating landing-
stage, whero the Scine stcamers em-
barked their passengers.

There is a splendid scrvico of steamers
on the 8eine, much patronised by the
Parisians, who make extensive uso of
the fino waterway Nature has provided
for them free of charge. The landing-
stage, bobbing up and down in the
water, was crowded,

“Bai Jove, it's wocky 1™

“I'll hold you, Gussy |” said Lowther,
reaching out,

'Arcy backed away.

“You will do uulhinr of the sort,
Lowthah. I am assured that you are in-
tundi:{’ some beastly pwactical joke,

A howl from beliind Arthur Augustus
intevrupted him,

In retreating from Lowther he had
backed upon a JFrench youth, and
trodden upon his toe, bringing all his
weight to gun’ upon it. .

The French youth, a good-looking lad
of about sixteen, doubled up with pain,
and the howls, he gave rang over the
landing-stage, :

Arthur Augustus whivled round.

:: Bai .,I'ore, I'm sawwy I”

“I'm awlully sowwy,
m"r‘ueur !”“

“Did I hurt yout”

“Ha ba, ha!” sereamed Blake. “Did
he hurt him? Doesn’t the chap look as if
he was hurti”

“I1 apologise most pwofoundly——""

“Of all the asses—"" said Lowther.

“It was your fault, Lowthah—your
beastly ewnctictl jokes—=—="*

“That's right, lay the blame on me |"
snid Monty Lowther rasiﬁlmdly. “You'll
eay it’s my fault next that you've got
that smear of f:laiul‘. on your sleave.

“ Bai_Jove, I—"

Tae Gem Lisrary,—No, 1,555,

you know,

“(@o on with the apology.”

“I wemember you pushed me against
o shop fwont—"

“Look here, that chap’s waiting for
the rest of the “3010“ ; they have to be
Jol.lg long-winded oncs in this country,”
said Kangaroo.

To their surprise the French youth

rinned. He understood English;

nnfuroo coloured.

“Ah, I accepi zo apology I” said the
French youth, “It was zat I am hurt,
but it is no mattair—n'importe,”

“Ah, you speak English?” said Tom
Merril.

“I have been to zo Angleterre.”

“Porhaps you are an Englishman,
though,” said Monty Lowther hlandly.

The young Frenchman smiled and
shook his head.

“Oh, nol You zink so because I
speak ze English like yourself, but zat
isnot so. I am a Frenchman. My namo
is Auguste Cernay.”

“ Pleased to meet you, deah boy 1" said
Arthur Augustus. “T must beg of you
to accept my pwofound lpnlnq '’

“It is vat you call all right.

“I am extwemely sowWwy—""

“Tt is nozzing !’

“1 am afwaid I hurt your foot.”

“Not at alll It is nozzing.
more pleasair zan ozzervise,”

“AMy hat,” murmured Tom Merry,

It is

Bill-—scared 7
now | walk in my

‘‘ What's up
‘“ Don’t you ‘c

sloep 77
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539, Dunedin Btreet,

to L. Henry
é., Canada.
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“they carry politencss to a jolly long
extent! Fancy telling a chap it's o
pleasure to have his hoof on your toe,”

“Vewy good, deah boy!" said Arthur
Augustus, “It was weally not my fault,
but that of that ass Lowthal, but I
apologize all the same.”

“It is nozzing!”

“I'm awfully glad to mect you, deah
boy I"" went on D'Arcy, introducing him-
selfl in turn, "My name is D'Arcy—
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.”’

The French boy looked at hLim.

“Ciell Is it zat all ze English are
named D’Arcy?” he exclaimed.

“I do not compwehend, deah hoy "

“1 have already met an English
monsieur zis morning, and his name is
D'Arey,” said Auguste Cornay. “lle
lodges in ze pension viz me,”

“Bai Jove!”

“You are strangers in Paris, is it
not so—n’est ce past” said Cernay, with
a smile, .

“Yaas, wathah!”

“TIs it zat you go on zo steamer "

*Oui, om "

“1 go likewise; I get off at ze Eiffel
Tower.”

THE GEM LIBRARY

“Bai Jove, so do wel”

“Ciell Zen veo foel togezzer!” said
Cerony, with a cheerful grin.

* Awfully delighted, deah boy 1

Uncle Frank had cautioned the juniors
against picking up stray acquaing.
ances, and they had promised to Le
very careful, But Auguste Cernay was
ovidently so genuine and frank and
honest that they could not have any
doubts about him.

To pick up a French friend like this,
too, was a piece of luck for the boye,
who wore without Kerr, their inter-
preter, and who had to admit that their
own I'rench, though it looked all right
on the excrcise papers at 8t, Jim's, was
a little rocky when it came to talking to
I'venchmen in France.

“That will be jolly,” said Tom Merry,

“1 show you ze place,’ said Cernay,
with & wave of his hand, *'Ze tower——
it is wonderful! Some say it is ze vat
you call eyesore of Paris—but it is
wonderful, all ze same,”

The steamer came ﬂlou hing along,
and the crowd on the landing-stage
boarded it, the juniors marching on
with tho rest,

There were scats on dock, and the 8t
Jim’s party and their new friend sat
down i a row. Arthur Augustus was
looking thoughtful. Lowther gave him
a friendly dig in the ribs and asked him
what he was mooning about.

Arthur Augustus jumped.

“Pway don’t be such a wuff beast,
Lowthah! You have thwown me into
quite a fluttah. I was not moonin’,
cithah, 1 was thinkin’ of what our
young fwiend Cernay was wemarkin',”

Cernay was about a year older than
Arthur Augustus; but that was D'Arcy’s
way.

“What was he
asked Lowther,

** Aboys another chap named D' Arey.'

“Heaps of French chaps named
' Arey, 1 should think,” said Lowther,
“As a matter of fact, you're a beastly
alien, Gussy "

“1 wefuse to be called an alien ”

“You have to admit that your name
was made abroad,” enid Lowther ar-
gumentatively,

“My ancestahs came ovah with the
Conquewah,” said D’Arey, with dignity,
“1 pwesume they bwought their name
with them. They licked your ancestahs av
the Battle of Hustings."

“Well, they've beon in England a long
timo, but that makes no difference.
They wero a lot of blessed aliens,” said
Lowther obstinately, *As a mualter of
fact, William the Conqueror and his
whole gang were a lot of blessed alicns,
who came over to England for what they
could get.”

“1 cannot allow you to apeak diswe-
spoctfully of my ancestahs, Lowthal.”

“Rats |"

“I should be =owwy to make n
gencwal disturbance by thwashin' you
NOW -’

“You would be sorry if you started'”
said Lowther. “But you haven't told
me why you're frowning yet.”

“Oh! You sce, Cernay says it's an
English chap named D’Arcy.”

“Yes, so ho did.”

“Well, it occurred to me f{hat it
might be that young wascal Wally, I
know he's in Pawis, you know.”

“No feart”

“I am quite sure of it, deah boy. 1
shall twy to find out fwom Cernay if it
is my minah. He had no wight to
como to Pawis, but if he is here, it's
my duty to look aftah him.”

Aud D'Arcy, feeling the troubles of

remarking thent”
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a family man heavy upon him, looked
quite serious,

Lowther chuckled.

Meanwhite, Auguste Cernay was
chatting away nineteen to the dozen,
pointing out to the juniors of 8t. Jim's
and describing the wvarious places of
interest on the banks between which the

eine steamboat was gliding.

——

CHAFTER 6.
On the Seine !
ﬁ‘ UGUSTE CERNAY proved an

invaluable acquisition for the
juniors of Bt. Jim's.

It scemed that he was in

Paris himself on a holiday, and was

going round to see some of the sights

when he fell in with Tom Merry & Co.

Nothing, as he explained to Tom
Merry, could have been more fortunate,
He was himsglf very fond of company,
and was desolated at having to go round
alone, and at the same time he was glad
of an opportunity of doing the honours
of Paris for the English visitors. He
had been treated with much politeness
by the people in London, und he was
glad of an opportunity to repay the
obligation.

To all of which Tom Merry replied
with somewhat “rocky ” French that he
was equally onnllanrod to make tho
esteemed  acquaintance of Monsieur
Cernay, and that he, too, regarded the
accidental meeting at the Place de la
Concorde as an unimagined stroke of
uck.

Cernay was all smiles, evidently
happy to do the honours of Paris. Ho
was equally evidently convinced that
Paris was the greatest and finest city
in the world, and, indeed, the capital
of the universe, as the Parisians some-
times claim,

The juniors were privately of opinion
that Paris was very clean and bright,
but not quite up to old London in many
respects; and Kangaroo hinted that
Melbourne could knock spots off it in
s0me ways.

But thoy did not say so to Amguste.
Ho had the simple, childlike faith of a
Frenclhuman in his . native land; it did
not evan occur to him that anybody
could differ.  And Tom Merry would
not have told him that Paris was not

the finest eity in the world, any more
than he would have told a child that his
rocking-horse was not the finest rocking-
horse in the world.

The steamboat glided along by the
Quai D'Orsay, nng the eyes of the
juniors were turned towards the curious
vot graceful structure of the Eiffel
Tower in the distance.

The network of interlaced iron was
certainly curions, and Cernay was proud
of it in onc way, if not in another.

“It does not improve zo landscape,”
he remarked, with a Gallic shrug of the
shoulders, “Zat is so. But it 1s big—
vere vill you see vun biggair—eh?”

“Nowhere,” agreed Tom Merry.

“Zen ze view from ze top—superb!”

“Yes, it must bo.”

The oflicial came along for the fares,
and Tomn Merry & Co, discovered that
the fare was only twenty-five centimes
—that fara being doubled on Saturdays
and holidays—Dimanches and fetes, as
the notices on the stations had it.

The motion of the steamboat was
easy and pleasant, and the trip gave
the juniors a good view of the Scino
and its traflic.

Although nul]ling like the Thames for
size and for traffic, it was & big and
busy river, and a very interesting

sight.

gI'ht-_‘,' disembarked at the Champs de
Mars, and as they ascended the steps
from the rivoer bank, the Eiffel Tower
loomed up over their heads, soaring
into tho clouds.

D'Arcy jammed his eyeglass into his
eye, and took a survey of it from the
Pont d'lena.

“Bai Jove!” ho remarked. “It's
awfully big, yon know. I should say
that it was much biggah than the Monu-
ment in London.”

|IA,‘!!I|

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“It's nearly five times as high as the
Monument.”

”‘:.Wt'll. I said it was biggah, didn't

Lowther snorted.

Tom Merry looked at his watch and
looked round for Figgins. They had
agreed to meet Figgine & Co. at the
Kiffel Tower, but it was early yet.

“Zat you ascend ge tower!” asked
Auvguste Cernay.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“I have been up before, Lut T love
to go agnin. Zis way.”

The juniors entercd the grounds of
the great Paris Exhibidon, now closed,
and made their way to the south.
western corner, at which a notice
said that the lift was working. They
took a ticket each, paying ten francs
each for the same, which Lowther re-
marked was a jolly lot for guinF up a
beastly towee.  He asked fhe lady in
the bureau whethor she could not make
a reduction for gquantities; but as the
young lady understood no Fuoglish, she
only smiled.

“Where's the  beastly  Nift?"  asked
Arthur Augusius, turning his cyecglass
round.

“Zis way.”

“Merci 1" said D'Arer. who was
gradually dropping into the [French

“Thank you!'

They walkel into the little waiting-
room adjoining the lift-shaft, D" Arey
taking tho room for the lift, as visitors
to the tower will do sometimes.  Lle sab
down on one of the seats, and waited
for it to move,

“We aro not going up,” he remarked.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, L'om Mewwy—"'

“Did you expeet the whole tower to
go upt” .

“I natowally expected the lift to
wise,” said 1'Avey, with dignity, *I
believe tha: is what lifts are supposed
to do.”

“This is a waiting-room, nss

“I wefuse to bo called an ass!”

There was a whirring and a creaking,
and the lift came down The door was
opened, and the passengers crowded into
I.Es lift. ‘1'here were a dozen inove
besides the juniors from St Jim's

“Bai Jove, we're off at last!” said
D'Arcy. as the attendant clanged the
gates shat.

“Yes, rather!”

“Bar Jove |”

“It's all right; there's no danger.”

“I did not think there was any
dangah, Digby. I have left my cane
on tho soat in the wairin’-woom,”

“Go hon!” .

“Well, you won't =ce it again, that's

(Continued on the next page.)
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one comfort,” remarked Lowther.
“You've nearly poked my cye out with
it several times.”

D'Arcy tapped the liftman on the
shoulder,

“Pway stop, deah hoy !”

CHAPTER 7.
The Eiffel Tower !

IE liftman stared at D'Arcy.
Tho lift went on. Tho swell
of 8t Jim's pointed downwards
excitedly.

“Pway stop!
cane 1"

“Msieur?”

“Go down again

*Je ne comprends pas,”

" Descend, you duffah—descendez !”

The man grinned,

“You ass!” said Tom Merry., ‘Do
you think he's going to descend for your

castly eane?  Wait till the lift goes
down again.”

' Tinposs,"’

“Hallo! Here wo are!”

*P’remior otnge,” eaid the attendant,

The 1ift stopped.

“Wirst  stage,
Cernay.

“Good 1"

The juniors poured out on to the first
platform of the tower. Arthur Augus-
tus stopped with ono foot in and one
foot out, to argue with the liftman,

"I must wea ly have my cane, you

I have forgolten my

"

mes  amis,”  said

“Are you goin’ down nowi"

The man pointed upwards,

Another attendant gently shoved
D'Arcy off the lift floor, and the gntes
closed, and the grinning liftman dis-
appeared upward,

“*Ba

i Jove!”
“Tho lift will be down again pre-
sently,” ‘remarked Kangaroo consol-

ingly, “then you can go down and look
for your cane,”

It may be taken by somecbody by
mistake."”

“Yes, I shonldn't wonder,”

vis tﬁ_e_-m anothali lift, Tom Mowwy 1"

“Good! Wheret"”

“In_ the south-castern pillar of the
tower,"

D'Arcy frowned majestically. Tha
Eiffol Tower lifts are in the legs of the
tower, or pillars, of which there are
four, at a considerable distance from
one another. o uze another 1ift D'Arcy
had first to descond to the ground, and

then walk across to the opposite
extremity of the tower,
" Weally, Tom Mewwy, T wish you

would be sewjous about a sewious

mattabh,” he said My cane may be
lost,"

"“You shouldn't forget it,” said
Dr. ) O .

Di I” did not forget it on purpose,
ig.

Well, go down the steps for it,” sug-
gested Manners.  “You can do that
without waiting for the lift. There is
s .s.lilrpu} here.” k . "

ai Jove, you know, neva

thought of thati?;

And Arthur Augustus made for the
staircase, and disappeared, and the
juniors strolled round the extensive
Elptlorm of the “premier ctage ” of the

iffel Tower,
. The gigantic structare seemed still
more gigantic wher they were upon it.
It was quite & walk round the first
slor{i

‘Hallo, there’s a restaurant here,”
remarked Lowther. "Luek%bgnty isn't
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here ‘yet, or there would be a jolly long
halt for refreshments,”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Zis is vere you buy ze presents for
ze infants at home,” said Auguste
Cernay. *“'Zey are all dear—tres cher—
but what would you have? You buy ze
picture carte also, i1, and rou post him
m ze lettair-hox—ze boite, Zén you
have ze Eiffe] Tower postmark on ze
lettair,”

“Good 1"

The juniors all bought picture post-
cards, and stamps, too—timbres—and
posted them in the “bhoite.”

They strolled round the platform,
looking at the various stalls, and resist:
ing with difficulty the pressing invita-
fions to purchase; and they wondered
where  Arthur Augustus was all the
time,

He reappeared at last.

There was a gasp, and he emerged
from the staircaze, and sank into a
seat.  They gave him a grin for

welecome,

He was breathing hard, and the per-
spiration was thhﬁ( upon his aristo-
cratio brow,

“Tired?” asked Tom Merry sympa-
thetically,

The swell of 8t. Jim's sniffed.

“Bai Jove, I am uttahly exhausted !
I did not weally beliove there were so
many steps in the world, you know."

“Ha, ha, i

“It is no laughin’ mattah, I am
oxhausted, and have been thwown into
quite a fluttah, It was decidedly
wotten,”

“‘Did you find the cano?"

“Yaas; an attendant was minding it,
and I gave him ten fwancs,”

"“Well, gsomchody’s benefited, so it's
all 1'i.ght.”

“It's not all wight, Lowthah. Goin’
down wasn't so bad, but comin’ up the
stairs again was simply feahful.”

