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CHAPTER 1.
Something Like News !
uI’)E ﬁi:?f}.nlly sorry—and jolly glad!”

“I'm awfully glad—and jolly sorry!
“What 1"

“Oh, he's off his rocker!” said Jack Blake of the Fourth
Form at St. Jim's, surveying Tom Merry of the Shell with
a pitying glance, “I've noticed him like this before,
tho never quite so bad.”

“You see—"' began Tom Merry.

“Yes, I see a howling ass!” agreed Blake.
in that letter?”

Tom Merry laughed,

“ Yes, rather!”

He was standing on the steps of the School House at
8t. Jim’s, and he had just been reading a letter from
home. Monty Lowther and Manners, his chums in the
Shell, had been \:uitinf for him to finish it, and had been
improving the shining liour by chipping Blake and D'Arcy
of the Fourth, who were sitting on the stone balustrade.
Tom Merry's sudden and somewhat mysterious exclamation
had drawna all eyes upon him.
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These are but a few of the highlights of this grand yarn of
adventures of Tom Merry & Co.

He flourished the letter in the air.

“It's ripping !” he exclaimed. ' And rotten !”

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, jamming
his iyeghua into his eye and turning it upon the hero of the
Shell. “I wegard that wemark as wathah cwyptic, Tem
Mewwy."

“You sce, I'm jolly glad, and awlully sorry,” explained
Tom Merry. :

“T'm atwaid I'm no wisah.”

Monty Lowther and Manners took Tom Merry by the
shoulder and shook him violently.
Tom struggled in their grasp.
*“Here, chuck it!” he gasped.

“Explain yourself, then,” grunted Manners.
you glad about 7

“ And what are you sorry about?” demanded Lowther.

“Yaas, wathah! Explain yourself, you ass!'

“ Lngfo 1

“Well, are you going to explain?”

“Yen, ass'"

i Tom Merry gasped for breath as his chums released
Hm,

“You see,” he panted, “this s a letter from my cld

governess and guardiap Miss Priscilla Fawceett,”

“YWhat's the row "
“What are
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“I know that,” said Blake. “Ii yon hold your blessed
letter under a fellow’s nose, he can't help seeing the fist.”
“'Well, then —”

“Pway explain, Tom Mewwy,”

“You're interrupting me.”

“Waeally, you know——" :
“8hut up, Gussy. and let Tom Morry go on with the
‘ashing,”

" \\'ealI{v, Blake—-"
“Oh, Mng off! Go on, Tommy!"

“1 wefuse to wing off. J—="

“Dry up!” roared Blake. “Can’t you sce we'ro on
tenlerhooks? Go on_with the oxplaining, Merry, and il
Gussy speaks again I'll biff his silk hat!”

D'Arcy opened his lips, but closed them again without
speaking. ﬂluke had clenched his fists, and he looked in
deadly enrnest. And D'Arcy, who would not have heen
daunted by any porsonal threat of violence, did not care
to risk the aafety of his elegant topper by persisting. He
contented himsel? by giving ﬁlnko a withering look through
his monocle, but as Blake was looking at T'om Merry the
scornful glance was quite wasted.

“You see, this letter is from Miss Fawcell—" began
Tom Merry over again.

“We've had that. CGet on to lastly.”

“:?'llne Anys she's not well, and that's why I am sorry —"

" ) 1 !'

“And she says she's ordered to ihe South of I'rance for
licr health, and that's why I'm glad.”

“Tlessed if I can see why it should make you glad,” said
Bloke. “What good will it do you?”

“I'm going with her.”

“What !” . .

“I'm going with her,” said Tom Merry calmly,

Blake jumped off the balustrade.

s ::uu',l'u going with her to the South of Irance!"

os,

“I'hen Tin jolly well going with you,” said Bluke,

“Yaas, walfmh, and [ shall have to come, too, to look
aftali you,” said D'Arcy. “I could not think of lettin’
a (‘ll%p of your age go alone, Tom Mewwy."”

“Well, of all tﬁe cheek | You're younger than I am!”

“Yaas, in yeahs; but I was thinkin' of expewience and
sense,” explained D'Arcy.

“Read out the letter,” said Monty Lowther, before his
chum could make any rejoinder to that remark.

“It's just a brief note, as Miss Fawcett is very busy,”
snid Tomn Merry, *Listen!”

* Silence for the lettah, deah boys!”

“Shut up, Gussy 1"

“Weally, Mannahs—"

“Order 1"

“1 weluse—"

“ Another word,” said Dlake darkly, “and biff gocs your
topper!”

JAnd Arthur Augustus D'Arcy relapsed into indignant
silence.

=

Y0y dear Tom,"” read oul the herp of the Shell, when
silence was restored, ‘I have been ordercd by my
snedical man to try the effect of a few weeks in the
South of France, I have obtained Dr. Holmes' permission
for you to accompany me there to slay for a week. I am
sure you will enjoy the excursion. In haste——'""

Tom did not read out the rest. The terms of endear-
ment willh which the letter bristled were for himself alone,
and 8o also were the affectionate inquiries after his heallh,
and the state of his chest, and so forth,

The juniors ¢imply glared at T'om Merry.

“Well, some fellows have all the luck,” said Lowther.

“Bai Jove! 'That's \"o\\'f twue., But T hope that BMiss
Fawcett isn't vewy bad in health, Tom Mewwy "

Tom shook his head.

“You may be sure she isn't, Gussy, or I shouldn't be
feeling so cheerful at the present moment,” he zaid. *She
has had a cold, and is well now, that's all—only a run to
the South of I'rance will do her heaps of good, I expoct.

By
MARTIN CLIFFORD.

she had the cold, and awlully glad she's

"

I'm awfully sorr )
going South-—und taking me.
“Yaas, I should think so0.” . e
“I wish you chaps could come,” said Tom Merry
regretfully, * But you couldn’t get away, Manners, even
if you had permission, as you're working up new for the
Craven Prize,”

Manners shook his head.

““No, it couldn't be did.”

“I'll try to work it for you Lo come, Monty——"

“ And me,” said Blake.

“And L" said D'Arcy. “I'm bound to come, you know
or else you youngstahs will be gettin' into all sorls of
twonble,”

Binks, the 8chool IIouse page, came out.

“Master Merry !

“Hallo. Binks!”

“The "Iiad wants to see you, sir.” .

“Cood!” said Tom Merry. “It's about (his letter, of
course.”

“Put in a word for me,

" Yes, rather!”

“And don't forget us,” said Juck Blake.

“Bai Jove! Wathah not.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“Tll do my best.”

And the lero of the Shell made his way towards the
Head's study. The juniors remained on the School House
stops, waiting patiently. The days passed pleasantly ennugh
al St Jim’s, true, but the idea of a run abroad was very
enticing. To see the sunny South of France, the bright
Riviera, would be marvellous. .

And their anxiety was keen as they wailed for Tom
Merry to return,

The hero of the Shell was absent not more than ten
minutes, but it seemed an age to the anxious juniors.