“Why did\*‘ou come up the stairs?"’

asked Tom Merry. *“You could have
waited until the lift was coming up
again,”

“Bai Jove, vyou Lknow, I nevah
thought of that!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, deah boys—"

‘“Ha, ha, ha "

“Never mind,” said Tom Merry.
“Come and have some ginger-beer, and
you'll feel all right!”

Arthur Augustus rose.

“That is weally not a bad ideah, deah
boy,"
" Where's

““Zis way

They gathered round a buffet, A
smiling attendant shook his head, and
waved his hands at the mention of
ginger-beer. He avidunt]ﬁ did not know
what it was, even after D'Arcy had put
it into French—D'Arcy's I'rench—as
“la biere do jinjaire.” Even then,
strange to state, the man was at a loss,
Cernay came to the rescue,

“Ho have no beer of ginger,” he
said. “Zere is lemonade, and zoro is
orangeade, and zere is beer and wine.”

“Well, we'll bar the beer and wine,”
snid Tom Merry., “Orangeade sounds
all right.”

“Yaas, wathah!”
The attendant
ornnqende, and umlyl sucked the refresh.
ing i&uof through straws, and pro-

nounced themselves much better.

They walked round the platform
again, and Arthur Augustus stopped at
nearly every stall to purchase.

Most of the stalls were attended by
women, and Arthur Augustus did not
think it polite to pass on without
answering them when they spoke; and

ll’.!m buffet, Cernay?"”

ixed gl £
mixe &usea o
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having stopped to talk, what could he
do_but purchase something?

n five minutes he had two large
maodels of the Eiffel Tower under his
arm, threo card boxes, tied with
ribbon, in his left hand, and a couple
of fmrcoln in his right.

He gave Lowther his cane to carry,
and would have given the others some
of the parcels, but they declined with
thanks,

“What the dickens are you buying
the blessed things for?” ''om Merry
asked.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, T suppose a
chap must be polite.”

“Well, if you're going to keep on
being polito to this extent, you'd better
hire a porter, or a pantechnicon van.”

Arthur Augustus sniffed. 1His pur-
chases grew and grew until, when they
nloppmf at tho lift again to go up to
the second story, he was weary and
heavy-laden

After some roeflection, he left all his
purchases upon a seat, and went into
the lift without them. Cernay tapped
his arm.

"It is good—verry qnml of you to
trust ze honesty of zv Irench people so
mooch,” he said, “hut zere are—vat
you call ?—rokes—"

“Eh? Oh, wogues, you mean?”

“Qui, oui, ouil Zere are rokes overy-
vhere, and zo things may be stolen.”

“Good! T wathah hope they will be,
you_know," .

“You pay ze money for zem,” said
Cernay, {:.\o ing puzzled.

“Yaas, wathal; and I'd pay for
somebody to steal them."

Cernay shook his head, TTe did not
understand, but the things were left
where I)'Arg had placed them,
D'Arcy was on¥y too anxious to get rid
of the lumber,

They ascended to the second stage,
and found it a rather smaller edition
of the first. The view from the railing
round it was splendid. It was a cloar
day, and they could sce Paris strelched
out below them.

“Ta it not grand?
co pas?” he cried.

And the juniors agreed that it was,

- b

CHAPTER 8.
Another Feed for Fatty!
“ LOOKB liko a blessod toy city

Magnifique—n'est

doesn’t it?” murmure

Lowther, out of the hearing

of the enthusiastic Cernay.
“You could put three or four of these
into London, and never notice they were
there.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

"We[l. gize  isn't  cvewythin',"
remarked D'Arey. “The place is vewy
clean, though it isn't vewy large, It's
wathah hard to Dbelieve that those
ardens down there are weal. 'I'l_mﬂ
ook like stage carpets. I wathah thin
that the Fwench are a little too neat
sometimes,”

“Ciell Is it not grand?”

“Ripping 1"

“Yaas, wathah”

“But it will be plus grand-—much
more grander—from zo top,” said
Cernay,

“We'll go on, if Gussy doesn't want
to buy up all the curiosity shops,” mur-
mured Manners,

“Weally, Mannahs—"

“Oh, go it—blow some more france|”

“T am wunnin’ short of fwancs, as &
mattah of fact.,”

“1 ghould ray eo.”

But although D'Arey was running
short of francs, he managed to make a
good many purchases, being unable to
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resist the winning smiles and the
wheedling voices of the French sales-
women.

He had a dozen cardboard boxes and
parcels by the time the juniors were
ready to ascend to the third and last
stage of the great tower,

He took them up with him this tine,
greatly bothered to know what to do
with them.

It was a different lift that carried the
juniors to the top. On the top platform
—troigicino ctage—the view was mag-
nificent.

Paris was rolled like a panorama
round them—the great city and the
distant suburbs—the view stretching
from one end of the city to the other—
from Berey to the Bois de Boulogne;
from 8t. Ouen to Mont Parnasse,

And everything was so neat, and
clean, and tidy that the juniors had a
curious feeling that they were looking
upon a toy model of a cily.

“Ripping 1” said Tom Merry,

“ Magnifique 1"

“Yans, wathah!”

Monty Lowther looked at his watch.

“Time for some grub, you chaps.
We can't go any higher, unless we go
by acroplane, Hallo! Who's that
coming out of the lift?"

#I'd know those legs
thousand,” said Manners,

“Figgina |

Figgins and Kerr ull'pped ont of the
lift, The fat Fourth Former was not
to be seen,

“Hallo, Figgy {"

“0Oh, you're here1” said Figgins,

“Yes. Where is Fatty 1"

among a

Just'as Arthur Augustus stepped into the roadway, a taxi, tearin
and death, hooted and bore down on him,

Tiggins chuckled.

“Ho insisted upon stopping on -the
first stage. There's a restaurant thery,
and he =aid he was hungry.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“IFiggins, deah boy, allow me to
pwesent you to & new fwiend, Monsieur
Auguste  Cernay.  Monsicur, this is
Figgy—I mean, Figgins.”

“It is viz great pleasure zat I meet ze
respected  Figging”  eaid — Auguste

Cernay. shaking Figgins’ big hand,
which I'iggy held out to him,

“Tres glad to meet  you,” said
Figgine, n  mingled English and

French, “It is a bien honour to makey
your acquaintance.’”

“Bai Jove | I—"

“Here, Kerr, pitch
French 1"

“What-ho!"” gaid Kerr.

And Kerr pitched it to him, as
l"iﬁﬁins expressod it, in  French,
gabbling away at a rate that Auguste
Cernay could not outdo,

Cernay gabbled away at the same
time, waving his hands as well, and so
gotting in a little extra, as it were.
What it was all about the other fellows
had only a faint idea; but Kerr and
Cernay n;itpunrad to be mutually
satisficd when the performanco was
over,

“Bai Jove!"” Arthur Augustus mur-
mured to Tom Morr{. “Don’t you
weally think there ought to be a speed
limit in jabbewin’ in Fwench?"

And Tom Merry laughingly agreed.

“I say, it's no gnmf our waiting up
liere for Fatty,"” said Kangarco. * He

it to him In

D'Arcy gave a start an
Ly a hairebreadth.

11

won't leave {he vestaurant till there's
a fumine there. Let's get.”

“Right you are !"

So they descended to the second plat-
form, and then to the premier stage,
and there, in the restaurant, they found
Fatty Wynn,

Fatty was sitting at a table all to
himnself, and the table, as a novelist
would put it, groaned under the goodly
viands.

There was a happy smile upon the
face of Fatty. Wynn,

He had had a late breakfast, and he
was having an early lunch; but he
appeared (o have an excellent appetite,
to judge by the way he was wiring in.

Ho looked up with a smile at the
juniors,

“Hungry 1" he asked.

“Well, getting peckish,” said Blake.
“Is there anything left for us?”

“Heaps,” said Fatty Wynn. “I
haven't had much so far—only cold
chicken and what they call rosbif and
some potatoes saute, and cauliflower,
and an escalope de veau—they call it
that, but it's jolly good veal in English
—and some—""

“My hat! Where have you stacked
it?’

* Look here, Lowther—'

“Pway allow me to pwescnt you to
a new fwiend, Fatty.”

““Just a minute, Gussy."

Even courtesy could not make Fatty
leave his plate till it was cleared. Then
while it was being changed by the
waiter, he rose, and was introduced to
Auguste Cernay.

Cernay looked at him

with great

along as if the driver were engaged on a matter of life
umped back to the pavement again, the cab missing him
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intercst. Ilo had nover seen a human
being put such a dejeuncr out of sight
before.

Tho juniors sat down and lunched.

Augusto Cernay was the gucst of the
party, and he accepted the hospitality
of the Enlg]ish party with much grace.

Although I'atty had had such a good
start, ho was not finished before the
others, and when he was finished, ho
thowed a strong indisposition to move,

“You haven’t been to the top of the
tower yot,” said Figgins.

Fatty mumbled something.

“T suppose you want to go to the taop.
You want to be able to tell the fellows
in the New House at St. Jim’s that
yollll'va doﬂn "

“Tt's not a quostion of walking, you
kn.?w—ym:l_ can go up in the lift.,”
-08

Ye-os,

“Bai Jove! You ought to go,
Fatty.”

“Yeos, yos; but you sce, you fellows
can tell e ‘all about it instoad,” said
Fatty. “I'd rather not make any
exertion just now,”

*““Ha, ha, hal”

:‘We']], it's timo we were moving,”
said Tom Merry.

“Oh, I say, not just yet!”

“Rats | You don't want to spend the
rost of your lifo on the premier stage of
the blessed Eiffel Tower, do you?" said
Mannera,

“I don't feel n}uitn up to walking."

“You should have caten only cnough
for six, then,”

“Look here, Manners—"

“ R“t'!”

*Bair Jove, woe ought to be movin’,”
said Arthur Angustus. I was goin’ to
show you fellows the Bastille,
know.”

“It's at the other end of the city—
what there is of it,” said Tom Morry.
“Better have a look round this end
first. The Trocadero and the Champs
Ilysoes. This is the aristocratic quarter,
Gussy, and it will suit you bhetter.”

“Yaas, pewwaps there is somethin’ in
that,”

If you don't mind I'll stay hero a
bit,” said Fatty Wynn. “The view is
splendid, you know."

From where he sat, Fatty Wynn had
a view of several people lunching at tho
tables, and of nothing elso. ut per-
haps he considered that view splendid,
“8tuff 1” said Figgins.
“Oh, rcn]'l'y, you gnow-—-—"

you

“Get up !
“I'm fatigued.”
“Well, come and walk it off, then.”
" Now, look here, Figgins—"
“Take his other arm, Kerr.”
“Certainly.”

Chuck

“Oh, shut upt
here——"

Fatty Wynn’s chums took no notice of
his remonstrance. They jerked him
from his seat and marched him out of
the restaurant, grumbling.

Tom Merry, who was in chargoe of the
funds of the party, settled with the
waiter, and the whole, party followed.

They descended to tho ground and
left Eiffel Tower, There was a thought-
ful expreesion upon Fatty Wynn's face
now. He !“H)pml and looked back at
the tower and nodded his head.

“It's a ripping place,” he said.

Auﬁusto Cernay beamed upon him,

“Ah! You admire zo tower!” ha
exclaimed.  *“You zink it is ripping?”

Fatty Wynn nodded emphatically.

“Yes, rather. Compare it with the
Tower of London, for instanco—"

“What1”  ejaculated Blake, for-
getting Cernay for the moment.
*Compare that lump of jagged iron
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it! Look

with the Tower of London! Are you
off your rocker?"

“I mean what T say,” said Fatty
Wynn obstinately, “The Tower of
London is historical and romantic, and
all that—but a chap gets jolly Inhlgrly
while he's gaigf over it, I jolly well
know that. ow, this place 'gms o
ripping restaurant—"

‘““Ha, ha, ha "

“You can depend on ga!.linﬁ a feed
here, if you can pay for it—

“Oh, my only aunt I said Tom Merry.
“Fatty's judging the building by the
fead he can get in-it! It beats West-
minster Abhey on those lines |”

“Well, if a chap's hungry—"

“Ha, ha, ha1”

And I"al:.iy Wynn was marched off,
Figgina and Kerr keeping hold of his
arms and keeping him going at a good
rate, in spite of his protests. And a
stroll along the river led the party to the
Avenue d'Antin, along which they
walked to the Rond Ioint of the
Champs Elysces.

1]

CHAPTER 9.

D’Arcy Minor!
HE juniors spent some pleasant
hours exploring the West End of
Paris, their new friend proving
a great acquisition in guiding

and explaining,

They walked right up the Champs

aonanoogy
Guubnoono
Ao0G0ao
ng ot ol

fresh
been

“ Yus, they keop on makin
shapes, George, but | ain’
caught yet !’

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to A. Burton, 1, Hawstead Road,
Catford, London, 8.E.6,

Elyscos as far as the Place de L'Etoile,
where the great avenues branch off in
avery direction. At the Avenue du Bois
de Boulogne they packed themsclves
into three taxicabs, and had a drive in
the Bois; and a pleasant drive it was,
and lheg were greatly delighted with
the wood,

And they had the advantage of learn-
ing that they had to fpﬁ\y vig supple-
ments on the cab fares for going beyond
the city borders in tho cab—a lesson
which Tom Merry determined should
make him more careful in the futurc.

They walked back ta the Place do
I’ Etotle, Fotty Wynun declaring all the
time that he was oa the point of drop-
pinﬁ‘down in an expiring stato.

“That's a lesson not to overcat !” said
Kangaroo.

Fatty Wynn looked indignant.

“It isn't that!” he exclaied, with
emphasis,

“What is it, then?”

“I'm getting hungry.”
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“Ila, ha, ha1”

“Look here—"

“We'll have tea somewhere pree
sently,” said Tom Merry. “We ought
to turn up in the Rue de Rivoli soon.
We don't want to go back the way we
came, though.” I

“Our fwiend Cernay will diweet us on
a new woute.”

Cernay reflected for a moment.

“Certainement |  Follow me "

“1'm hungry | )

“All right, Fattyl I'll buy you a
bun as we go along |”

Fatty Wynn grunted,

They turned out of the Place de
I’Etoile and walked down the Avenue
Macmahon towards the Avenue des
Ternes, More than once they turned
their heads to look back at tho huge
Arch de Triomphe, soaring high in the
great Place

Tom Merr
it; but, on
lift, the
doubtful.

After the walking they had done, thoy
did not feel very much inclined for
mounting the endless steps to the to
of that great monument of Napoleon's
victories, .

They turned their backs on it, thero-
fore, and walked on to the Avenue des
Ternes, where Cernay told them a bus
would tako them back to the Rue de
Riveli by a new route,

The buses seemed fow and far
between,  As the juniors stood waiting
at the corner, Fatty Wynn uttered s
sudden exclamation,

“Look there 1” .

“Bai Jovel TIs it Wally?” asked
Arthur Augustus, who was thinking of
hisa minor at that moment.

Fatty sniffed,

“No, it isn't!
there 1”

“Oh, rats!”

“I was thinking we might have some
tea.”

*Bosh |”

“I'm hungry 1”

“Yes, you must be|”

had proposed ascending
hearing that there was no
juniors had looked very

There's o restaurant

“Voici I”  exclaimed Cernay. “Le
voiture 1"

*“Here's the bus, Tatty 1”

The omnibus drew up, and the

juniors mounted to the top.

There was nearly room for all of them
on top of the bus, only one of the juniors
having to stand, Fatty Wynn was the
last up, being slowest in his movements,
and he found no seat left for him.

Auguste Cernay jumped up at once,

“Zat you take my seat, my {riend 1"

But a Welshman could be as polite
as a Frenchman,

“Not at all, old.chap!” said Iatty

ynn,

“Ciell 1 insist!”

“Not a bit of it 1"

“1 beg you—-~"

But Fatty Wynn shook his head.

“Botter for Fatty to stand,” said
Blake. “If the conductor objecta to
anybody standing, you don't understand
French, Fatty, you know.”

Fatty Wynn chuckled,

“Trust me 1

The omnibus rolled on through the
sireets of the Ifaubourg 8t. IHonore.
The conductor c¢ame up and began to
collect the fares,

He stopped when he came to Fatty
IWyrm, and began to talk and gesticu-
ate.

IFatty Wynn shook his head.

" No epeak French 1 he eaid.

Jahber, jabber again, and waving of
hands.

“Do you speak English ?* asked Fatty
calinly.
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“Non, non |” shrieked the conductor,
who had evidently been asked that
question before, and knew what it
meant. Mais, vous descendrez!”

“No; I can't sing a song here |”

“M’sieur, vous—vous——"

" Eh r]l

The Frenchman shrieked.

Fatty Wynn shook his head slowly
from side to sido.

Tom Merry, remembering that ** pour-
boire " was the open sesame in France,
lhp{wd a five-frane piece into the con-
ductor’s hand.