He tame back at last, and his face was very bright.

“Good news?!” said Blake cagerly.

“Yes, rather! Miss Fawcett specially requested the Head
to allow me to take some young companions, and offered
to stand the whole expense of the journey for them, so that
their parents would not be troubled in the matter.”

“Hurrah 1"

“She thinks T might be lonely if T travelled only with
her and her maid; and, as a mattor of fact, it wouldn't be
exactly exhilarating,’’ said Tomn Merry thoughtfully,

“ Wathah not I

"?P I' have permission to take three companions.”

“rg?

Tom Merry nodded.

“ Lixaetly,”

Monty Lowlher, Blake,
satisfaction.

“ Hurrah !” roared Bluke, with stentorian tonces that rang
through the School Ilousc.

“Iip-pip !" yelled Lowther.

“Bravo !"”

]

said Lowther.

and D’Arcy beamed with

Here's Figgins !

The lanky junior caplain of the New Ilouse came strolling
up, with a grin upon his cheery face.

*Ieard the news, Figgy!” asked Tom Merry., “We're
going nway, old chap!”

“Strango ! snid the lanky New Ilouse junior. “8o am I.
My uncle—you’ve heard of my unole, I daresay—he'sa retired
major, and spends his time hunting for health up and down
the South of Kurope—he left his E\'nr in India, I've heard
my father say—well, my uncle is a jolly good sort!”

“Bot what—"

“ITo's been in Italy for some time, and he's coming up
to the South of France,” said VFiggins. *“I wrote him o nice
letter at Rome, inquiring about his health—my father said
that was an awfully interesting subject to him—and perhaps
that’s the cause of it.”

“Cause of what?” exclaimed Tom Merry, exasperated.
“Why don't you come to the point, you nss?”

“I'm coming to it. My uncle is staying at Nice,”

“Niece 7"
“Yes. NICE. Spelt Nice. and pronounced Necce,™

iz
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aid Fig;inn. in a tone of cluborato explanation. “Under-
Jtand? .
. "1 suppese it's there?”
innocently.

“QOh dear!” groaned Figgins. “ Every chap in the New
Houso has made that rotten pun alrcady., You were bound
to come along with it, too ”

nice said Mooty Lowther

r

“Well, what about your uncle ot Nice?” said Tom Merry.

“YWhy, it occurred to him that he's got a nephew at school
in Engfnml—a really nice boy, whom anybody might be glad
to have in the family.”

“Wats |” .

“And he's bethought him that I might like to visit an
affectionate uncle, especially when he's staying in the South
of France,”

“ Eui Jolvejl;' ” &

“Kiggy ou don't mean to say—

Figglgns nodded.

“But 1 do. I'm ﬁoing to visit my uncle at Nice—in time
for the carnival! My hat!”

“DBai Jovel” .

“1 was just coming to ask the Head's permission to take
Kerr and Wynn with me,” said Flﬁqins. “ Nunky will pay
the piper—he understands that a kid doesn’t want to be
thrown wholly on a gentleman of uncertain ycars for com-
panionship—and I don’t suppose he wants me to bo with him
all the time, either. He plays baccarat, you know, and helps
to support the South of France that way. I don't suppose
he would consider baccarat a proper diversion for a youth
of my tender years.”

“Ha, ha, ha! I suppose not!”

“8o he’s put in a word with the Head for my chums,”
said Figgins, “I think it will be all right. 1 wish you
chaps were coming.”

“Ha, ha, hal” | .

“What aro you sniggering at?” .

“\Why, we are coming, that's all!” cried Tom Merry.

“What 1"

“\Ve're going down the same way,” grinned Tom. “T am
awfully }qlld you're coming, Figgy. It will make a jolly
party. ow ﬂpplnii” L ,

“Yaas, wathah! I wegard it as distinctly wippin’ "

“My old governess is goipg for her health,” explained
Tom Merry. “1'm going with her, and so are Blake and
D'Aroy and Towther.”

" Jove 1"

" hiiu Fawcett hasn't scttled npon Cannes, Mentone, or
Nico—it's to be one of tho three,” said Tom. “I shall seltle
it for her=—Nice.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's ripping I”

“Bai Jovel Wathah!” .

"Fi gins left the oxcited juniors, and went in to sce the
ead.

Kerr and Wynn oamae strolling across the quadrangle from
the direction of the tuckshop. There was a smear of jam
on the fat check of Fatty Wynn,

“'8een Figgina?” asked Kerr.

“Yes; he |1iunt._¢onq in to see the ITead.”

“Good! I think it will be all right. What are you
clmq; grinning about? Somebody left you a fortune?”

“Ha, ha, ha! Nol”

“Going to have a_feed?” asked Futly Wynn, with
intcl:.oilt. “1f you are, I don’t mind joining you, 1'm rather

cckish.”

P You blessed porpoise!” said Kerr. “And T've only
just dragged you out of the tuckshop, and you'd nearly
cleared out Miys, Taggles’ atock !”

“1 always get hungry at this time of the year. I suppose
it's the weather. You see—"

“It's not a feed,” said Tom Merry.

He proceeded to explain. Fatty Wynn's interest in the
matter visibly declined when he discovered that it was ' not
a feed,” but Kerr was delighted,

“Jolly good!” he exclaimed.
What's the verdict ?”

“You're coming,” he said.

“Both of usi”

“" Yea.l.

“Hurrah 1"

“ B‘v..vo lil' .

“QOh, it's ripping ! soid Tom Merry. “It's scorching! 1
haven't felt so chippy sinco we beat the Grammar School at
the lnst footer match.”

“Yaas, wathah!” .

“Let's celebrate,” said Figgine, holding out his hand.
“This is where we gloat, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha! d I

And the juniors joined hands in a ring, and danced a
war dance with great glee. Mr, Railton came out on to the
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steps of the School House, and glanced at them. 'The
Housemaster seemed utonilimd!

“Merry! Figgins!- Blako!”

The dance of triumph suddeply ceased,

“It—it's all ri ht] sir,” ventured Tom Merry, with &
very red face. “We've—we've got a holiday, sir, and—and
we! rc«)ahci?}ebrat ing.”

Mr. Railton smiled and retired.

“Upon the whole,” said D'Arcy thoughtfully, “I wathah
wegard these pwoecedings as somewhat inconsislent with a
‘t;el ow's dig.  Pway ce ebwate a little more quictly, deah

0ys.

- —

CHAPTER 2.
Getting Packed.

HE news that Tom Merry & Co. were leaving St.
Jim’s for a holiday excited great interest, especially
in the Lower School, |

Tho great men of the Sixth, of course, could not be
expected to notice the goings and comings of the juniors,
But the Fourth Form and tho Shell were koenly interested.
Most of them made generous offers to accompany the chums,
ifﬂpcrmmmon could be obtained and guaranteed. Nono of the
offers was accepted. Some of them were really pressing, as
in the case of Skimpole of the Shell.

Bkimpole seized upon Tom Merry as soon as he heard of
the proposed excursion, and caught him by a button, in lis
ob}ectmnnblo way, so that he could not puaaiblF escape, and
blinked at hiin with great seriousness through his spectacles,
Skimpole, the genius of the Shell, was always in deadly
carnest.

“Tom Merry—"

_ “Hallo!” said Tom, resigning himself to his fate. “Wbhat
is it, 8kimmy 1

“What is this T hear?”

“Blessed if I know!” said Tom Merry. “ You probably
lmnrka giddy ass talking, unless you are deal when you
speak.”

“Really, Merry—"

“I'vo got a trunk to pack, 8kimmy.”

“Txactly. 1 hope to have u trunk to pack also,” said
Skimpole.” “I was thinking of accompanying you, Merry.”

“Thanks, but I'm not in need of an accompanist,” suid
Tom. “1'mn not going on a singing tour.” .

“¥You misunderstand me. I think it would be a good idea
to go to the South of France with you. You sec, it would
probably do me good.”

“Well, that’s o jolly good reason.”

“The Head would doubtless give permission, when 1
explained to him that I should look after you all like »
father.,”

“QOh, no doubt!”

“Then tho only dlﬂlcultg would be monoy. I unfortu.
nately have no money, and I have heard that the railway
iqu{noy to Nice is expensive, and the cost of living thero 18
igh.”

“Quite right.” o

“ But doubtless you and your [riends would be willing to
make a gencrous subscription to pay my czpenses, for the
sake of my company,” suggested Skimpole,

Tom Merry laughed.

“Yes—I don’t think,”’ he remarked. .

“1 ghould be able to show you about,’” said Skimpole.
“TResides, Nico is very near Monto Carlo, where they play
roulette, you know. ow, by bringing my scientific brain
1o bear ui\on tho subjeot, I have not the slightest doubt
that I could devise a system by which one would win con-
tinually at roulette, and then tho expenses of mr journey
would be more than paid, and we should have a largoe sum
of money to divide.”

“Ha, ha, hal"”

“I do not sco ang cause for laughter. I have heard, too,
that there are publio gLamblmg ﬁlnooa in Nice, where a

ame is played with a-ball, and by devoting my goientifio
ﬁro.in to the subject I could break the bank at each of the
casinos."”

“1a, ha, ha "

“Really, Merry—"

“My dear ass,”’ said Tom Merry, “even if your scientific
brain could devise a system, you wouldn't be allowed to
gaomble—and it would be a rotten thing to do, anyway %

“But treated scientifically, it would not be gambling; it
would be a dead certainty.”

*Yes—for the bank.”

e Ak oy el B ”

've got to pack my trunk, immy——"=:

“Yes. You see——-"y y

“1 must be off.”’

*You see—"
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" You sald your cousin wasn't like you, Figgin
Ow!'" Arthur Augustus gave a jump as

%

" romarked Guss

he peach, aimed
Jovel”

N

-—\--.T:-.!
SRS

S

dsunes;;

'.-

‘g0 | naturally supposed that he was good-lookin®,
y Figgine, landed Tairly on his nose. ‘‘Owl Bal

i
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Tom Merry took the genius of the Shell by the shoulders,
twisted him over, and sat him 3entI,v on tho floor.

Then he walked on, leaving Skimmy staring after him
through his spectacles in blank astonishment,

Tom Merry looked into Study No. 6, the famous apart-
ment where Blake and Herries and D'Arcy and Digby had
their quarters. It was evening, but Blake and D’Arey had
no prep to do, as they were leaving the school on the
following morning,

Dighy and Herries wero not coming, but they were cheer.
fully helping their chums to pack. And Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy really seemed in need of assistance.

The swell of 8t. Jim’s had two large trunks in the study,
and around him were piles of his possessions—clothes and
shirts and collars and other belongings galore.

He scemed o littlo puzzled to know where to begin,

“I suppose I shall want a dozen shirts,” Lo remarked
ﬁmditutively. “It wouldn't weally do to take less than a

ozen.'’

“Getting on with the packing?” asked Tom Merry as he
looked in.

Blake grunted.

“I've nearly finished mine,'” he said. “Guss
hegun. Io wants to take over to Nice every
Lo possesses.”’

“Woally, Blake—""

#1 told him ho can have only one trunk, but he's started
packing two. Of course, we shall leave onc of them behind.”

“0f course,’” assented Tom Merry,

‘Arthur Augustus jammed his monocle into his eye and

lanced from Blake to Tom Merry, and from Tom Merry
gnck again to Blake, |

“I twust you are jokin’,” he obscrved. £Of course, 1

has hardly
lessed thing

shall uttahly wefuse to have one of my twunks left belund.”

“One or both,” said Blake. “I don’t care."”

“Of conrso, I should decline to have onoe or both left
behind. I am only cwammin' in the things I shall abso-
lutely necod.”

“You don't need a hundred and fifty collars—""

“Pway don't exaggewate, deah boy. I am only takin'
two dozen collahs.”

“And five hundred neckties !’*

“Pway don't be widiculous!
necktics.”

“And three dozen pairs of boots—""

“Qnly ecight pairs, deah boy, without conntin® my dancin®
shoes and the football boots and the slippahs.”

“ And nineteen silk hats—"’

“T havo nevah in my lilo possessed as many as nincleen
toppalis at once, and you are perfectly awah of tho fact,
Blake,” said Arthur Augustus with a great deal of (IiEniI:y.
“I am takin’ thwee toppahs, and I have learned by ittah
expowience that that is not too large a numbah, I have
sometimes been placed in a deuced awkward posish by not
havin' a single toppah to weah.”

“Oh, lot him pack the trunks1” said Tom Merry. “I'll
contrive for thom to be left behind at London or Dover.”

“T should uttahly wefuso to have my twunks left behind
at London or Dovah.,”

“You'd better pack only one, and you'll have to wear all
%xle ltoppcrs you take, go I should recommend only one,’ said

ake.

“ Weally, deah boys—"

“Of course, if you like to travel like an_old.clothes

Tae GEm Lienary.—No. 1,
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ercliant, with three top-hats on at once, there's no objee-
tion to that,” said Blake thoughtfully.

“Y wegard that suggestion as svidicwous.”

“Well, it's the only way you'll got three toppers along.”

“There's my hatbox—" =

“Yes, there it is—and there it will stop.”

“Weally, Blake—"

“Roally, ass—""

Tom Merry laughed and left Study No. 6, where the argu-
ment waxed warmer_and warmer, He went into his own
study, where Monty Lowther was busily engaged cramming
things into a solid-locking leather trunk which had Manners
initials upon it.

“Getting on1” asked Tom cheerfully. o

“Yes, protty well, considering that 1'm doing it without
holp,“ runted Lowther,

Tom Jaughed. .

“Well, I'm ready to lend a hand, Whose trunk is that?”

“ Manners’. It's bigger than either of ours, and we only
want to take one between us.’’

“Good I”

“I'vo put in my camers, and I've taken Manners’ new
films,” said Lowther. *“There's no _ulhni how many films
I shall need. I intend to get some views of Nice and Canncs
and Monte Carlo, snd some specimens of the natives.