The man looked at it, and looked at
Tom Merry, and looked at Fatty Wynn,
and then descended the steps.

“You'ro all right, Fatty 1" said Tom,
laughing.

“Am 11" said Fatty. “My legs are
boginning to ache| One of you School
House chaps ought to stand! No,
Cernay, I won't take your scat; I'll take
yours, Low@her "

“Your mistake,” snid Monty Lowther
blandly; ‘' you won’t 1"

“I'll take yours, Gussy.”

“Wats 1"

“As leador of the party,” said Figgins
solemuly, *CGussy ought to consider

Fatty as his guest, and treat him
accordingly.”
“Bai Jove,

you're wight, Fi |
Pway take my seat, Fnttyis" “ey

. Fatty Wyan grinned and settled down
into Arthur Augustus’ seat. The swell
of Bt. Jim’s stood up, holding on to a
handrail,

From his coign of vantage, as it were,
D'Arcy had a good view, and he gave a
sudden jump as he caught sight of u
figure standing at the corner of the Rue
du Faubourg St. Honoro and the Rue
Royale,

“Wally ! Bai Jovel”

Tom Merry looked quickly.

“My hat! You're right!"

Thoere he was—ID'Arcy minor, of the
Third Form at 8t. Jim's, with a cap on
the back of his head, and a checky
smile on his face, as usual. Ie had
cnuqhb sight of his major on the top of
the bus, and he grinned at him.

Then he saluted D'Arcy in a way that
could hardly be considered as properly
respectful in a irounger brother. Ha
placed his thumb to his nose and ex-
tended all the fingers of his hand, at tho
same time closing his left eye.

Arthur Augustus simply gasped.

“Wally! You young wascall Stop
thoe bus, Tom Mowwy, and I'll—"

“Ha, ha ha! He's gone!”

Tho bus rolled on, and Wally disap-
peared in the crowd.

CHAPTER 10.
A Letter From Wally !

[ Al Jove!” said Arthur Augnstus,
with a deep breath, “I twust
you wil, ewedit now my state-
ment that Wally is in Pawis,

deah boy 1”

“Hoeing's believing,” eaid Manners,

“Well, Tomn Mewwy has seen him.”

“Fact,” said Tom Merry, It was
Wally, right enough."

“My  hat! "i'hc cheek young
bounder ! He must have bolted from
st Jim's 1"

“Yans, wathah! e said he would
come, and a D'Arcy always kenpe his
word,” sanid Arthur Augustus D'Arey.
“1 will descend here. You fellows need
not come,"”

* But—

Without waiting to argue the point,
Avthur Augustus scuttled down the steps
und Juchd off the bus while it was still
going. 1le staggered, and went down
on his hands and knees, and his silk bat

8%
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Lowther.

Hallo, Everybody !

1 hear Gore of the Shell was
quite furious when he accident-
ally tore a stamp. So he gave
it a licking.

Latest : A gramophone business
in Wayland has failed. Wound up.

Come on, now. If there is a
Chinaman sitting in a dentist’s
chair, what time is it ¥ Tooth
hurty, Two-thirty.

Blake says ho knows a man who
travels in refrigerators. Ho must
find it chilly.

“ So pou wing, dance, play
any instrument, speak four
languages, mimic, conjure,
write shorthand, and work a
typereriter,” said the music-
hall agent to the actor. “Well,
what don't you do 7"

** Eat,” weplied the actor
briefly.

Story : The gangster slipped over
tho window sill and presented his
gun at tho business man. At that
moment the phone rang.

“Bo careful what you eay,"”
rn‘;pod the gangster.

he business man took up tho
receiver and said :

T T R TR T T R TR T T TR AT

“I may bo late to-night. I am
held up at the office.”
Lilkke gongster stories ? A

dentist in  America  recently
shot two hold-up men. He was
very quick on the drawe.

Mr. Selby was beard to state
that the Third Form may not be
very inventive, but they cortainly
seem to have discove the secrot
of perpetunl commotion.

Digby says many traffic prob-
lems would soon be solved if
vehirles were made to move
sideways. We may yet hear of
the taai-crab,

IR TR TR TR

True story : *'1 think I'd like
to buy you a birthday present,
snid Wully D'Arey to Mr,
: “Indeed ? ' sxclnimed Mr,
Selby in surprise. ** Yes, sir,”" said
Wally. * What about n nice briar
vipe 1" But I already have a

rint pipe,” eaid Mr. Selby. "I
don’t think so, sir,"’ replicd Wally ;
** at lenst, not sinco 1 nnz‘idnnm]‘;
dropped it out of the window 1™

Then there weas the actor who
accepted a part without any
wages, on condition that the
seven-course dinner he had to
eat in the third act was real,

Try this: *“ Aren't you afraid
you will catch cold on such a night
~a8 this 1" nsked Dame 'l‘ngunﬂ
of a newsboy in Wayland. ‘‘ No,
ma’am,” camo the roply. " Belling
papers keeps up the circulation.

Chin, chin, chaps

T L L L L L T e e T e R R R T TR LU CH TR MR TR E T

LT R RO TR R RE LT TN L

LT OO

=

13

rolled off, He had a miraculous escape
from being run-over by five or six taxis
at once, but a friendly hand helped him
to the pavement, and another rescued
his topper.

Arthur Augustus distributed a handful
of small coins among the newsboys who
had rescued him, and rushed off in
search of Wally.

The chums on top of the receding bus
had watched him breathlessly, and as
soon as they saw he was safe Tom
Merry jumped up.

“Where are you going?” asked
Lowther,
“After Gussy! He'll never find

Wally, but he'll’ got into some bother if

he goes alone.”
“Let him 1" )
“Rats! I'm going to look for him.
Cernay, old fellow, I'll sce you again at
our hotel. You'll come to éimm'?"
“Viz pleasure, my friend Merry."”

“You'll look after Cernay, Dlake?™

“Right you are.”

Tom Merry ran down the steps.
Monty Lowther and Manners van after
him.  Wherever the Terrible Three went
they always went together,  The bus
rolled on past the grt-ut. church of the
Madeleine without the Terrible Three.

A silk hat hobbing among the erowd
guided Tom Merry and his chums, and
in a few minutes they ran down the
swell of 8t. Jim's. ;

Tom Merry clapped a hand on his
shoulder.

“Bai Jove! Is
Mowwy ?"

“Yes, ass |"

“1 wofuse to be called an ass! You
were quite safe on tho bus” saidl
D'Arcy. “Howevah, pewwaps you are
wight to stick to me. I am goin’ to look
for Wally.” ‘
“Do you think you'll find him,
duffer " asked Lowther.

“I wefuse to be called a duffah,
Lowthah! He was standin’ at that
cornah 1" _—

“He's not standing there now,” said
Manners.

“Bai Jove! No, he's gone!”

They halted at the corner, where the
Faubourg 8t. Honore Street mcets the
Rue Royale. D'Arcy minor cortainly
was not in sight. The Third Former of
8t. Jim's had probably seen his major
descend fom the bus, and had made hine
self scarce in consequence,

“Rettah look for him, deah boys."”

“Oh, go ahead! You're as likely to
find him as a needle in a bundle of hay,
but go ahead if you like,"” eaid l'on
Merry resignedly.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Buck up!”

They hunted up one street and down
another, but D'Arcy minor was not to
be found. The early dusk was falling
now, aud Monty Lowther m}gm'-:ut‘d get-
ting back to the Rue de Rivoli.

“Yaag, 1 suppose it is no good hangin'
about,” said Arthur Augustus “1 am
vowy anxious about Wally, though."”

“Wally can look after himself, you
know.”

“Yaas; but—

“As a matter of fact, Gusty, not to
put teo fine a porat on it, Wally is more
able to look after himself than you are.

“Weally, Lowthah * e

“This way,” said Tom Merry, “I'm
beginning to feel like Fatty Wynn—that
a good dinner is the proper caper.

“We wil' keep a ﬁoud look-out for
Wally as we go home.

- l'h. all right1”

The four juniors walked down the Rue
Royale, and turned round by the
Tue Gex Liprany.—No. 1,555,
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Ministry of Marines into the Rue de
Rivoli.

Arthur Augustus insisted wpon keep-
ing a keen look-out for Wally, and his
look-out consisted in peering into every
possible and impossible corner for the
elusive Third Former of 8t. Jim's,

The buildings they were passing, like
most buildings in that quarter of Paris,
had arched ways opening into inner
courtyarde, and D’Aroy stopped at every
entrance, and peeped into the inlarigr,
whore the doors, being open, gave him
a chance. .

He surprised soveral concierges by
furning his oyeglass upon them, and
,:ea:_'il:lg past them into the hidden courts
behind,

“I wathah think we will weturn to
the hotel, now, deah boys,” he remarked,
“It's no good lookin® for Wally any
more,”

And the juniors walked up the Rue
de Rivoli to the Hotel Ste. Genevieve,
where they found their friends already
wrrived and at dinner,

Auguste Cernay dined with the chums
and Uncle Frank, with whom he was
soon on very good terms. Mr, I"awcott
had been a little anxious at first when he
learned that Tom Merry & Co. had
chummod up with a chance acquaint-
ance; but he was reassured when he
talked to Auguste,

As it happened, too, Mr. Fawcott had

had  business dealings with Cerna 's
father, and so knew something of his
Cernny was soon a general

I‘woplu.
avourite with the English boys. He
was talkative and exeitable, but bub-
bling over with good temper and
politeness, and his flow of spirits never
slackened,

He took his leave of the juniors at last,
after inviting them to dinner the follow-
ing evening at his quarters, an invita-
tion which they cheerfully accepted.
Then he whiuei off m a taxicab and
disappeared.

. Nice kid,” said Tom Merry, “I
like him."”

“Yaas, wathah! I shall be vowy glad
to accept his invitation to dinnah, too.”

“8Bo shall L,” said Fatty Wynn, “1
wonder what the grub will {a like?"

“T wasn't thinkin’ of the gwub. I
was thinkin' that it is extwemely pwob
that we shall find my minah in  his
house.”’

** Possibly.”

"1 wegard it as vewy pwob, You sce,
Cernay 18 stayin' in a pension—"

“Eh1 What's u pongshong?"” asked
Digby.

1 didn't say pongshong.”

“Oh, you mean pawshaw !

“Ahem I” said Lowther. “He really
moans o Pawnxahn\\ng."

“Rats I” said Kerr. “It's a pahshah.”
“Bosh I” said Manners cheerfully.
You mean, . of course, a pan-sceong.”
“ Rubbish 1”

‘Bosh 1"

“ Rats |

" Wel]} call it a pongshong, it doesn't
mattah,” said D'Arcy mildly. “Cornay
is living in a pension, as thoy call the
hoarding houses over here. Now, that
15 just the ﬁlam Wally would go to,
vou know. He wouldn't join our party,
hecause he knows Uncle Fwank would
feel bound to pack him off to England.
He wouldn't go to the hotel becauso that
would be too pwominent, and, besides,
he can’t have vewy much cash, A pension
is just the place for him, and he could
casily get ono wecommended to him by
n ch%‘ in England. Young Jameson of
the Third has stayed in a pension in
Pawis, I wemembah, with his peoplo,
duwin’ a vacation, I wemembah Wally
tellin’ me,”

THe Gex Lisrary.—-No. 1,556,
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“Blessed if I know what te do with
him if we find him,” said Tom Merry.
“1If he's left St. Jim’s without the Head's
permission, he ought to be sent back.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Oh, yaas! I will command him to

0.
*“Ha, ha, ha!”
“I fail to sce any weason for unscemly
mewwiment in that wemark, Blake.”

“Well, I think I ean see him going

when you command him, that's all,”
grinned Blake.
D'Arcy looked thoughtful.

“Well, ns a mattah of fact, he nevah
does show me the wespect
due to an cldah bwothah,”
he  remarked. “Ho ia
wathah a young wascal.
Pewwaps it will be neces-
sawy for me to give him a
feahful thwashin’.”

“Not in Cernav's
quarters, I hope,” said T'oin
Merry, laughing.

“Bai Jove, no! It would
be wotten bad form to kick
up &  wow in another
fellow’s quartahs.”

“You will have to try

your eloquence on him,
that's  all,”  said Tom
Merry. *“If he won't go

we'll promise him a ragging
when wo get back to St
Jim's. Besides the pleasure
of seeing Cernay again—and
Wally, of course—it's a
good wheeze to have dinner
in_a IFrench pension—you
will see what it's like, you
know. You can't sce
Tranco simply by staring at
the monuments and getting
a crick in the neck.”

“That is vewy twue. 1
pwopose that we go to the
opewah this evenin’ to heah
some of the music of
Pawis."”

“There's a farce at the
Palais Royal,”  said
Lowther, who preferred
fun to musie, sithor operatic
or classical,

Mr. Fawcett broke
quietly,

“1 must ask you to con-
sult me before selecting a
theatre to go to,” ho said.
“Paris theatres, as a rulo,
are not suitable places for
boys. You can go to the
T'heatre Francaise, or to the
Opera, or to -the Opera
Comique, or the Odeon.”

“Wight-ho, my  deah
sir!” sand D'Arcy. “Of
course, we shouldn’t think
of goin’  without askin’
your Imrminh. Pawis is a
wathah peculiah place in
s0mMo wespects,”

“It is a fino city,” said Mr. Fawcott,

in

‘I am

“But there arve national differencos
between I'rench and English  peoplo,

and their notions of some matters are
as wide apart as the poles. You must
not make the mistake of hastily des.
ang anything that does not agree with
inghish ideas, oven if it is something
that appears wrong to you, and harmful.
Only don't mix in anything here that

you would not mix in in London, if
your parents were with you,’
And that evening to the Theatre

Francaise they went, and found stuge
French moro easy to understand than
street French, and more in accordance
with the French they had learned in
l'Jn[ﬁand.

They saw a comedy of Molicre's, and
though they lost much of the meaning,

A sudden howl from behind interrupted hrrn.
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they followed the play quite well enough
to enjoy it.

They had two adjoining boxes 1o
themselves, and they stayed to the finish,
without yawning their heads off, as many
English members of the audience did.

'I'hen, tired enough, for the hour was
late, they rcturned to the Hotel Ste,
Genevieve, tumbled into bed, and slept
the sleep of the just.

Arthur An%mtuu was the last in Ded,
ns ho always had a few littlo ceremonics
in connection with his hair, his tecil,
and his clothes to go through. He was
just settling into s peaceful slumber,

), ,,- '
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assured that you are intendin’® some

when there was a tap at the door, and
the garcon came in.

“ M'sieur |

Nobedy moved.  The garcon stopped
beside D’Arey's bed.

“M'sicur 1"

“Go away "

“M’sieur |”

“M'sicur, une lettre!”

“Bai Jove!l A beastly lettah for me,”

“Une lettre, oui, m'sieur,”

D’Arecy grumbled, and sat up in bed.
Ho took the letter, and the garcon
vanished, leaving the light burning.

The swell of 8t. Jimn’s sleopily opened
the envelope. He started, and became
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ERY WEDNESDAY

a little widor awako as he recognised
tho handwriting of his worthy minor.

“Bai Jove, it's fwom Wally 1"

The letter ran as follows:

“Dear Gus,~I'm here, you see. I'm
digging in o -pension now. I'd rather
oin your crowd at the hotel; but no
arksl Are you going to make it pax?
If 8o, put a notice in the * Petites An-
nonces’ column of the ‘Paris Daily
Mail,” and I shall see it. Sa
Uussy,” and that will do.—

“The young wascal|"”

“Turn that blessed light out!” came a
sleopy voice from Kangaroo's bed.

! Pax—
ALLY.”

'1‘ " sald Arthur Augustus, backing away, *' j—-"
'had trodden heavily on the toe of a French youth.

4

L “Watsl”

“Turn it out 1”
“I've just had a lettah—*
“Blow your letter|”
“It's fwom Wall
“ Blow Wally—"
. “Welllf. Kangawoo——
*“Oh, blow!”
_Arthur
light.

]

Augustun switched off the

.HAPTER 11,
Gussy Canno' Find the Bastille !

REAKFAST the next mornin
a little late for the juniors.

was
{ hey
I had a tiring day and even-
ing, and they wanted to rcst after

t
It was about ten o’clock when they

athered round the breakfast-table in
the dining-room on the ground floor.

Mr. Fawcett had gone out, but Henri
Ioolked after the juniora in excellent
style,

Arthur Augustus read the lettor out
to the junjors, and thore was a gencral
grin over it.

“Like his check,” said Lowther.

“Awful nerve,” said Figgins.

“Yes, rather 1”

Arthur Augustus looked thoughtlul.