“You've put in my new films, have you '’ said Manners.

“Yes. I'm taking your collars, too. It's lucky we have
the ‘;\?nllle ls)hwbisn‘ls it

" oor

"B; the );vs . ls\\'lmt your watch; mine has stopped. You

can take my ticker to be mended, and then uso it till I come
L1

ack. .
“QOh, all right 1"’ eaid Manners in a sarcastic tone. “You're
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gure you wouldn’t like my boots or socke—cr my head, for
instance 1"

“Got plant{' of boots and socks of my own—and i’uurl
would be too big, anyway I"” said Monty Lowther cheerfully,
* And as for your head, there’s nothing in it!"

* Look here—""

"*Como to think of it, though, I'll borrow your raincoat;
mine's como unstuck. If you can think of anything clee,
Manners, old man, I'm always willing to entertain
suggestions,"”

But Manncrs had no more suggestions to make.

Half an hour later Taggles, the porter, carried the trunk
downstaira; and then the chums of the Shell, over a late
tea, discussed the coming journey, and Tom Merry and
Lowther promised to so bombard Manners with picture-
{J.Oitcllrd! that he would feel as if he woro with them all the
ime.

CHAPTER 38,
Southward Bound !

ALI" 8t. Jim's turned out tho following morning to
sco Tom Merry & Co. off. The party, numbering
soven, crowded into the school bus their
numerous trunks and baggonges, and rolled out of

the gates of 8t. Jim's, amid chcors from the juniors.
Skimpole of the Bhell dashed after the bus as it left the
gate, waving his hands wildly.

“Hold onl Wo've forgotten something I'" exclaimed
Figgins, * {-.Iold on, driver!”

“Yes, sir.

The bus came_to a halt. Skimpole ran up panting.

“Well, what is it 1" asked Tom Merry.

“You've forgotten—"'

a“ Wh_llt'f”

“It is not too late to arrange for me to come with

with

“You shricking ass!"” exclaimed Blake indignantly. *“Do
you moan to say you've stopped us to tell us that "’

“But if I do not come, I do not wish to deprive yon of
the wonderful system I havo devised for breaking the bank
of Monte Curlo,” gasped 8kimpole. *“All lust ovening 1
was studying the game of roulette, and bringing my power-
ful brain to bear on the subjoct, I have devised a splendid
svstem, which will enable you to break the bank in a
quarter of an hour or s0.”’

“ My dear duffez—"

“I have written it out so that a child ean understand
it,” said Skimpole. *“It will not, therefore, ho much above
your intellectual grasp, Merry.”

“Thanks, awfully!”

"'YDE?. wathah | 8kimpolo u[)penhl to entalitain a vew
}nghl"opmmn of your intellectual gwasp, Tom Mewwy, dea
hoy

“Ilere is the paper,” said Skimpole, fumbling in his
pockot. “You will take it, and I shall only claim hult
of the fortune you make at Monte Carlo.”

“Go hon I” said Kerr

“ But——" began Tom Mo:rf.

“Drive on, thero! Wa shall lose the train, and we've
got to meot Miss IFawcett in London |

“Yaas, wathah!”

“\Wait a minute,” said Skimpole, hanging on to the bus,
“You must take the paper, Merry, or you will not bo able
to play on tho system.”

“My dear ass—"

“Here it isl”

Skimpole dragged a paper from his pocket. Tom Merry
glanced at it. It was covered with lines, and the first
commenced thus: *“Quo usque abutere, Catiline, patientia
nostra.”

The hero of the Shell burst into a laugh.

“Is that tho system, Skimmy 1"

Skimpole blinked at the paper through his spectacles,

“Dear mo ”

“Huwwy up, deah boy 1"

“Dear mel In the hurry of the moment 1 must have
placed the wrong paper in m]: Eocket,” said Bkimpole.
“That is a Latin imposition which I was wriling by the
orders of Mr, Linton. I must have—"

“Well, hero you are! I must bo off I

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ Parhaps you had better wait till T have fetched the
right paper, Tom Merry. It may mean a fortune for
you—and I will not be gone more than ten minutes.”

“Horry, Skimmy—"

“Really, Merry—"

“Wae must be off | Good-bye!*

“1 will send the system after you, Merry I bawled 8kim-
pole, as he was left stending in the wmiddle of the road,
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with the paper in his hand. “I will send it to you so
that you will get it in time.”

“Thanks] Don't trouble!” shouted Tom Merry.

“No trouble at all—it will be a pleasure,

Skimpole's voice died away in the distance as the bus
rolled on.

.'I'ho_driver put on speea, and the juniors were in good
time for the train. They were soon speeding Londonwards
as fast as tho express could carry them.

“By the way, how many trunks has that dufTer brought 1"
asked Tom Merry.
D'Aroy looked u|

”

)

from his corner seat, where ho was

carcfully polishing his silk hat.
“Weally, Tom Merry—-"
“Hallo! What’a the matter with you?”

“I wogard duffah as a wude expwession, I—"

“My deoar chap, you're nol the only duffer in this
carringe. I don’t see why you should jump to the conclusion
that a chap is talking to you simply because he uses tho
word duffer.”

There was a chuokle in the carriage.
dignified bow. .

"1f you assunh me that you were mot speakin’ of me,
Tom Mewwy, I shall be satisfied.”

"Woell, as a matter of fact, I was speaking of you,’
said Tom Merry cheerfully.

“Weally, deah boy—"

“Ilow many trunks did you bring?"

“Two I”

“After what I told yout”

“It was imposs. to cwam my thbings inlo fewah twunks
than two. I have only two twunks and a hatbox. I wegard
that as vowy modewate.”

* Lowther and 1 have only one
{Jrunk between us, and no hat-

ﬂ!."

D'Arcy made a

1

passengers in the room cxchanged glances. Tom Merry
observed it, though his old governess was quite unconscious
of the fact.

“In any case, a weck or two in Nice will do you a great
deal of good,” said Miss Fawcett, “I1 felt that I should
really have como to the school to help you pack. Have
you packed all the pills and medicines you will require #”

“Oh, yes, I think so, dear[”

“Ahl Fortunately I have a good supply in my own
luggage,” said Miss Fawcett, with a beaming smilo. “I
never travel without them—they are invaluable, But it's
just like a child to forget them.”

The big and sturdy *child* of fifteen wriggled uncom-
fortably. But just at that moment the voice of Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy was heard raised in wrath on the plat-

form, and it interrupted Miss Priscilla's affectionate
mquiries.

“Hullo! There's Gussy in trouble!"” exclaimed Tom
Merry. ‘ Excuse me, dear!”

And he hastily quitted the waiting.room, glad of an
excuse to get away. Outside, on the platform, Arthur
Augustus and Blake were having a fierco argument—for
Gussy had discovered a label on one of his trunks which
certainly would not have taken it where Gussy was going.
Tom Merry, however, tactfully smoothed matters over.
Lator, tho juniors enjoyed o really Epod meal in the
buffot, Fatty Wynn especially distinguishing himself. And
thon, to tho fat Fourth-Former's delight, Miss Iawcett
arranged for the lunch-baskets in the train.