“Pway do not chawactewise the
actions of o D’Aroy as cheeky,” ho said.
“I¢ scems to me a wathah
diswespectful epithet. How-
cvah, I shall not make it
?“ with the young wascal.
I shall not put an advert
in the ‘ Pawis Daily Mail.’
I shall go to Cernay's this
evenin’, and collah him.”

“What are you going to
do this morning?” asked
Kangaroo,

“Well, wo saw the West
End yesterday,” said Toin
Merry. “Lot's have a look
‘ot the East End to-day.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Weo can got a bus out-

side for the East and save

walking,” said Fatty Wynn,
“T'{mt Fatty to think of
at

“Well, you see—""

“T am goin’ ,to show yon
fellows the Bastille,” said
Arthur  Augustus. “You
wemembah weadin' in the
beastly histowy books at St.
Jim's about the mob.pullin’
down the Bastille at the
beginnin’ of the Gweat
Wevolution. I am wathah
cuwious to seo it.”

“How are you going to
seo it if they've pulled it
down1"

“T suppose there is somnc-
thin' left.”

And brenkfast being over,
and Fatty W{nn half
persuaded and half dragged
away from tho table, the
juniors set out to sce the

oastille.

They had, of course, read
about that famous fortress
—relic of the Dark Ages, on
the border of aris—
whence, in_the days of the
monlrcil , French kings had
been able to overawe their
subjecta.

The guns of tho Bastille
had commanded the
Faubourg 8t. Antoine, and
the dungeons of the Bastille
had been a dark terror to
the whole country. For long centuries
it_had stood there, a menace to all men
who dared to think freely or to speak
freely what they thought.

Many s hapless Frenchman had van-
ished behind those dark portals, never
to reappear in the living world. And
the cup of its iniquity il"l’ full, the

o

place had been wrenched down stone
{n‘ stone by the mob of Paris in the year
1789, and the crash of the falling

Bastillo had given the signal for
freedom to all France. The history of
that grim fortress the juniors knew well,
and they were curious to sce the place
where it had st ‘

They boarded the bus, and climbed to lef

the top, and rolled eastward down the
great Rivoli Btreet, past the Pont Neuf,
and the Chatelet, and the Hotel de
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Ville, till the Rue de Rivoli gave place

to its continuation, the Rue 8t. Antoine,
D'Arcy tapped the conductor on the

arm when he camo up for tho fares,

“A la Bastille?” he asked.

“Qui, m'sieur.” )

“Cood! Where do you get off t*

“ M'sieur.”

“Ou descendres?" y .

“A la Place de la Bastille, m'sicur.”

“Merci beaucoup.”

Arthur Augustus looked round for tha
I’laco de la Bastille, Tho omnibus
rvolled out of the Rue 8t. Antoine into &
groat square, with a monument in the
centre, .

“Bai Jove!
place.” .

“A placo within the mecaning of Lhe
Act1” ‘asked Lowther,

“Pway don't be funny, deah boy.
This is a holiday, yon know.”

They descended from the omnjhns,
and Arthur Augustus looked round for
the Bastille, Tﬂey let him look.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustua,
when he had swept the whole square
from the Garo de Vinconnes to the
Boulevard Beaumarchais with his eya-
glass, “I weally do not sce the
Bastille.”

‘“Look again, old chap 1"
YL waeally  think
inquiah.”

a, ha, ha " )

“What are you cacklin’ at,
Mowwy "

*Oh, inquire away "

Arthur Augustas raised his silk to‘f[lml'
to a gendarme, who politely touched hin
hat in return and looked at him.

“Pway where is the Bastillo?” asked
Arthur Augustus,
h'l.‘he gendarmo smiiled and shook hia

ead.

“ Pardonnes
Basteey 1"

Tho man lifted his oycbrows aml
shrugged his shoulders.

“La Basteny,” ropeated D'Arey,
giving the worﬁ tho best pronumciation
e could. “La blessed Basteey.”

Another shrug.

D::‘VOIII ne comprencz pas?” asked
roy.

“Oui, oui, m'sicur, jo comprends,”
said the gendarme, smiling.

“Ou est-il, dono?”

A shrug again.

“What the denco does that man
moeant”

The gendarme pointed to the column
in_the centre of the square,

D'Arcy put up his eyeglass and looked
at it, It was the famous Column of July
—de _Juillet—but D'Arcy was ot
ccﬂuainud with it.

1 suppose this is the

had bettah

Tom

moil! Ou eost la

“La Bastille, m'sicur.”

“ Ho pwetends that that beul.l’y monu-
ment is the llinaltillo. doah boys."

" .' . ”

“Weally, Tom Mervry——-"

“My dear )

“T Jecline to be called an ass—"
hTholgondnm!e ltr:liling‘lyd pointed to
the column again and passed on.

The chums of 8t Jim's chuckled
merrily,

“1 uttahly fail to see the cause of this
wibald lsughtah | eaid D'Arcy, with a
lrigid look of great dignity. .

“My dear duffer, that column is all
thore ‘is left of the Bastille,” said Tom
Merry, hugling. “The mob yanked it
down in 1789.”

"I pwesumed that the wuins were

t.
“They didn't h.ug‘n bone,"” said Tom

Merry, “and a jolly thing, too.
Tue Gex Lisnany.—No. 1,
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They used up & lot of the stones in
building the Contorde Bridge, where we

took the boat yesterday.”

“And that column—-"

_“Qh, that's not to commemorate the
Bagtillo—that’s to commemorate another
molution' ‘I forget which,” said Tom
Merry.  "It's rather difficult to keep
count of them, There’s a line marked on
the ﬂm‘nd here somewhere to show just
where the Bastille stood when it was
standing ; but they’ve built some of these
8 and cafes over part of the site.
The last time there was fighting here
was in 1871, That was in the Commune.
They had the ends of all these streots
barricaded, and held out a long time
against the Government troops.”

“Bai Jove, that must have been jolly
excitin' |” said D'Arcy. *They socem to
be vewy excitable chaps.”

“8tand round me and keep the
from pushing,” said Manners, “1 want
to got & snap of that column. It's put
up there to commemorate something or
other, I' suppose, so I may as well
take it.,"”

‘“Yaas, wathah!”

“Will you stoop down here for me to
rest the vamera on top of your head,

Gussy 1"

“(jérulnly not I"

“Well, I ought to have a wooden sup-
port of some kind—"

*Ha, ha, hat”

“ Weally, Mannahs—"

“Keep the people from shoving, then,
anyway,"

“ Wight-ho 1"

The juniors stood round Manners like
a wall and diverted the traffic on the
rlnh. ‘much to the surprise and indigna-

on of o good many pedestrians.

There was much muttering and ex-

miming and waving of hands, and the
uniors came near to being shoved into

2 road altogether when Manners
finished his snapping.

“It's all right.”

And the juniors of 8t, Jim's allowed
the pedestrians to use the path again,
and r¢rolled on their way round the
Place do la Bastille,

Fatty Wynn suddenly called a halt.

“Here you are, you chaps.”

“Eh? hat_is that?'"

“A restaurant! I'm hungry!”

And Fatty Wynn lod the way in,

—_——

CHAPTER 12,
D’Arcy Loses His Topper !
F IGGINS and Kerr followed the fat

ple

Fourth Former, and they re-
appeared in a couple of minutes,
leading Fatty Wynn by the ears.

Fatty was protesting loudly, but the
company paid no heed to his protests.

“Not time for feeding yet,” said
Figiml oheerfullly.

'm hungry.’

“0Oh, that's onli a fancy of yours!”

“Look here, olly well” ought to
know whether I'm hungry or not1” ex-
claimed Fatty Wynn indignantly.

* Well, you ouqht. but you don't,”
said Kerr. “You're not going to have
anything more to eat till deuxieme
da}eunor. so that's flat.”

1] her&_—l'

“Rats "

JAnd the unfortunato Fatty had to
give in.

Fror the Bastille the juniors walked
down to the river and crossed it at the
Pons d’'Austorlits, Austerlitz Bridge.

*Where are we going ?"” asked Fatty

yun. e
Jardong des Plong,” said Figgins.
w Serling 't ggi

#Jardah des Plah,” said Dighy.
Tue Gem v.—No, 1,555.

“Of course,” remarked Blake, “you
mean the Jawdaw des Plaw.”

“Bosh |” said Lowther., ¢The Jaw-
dawng des Plawng.” .

And they walked on to the Jardin
des Plantes.

The Zoo of Pu'if' was open, and the
juniors went in. They wa!
gp\\'l:‘ the oo%i.'ng n; :dhe _vnsi:lua
ipeds and quadrupeds, an mired the
crocodiles, and the whale's skeleton, and
ather show pieces of the Jardin, and
arrived at the bear-pit.

“Bai Jovel It's vewy like the Zoo
in Wegent's Park,” Arthur Augustus
remarked.

“You didn't expect it to be like the
gym “?t aolhool, did you?” asked Lowther.

.t‘ »
“Nice, good-tempered-looking chaps,”
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said Tom Merry, looking down at the
bears in the pit.

There were two Polar bears there, one
of them swimming in a little pool, and
the other walking round Iookmg up at
the visitors above, expectant of biscuits,

Close by was a stall where bread, bis-
ouits, and cakes were sold to be given to
the bears. The juniors loaded them-
selves with bread and cake, and lined
up round the top of the pit.

Both bears came just beneath the
juniors, looking up, as they saw the
cargo of comestibles the juniors carried
in their hands and under their arms.

They were indeed good-tempered-look-
ing beasts, and evidently on the best of
torms with the visitors at the Jardin des
Plantes,

“ Here you are!"” said Figgin=. “ Hold
hese cakes for mne, Faity, while I pelt
them.”

“Right you are, Figgy!”

ked up and W
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Figgins tossed roll after roll to the
nearest bear, who, made expert by lo
practice at that sort of game, ca
them in his mouth and devoured them as
fast as they were thrown.

Meanwhile, Fatty Wynn was not fepd.
ing the bears; ho was feeding Fatty

ynn.

The cakes were nice, and Fatty
thought it a sin to waste them, end he
was wiring them almost as fast as the
ba‘?rB.' J th i iokly 1"

“By Jove, they're going quickly
said i‘lnms. as he turned round for a
fresh supply.

Fatty Wynn did not reiﬂy; he could
not, his mouth was too full,

Fl& ins glared at him.

“Why, you horrid, greed‘y waster,
you're eating them yournlt 1"

“Gug-gug-gug—"

“ You—you—you—-"

“Croogh 1"

Figgins took away the rest of the cakes
before Fattgenould demolish them, and
pelted the bears with them,

Arthur Augustus was feeding the bears
with nico white rolls.

o jabbed one on the end of his cane,
and leaned over the low stone parapet to
entice the bear to climb tho pole in the

pit.

The white bear rose on its hind lej
and started climbing the pole to re
the roll. But when the beast got to the
top, it could not quite do so.

Arthur Augustus leaned over farther
and farther, and Monty Lowther made a
sudden grasp at his legs, which startled
D’Arcy almost out of his wits.

. He gave such a sudden start that his
silk hat fell off, and dropped into the
ptwu in front of the other bear.

nty Lowthor dragged the swell of
8t. Jim’s back from tho parapet.

“You ass{"” shouted D'Arcy.

“ Where would you have been if I
hadn't saved you?” demanded Lowther

severely.

“You uttah aes! I was in no
dangah 1"

“Is that what you call gratitude?”
h"?!‘\)u-you wottah!  Where's my
at ?”

“Your hat?”

“Yes, wathah! It fell off.”

“(an you apeak bear language?”

“Of course not, you ass !”

“Then it's no Food asking for your
hat. Bruin doesn’t understand English.
He's a French bear, I suppose.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

Arthur Augustus whirled round and
looked into the pit. Thero was his silk
tog cr. He sprang upon the parapet.

om Merry and Kangaroo seized him
just in time, and whirled himn off it.

“You ass

“Pway welease mo, doah boys.”

“What are you going to dot”

“I'm ﬁ?in' down for my toppah.”

*“ And how would you get out again?”
demanded Tom Merry.

“Never mind that; I must wescue my
toppah.”

“Blow your topper ”

" Weally, Kangawoo—""

Thero was a sound of a crunch from
Lelow, and shricks of laughter from the
St. Jim's juniors.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jovel"

“The hat's gone " gasped Tom Merry.

The second bear had been pawing over
the hat, evidently under the impression
that it was thrown down for him to eat.
He had not liked the look of it at first;
but perhaps his residence in France had
infected him with French politeness. At

(Continued on page 18.)



T R D B T P ol T P g P

stor;

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

R

The Editor’s Chair

ALLO, Chums! It seems hardly
a year oago that I was pre-
paring the last Christinas
number of the Gex, was
reminded of this fact tho other day
when I started the pleasant task of
making up the 1837 Christmas issuo,
which. wil in your hands next
Wednesday. The star feature of the
programme is o great ocover-to-cover
of tho chums of 8t. Jim's. Martin
Clifford has never written a more
thrillinﬁ yarn, and in my opinion it is
‘t,"tiil’ the best of tho year. It bears the
itle

“THE RUINED

GHOST OF THE
CHATEAU |

and deals with the further adventures
of Tom Merry & Co. in France. As
you have read in the current story,
the Luniors set out to spend a Christ.
mas holiday at the homo of theit French
chum Cernay. The journey to Proly in
the provincos proves the most adven:
turous and exciting the juniors have
over undertaken.

The train in which they are travelling
is & few miles from their destination
when it suddenly clatters to a halt. The
juniors then discover that it ecannot go
any farther owing to a bridge being
weakened by floods. They decide to

walk the remaining distance, but in a
strange land, late at nig‘l:t. with snow
falling fast, it is not to wondered at
that Tom Merry & Co. miss their way.
. Thoy head for a flashing light scen
in the distance-—and find themselves at
a dork and desolato ruin. It js an old
chateau, and the juniors are astonished
to hear strains of music coming from
somowhere inside. When they enter
there's no sign of anyone!

It is nearing midnight, so Tom
Merry & Co. make a fire, and camp in
the old ruin, But it isn’t long before
eorio grouns are heard! Then a ﬁhoully
figure in monk's robes, with a doath's
head, makes its appearance | Plucky as
they are, the juniors rush in terror from
the chateau into the snow and darkness
again,

This is tho start of their Christmas
holiday, and further thrills follow fast
for the chums of St. Jim’'s. What is
the mystery of the ruined chateau and
itsa ghostly guardian? That problem
bafflcs the juniors,

Readers cannot fail to ba enthralled
from first line to last, by this owerful
Yuletide yarn—the yarn of the year
bar nonel

CHRISTMAS FEATURES.

The supporting programmme—as tho
film pcopr:} have it—is first-class, and

full of fun and intercst. Monty Lowther
—undaunted by the ghost of the chateay,
it secems!—has & number of Christmas
jokes and wisecracks he is itching to
ﬁnt off his chest, and the 8t. Jim's

hymester, in his latest 1inElo|, is full of
praise for popular Eric Kildare. In
addition to more illustrated jokes, there
is & spirited Yulctide message from
Tom Merry; while Gussy, Fatty Wynn,
and one or two others have gomo
amusing things to tell readers about
the best of all “blow-outs "—the
Christmas dinner.

This grand number will be sure to
scll out quickly, chums, so take my tip
and order in advance.

IMPORTANT NEWS NEXT WEEK.

Last Wednesday I mentioned that
I shall have some important news for
readers soon. Well, in next week's
issue you will hear all about it. The
news concerns 8 big change in the old
gsper. The Gem will be bettor and
righter, with special now foatures.
I won't say any more now, but 't
forget, look out for the announcement
in the Christmas number,

All the best, chums !

THE EDITOR.
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all ovents, ho finally made up his mind
to eat the hat.

His strong jaws closed on the silk
topper.

There was a crunch, and Arthur
Augustus gave a wail as he looked-ab the
remnant u his topper in the jaws of the

pola

“ Bai Jovel My toppah !”

“Ha, ha, h

Arthur A us looked on in anguish.
The bear took a big bite at the hat, and
then another, nn finally ejected it,
apparently not liking the tlavour.

“Seoms a plt; to lose it,” said Lowther
meditatively. “Do you think we could
hold Guuy by hia ankles, Tom, and
!owor him into the pit to pick up his

at?
“Ha, ha, hat Yos, if Gussy likes,”

“It is not worth while wescuin’ the
togplh now. oaid D'Arcy. “I am

“ We haven't finished here yel "

“It's all wight { I'll wun off in a taxi
to find & hat l, and wejoin you at the
entwance, deah boys !’

And off went' Arthur Augustus D' Arcy
in search of a new tepper,

o —

CHAPTER 18,
At the Pension !

OM MERRY & CO. did not seo
Arthur Augustus again till they
returned to the Hotel Ste.
‘Genevieve

The swell of St Jim's had taken the

portunity of doing a little more shop-

f is chums returned in some
ll'l!Tllty about ‘him, and found him
tr on a succession of neckties.

hnﬁookod round as they came in.

“Oh, so you re back, deah boys?”

“Yes, you ass!” said Tom Merry

\I'l'lthfully “We m:ued you.”

“Yaas, wathah! thougm 1 would
like to do a little shopping.

“We thought you had got run over,”

D'Arcy turned his eyeglass upon Tom
Merry.

“Weally, Mewwy, deah boﬂ
surpwised at you! As a mattah of l'lot.
I was beginnin’ to feel wathah nervous
about you fellows.”

“Ass |*

“I decline to be called an ass! To

lngh an obnoxious subject, how do
lnk thu necktie suits me ?”

‘I‘hu one, then ?”
“Rotten |

“Woell, this one—"
“Outrageous 1"
“Bai Jove! You are not even lookin®

at them! I wegard your wemarks as
uttahly fwivolous 1”

The juniors were home in good time
to prepare for the visit to Auguste
Cernay's quarters. The pension where
he dwelt was situated in ono of the
venues branchi off the Place de
L’l!tmle. within sight of tho Arc de
Triomphe.

Mr, Fawoott had been called away
that evening on business, and could not
go; but the jumiors knew the wu.r well
enough, and’if they had not, the taxi-
driver could have found it for them.

At a quarter to seven three taxis were

called up outside the hotel, and ‘the
juniors marched out and entered them,
t was D’'Arcy’'s first opportunity of
sporting his ev.mng clothu. and he had
come out resplendently,

He sank into his seat, with a sigh of
sweet content.

“A follow feels so much more comfy
when he' ] deoentl: dwessed,” he re-
marked. l:’are is somethin’ vewy com.
fortable in a shirt.’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Thero is nothm to cackle at in that
wemark, Blake 1"

“There is something to cackle at in
that dress shirt, though 1”” said Blake.

“Bai Jove! What's w'ong with the
shirt, deah boy 1"

“It's got dufl'er in it 1

“Weally, Blake—"

“Ha, ha, ha "

The taxis rolled off.

Paris was lighted up, and the juniors
looked with interest upon the busy

THE GEM LIBRARY

streets as they rolled on. At night the
outdoor life in Paris struck them more
than ever. The oafes and the restaurants
were crowded, and hundreds of tables
along the streets were occupied, in rows
under ‘awrihgs.

Arthur Augustus’ eyeglass was never
idle for & moment,

“I wondah what time these people
spend at home ?* he remarked.

“Not much, apparently,” said Tom
Merry, “That's where you score by
living in a colder countr ﬂy A fireside
is & necessity, and & fircsido means
home.”

“Yaas, wathah |”

“This must be a jolly thirsty country,
Blake remarked i {)out eznry th:’rd
shop sells drinks. Whonnr I<you look

therel ‘Bicre’ or ‘'Vins Kins
'ﬁa’afe I wonder where they put lt
a

But the lights of shops and restaurants
faded away u the cabs rolled along
the Chinmps Elysees.

l“d' that magnificent and well-
ligh drive they went at the usual

pace of French taxicabs. They were in
no great hurry, but it was usoless tell-
ing that to a arisian taxi-driver. They
lhot along like arrows.

“Bai Jove! Here we are |”
The vehicles halted in a row.
Tom Merry looked out.

The side of the avenus was formed
of huge, white buildings some seven or
eight stories in height ; tho huge, impos-
ing structures that gave distinctive
character to the Etoile quarter. A
large, lighted hall stood open to all
coniers,

“Good | Here wo are1”

The juniors alighted and dismissed the
taxis,

They were shown into a large, well-
laghted saloon, where a stout dame
received them guclously enough, and
Keorr was called upon to talk Frerich
again, His chums listened in great
admiration as he babbled away at
express speed.

There was an oxclamation al the door,
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Oernay, with his arm linked in Wally's, came into the saloon.

y‘ i

——
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The scamp of the Third seemed Inclined to belt for it, but the

French youth kept a tight hoid on his arm. * Wlllly' 1" exclaimed ﬂuur‘ .tuwoyln' his minor through his eyeglase. ‘' Se

and Auguste Cernay rushed in to greet
his Ensfilh friends,

Cornoy's greeting was enthusiastio and
‘hnpuuwe.

“It is zat T am ha y-]o_ﬂreet you
viz me!” he said. “You will also be

Jeased to meet an English garcon who
f- vis zo house—ches nous 1"

D'Arcy looked cager.

13 he here, deah boy 1” -

“QOui. I have tcu him zat ze English
friends come to ze dinncr chez moi, and
he very much pleased. He is ze name as
you, mon ami.”

“ b'A!‘OJ [

“ Qui, oui.” .

“ What is his Christian name 1" asked
Arthur Augustus anxiously.

Cernay shook his head.

“Jo ne sais pas, mon ami.” .

“You'll soon sea if it's Wally,” said

Tom Merry. “Why not confide in
L‘-emny,' and got him to mako sure of
Wally 1"

“ Bai Jove, that's a good ideah 1"

Cernay looked at them inquiringly.

“Vous cherchez—you seek somevunt?”
ke nsked.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Somevun ici—here 1”

“Yaas. My minah—my youngah
bwothah, you know.”

“Votre frere?”

“That's my minah—a cheeky youn
wascal. He's wun away fwom school
and come to Pawis. I thought the
thaEihlulr’, might be young Wally.”

“Oie

“If he sees me ho'll dod‘ue off 1*

“Qui, oui, je comprends.’

“Could you manage to bwing him in,
deah boy, before he sees me?” sug-
gested the swell of Bt. Jim's anxiously.

Cornay chuckled.

ve found you at last

“Zat would be

“Yaas, wathah!

“Maisy but you not vant to hurt
him 1" said Cernay. “I sink zat ho is
sinking somevun looking for him, from
vat he say. and he not vish to be
found.”
“QOh, I only want to look aftah him "
“All in o friendly way—hein1*
“Qui, oui. Yaas, wathah!”
“Zen I fotches him in.”

“Good I” said Blake. “Woe'll soon
soa if it's tho young scamp now.”

“Vous excuserez moi—one moment,”
said_Cernay.

“Go ahead, deah boy.”

Auguste Cernay left the drawing-

}ood shoke.”

room.

The chums of 8t. Jim's waitod oxpect-
antly. Thero were soveral other persons
in the room but Cernay was arpn-
ently not acquainted with them all.

One stout gentleman, with a German
cast of face, was scatod at the piano,
dabbling over tho keys, whilo he waited
for dinner to be announced.

D'Arcy distinguished the melody of
the “Funerdl March of a Marionette,”
o composition he was fond of, but
which he hardly recognised as the
German gentloman tapped it off.

“Zis way,” said Cernay's voice at the

oor.
“ Bu' »
The; knew the voice that uttered that
“ But.
Third Form at 8t. Jim's.
“ Wally I” murmured Figgins.
“Come in, mon ami.”
And Cernay, with his arm linked in

Wﬁl]"l, came into the saloon, Wall
looked at the dgroup of juniors, an
seomed inclined. to bolt for But

Cernay kept tight hold of his arm and
marched him on.

It was that of tho scamp of the aw

D'Arcy put up his eyoglass and sur-
veyed his minor severely.
“Wallyl Bo I've !ouns you at lasti”

——

CHAPTER 14,
-Arthur Augustus Sings }

ALLY chuckled.
W Arthur  Augustus hsd ex-
ted his minor to be over-

pec
whelmed, but it was not e

to overwhelm the scamp of the Thi
Form at 8t. Jim’s,

He simply chortled.

DArcfl frown grew moro sovere.
“Weally, Wall

“Oh, come off, oonk'y 1” said Wally
cheerfully  “None of your rot, you
know | How on earth did you got

rel
“Weally, Wally, T twust you will——"

“On, don't you begin, Gussy!” said
Wally, in a tone of remonstrance.
“Keep all that for the SBchool House at
8t Jim's.”

“Did you wun away fwom school?”

“Not much.” .

Arthur Aullmhu looked relieved.

“Bai Jove, 1 am glad to heah that, at
all events|! I was vewy much afwai
that you had left Bt Jim's without
askin’ the Head’s permish.”

Wnll,yl srinmd.

“Bo id, Gus”

“What! You said you didn't wun

ay I”
"f didn’t; I walked |”
“Weslly, Wally—"
“You young oss!” said Tom Morty.
“You've bolted 1”
“ What-ho I
“You'll get into s fearful row. whan

you get 2
“Not half! I'm not ng back till
' TaB Gax Lisrant.—No. 1,508:



uv'nor has interceded with the
; and made it all right for me,”
P eatly, Wal of expect
; , Wally, cannot ex|

the c';'n’;ll to dlg an{r‘:‘l;in' of the no'::f:"
"1 shan't go back till he does—you

!
.GI shall be compelled to take you by
force, Wally t”

“Rats 1"

“If you say wats to me—"

“And many of ‘em!” said Wally
cheerfully,

“I am sowwy, but I see that there
is no wesource. for me but to give you
o feahful thwashin’, and—"

ng to up & row in another
fellow’s quarters?” asked Wally, with a

. But_you must
come’ with us when we go, Wally 1”

' . rate t”
"I weslly do not know how to deal
this 1 said’ Arthur
not- tweay me with the wop:hn\:'u%:

W

due_to an eldsh hwoib& e

“ Horrid 1

“Yaas, wathah'

3

I am afwaid I did
thwashings in his
wwaps that s the

use. But, as & mattah of fact, I
wathah th it's in the hmlI{. 1
hdve i lot of twouble lookin’ aftah .m
!ld“:' l-“llvotlub. t0o. jh_loiw‘ Wally,rt
m upon your joinin' our party
at the hotel,

“More rate

“You can ‘oin us on parole!” sid
Tom Merry, laughing. “Not to be
detained, you know, against your will.”

i'l.lot'l" that's ::I ri . then | leT!“t

especial rnay is leavin
l’,nl.l °io-m‘:rrrowf ::d ther{'n“ nobodg
here near m{ M

"Lonlni aris 1" asked Tom Merry,
.hneirg at Cernay. )

The ¥French lad nodded.

“Oui, ouit I am returning to the

rovinces to spend my holiday until

ristmas. I vish much sat you could
come to ze Chateau Cernay with me,
and spend ge Nool chez moi.”

1 wish wo conld,” said Tom Merry;
“but I'm afraid we're booked for home
for Christmas. It would be jolly !"

“Zon, whon you leave Paris, come

stay viz mo & few days before
Christmas,” said Coernay. *“I vill speak
v ntu?ﬁ pere, and he vill write to you,

wlt's awfully good of you,” ,
‘"Mon pere, write in any case,”

d Cernay.. “You vill see -omc:inr‘ of
rench i e of

h country

| & fe, as vell as ze li
-A»&Il buksed.

. Zat is for dinner.”
"hd 50! before I'm ready, cither!” M

l'ltﬁ Wyan murmured in an undertone
to Figgine. “We've been here an hour
or more, I think.”

“Ten minutes, you ass!”

*“It sooms like ten hours!”

Bm‘whon Fatty Wynn took his place
‘st the table d'hote, his face beamed
with & smilo of satisfaction,

He could see that there was going to
be & good dinner, and ho was not dis-
appointed. The dinner was suporb,

pﬁ:w many courses thero were, Fatty
Y nn did not count; but he did his

uty' manfully at each, from the hors
d'@uvre to the desse

It was & long innings for Fatty, and a

innings, the time he was
nished he was' feeling at peace with
the world and bimself.

When_they adjourned to the saloon,

Fatty Wyon sank into s comfortable

oushioned scat, and did net move or

{or an hour, at least;
“T'ax Oex Lirany —No. 1,665,

* Bother those mothe!
awarded

to Whies R, Upham, %:mm

Read, Mile End Lane

any, and they
umoured, an
nglish friends were

There was @ large
were all &: and
Auguite Cornay’s

much of.

The German gentleman played the
“Funeral March of a Marionctte

n. Blake confided to Digby in a
isper that it sounded to him like the
funeral march of a coke hammer, but

evi y seemed pleased.
.& charming mademoisclle san
in ‘l;neh, and another in Italian; anc

fi it came out that Arthur Augustus
had & tonor voice, an
accustomed to use it.

80 D'Arcy had to sing.

It was them that Fatty Wynn was
observed to stir for the first time.

Arthur Aucfumu was looking over the
music to find & song to suit himself, as
he explained that he had brought no
music.

“Is Gussy going to sing?"”’ asked
Fatty Wynn, turning a look of alarm
upon the swell of 8t. Jim's,

“Yes, rather!”

“Oh lor' I said Fatty. .

Arthur Augustus went ahead with the
confidenco of & nhlg who knew that he
possessed an exceptional tenor voice,

He found a song to suit him. It was
a tenor solo from one of Verdi's aperas,

com
d-

was

and D'Arcy had inflicted it upon the
jtflnior: of 8t. Jim's many a time and
oft.

He jammed it on the piano, and the
German gentleman, who kindly
offered to accompany him, ran his
fingers over the keys,

_Blako. looked hopelessly at Tom

erry.
-“My hat!” murmured Tom softly.
s ‘La Donna’l Wait for the top

note " .

“The French are a very polite
nation,” murmurod Lowther, ™ This is
where their politeness will be put to a
test,”

*Yes, rather!"”

The company were all attention as the
melody of “La Donna * rippled over
the ivory koys.

D’Arcy started:

“Ln donna e mobile,
Qual piume al vento,
Muta d'accento,

I di pensiero!”

“Cood for the first lap1” murmured
Blake, “Only, wait for the top note I”

“8empre_un amabile,
Leggiadro viso
In piano in riso,
E menzoniero |

THE GEM LIBRARY

La donna o mobile,
%unl piume al vento,
uta d'accen—"'

That is where D'Arcy balked.

The faces in the room were as grave
as those of a hench of judges as Arthur
Augustus. D'Arcy struggled manfully
with his note:

“Go it, old hoss!"” murmured Wally,
“Put your beef into it1"”

And D'Arcy did.

The second verse went off a little
more easily, till D'Arcy came .to the
finish—the really difficult passage.

The juniors, as it wore, lay in wait
for it. D’Arcy came to it, and tackled
it gallantly.

Up_and down that long and difficult
run his voice harked. away meorrily,
somcetimes a tenor, sometimes a b
now & baritone—first in one koy :ﬁ
then in another, The German gentle-
man was thumping away merrily.

When D'Arcy did it st & junior con-
cert at 8t. Jim's, he generally got more
laughter than tll]:et!unnlut turn on the

u

programme, French politeness

d stood the strain, even of D'Arcy's top

notes,

There was & murmur of appreciation
when he finished, because he had fin-
ished, perhaps. D'Arcy bowed to his
acknowledgments,

He dropped into a scat beside Blake.
_“Bai Jove,” he ssid, ‘““the appwecia-
tion of music in Pawis scems to he vewy

keen, I will give them anothah tenah
solo_pwosently, '" i , d

o you jol well won't!” sai
Blake. i

" Weally, Blake—""

“You keep off the grass!”

“My deah chap, the way thoy listened
lh?‘\\'l they're lwfully musical,”

doesn’t, ass; it shows they're
kind-hearted 1"’ ’ J
here—"

" "

“I shall thwash you when we get bael
to the hotel 1" 2 i i

“All right; anything but top notes!”
said Blake heartlessly,

To which Arthur Augustus replied
only with a sniff,

But it was a very pleasant evening, in
spite of the 1.0!101"7"50, and the jugiorl
were very pleased with everything wheu
they bade their host good-byc.

They carried off Wally with them to
the hotel, and Mr. Fawcett, though he
looked very grave at first, promised to
help to make the young scamp's poace
with the Head,

Uncle Frank was told of Augusto
Cernay’s invitation, and nodded appro-
val. The next m-enin; came the letter
from Cernay's “pere.” And when the
juniors had finished their round of tho
!lffhtl of Paris, Uncle ¥rank saw themn
of

t
awfully

at the railway station for the
Chatean Cernay for the Christmss
holiday.

*It's early for a Christmas holiday,”
Tom Merry remarked, “but when ‘we
get back we shall bo scattered far and
wide in all corners of the country, so
my iden is to have a Christmas parly
togother here while wo've got the
chance."

“Yaas, wathah!
good wheeze !”

And the chums agreed that it was,

TIE END,

I wegard thiat as &

(Make suve you don't miss the 8¢,
Jim'’s Christmas pariy next weeh.
Look out for *' THE GHOST OF THE
RUINED CHATEAU!"” Ovrder gowr
GEM in adrance,
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TOO MANY COOKS SPOIL THE REMOVE CHRISTMAS PUDDINGS !