And at length the party were off, speoding southward
through Kentish hills and dales to Dover, en routoe for
Paris and the south.

CHAPTER 4.

COMING SHORTLY! "’"""“”% A Missing Trunk !

“Yaas; but then you are not 2
what I should chawactewise as
well-dwessed chaps, you know.”

Lowther glared,” and Tom
Merry grinned.

hatbox got ns far as Nice I shall
bo surprised,” ho remarked.

“1 shall lmep an eye on my
twunks myself.

“Well, nous verrons—that
means wo shall see,” said Tom Merry,

Arthur Augustus DArcy was feeling a little apprehensive
when the train rolled into the huge London station. He
determined to keep a personal eye upon his baggage. The
trunks were piled on the platiorm, and Blake looked over
them with a careful eye and stuck a label on_one of them,

Tom Mer.y was looking up and down for Miss Fawcett.

His old governess had promised to meet him in London,
and they wero to make the further journey to Dover in
eompnni‘. . . .

Miss Fawcett was discovered in a_waiting-room, and as
Tomm Merry and Lowther and Iiggins locked in she roso
from her chair, oatnhmﬁ sight of them,

“My darling Tommy [”

It was only a short while since Miss Priscilla had scen
Tom Merry, but it might have becn o dozen years or so
by the effusive joy she showed in meoting him.

% dy sweet boy! My dearest Tommy!”

And her arms were round Tom Merry's neck in a
moment, and she kissed him on both cheeks in the most
affectionate way.

Lowther and Figgins, with heroio efforts, kept their faces
straight as they looked on. The other occupants of thoe
waiting-room did not. There was a general grin, and gazes
of great interest were fastened upon Tom Merry and Miss
Fawecett. .

Tom Merry turned orimson.

But ho would not make a movement or say a word
that would wound the feelings of his old friend, and he
endured the affectionate greeting with great fortitude.

“ My sweet littlo durling!" said Miss Fawcett, who never
could understand that Tom Mecrry had grown past the
nge of six_or seven. “How well you are looking! I am
50 glad, Tt is really sweet of Dr. Holmes to allow you to
come abroad with me, isn't it?”

“* Awlully 1” said Tom.

“I hopo this upEea.rance of health is not deceptive, how-
ever,” said Miss Fawcett, eyeing her favourite anxiously.
“Perhaps that flush in the cheeks is hectic—it seems
almost too red for good health.”

Monty Lowther nearly exploded, but he checked himself
in time. Certainly Tom Merry would have been in the
most abounding health if the flush in Lis cheeks had been
natural,  Figgins turned to stare at an advertiscment on
the wall with the most intense interest. The waiting
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“ OVER!” .
“Davah piah!” said

Arthur Augustugs
& D’Arcy, jamming
b eyeglass into his eye and looking
; out through the calr_fmgo window,

And it's wainin’
“Dear mol” said Miss Fawe
cett

The juniors tumbled out of the
train and joined the crowd that
was surging towards the waitin(f boat.

A fine drizele was falling, and coat collars and umbrellas
were up. Tom Merry took charge of Miss Fawcott, while
Hannah, the maid, carried the umbrells, and the bag,
and the purse, and the smelling-salts.

Jack Bralu dashed away to see to the luggage.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, mindful of tho safcty of his
trunl:‘s, dashed after him, but Blake disappeared in tho
crowd,

Monty Lowther thrust an arm through D'Arcy's, and
marched him on.

“Come on, Gussy I” he exclaimed. “Thore's a big crowd,
and wo want to bag seats on the lee side.”

“Yaas, wathah! DBut—"

“Come on, then!”

“Yaas, but—"

“This way |”

“Blake is ﬁoing——"

“That's all right; Blake's looking after the Iuggaﬁe:
besides, it really does not need looking after, as it's labolled
for Paris.”

“Yaas, but—"

“Use your elbows.”

“But my twunks——"

“That's all right.”

“Of courso it's nll right.,” said Figgins, taking D’Arcy's
other arm. “This way. I'll help you. You'll get your
clothes rumpled if these rude people jostle against you, to
say nothing of the risk to yvour topper.”

“That's vewy thoughtful of you, I'iggins; but—*

“Rush for it,”

“” l;ut_il

“Ilere we are!”

They were on the plank bridge leading on deck now, and
it was too late for Arthur Augustus to struggle back. He
resigned himself to his fate, and was rushed on deck in the
crowd.

As rain was falling, most of the passengers went below,
but the juniors of St. Jim's did not intend to go down,
They found seats on the lee side, and spread macintoshes
to sit on, and placed D’Arey there to keep guard over their
coats and umbrellas and packages,

“Don't leave this spot for a moment,” said Figgins

warningly,
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* But—"* \
“Stick there as if you were glued.”
“Yaas, but—-=>" .
“If anybody sits down on this row, tell him the scats are
ennie.d. If he's I'rench, amd doesn't understand English,
i

give him a biff on the ear. He'll understand that.”
“Yuas, but—"
“Mind you don't move.”
“But—"

Figgins ond Lowther rushed away, leaving D'Arcy alone.
The swell of St. Jim's rose to hia feet, and then sat down
again. - 1o had been loft in charge, and he could not very
well abandon his trust.

“Bai Jove!” ho murmured. “This is too bad! T foel
convinced that Blake intends to play some wotten twick with
ono of my twunks.”

And ho waited anxionsly, )

Fatty Wynn camo along, with a large packet in his hand,
and sut down, and began to munch at the contents of his

an.

““Wynn, deah boy—"

“Havo somo?” raid IFatty Wynn, holding out the bag.
“They're pork pies, and ripping. 1 got them at the
station.”

““No, thanks; but—" .

“You mayn’t bo able to cat presently,” said Wynn.

“Yaas, but—"

“They're jolly good |

“1 ghould advise you to be carcful, deah hoy.”

“Oh, that's all right! If I'm going to be ill, I may as
well havo a feed now; it won’t make it any worso,”

“Will you look aftah these scats, Wynn, while I go and
look uftah the luggage?” .

“Certainly, Sure you won’t have a pork pie? There's a
lot of fut and gravy in them.”

D'Arcy shuddered.

* No, thanks.”

And ho hurried away.

T'hero was o large crowd pouring on the bi Channel
steamer, and there were sailors running to and fro, an
innumerable porters staggering under baggage, and voices
in confusion on all sides—a veritablo babel.

It was really by good luck that Arthur Augustus got on
tho track of the St. Jim’s baggnge. Io recognised a hat-
box that a porter was carrying on board. lle tapped the
man ou the arm. )

Tho sight of tho hatbox was a_great relief to D'Arey, 1lis
most precious possession was sufe, at all cvents, But where
was tho rest of the luggage?

“Where is tho west, portah?” he asked.

Tho man stared at him.

“Don't you undahstand, denh’bor“! Where is the west 1

The man looked puzzled, but he pointed towards the
Corman Ocean, and walked on. Arthur Augustus stared at

im in blank astonishment.

Then he looked in tho direction pointed out by the man.
Surely tho porter did not mcan that the luggage had fallen
overboard ! .

D'Arcy hurried after the man, bumping into two or three
hurried passengers as ho did so, and caught him by the
ehoulder.

“Stop—|lalr.-uso stop

" Yessir |"

“Where is tho west, decah boy 1"

“It's in that direction, sir,” said the puzzled porter, point.
ing. * But you're going south, sir.”

“" Eh?ﬂ

“KFrance is south, sir, not west.”

D’Arey jainmed his eycglass into his eye,

“1 wegard you as an axs!” ho exelaimed, *When T #aid
west, I did not mean west, I meant west.”

Without being nn ass, the porter might be pardoned for
not fully understnndinf that explanation. He put down the
hatbox on a_heap of luggnge, and walked off, eluding the
swell of St. Jim's in the crowd.

D'Arcy, however, rmogmsml the trunks upon which the
hatbox had been placed.  The luggage was thero—tho
“west ” that ho had been inquiring after.

“Bai Jovo!”

Arthur Augustus began to examine the trunks.

Tom Merry had taken Miss Fawcett and Hannah below,
The rest of the jumiors had gathered with Fatty Wynn,
wrapped up in macintoshes, and enjoying the keen wind and
rain in their faces.

There was o hoarse rattling and shouting and trampling.
The steamer began to move,
h_Ax;thur Augustus was hardly conscious of the motion under

is feet.

He was clambering among the piled luggage, trying to
identify his trunks. He counted lfmm nHF and found one
short. “And ho soon discovered that that ono was one of his

own.
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The swell of S84 Jim‘s, with tha rain running unheeded
down his topper, dashed off to interview Blake,

“DBlake! Where is that wolluh?”

“Hallo!"” said Figgins,

“Whero is Blake 1

“Hero ho is!”

“What's wanted ?”* said Blake affably. “Are you qualmy
already, Gussy 1”

“I'm not qnulm;;—”

“Tuko a bit of fat pork for it,” snid Blake. "Iatty will
give you some. Let it slide gently down your throat, and it
will cure mal-de-mer in next to no time,"”

“You uttah ass—-"

';']f that's no good, try a deep, decp draught of cod-liver
oil.”

“Ow 1” groaned Fatty Wynn, “Shut np, Blake I*

The steamer was already heaving a little,

So was Fatty Wynn,

“T am not seasick,” said D’Arey. “I have been lookin' ab
the luggage, and'find that onc of my twunks is missin’,”

‘“Missing 1"

o Yuas' n

“You are sure?”

“1 counted them.”

“By (eorgel 'Then it must be the one I sent back at
Dover,” raid Blake, with an air of thoughtful culculation,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Wea!lf, Blake—"

“It’s all right, Gussy. You've got one, you know, the
same as we have.”

“ You—-rou uttah wascal-——"

“What[ Didn’t you want mo to lcave you one "

“You have sent back ono of my twunksl”

“Yes rather!”

a“" I_I_I—-l.l .

“You see, it will save you ever s0 much trouble in
France,” said Blake. * You won't have to change your
clothes so often.”

:Hn, hn."lm "

“Why not make the captain turn hack 1" suggested Kerry
We're not a quarter of a mile olf the pier yoet.”

“Bai Jovel Yaas!”

Avthur Angustus rushed off. Blake 'umpnd to his feet.
“You ass, Kerr! It would be just like Gussy—— Listen 1"
D'Arcy’s voice was heard at the bridge.

“Captain] Where's the captain? Pway turn the #hi
wound, deah boy! Ono of my twunks has been left
behind—"

There was a yell of laughter, in which tho juniors of
St. Jim's joined with all the foree of their lungs.

The ship was not turned round.

CHAPTER 5.
A Feed for Fatty !l

RTIUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY rojoined his [riends
with a clouded brow. Mo did not speak to them
during the crossing of tho Channel.

Somer of them, however, were not at all inclined
for conversation, cepecially Fatty Wynn. Ifatty sat huddled
up, heedless of the drizzle—heedless of everything—and he
would have rcnained heedless if the steamer had sprung a
leak and gone to the bottom of the Straits of Dover—if he
had not regarded it as a bappy release from his sufferings.

Down below, Tom Merry was looking after Miss IMawcett,
who required somo looking after. But all things come to
un end, even a Channel passage—though it seems to spin
out to interminable lengths while it is in progress,

Calais picr loomed up at last, and the stcamer rolled into
the harbour.

(Mad enongh wera the juniors of 8t, Jim's to step ashore.

Arthur Aungustus kept his eyeglass fairly glued on Blako
when they lunded. Heo was afraid that the hatbox might
bo sant after the trunk. 1lle knew that Blake's fell designs
included the hathox.

And the loss of that would have been littlo short of a
calamity. For the topper Arthur Augustus was wearing
was decidedly damaged by the rain and by knocking about
on board. lle intended to change it for a new one in Parie,
where they were to stop for the night.

But Blake, apparently, had forgotten that hatbox.

Luggage and juniors piled into the Nord Ixpress, which
rolled away rapidly towards Paris.

The stay in Paris was to he only for ono night, thongh
Tom Merry & Co. would gladly have spent o fow days there.

The evening was well advanced, and the juniors weroe
sleepy cnough, when the cxpress rolled into tho Nord
Btation,

Of I'aris they saw little as three taxicabs boro them and
their baggaze to the hotel,
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4 Lo nout | " came the croupier’s voice.

" Bal Jove ! exclaimed Arthur Augustus.
had won, and he beamed as the croupier's rlko:u-hod his winnings towards him.

 Nine's m{ numbah ! "

Quesy

‘““What do you think now,

eah boys 7 "'

They slept soundly that night, and Arthur Augustus for-
got the loss of Lis trunk in the slurmbor of healthy fuligue.

'Tho expross for the south sturied from the Lyons Station
at nino in the morning,

Miss 1'aweett had taken earc ihat there should be a sub-
stantial breakfast propared for the juniors, and even Fatty
Wynn wus satisfied with it,

After breakfast tho baggage was piled on cabs, and the
Luninra crowded in, and they drove off to the Gare du Lyon.

ends had been reserved for the party in two adjoining
compartients, and Arthur Augustus led Miss Fuwceett along
tho corridor, and politely scated hier in the wrong carriago
and bestowed her there in great comfort—Ltill ‘o Merry
found them and routed thiem out and bore them to tho
proper place,

I'he train moved out of Lhe station at last,

1t had been drizzling with rain in Paris, hut as {he hours
of tho morning wore away the juniors found themsclves
under a sunnier sky.

Arthur Augustus, slill angry over tho loss of his trunk,
and unable to keep up chilly dignity under the constant fire
of Blake's cheorful conversation, buried himself in a I'rench
newspaper,  Ho looked up from it ns a uniformed ationdant
came along the corridor and looked into the carriage.