THE GREAT CHRISTMAS
PUDDING COMPETITION!

WHAT HAPPENED LAST WEEK.

The idea of a Christmas pudding
competition is taken up keenly in ‘the
Remove at Greyfriars. . The prospect
of eating the puddings at the end of the
eompetition rruu attractive to many
Jellows—particularly Bunter/

Harry Wharton & Co. olud topether
to make a pudding, and the (n,mdimu
are Dbought at Mrse. Mimble's school
sho hile Nugent, Hurree Singh,

Bunter mio the ingredients, Harry
Wharton and Bob Cherry go to the
Red Cow, in Friardale, to pet some
bdrandy for their pudding. The village
inn @s, of course, out of bounds to Grey-
friars fellows, and, unfortunately for
the two juniors, Carberry, the prefect,
eatohes them there. He jumps to the
eonclusion that they are pub-haurnting,
and takes them straight away to Dr.
Looke, the Head.

(Now read on.)

Belore the Head {

R. LOCKE was rised, A ta
D st his study hmnuud him tg

lay down his pen, and in
response to his “Come inI”
Carberry, the prefect, marched 51:. fol.
lowed by Har Wharton and = Bob de
Cherry of the Hemove.
The Head adjusted his pince-nes and
d at them.

“Excuse me, sir,” eaid Oarberry, in
s tone of great humility. “I am sorry
to disturb you, but I thought it my
duty to bring & matter of the groatest
llnportmne before you at once.”

“You may ‘go on, Carberry.”

?'Haarlnll that Greyfriars boys had
been seen in the vicinity of the Red Cow
in Frisrdale village, 1 paid the place
s vlliti t?‘ seo dwl;etfudr‘ (E‘l}:‘" wniﬁny
truth .in and found Cherry waiting
omﬁdo. l?o wae ‘waiting for Wharton,
who had gone into the place.”

'I. Head raised his eyebrows.

e L}

it possible t*

Yes, sir. Wharton came out in a
gow ;:friutol:, ndkh:.hld a bottle of

randy in his @

‘.'A—’l. whltF?c'n the Head.

“A bottle of brandy, sir. Wharton
hes it in l%in pocket still. I thought I
ought to bring the matter to your
knowledge at once.”

*You did quite right, Carberry. It
is certainly & m serious matter.
Wharton is the last boy at Gre:[frmn 1
should suspeot of such conduct.”

“Than! you, #ir,” said Harry
quietly. “I hope you will never have
reason to change your opinion, sir.”

“1 must change_it if what Carberry
statos is correct. I hope there is some
mistake, however, as Cherry wait-
ln'- Ylor y_ou”ouhide the public-house?*

#ir.

“And you came out while Carberry

was_there 1"

“Yes, - sir.”

'g‘i:ilt alb%ttla of brandy?! Place it
on_the table.

‘Harry’ Wharton did so. The Head
ue ‘h Lo e.t!l):k btgull:elieve his oyes
a8 _he g at the bottle. )
Carbe fitined in his spiteful way.
Y oy “add sirs® he " 'said, * that

I”;ﬂh&!‘ Wharton of this,

.“II:‘.‘I!':—NO. 1,555.

By Frank Richards.

(Author of the grand long yarns

of Greyfriars appearing every

Saturday in our companion paper,
the " Magnet.")

(LTI TR T T

He his tracks with

reat cunning; but I always thought I
should unm him at last.”

“You must not speak like that, Car-
berry—not yet, at sll events I atill
hope' that Wharton may be able to
make some explanation. There was a
case once at Greyfriars of a 8ixth Form
prefect sending a junior for liquor.”

Carberry winced The Head little
knew how near his romark went to Car-
berry himself.

Dr. Locke looked
Wharton.

“Were you sent for this by a bo
In"l highor Form, Wharton 1" he asked.

|
The Head's brow grew very stern.
“Am I to understand, then, that, as
Carberry suspects, you fetched this
quor for your own purposes?” he

has covered u

earnestly at

manded.
“Yes, sir, I fetched it for our own

AR

Who wins the Remove Christmas
Pudding Competition? The
Jjudges claim the prize—to com-
pensate them for being nearly
poisoned !
LT TO T T TR AT

“I would

urposes,” said Wharton.
what we

ve x_fl'ainod to_Carberr
wmhg it for, but he jumped to the con-
clusion that I was acting in & black-
Eunrdly way, and probably he would not
ave believed my explanation if 1 had
made it. We're having a Christmas
pugdinq competition in the Remove,
and—-"

The Head stared at the junior.

“What can that have to do with the
matter in_hand

“Everything, sir, We purchased
most of the ingredients for Study No.
1I’s pudding at Mrs. Mimble's; but, of
course, she does not sell brandy.
volunteered to fetch some from the vil-
lage, while Nugent and Hurree Singh
stoned the raisins and mixed the ingre-
dients. Bob came with me, and waited
outside the Red Cow while I fotched
the brandy.”

“Do you mean to say, Wharton, that
ou intended to put & whole bottle of
randy into & Christmas pudding?”

“Well, I don’t know about putting
in the whole bottle, sir * said the junior
cautiously.  “I believe in putting in
lenty of !:u‘lndy to give it & rich

avou

“] should have kept him within
bounds, though, sir,” said Bob Cherry.
“ Butter is t e_atuh' you really want a
ot of in & Christmas pudding.”

“Of course, this yarn is lies from be-
ginning to énd, sir,” said Carberry.

“1 don’t think anything of the sort,

Carberry,” said Dr. Locke acidly;
“and you have_no right to speak in
such o way. Did anyone elso know
that you were going to fetch brandy
for the Christmas pudding, Wharton?

“The fellows in 8tudy No. 1, sir.”
“Carberry, kindly fetch the other
occupants of 8tudy No. 1 hero at once.”

The prefect quitted the room.
painful wait ensued—the Head lookin
into the fire and the juniors staring a
the carpet.

Carberry returned in a few moments

with Nugent, Hurree B8ingh, and
Bunter. he first two were fooking
curious, and tho latter scared. o
Head fixed his eyes upon them,
“Nugent, did you know that

Wharton had gone to Friardale to fetch
a bottle of brandy 1” he asked.
Nugent turned a rather scared look

at Harry. The latter smiled.
“Don't keep anything back, Frank,”
he said. “Dr. fncko only wants to

.knoi\:”tho truth, and there’s no barm
in it,

“Yes, sir,” said Nugent..

“What was he fetching it for?”

“As & flavouring for the Christmas
pudding we are making, sir.”

“Were you all aware of that?”

“Oh, yes, sir! Though for my part
I would rather have put in an extra
pound of mixed peel, and kept down

the brandy.”
“I say, you follows, I told you some
harm would come of it,” said Billy

Bunter, blinking nervously, “It would
have been much better to spend the
money in treacle, Treacle is the thin
to make a Christmas pudding rich, an
I knew all along that if Carberry got
hold of the brandy we should never seo
it agein. I know he drinks whisky, ns
s rule, but a fellow who drinks whisky
will drink brandy, and—"

Harry Wharton trod on the toe of tho
incautious Bunter, and the fat junior
yelped with pain, Carberry  had
turned rather white. Dr Locke gave
him a very curious glance,

“Oh, really, Wharton, you've hurt
my toe, and—"

*Silence, Bunter! Boys, this matter
it at an end. 1 am quite certain that
Wharton fetched the brandy for the
purpose he has stated, and I acquit him
of any bad intentions. But I must say
that he has acted in a very foolish
manner, open to & very serious miscon-

I struction.

“T have no objection to a Christmas
udding being made in Study No. 1, or
ro its being flavoured with brandy, but
I certainly cannot allow a bottle of
brandy to be in the possession of a

junior.
“J think the housekeeper had better

tako charge of it, and allow you as
much as she thinks  necessary,
Wharton.”

“] am quite agreeable to that, sir. T
—I wish ? hadn't -gone to the Red Cow
now; but I never meant any harm, sir.”

“T am sure of that; but I hope you
will be wiser in future. If you had been

a little more patient, Carberry, and a
little less suspicious, I think you might
have avolded troubling me “with this

matter at all. You may‘so."
"lt:ll::nk you, sir,” said the juniors

together.
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THE EFFORTS OF THE GREYFRIARS CHUMS TO PRODUCE A PRIZE-WINNING PUDDING
WILL KEEP YOU IN FITS OF LAUGHTER!
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In the grasp of three strong pairs of hands Herbert Henry was helpless. Bob Cherry up=anded the huge basin, and

It down like a bonnet on the head of Mrs. Mimble's ho

Thoy left the Head's study. Carberry
followed them with a face like a demon,
In the passage, when the door was
clould, he turned upon them with a
snarl,

“You young cads!” he growled.
“You've lied yourselves out of that
and—""

“We haven't lied, and you know it 1"
said Harry Wharton angrily, “It is
you who have made a fool of yourself,
and all through being a rotten, sus-
picious cad!”

" you can put that in your pipe
and smoke it1” said Bob Che"ﬁo

And the chums of the move
marched off, leaving Carberry gritting
his toeth with rage.

—

Making the Pudding!

HE heroes of the Remove grinned

as they made their way to Stud

No. 1. Carberry certainly huﬁ

made a fool of himself, and he

stood lower in the Head's eyes than

before his attempt to Dblacken the
Removites.

Harry Wharton had come safe
through the ordeal, but he felt that he
had had a narrow ecscape. A hend-
master of o more suspicious or less sym-
pathetic nature might oasily have given
more credit to the prefect’s view of the

matter,
“The Head's a brick!” Harry
Wharton remarked, as they entered

Btudy No. 1. “And, as a matter of
fact, we were playing the giddy ox in
going to the Red Cow, Bob.”

“You were, you mean,” grinnod Bob,
“1 only came with you.”

“Well, I was, then; and I mean to ho
s bit more carcful. But the trouble is
that we have lost the brandy now, and

#“ Mrs. Kobble will allowanco us.to the
proper amount.”

ul son.  Squelch! Raw
and shoulders of Herbert Henry.

“H'm! Yes; only I bhelievo in
putting in_ plenty to give the stuff a
flavour,  8till, it can’t be helped.
know Mrs. Kebble can make ripping

uddings, so 1 dare ssy she knows.

f the allowance sho gives us is small,
we must kecp down the other in-
gredients in proportion.”

“Well, I don’t know sbout that. 1
believe in putting in plenty of butter.”

“1 ‘“J you fellows, we don't want
the pu ciin( s lump of grease, you
know. Treacle’s the thing to ﬁvo it

richness.”

“Plenty of peel—"

“The differentfulnesa of the honour-
able opinions is great,” observed
Hurreo Singh. * It will be necessary to
reach - the honourable compromiseful-
11888,

Harry Wharton knitted his brows in

thnuaght. .
“Bomething in that,” he remarked.
“Woe can’t all carry out our own views,
and it will be necessary to be reason-
able. Better allow Inky, as an in-
dependent and disinterested party, to
allowance the stuff.”

“I shall have terrific pleasurefulness
in doing so, my worthy chums.”

“Koep off those raisins, you greedy
cormorant 1" exclaimed Nu un‘tsogivmg
Billy Buntor a cuff. * That's ut tho
tenth time I've caught you scoffing
them !”

“Well, 2o long as you have rlcnty of
ireacle, a few raisins more or less don't
matfer, Nugent.”

“Oh, do rin% off tho treacle! You
mako me tired !”

i Wel’l', if you put in plenty of treacle
FOIN e

“Shut up! Let's get to work, chaps,
or we¢ shan’t have tho mixing done
befora bed-time.” .

During Harry's absence, his chums
had commenced the work of mixing the

brought
hristmas pudding smothered the head

famous pudding, and had got it well in
hand.

A huge basin hiad boen borrowed from
helow stairs, and the ingredients had
been shot inta it—flour, breaderumbs
aufnr. spicea, curronts, with a liberal
allowance of water, and the wholg was
being industriously stirred up with »
cricket-stump.

Nugent had declared that his mothor
always put in some cold toa, and tho
teapot had been emptied into the pud-
ding accordingly. Billy Bunter had
expressed a doubt about the toa-leaves,
hut Nugent remarked that a few tea-
Jeaves wouldu t be noticed in a rich
pudding.

And the ruddln' was certainly goi
to he a rich one. Although the mix
seel, the butter, and the treacle were
ept within bonndlnla Inky's eye, the
il“tllliliﬂl of tho ingredients wero pretty
arge.

The basin was nearly full of pudding,
and it hecamo rather hard work to keep
the cricket-stump going in the sticky
10RE,

The juniors took it im turns, and
slaved " away industriously. Nugent
hegan fo pour in the raisins, which
made tho mass thicker than ever,

“We shall have to have a little movo
water in,” Nugent remarked doubtfully,
looking at the mass.

“Roetter thin it with treacle,” said
Billy Bunter.

“T was thinking of butter,” remarked
Nob Cherry, “In o oase like this, half
u pound of butter is the best thing.”

Tha juniors, after an argumont, com-
promi=cd on cold tea, and cold tes was
nccordingly added with a liberal hand.
1t thinued down the pudqu,‘ and they

had to agreo that it gave it a. richer
volonrin,
“The 'f\ra.nd; would have done fthat,”
558,
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Harry Wharton remarked. “8till, I
think it's going to be w success, and
tather fancy we shall get the price in
the competition,”

To which the chums concurred
heartily. As a mattor of fact, each of
them had a socret idea for ungrovu_'
the pudding, but said nothing about it,
so far.

A good many fellows had looked
into the study in the courso of the opera:
tions, and inquired after the progress
of the pudding. They looked in great
admiration at the ltl(!kf mass,

They were all cordially invited to the
feed, which was to bo the wind-up of
the competition, and it was explained to
them that everybody who came to the
feed was supposed to put something in
the pudding. Bkinner said ho had dn
old ’:mtblll ho had done with, and Btott
generously offered a broken inke-pul_'np.

Both of’eﬂ wore refused, as wore like.
wise offers of cycle oil, carbide of
caleium, and  brilliantine from other
humorous juniors,

Most of the Remove played up well
however. Thero was quito a crop o
threepenny-pieces and sixpences, all of
hich were ocarefully washed in boiling

:lter before being added to the
pudding.
The mixture being pretty well

advanced, Harry Wharton went along
to the housckeeper’s room to ask for the
sllowance of brandy, and was consider-
ably disappointed by the smallness of it,
As ho remarked, when it was poured
in, it hardly added a eniff to the com-

und.
poBut that could not be helped, and
certainly there were enough other in-
gredients to make up for any deficiency
of liquor. .

“] think that will about do_for
to-night,” said Nugent at last. * We'll
{ve it a last mix to-morrow, and get
t boiled, Russell and Desmond are
boiling theirs to-morrow. The cook is
doing it for them, in the kitchen,
“ghe'll do it for us, too,’ said Bob
Cherry. “We should have to_ borrow
s saucepan, and I don't see how we
could get it on the Euta: and, besides,
we couldn't keep the fire in all day.
You have to boil & Christmas pudding a
whole day, zou know.”
“1 thought about four hours,” said

arton.

“] was thinking about twelve hours
myself," said Nuﬁnt

‘Tah, lot you chaps know about it!"
exclaimed Bunter. ““A  Christmas
pudding has to be boiled over a moder-
ato fire for exactly nine hours.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Well, we certainly don't agree,” he
said, ‘“Buppose we leave it to the cook.
8he's pretty certaip to know how long
to boil a Christmas puddin' 1 .

“CGood! Now:let's and get a niff
of air ‘after this fearfully hard work.”

“I'll stay and give the Puddm a bit
more mixihﬁ. if you like,” said Bunter.

“H'mt Don't get taking any of the
fruit out of it, you fat villain1”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“I ‘wouldn't trust you with ‘t if it
warg cooked, but I suppose even you can
be relied on not to eat raw pudding,”
said Niigent. “You can give it another
mix if you like,”

“I'll lock the cupboard, or he'll scoff
all the materials we've got left over,'
Bob Cherry remarked.

“If you think I can't be trusted with
a few pounds of peel and raisins,
Chor‘l;y you had better say so, and—"

"y ell, I've said so, haven't 11"

Bob Cherry locked the cupboard, and
the Removites quitted the study. Billy
Bunter blinked indignantly and went on
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stizring the ﬁmddin . Tt was a labour
of love with him: He did not like work,
but mixing a pudding was more like a
pleasant recreation than work to the fat
Junior,

He had been at work some time when
he became aware of a face looking in
at the door, Ile blinked round at the

face.

“Is that you, 8kinner? What do you
mean by startling a fellow ?"

“It’s me, Master Bunter,” said Her-
bert Henry, the hopeful son of Mrs.
Mimble, coming into the study. “No
offence, Master Bunter.”