“Dinner I’ said tho man, * Billet "

“Bee-yay,"” repoated  Arthur  Augustn-.
bee-yuy ! Now, I wondah what that means?”

I'atly Wynn roso to his feet, his eyea glistening., It was
on1,v|uhout. cloven o'clock, but IFatty was always rcady for o
meal,

“It means they're having dinner,” ho said. “I'm feeling
avwfully peckish 1 I thought perhaps the jolting of the train
would take my appelite awoy, but it hasn't. Yes, I'll havo
dinner "

“8it down, ass!” said Tom Merry. “They don't have
dinner till goven,”

“Hut he says—""

“lfe means—"

“T suppose I know what dinner means !’ said Fatty Wynn
indignantly. “We learn Freuch in tho Fourth l'orm, Tom

* Dee-nay—

Merry—and a jolly lot Letter than you do in the 8hell, The
ullu? way mean lunch; anvway, he means grub.”

“Fanch isn’t till twelve.”

“Woell, it may be an extra dinner for passengers who get
hungry,” said Wynn. “T think it’s very likely. I'vo hoard
that the Paris-Lyons-Mediterrancan line is a very well
managed railway, and it would be an awfully good wheezo
to have an extra dinner in the morning for passengers who
ges oxtra hungry. I haven't noticed that F‘rone!:mon aro
very sensible as a rule, but that would be o good dodge—""

* Billet pour diner,” repeated the atiendant,  *“ Billet pour
dejeuner.’

“'There, now ke says dejeuner!” said Fatly Wynn, I
know jolly well that that means lunch!  Yes, 1I'll have
lunch.”

“1 tell you—""

“My dear Merry, it's no good felling mo that Fourth
I'orm I'rench is differont from Shell Freneh—="

“It mught bo diffcrent from Irench IFrench,” grinned
Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Billet pour dejeuner, pour dinor,” repeated the attend-
ant, making his meaning less clear in tho hope of making
it understood—as I'rench garcons frnquon!l:f do.

“Yes, I'm coming to have lunch,” said Iatty Wynn.

“ Monsicur "'

“Our!” said Fatty *“Oui, oui, ouil Blessed if it doesn't
make me feol like o blessed guinca-pig talking this blessed
lingo! Oui, oui, ouil” . 1 .

The attendant took out a little book, jerked out a slip of

aper from it, and handed it to latty Wynn; then he
ooked round inquiringly at the others.

“Yos,"” said Tom Merry. “Ouil”

Fatty Wynn stared at tho slip of paper, .

“What on earth’s this? Here, you chap, 1 can’t cat this—
pos bong pour mongjay "

“You ass!" almost shouted Tom Merry.
you let me oxplain? lle—"

“1 tell you—="
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“He's only coming round now to find out the number of
E;opla who want places in the dining-car!” bawled Tom
erry

Fn.tt.Sr Wynn's face fell.
" Oh l'?

“Now do you understand 1"

“Ye-cs, Then there isn't any grub yet1"”

“No; there's lunch at twelve, and dinner at seven, and
afternoon tea at half-past four.” .
Blnl‘:Nh“ blessed time do we get into Nice?" demanded

ake.

“Nearly eleven to-night.”

“” Oh l!l

Tho attendant handed round the slips for the luncheon
places and passed down the corridor of the train,

Fatty Wynn grunted in disgust. . .

“Well, this is rotten 1" he exclaimed. “I was just beginning
to think that French railways are really well managed.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“It’s all very well for you to cackle! But I'm hungry I’

“Well, go along to the dining-car, and you can dig up a
petit dojeuner,” said Tom Merry. “‘I'hey’ll give you some-
thing now if you've got a tir handy.”

“Well, that’s a good idea |" . L.

And Fatty Wynn rolled along the corridor to the dining-
car, and as he did not return his chums supposed that he
had found a meal. As a matter of fact, he was seated at
a table there, eating, when the whole party went along to
lunch at twelve. he did not leave off, but started lunch
with them in the most cheerful way.

CHAPTER 6.
The Arrivall

HE P..L.-M. express toro on through swift-changing
scenery—hills and plaing, rivers and meadows—and
the juniors saw much of the fair land of France as
they rapidly sped onwards.

But even with the ever-changing scenery around them, the
hours and hours in the train grew weary at last, Lowther
and Figgins played chess, and D'Arcy brushed bhis silk
topper and yawned, nnd Miss Fawcett went to sleep as the
aftornoon drew to its close. Tho night had set in by the
time the train had passed Avignon, and at Marseilles the
juniors had onlr a glimpse of a rainy street with an electrio
tram rolling along it.  Then onward rolled the express,
along a coast which would have been beautiful if there had
been daylight for the voyagers to sce it.

Thoy had lunched on the train, and dined on the train.
Flldtty Wynn felt like supping on it, too, as the evening grow
older.

After thoy had loft Grasse behind, Arthur Augustus retired
to beautify himself ready for his arrival at Nice. He was
about hl.lfyan hour occupied in doing so0; but when ho camo
back he was looking so spick and span that it was difficult
to believe that he had spent a whole day in railway
travelling.

“Hall-past ten,” said Figgins, when the lights of Cannes
had faded into the blackness behind,  * Getting on now,"

“Yaas, wathah!”

“This reminds mo of the long railway journey we had
when wo woro in the States,” saigd Tom Merry. “It's a bore,
but it's ripping to get from one end to the other of o big
country in a single day.”

“Yaas, wathah | I eay, you chaps, do you think this neck-
tio thowouthy agwees with the waistcoat I am weawin’?”

“1 haven't heard them arguing at all,” said Dlake.

“Weally, Blake, I wish you would be sewious on a sowious
mattah. The looking-glasses on this twain leave very much
to be desired, and it is a new necktie, I was a littlo
doubtful as to whethah the tone absolutely harmonised with
the tone of the waistcoat.”

“Well, it's a rather important matter, too,” Blake re-
marked. * Anybody got a microscope?”

“Weally, deah boy—" )

“Upon the whole, Gussv, you look about as nico as ever
you do,” said Monty Lowther.

“Pway don't be funnay, Lowthah. I have heard that the
peoplo aro awfully well dwessed in Niee, and 1 do not wish
to awwive there lookin’ a dowd.”

“Well, I don't suppore the most fashionable part of the

opulation will bo waiting at the station to sce us,” said

owther.

“Hallo! Here we are!”

The express was slackening.

* Nice at last 1"

Miss Fawcett woke up. .

“Where are we, dears? Have we passed Marseilles?™

Tom Merry laughed.
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“It's Nice, dear "

“Dear me ! |

It was a fine night. The juniors looked out of the corri-
dor windows into & large and &iry station, pretty well
deserted at that hour. The train stopped, and Tom Merry
led Miss Fawcett out, while Arthur Augustus was very
olite to Hannah, The juniors loaded themselves with hand
uggage, and poured out of the train upon the platform. The
trunks bumped out.