**What do you want?"”

“I was thinking you—you might like
a little help in mixing the pudding,”
said Herbert Henry, with greedy. eyes
roving round the ltud;v‘.

_“Woll, you can take a turn if you
like,” said Bunter, “Don't get scofting
any of the fruit. I can’t stand a fellow
who's always eating, and you're a
greedy young monkey."

“I'm " always willing to help you,
Master Bunter, because you're the
nicest fellow at CGreyfriars,” said Her-
bert Henry.

“Well, that’s all right, Mix it round
steadily and don't make any bubbles,
you young fathead! And when any
threepenny-picces or sixpences come to
the top, mix 'em down again.”

Herbert Henry's eyos glimmered,

"Threopenn_v-p:ecﬂ and  sixpences,
Master Bunter?”’

“Yes. Everybody who comes to the
study is supposed to shovo in a three-
ﬁenny-piece or a tanner,” said Billy
Bunter. “I don't see why you shouldn',
like the rest,”

“I  haven't
Bunter,”

“Well, mix it up and don't jaw!”
said Bunter, who rather liked the idea
of having somecone under his orders.
“I’ll read the ‘ Magnet ' "

And ‘BI"¥ Bunter sat down in the
armchair. Herbert Henry grinned and
waited till Bunter was buried in the
school story. Then he grabbed up a
fistful of the pudding, and chowed it in
search of threepenny-picces and  six-
pences.

Herbert Henry was pot a cleanly
young gentleman. He was not an honest
one. He was a young rascal, and. Bun-
ter’s simplicity gave him a chance. He
had come to the study in the hope of
cadging or purloining - somo _of the
materials of the Christmas pudding, but
he preferred cash. Money was tight
with the heir of the houso. of Mimble,
and threepenny-pieces and sixpences
were very welcome to him,

Bunter looked round once or twice.
Each time Herbert Henry was solemnly
mixing the pudding, and Bunter sus-
pected nothing.

But each time that Bunter's look was
turned away again, Herbert Henry
carried on his work of investigation
after the immersed ‘mins.!

_His prospecting for the money was
highly lucmpuful.gAl he chewed the raw
pudding, coin after coin came to light,
to be transferred to his trousers pocket.
Bunter suspected nothing.

About a quarter of an hour passed
thus, till Herbert Henry began to think
that he had realised most of the cash in
the pudding, But Nemesis was on the
track of the young rascal.

The door was pushed open, and Bob
Cherry looked in, and ho gave a gasp
as he saw Herbert Henry clawing a
handful of {:uddmg and jamming it
into his mouth Bob Cherry stared and

asped, and then he gnve a roar and

unded into the study.

*You horrid little beast!”

Herbert Henry jumped, dropped the

any money, Master
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cricket-stump, and Dbolted for the door,
Bob ocaught him by the neck, and sent
him sprawling ou the carpet with &
swing of his arm,

The terrified young rascal squirmed
past the indignant junior like an eel

and squirmed out of the deorway, an
picked himself up to run. But Whar-
ton, Nugent, and Hurree Singh were

behind, The nabob’s dusky hand closed
on Herbert Henry's collar.,

*Btop him!” roared Bob Cherry.

“I've caug{lt him_stopfully,”” purred
the nabob. “'T'he resistfulness is vainful,
my worthy young rotter friend—— Ow !”

Herbert Henry, in his terror, had
kicked out savagely, and the nabob
caught it on the shin. The unfortunate
Inky staggered ngainst the wall with a
ﬂﬁp of pain, and Herbert chrlv bolted,

ut thero was no esoape for him.

Harry Wharton swung him round with
a_grasp on the ehoulder, and heaved
him into tho study, He knooked against
Bob Cherry, who flung him into a
corner, whero he sat gasping. The
chums of the Remove came 1n, and Bob
Cherry closed the door.

o b

Herbert Henry Catches It !

ARRY WHARTON looked at the
terrified Herbert Henry crouch-
in the corner, and then at
Bob Cherry inqujringly. Bill
Bunter was looking on in amazement,
Bob Cherry’s eyes were bluiu;';.

“What's the matter, Bob?" asked
Harry., ~“What has young Mimble
been doing t"

“1 say, you fellows, it's all rifht.
He's been mixing the pudding, and I've
been keeping an cye on him, you know,
It'a all rightt”

“You young owl!” growled Bob
C_herr{; “He was clawing up the Pud-
dm% nd the coins mixed in it !’

“Oh, rcally, Cherry, I didn't see
him I"*

“T gaw him, though

“The horrible young rotter!” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton, in utter dis-
gust. “He ought to be skinned for
such a dirty trick ("

“ And he's going to be !"” growled Bob

erry.

“The skinfulness should he terrifie,”
murmured the nabob, rubbing his in.
jured shin. “The beastliness of the
young rotter is great.’’

“Got anything to say for yourself?”
demanded Bob Cherry, jerking Her-
bert. Henry to his feet. “My hat, he's
shedding threepenny:bita 1"

The coins were ¢linking round Her-
bert Henry. His rough usage ha
tumbled some of them out of his

pockets.

Proof of his guilt was not wanted
further, Tho coins were all sticky,
just as they had been abstracted from
the ’i)udding.

“The young rascal " said Nugent.
“Search his pockets, and get the tin
back before we sling him out!”

“If—if you please—" gasped Her-
bert Henry.

“Yes, wo look pleased, don’t we?”
said Bob Cherry. ‘Give us the rest
of the money, you voungI thief 1"

“If you please, I—=I—-]—"

“8hut up, and hand over the tin!"

Herbert Henry sullenly handed it
over. To make sure they senrched
him, and discovered a good many coins
he had overlooked. ‘he money was
piled on the table, and made the re-
spectable total of nearly five shillings,

The chums of Study No. 1 looked
grim. It .was not so much tho theft—
though that was bad enough—but, the
utter dotestableness of the trick. They
looked at the pudding—=a short time
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ago the pride of their hearts—with
great aversion,

“Tho ,young thief!'” said Wharton.
“We'd better take him to the Head.
What: he wants is to be sent to a

reformatory.”

“Ow!”  roared Herbert Henry,
" Dcl:m't tell anybody! Don’'t! Ow—
ow ”

The juniors eyed him in disgust.

‘“3hut up, you cowardly little beast 1
said Bob erry. “1f you were a
Ureyfriars chap, you'd be expelled for
this, and, as it 18] you will got off with
s hiding.”

“Ow—ow ! Don’t telll Ow )"

“The pudding's wasted,”” said Bob
Cherry. ‘He's eaten half of it, and
we couldn't touch the rest after this.
Lucky we laid in plenty of materials—
enough to make another omne.”

“We'll lot him have this one, instead
of taking him in to the Head,’” said
Nugent, with a grin. “What do you
think 7° .

“Good whoezo!” oxclaimed Bob
heartily, ' Hold the young beast while
I erown_him 1” .

Bob Cherry lifted up the pudding-
basin, It was more than large enoug
to fit over Herbert Henry's head.
Tho culprit squirmed and wriggled
in terror,

“0Oh, don't—don’t!" ho roared.

He inade a frantio attempt to escape.
But three strong pairs of hands
g‘:u vedd him.  Bob Cherry upended
the lhu o basin, and brought it down
like a bonnet on the horritied head of
Herbert Henry.

Squelch !

There was a gaupinlg cry from the
cul‘prit under the squelching pudding.

“Ha, ha, ha "’ roared the juniors.
Bob Cherry jorked off the basin,
Herbert Henry's face and hair had
disappeared under a sticky, clinging
mass of sloppy Christmas pudding.
“Ow-—ow—m-m-m-m-m !’ he moaned,

“Qutside,” said Bob Cherry, “You
can't slop that stuff about this study.
Get out, will you?"

COw-wewew 1Y

“Qutside 1"

Herbert Henry was gently assisted 1o
{he door by the application of four
boots. Ilo “staggered blindly into the
passage, oid blundered along to the
staivs,

“(Ireat Scott! Who's that?”

It was Wingate of the Sixth who
uttered the exclamation. Herbert
Henry dodged by, and the captain of
Groyfriars made o grab at him. His
hand slid throngh a sticky mass of
pudding, and Horbert Henry escaped!

Ho blundered on down the stairs.
"Btog him 1" shouted Wingate.
Blundell and Bland of the Fifth were
at the foot of the stairs, They saw
the strange objevt coming down, and
heard Wingate's shout from the land.
ing, and they closed up to stop tho
ﬂilht of Herbert Henry.

'he latter, almost besido himself
with alarm, ran right at them,
Blundell grasped kim, and his hand
slipped, as Wingate's had done, and
Herbort Henry drove his head full
againat Bland's waistcoat.

Bland sat down on the lowest step
and gasped,  Blundell mado another
vasp ot Ilerbert Henry; but the
desperate fugitive eluded him, and
dlrtded out of the open door into the
quad.

“Htop him!" yelled Bland. *“The
z}lluli,r'n'l spoiled my waistcoat! Stop

m
“After him|”" shouted Blundell,
Bulstrode, Bkinner, and Stoit, and
soveral other Removites who wore in

the Hall, ran out in pursuit of the
ugitive.

land contemplated his waistcoat in
despair, Bland was rather particular
about his clothes, and his waistcont
was certainly ruined.

“What on earth is it?* exclaimed
Blundell, “My hand’s as sticky as
anything *

“It's pudding of some kind.”

“My aunt! -
ding!” What on earth is that kid pinig
about with Christmas pudding on his
napper for1”

Blessed if T know! But if 1 catch
him, I'll teach him to keep -his ﬂlths
Elllddcilng off my waint.onatr" groane

and.

“Ia, ha, ha! It does look a sight,

old chapl Hallo, you kids! ave
you caught him?"
“No 1" growled Bulstrode. "I made
a grab at his top-knot; but he's got
it greased, or something—my fingersa
slipped off him."

“Ha, hat It's Christmas pudding.
An\}'bod know who he was?®"’

Nobody knew. The sticky guddinz
had masked the features of Herbert
Henry. The scarch had to be given
up, and Bland went away to clean his
waistcoat, though, as he pathetically
said, it would never be the same waist-
coat again.

Ilerbert Henry was cleaning his head
about the same time, and feeling ex-
tremely sorry that he had ever entered
Study No. 1, or departed from the
path of honesty.

Meanwhile, the chums 6f the Remove
had cleaned ount the basin, and started
mixinF the fresh pudding. And
though they wero not quite able to
make up for lost time, the new pud-
ding was well advanced by the time
they had to retire to bed.

ulllllll!lﬂll" I f’

]
(1R
Bob Cherry came into the study, and he was just in time te sse

it is—Christmas pud- 4
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Surreptitions Movements !

HE hour of eleven boomed out
from the clock-tower of Grey-

friars, and Bob Cherry sat up

. in d in the Remove
dormltor{.

“You fellows asleep?” ho asked in »

low voice.

There was no replﬁ. save an unmusical
snoro from Billy Bunter's bed: The
eep breathing round him showed thas
the Remove were aslee Bob Chdrr
put one leg out of and shivered,
then the other, and shivered again,

But he was resolute, He stepped out
and cautiously and silently drew ou his
clothes and a pair of rubber shoes, He
glanced up and down the dormitory.
All was still and silent, and the junior
crossed to the door.

A fow moments more and ho was
stealing downstairs to the passage on
which the Romove studies opened, on the
firat floor of the old bmldma. .

The placo was very cold and very eerie
at that late hour. But 'Bob Cherry went
on firmly, and reached Study No. 1, and
opened the door. All was dark within,

@ went in, closed the door, and turned
on the light. .

“I can't let a good pudding be ruined
for tho sake of a little trouble,' he mur-
mured. *“What a Christmas pudding
really wants to give it richness is plant‘y
of butter, and if the other follows don't
sea reason now, they will when the time
comes to eat the pudding. The proof
of the l)ndding is in the eating, and. I
can tell them afterwards, and they'll
own up that' I was right.”

And Bob Cherry unlocked the cup-
board, took out a couple of Koundl of
butter he had in readiness there, and

deporited the mass into the Christmas
pudding,

Then he plunged in the cricket-stump
and began to stir. The butter gradually

|
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dissolved and was mixed up with the
rest of the pudding, and the whole
mass assumed a decidedly greasy
appoarance,

ut that did not trouble Bob Cherry.
e was the slave of a theory, and in that
state of mind no one is inclined to listen
to reason, Tho greasiness of the puddin
only made it look more excellent in his
eyep. He stirred it up with growing
satisfaction.

“It works a great deal more easily,”
he murmured, “and it will go down
a lot more easily, too. Curious how
obstinate chaps are when they don't
know anything about the matter.”

And giving the pudding a final stir,
Bob Cherry oxtracted the ltumf_ and put
it away. He turned out the light and
left the study. No one awoke when he
re-entered the dormitory, and he snug-
gled back into bed with a conscicusncss
of having deoserved well of his chums
in spite of themsclves. He was asleep
in about three seconds, and he did not
wake again until the rising bell was
clanging.

When ho rubbed his eyes in the dim
light of the December morning, whije the
clang-clang of the bell rang from the
direction of the chapel, he noticed that
Frank Nugent was already out of bed
and half-dressed.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, staring at his chum. *Were
you up before the bell started, Frank?"

Nl‘lvllnt coloured a little.

“Yes, I'm '“E early this morning.”

And he finished lacing his shoes and
Jeft the dormitory, while the rest of tho
Removo were getting out of bed.

‘' Skating, suppose,” said Harry
Wharton, “It's freezing again this
mornir

ng.”
But ﬁugnnt had not gone out skating

A mysterious ghostly phantom is said
to haunt Mauleverer Towers—and it's
to the Towers that Harry Wharton &

. g0 to spend their Christmas
holidays! What happens? Yousimply

, must read all about the exciting
adventuu:l of the chums of Creyfriars.
Order this great Yuletide yarn today.

at that early hour, He went downstairs
and slipped quietly into 8tudy No. 1. He
grinned as he closed the door and pulled
up the blind.

“Those innocent kids haven't any
iden," he murmured, “T’ll tell them
after they've eaten the pudding, when
they will admit that it was an improve-
" and N od & h

n ugent emptied a huge
of mixed‘epeel lpnl.o the Eh
pudding, plunged tho stump in, and
stirred away energetically. o noticed
that the pudding worked very easily,
h;llt. ';l»:dw“ lioo bulﬁ' zorl{)i:g in l.“h!:ho
chop peel to think about anythin
clse. Fle had finished his tul{ .n5
slipped out of the study before the
Remove came down.

After breakfast the juniors went out
into the crisp air of tho Close, It was
still freezing, and a slide had been made
almost the [ength of the Close in the
direction of the Cloisters.

While the Lower Fourth were dis-
Eorting themsclves on the slide, Billy

unter was otherwise occupied. ‘The
fat junior blinked round to make sure
that he was not observed, and then stole
quietly into Btudy No. 1.

To take the jar of treacle out of the
cupboard, uncover the pudding and
empty the treacle in was the work of
a fow moments,

Then, with a grin of satisfaction, the
fat junior thrust in the crickoet-stump
and stirred away. .

“I'm sorry those fellows wonldn’t
linteuo:ln reason,” hoh ml;umured. # Ilt‘s
no good arguing with obstinate ple.
I'll tell them about it annrwnr(ﬂfounrl
they'll have to admit that I was right.”

And Billy Bunter then industriously
worked the treacle into the pudding till
it was all absorbed.
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The contents of the basin were begin.
ning to assume a somewhat peculiar
APPAATANCe NOW, &8 Was not surprising
in the circumstances,

Among the chunks of orange, lemon,
and citron peel were floating lumps o
treacle and butter, and where the in-
gredients had mixed the oomropnd, Was
not what could be called exactly inviting.

But Blllg Bunter was blind to that
He worked on till he heard footsteps
in the Enura, and then he hastily put
away the er eket-ltumg'hlnd covered up
the pudding. He felt'that he had donu
his duty to the study.

Bob Cherry and Harry Wharton came
in. Billy Bunter was groping in tho
cupboard, and as he brought out his
hand with a cake in it, the juniors had
no suspicion of the work he had becn

enge in.

ungry again, Bunter!?” grinned
Bob, “It's nearly a quarter of an hour
sinco breakfast, I think."”
‘“Well, I felt I could do with a snack.”
said Bunter, and ho hastily left the study
with tho cako under his arm,

Wharton uncovered the pudding, and
Bob Cherry spread a nowspaper on tho
table, and then a pudding cloth over
it.

The cook had told the juniors that if
they gave her the puddings before
morning school, she would put them on
the fire, and have them done some time
{—h&t day, and so there was no time to
ofe,

Bob Cherry had borrowed a pudding
cloth of the good-natured dame, and it

only remained to get the famous
qn ging tied up and delivered into her
rands.

“Plop it down in_the middle of the
cloth,” said Bob, “Then you draw up
the four corners round it, you know."

“Right you are!"”

Wharton ‘" plopped” the pudding
upon the cloth by inverting the basin
over it. It was rather a flabby-looking
mess, and the captain of the Remove
looked at it suspiciously.

“ Looks thinner than it did last night,”
he remarked.

“Oh, it works thinner, I expect

“It seems rather greasy.”

“ All tho better for the digestion, you
know.”

“Scems to niff of treacle,

“Oh, that's sheer fancy!'

And Bob Cherry hastily gathered ur
the four corners of the pudding cloth
round the valuable pudding, and tied
them across, and then gathered up more
corners and pinned them together.

Harry Wharton was still looking at it
doubtfully. He didn't know exactly
what it was, but he felt that there was
something wrong with that pudd:nF. "

0

too.”

“A bit sloppy, isn't it, Bobt"
remarked, )
“Oh, that will be changed in the

boiling 1"

“Do they boil harder, then?”

“1 think so. Anyway, this will be all
right,  You can’t expect to sce a pud-
ding firm before it’s boiled, you know.”

“H'm! 1 suppose not. How greusy
the cloth is.”

“That will
the saucepan.

Harry laughed. Bob Cherry certainly
had an answer for everytlunf. The
Emtlding was tied up safely at last, and
tob carrvied it out of the study and
down to the lower regions presided over
by the cook.

The cook looked at the pudding with
a curious expression. She may havo
been surprised by the squelchy stato of
it, but she made no remark

Bob Cherry went upstairs again, and
met Russoll of the Remove coming down
with o pudding in his hand.

prevent it from sticking to

d
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* ot it ready, 1_Iou see,” said Russell,
with a grin, “Have you taken cooky

v !”
Yl oy ; and I thouq‘ht she looked
pleased with it,” said Bob Cherry, in

the innocence of his hoart. '

“Qhe's bound to be pleased with
this,” said Russell. " Perbaps it doesn’t
feol so firm as it miqht. but that will be
mada up in the boiling. That young
villain Wun Lung wanted to help me
moke it, and suggested putting Wor-
ceater sauco in it to give it & flavour. I
took him_ by thed.igtail and slung him
out, you know, Blessed if I know what
they “wanted to shove that heathen into

my study for!” ,
And Hussoll went down with his pud-
ding. A [ew moments later, ob

Cherry passed Desmond, also bound for
the regions bolow, with a huge pudding.
“ Paith, and I rather think this will
be & success,” Desmond remorked,
“Bettor hold the trial this afternoon, I
supg?:e. as it's a half-holiday ?"
“Yos, rather, We shall be
keen aftor & run on the skates,
to do the puddings justice,”
Bob Cherry. ) )
“Faith, and 1 hear Mrs. Mimble is
rnlkln; some rip mm Christmas pud-
dings,” said tho Irish junior. *She's
solling them at two shillings cach, a
great doal cheaper than it costs us to
makgo them.” .

“Qh, it's the fun of the com?etil.lon,
you know, Of course, you can’t make
these things as cheaply as you can buy
them, but look at the extra quality!”

“Faith, ye're right intirely! There's
something ‘in that,” agreed Micky.

And the three puddings went on to
boil.. ‘They wero the only three that
reached the stage of completion.

Muny Removites had taken up the
itlea, but most of them had finished u
hy eating the raisins, curraunts, peel,
cte, in'a raw stato. Others had had to
fiw up tho idea through tho failure of
unds. *Some had visited the tunhlkop
to purchase materials, and had weakly

uandered the cash in tarts and lemed
ude and hot drinks instead,

retty
and able
grinned

But, as Skinner pointed out, three

puddings would be enough for a feed
all round for the Remove. They were
big epough, though thore wore a few
doubting Thomases who hinted that
they wight not be good enough. But
upon these, of course, the amateur
pqdding-muimr- cast only the glance of
Acoin.

The Trial !

thinking miore about Christinas
uddings than about
uring morninﬁ
VAs for Billy Bunter, l
in~ tho anticipation. He had
daubta about the study pudding at firat,
but since he had succeeded in adding
plenty of his favourite inﬁrediunt, he
was satisficd in his mind, He was look-
ing forward to the trial of the puddings
cagerly. After the trial was to come the
feust,

Bob Cherry, Nugent, and Bunter had
each his littlo socrot to keep. At times
thero was & curious grin on the faco of
Wun Luug, too, as if ho had thoughts
in his mind that were somewhai
amusing.

Timmediately after morning school the
Famous Four presented thomselves at
tha kitchen to inquire after the progress

of the pudding.
They = were followed by Lacy,
Desmond, and  Russell, all cqualry
unxious to learn how their puddings
were getting on.

The smiling cook assured them that
they were making =atisfactory. progress,

HARRY WHARTON & CO. were ~the h

lessons
school. .
o was revelling

They had not been hoiling all the time,
but they wore being looked after, and
shc would see that they were boiled
enough. Andsthey would be ready about
halfi{_lst three,

“Right-ho |” said Hurry Wharton.
“We're much obliged to you, cook, for
taking all this trouble about our
puddings,”

“Not at all, Master Wharton,” said
the cook, “The puddings. have had all
that cooking can do for them, so if
you're satisfied with the way you've
inade them, they will be all right.”

And us the juniors were quite safis-
fied on that point, of course everything
was bound to be all right!

After dinner lhor skated and ex-

anged catealls with the alivns on the

ozen river, while they were waiting
foe the puddings 1o come up. It was a
half-holiday, und it was agreed that the
puddings should bo tested as soon as
they were brought upstairs.
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“THE CHOST OF THE

RUINED CHATEAU!”
By Martin Clifford

Here’s the Yuletide yarn of the
century, chums! A magnificent
cover-to-cover story of the holiday
thrills, fun and adventure of Tom
Merry & Co. in France! You
simply must read what hapﬂcns
when the chums of St. Jim’s, find-
ing themselves lost at midnight,
seek shelter in an old ruin—and
find it haunted by a ghostly monk!

In addition, this great number
contains another column
wisecracks and jokes by Monty
Lowther, a St. Jim’s Jingle, illus-
trated |okes, and two special,
humorous Christmas features.

ORDER YOUR COPY EARLY.
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“QOurs looks jolly rich, doesn’t it?”
suid Nugent,

“Seems to me to smell of treacle,”
said]l Hazeldene.

“Oh, that's your fancy 1”

“Fancy or not, it's Qlly grensy.”

“Btart with Study No. 1 puddiug !”
said Lacy. “All the judges can take a
bit and taste it. The makers are out of
it, of course.” )

“Right-ho! Carve away, Wharton!"

Harry Wharton ‘Flungwl u knife into
the steaming pudding. Thoro was no
denying that it was sloppy, and 8kinner
suggested using a spoon instead of a
knife. 8kinner’s suggestion was received
with a chuckle by the judges, and with
freezing silence by the makers of the
pudding.

Thero were six }'udg‘ca. and so Study
No. 1 was pretty full of juniors. Fach
of the judges received n plate with o
small slice of pudding ou it, and was
invited (o taste it.

Skinner was the first to taste, and he
made a decidedly wry face.

“No likee?” murmured Wun Lung.

“It's horrid! Tastes of rancid
butter 1"

“Sm:rly. reoks of treacle,” said Stott.

“«And Tit's ncarly all pecl,” said
Trevor. “Why didn’t you put tho fruit
in in equal proportions? That's the
proper way."”

The chums of Study No. 1 lookad at
one another. They were all growing

crimson. ‘
said Bob Cherry.

“It's all rot!”
“That cxtra butter makes it all right.
It would have been a failure without
the extra butter.”

“What oxtra butter?” demanded
Wharton. Do you mean to say that
you put in extra butter after we had
finished the mixing?”

“Well, you soc, I—=J—"

“That's it!” exclaimed N it,
tasting the lpqddin‘; “T can bista he
butter myse f now |

“Rot I” said Bpb Cherry warmly. “I

knew, of course, that 1t wanted mero
butter, so T put it in last night 1"
“You nllp That's why it hasn't been

improvad by the extre peel J—I—l-=—"

Billy Bunter did not take part in the “Eht u put the extra peol in aftor

skating. watched the head of the sll? .

kitchen stairs like a dotective watching Well; yes, before breakfast this

a suspected dwelling, or a cat watching morning. You see, I knew it nudid it,

a mouse. He was anxious about thoso ond it would have bocn all right, if:you
puddings. hadn’t shoved in that filthy butter "

The school clock was ringing out the
holf-hour when the skaters, hungry and
flushed with cxercise, came pouring into

¢ house.

Cl“ Hallo, linl]o._ Imllo]'.;" nincllimcd -Btgh
herr slappin untey on e

shoulder, “fm tﬁo uddings up yet "
‘“No, Cherry, and fwiah you wouldn't

somo biif me like that, You might make my

simctmleu fall off, and if they—— Iere
tleywoomol"

“What, the spcetacles?”

“No, ass, the puddings ! )

Tho puddings were, indeed u:nmmq.
They were carried into Stucfy No. |,
where the trial was to take glm. Three
huga puddings, set on threc huge dishcs,
and a number of plates, knives and
forks lent by the cook for the occasion.

The chums of the Remove crowded
round the table. The pudding-makers
wore all there, as well as a number o
fellows who had constituted themselves
tasters and judgea for tho contest.

“1 say, you fellows, which is which?”
asked Buntor, blinking at the steamin
B:ddmp. from which the clotlis. h

en romoved. i
“That's all right!“ said Bob Cherry.
“Cookf says blud. dish is ours, pink dish
IRun:a} "-. snd green dish Desmond an
Laoy's.”

“I say, you fellows, this is hor‘rldl
The pudding’s not fit to cat !” said Billy
Bunter indignantly. “It's all because of
Cherry and Nugent fooling about with
the pudding. I took the trouble to inix
in tho treacle this mornin A

“You did what?” roared Bob Cherry
und Nugent,

“1 wish you wouldn't shake me like
that, Bob Cherry. You might make
my glasses foll off; and if -they got
broken——""

“You put that rotten. treacle int”

“It wasn't rotten treacle; it was jolly
good’ treacke, If you hadn't’ mucked
the whole thing. up with your butter
and peel, the pudding would have bsen
perfect,” | )

“Ha, ha, ha !” roarcd Hacry Wharton,
“ You've improved the pudding between
sou till it’s uneatable 1"

“Well, of all the asscs—" began

Nu'gent. ‘
“Of all the dummies!” seid Bob
Cherry.

“Of all the blessed lunatigs!” wsajd
Billy Bunter.

“Oh, get on to the next pudding!”
said Hazeldene. *“This one is poisonpus

4 and it won't take the prize, anyway!”
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Viven Won - Lung was making a wry
fice over the pudding, thongh he could
val anything as'a rnle. Brudy Noo 1
pudding  was unanimounsly  condemned,
and was thrown aside in & way not very
complimentary to its mokers and its inie
provore,

“Tly othel one,” snid Wun fang,

Desmond and Laey's pudding was the
next ene tiied. The j\l(!g('.h tricd it, and
tocked at one another; and tried it
again. ond looked at one another once
(I X

Michy Desmond began to look a little
e,

“hnith, and is it findin’ fault ve are
with our iligant pndding, bedad!” he
exelnimed.

“There’s something wrong with at.”
said llazeldene. * You've forgotien (o
{1t any sugar in.”

“haih, and sare I-—*

“And ony spices  either,”
Trovar,

“8ure, and I

“A'nste it yourself "

Micky Desmond tasted it himself, and
his face was a study. lacy looked
wngrers al him,

4 Yon-=yon uttor Tipperary ase!” he
veclaimed,  “I attended to everythin
wlse, and I trusted just thoso two dotails
to you, and you goand leave themn out |”

“Failly oand it's sorey T am intively,
hat I remamber now thot I forgott”
slammered  Micky,  “Sure, and  the
iligant !'mdding"ﬂ apoiled mow intirely,
i it in1”

“Ila, ha, ha!”

Tt wns Btudy No. 1's turn to laugh,
and laugh they did. Most of -the judgés
joined them, and tho study rang with
wnorriment. - Laoy was looking annoyed,
wnd Micky Desmond dismayod.

“Of "all the ehumps,” said” Laoy, in
measibéd tones.  “OF all the howling
QAo

SRAith, and Ive admitted I forgot
intirel¥ ["* snid Micky., “A fellow can't
Jn nfore than own wp!”

“That won't mnake the pudding cat-
oble, ass!”

“Thraw it awav!” said  Ogilvy.
SRustell’s etuff will have to take the
vrige ! Howover bad it s, il can't ba
us bad as Wharton's or Desmond's.”

“Faith, and I—"

“(ome on, try the other one! Carve
gonr pudding, Russell, old man 1"

“Raght you avel Hand over the
plates 1"

Rus:=cll began .to cut slices of his
C'hristmas pudding. It was cortainly a
nice-looking  pudding—at all  cvents,

grunted
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BUNTER the FREAK
FOOTBALLER!

All that stands between Billy Bunter
and a handsome” tip from his Uncle is a
place in the junior football eleven. But
the fat Removite doesn’t give up hope—he

knows a thing or two. The result is that
all Greyfriars Is amazed to see Harry
Wharton jumping to—

No “Gem " reader th;uld miss thll‘s
sﬁanklng fine cover-to-cover story of the
chums of Greyfriars in the
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nicer-looking than the others. It had
o rich snfell, though there was some-
thing i that which was not wholly
ploasing as the juniors sniffed it. But
cortninly Ogilvy scomed to bo right
when he said that it could not very well
be worse than the other two,

The plates were handed to the judges,
and Hazeldeno was tho first to taste
the third pudding. The next moment ho
jumped up, and plato wnd elice of pud-
ding went with a clattor to the floor.

“Qw | He's trying to poison us | Ow

‘“What on earth’s tho mattér?”

“Ow, ow!” yelled Hazeldene, *It's
poisonous [

“Rot!” exclaimed Russell, as the
othor judges hesitated to taste. “It's
a ripping pudding, and’'1 made it vith

l”

my own hands from a recipe my mother.

sont me from home!l If you say my
pudding's poisonous, I'll ‘inliy well
runch your head. Vaseline I’

“Taste it yourself 1" yelled Hazeldene.

“Of course I'll taste it!”

And Russell defiantly shoved a goodly
quantity of thoe pudding into his mouth,
and closed his jaws on it

“Grer-rer-r 1

‘““Ila, ha, ha!” yelled Bob Cherry.
“Ian’t it nice?”
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Grerer-r-r ! Whoere's ¢hat Chinoe?
T'll aca]E him 1*

Wun Lung was squirming towards the
door.  Russoll rushod towards the
Celestial. Harry Wharton eaught him
by the shoulder and pulled him back.

“Hold on, Russell—"

“Lemme go!l CGr-rr-r!”

“Hold on! What's Wun Lung got to
do with it?"

I;‘II’IO put in the Worcester sauce, after
a "

And Russell broke loose and spran
after the Chineo. Wun Lung went goud-
ding down the passage, his pigtail flying

behind, and Russell scudded after him,
bent on summary vengeance,
The study rang with laughter,
“Worcester  sauce I”  gasped  Bob

“Oh, my only hat! Worcester
sauce—and about a guﬁon of it to judge
by the taste!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors wore still shricking over
it when Russell returned, his 1ooka show
ing that he had not succeeded in cateh-
ing the elusive Celestial. His oxpression
cvoked a renewed yell of laughter,

“But 1 sy, you fellows,” squoaked,
Billy Bunter, “the puddings wore all
rotten—~who takes the prize?” )

“Yes, there's the prize,” said Ogilvy.
“The puddings were all too bad for the
prize to be awarded, and I suggest that
tho .cash bo divided equally among the
board of judges, w reward them for
thoir trouble and for being neafly
poisoned by the Christmas puddings.”

This was unanimously agreed to by
the judges, but there was » yell of dis-
sent from everybody else in the study.
It was Harry Wharton who found a
solution to thoe difficulty.

“As tho prize cannot bo awarded in
tho circumstances,” ho said, “1 sugge
oxpending it in somo of Mrs. Mi 's
Chrigtmas puddings, so that wo sham't
mix the feed, after all.”

“And I second the motion " ex
claimed Bunter promptl{‘., “I-sny, you
follows, I never heard Wharton say s
more sensible thing in his life "

And Harry Wharton's suggestion was
ndopted without a dissentient voigd.
The great Christmas pudding competi-
tion was ovor, and tho Christmas pud-
dings were quictly buried in the gardon.

(The chums o| Greyfriars won't be
with us next week, but the jol
Wedneaday, there will be a-sparkd
story of their Christinas holiday adven~
tures. Don't misas it.)
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