IA:-thur Augustus looked up and down through his eye-

ass.

“I do not sce the exit,” he remarked.

“'Will a sortie do?” grinned Tom Merry.

“Bai Jove! I'd  forgotten they called it a sortio in this
countwy. Come this way, deah boys; hero's the sortie.”

. “I'll look after the luggage,” said Tom Merry, *Just sce
if the hotcl omnibus is waiting for us, Figgy, will you?"

“Right you are |

The hotel omnibus was there; and after the luggage had
hoon rescued, it was piled thereon; and the juniors, having
deposited Miss Fawcett and Hannah inside, followed them
in. They quite filled the vehicle, Then they rolled away
from the station,

Tom Merry glanced out and caught a glimpse of the
broad Avenuo de la Garo, with the tram-lines, and a glimpse
of huge palm-trees,

“Look there!”

“By Jovel Palm-trees!” he exclaimed.

“Bal Jove!” . .

“How jolly1” said Figgina. “It's really gou.ing out of
one’s own country when one finds palm-trees |*

Fatty Wynn's eyes glistened.

“1 wonder if any of them are coconut-palms?” ho ex-
claimed. “I'm fond of coconuts, and I could eat a few
before supper.”

“Here wo are, deah boys |”

They stopped at the hotel. A bowing manager and
waiters with effusive smiles welcomed them, late as the
hour was. They wore shown up into their rooms at once,
and supper was gent up after them—a supper to which only
Fatty Wynn did real justice, for the others were oo tired
and slecpy even to cat.

They turned in and slept a heavy and comfortablo sleop.

From without they heard once or twice the clang of a tram
a8 they sank into balmy slumber.
. Tom Merry was the first to awake. Ho opened his eyes
in a blinding flood of sunshine, which was pouring in_ot
the window of the large room the juniors were sharing. He
olosod them again inminediately and rubbed them, and then
sat up in bed.

“My hat1” he ejaculated.

It was a curious surprise. They had left England with the
drizzling rain to see them off; and now he woke up a day
and a half later to find himsolf dazzled by brilliant sunshine.

Ho jumped out of bed, and his cheery voice called up the
others.

Fatty Wynn turned over and grunted.

“Qw! "Lain't rising-bell yet!"

“Ha, ha, ha! This isn't 8t. Jim's, Fatty; this is Nice."

Fatty Wynn rubbed his sleepy eyes, .

“Well, wo haven’t a train to catch this morning—no need
to turn out carl .

“Early 1” said Tom Merry, looking at his watch.
quarter-past nine 1” .

“Well, we're on a holiday, you know.”

“0Oh, don't be a slacker 1"

“1 think I could do with another couple of hours. And
if you're going down, you might tell them to send my break-
fast up at twelve!” said I'atty drowsily. *I don't mind
n}uuh"wlmt it is, g0 long as 1t's good and there's plenty
of it,

“Get up, Fatty !” said Kerr.

“Oh, bosh! Lemme alone!”

Figgins dipped his spongo into cold water, Fatty rolled
out of bed with a dissatisfied grunt. . .

“Breakfast, Fatty,” said Figgins persuasively, “Think
nlai il:r'-gu]sfustl Tho fonger you stay in bed tho later you'll
cod.

“Think of that, Fatty I'"" said Kerr solemnly,

Fau{ Wynn grunted. But as soon as he began to move
about ho found that hie was hungry, and he was rcady first
of all to go down.

“I's o

[

CHAPTER 1.
Seeing the Sights ]

ICI lay in o blaze of sunshine as Tom Merry & Co.
N looked out of the hotel in the morning aiter their
late breakfast.

Tho charming ecity that looks out over the Bay
of the Angel was more than ususlly gay, for the carnival,
which had commenced, was still in full swing.

The strcets were gay with coloured poles and festoons and



EVERY WEDNESDAY

coloured lamps that at night shed a variegated light upon
the merry crowds.

The hotel at which Tom Merry & Co. had passed the night
was near the station, in tho broad and handsome Avenue do
la Care, or Station Avenue, the principal street in Nice,
From the P.-L.-M. Station to the Placo Masscna, the Avenue
traverses the whole town, and, in fact, is the town. Trams
were clanging along, and the groat stroct presented a very
animated appearance. There were sprinklings of confetti
on the pavements, which showed that some of the carnival
celebrations had taken place tho previous night.

" Jolly place!” said Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“I think_wo shall have a ripping time here,” said
I'iggins. *“I shall have to go and see my uncle this morn-
ing. I hear that Miss Fawcett has engaged a villa facing
the sea, adjoining the one that my uncle has, That will be
anmﬁ, as we shall have only a garden fence between us.”

‘Jolly good "

“I'm feelin® o little wowwied—"

“What about, Gussy 1"

“As we're goin’ on to the villah to-day, I haven't un-
packoed anythin', and I can’t change my waistcoat.”

“Well, what on earth do you want to change it for?"”
asked Blake. .

*It was owin' to the joltin’ of the twain last niﬁhr,” said
D'Aroy. “I spilt a spot of gwavy on it at dinnah,

“Go hon!”

“Of course, I can get it cleaned; but I hate to go out in
the mornin' with a stained waistcoat. Anothah feahful
twonble is that I cannot wemembah which of my twunks I
yacked the waistconts in. They may be in the_twunk that
Hake sent back to 8t. Jim's, and in that caso I shall have
no dmnﬁ? of waistcoats."

“IIn, ha, ha!” .
D'Arcy turned his
unrepentant _chum. . . .
“\Weally, Blake, there is no cause for wibald laughtah in
such a howwid misfortune fallin’ upon a chap thwough your
weckless wottenness |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If you cacklo again, Blake, I shall wegard
impewative to administah a feahful thwashin’ 1”
D'Arcy, pushing back his cuffs.

“Ha, ha, hal”

"Vowy well, I—"

“What a pleasant morning !" said a gentle voice. And
D’Arcy lowered his war-like hands and flushed scarlet as
he turned to see Miss Fawcett, He raised his silk hat
with a graceful bow.

“The town looks very pleasant indeed,” said Miss
Fawcett. “ As fou know, my dear boys, wo are only at
the hotel for the night, and we go to the villa to-day.
Hannah and I aro going first, to make sure that every-
thing is in order and the beds well aired.”

“Good !1” said Tom Merry. *Wo should only be in the
way. Bhall we have a stroll round the town and turn up
for lunch?” .

“You are sure you will not get into any mischiel?”

“Oh, that's all wight, madam!” said Arthur Augustus
roassuringly. “1 shall be lookin’ aftah them, you know.”

“If you go near the shoro, bo sure not to get your feet
wot,” said Miss Fawcett. “And mind you do not got into
any disputes with any of the fearful-looking men I havo
soen. 1 do not think that brigands etill exist in I'rance,
but thore are some men hero who look very much like the
brigands in an opera chorus, and I want you to be careful
to avoid thom.”

Tom Mcrrr grinned.

“1 think tm{,'ro harmless enough, dear,” he remarked.

“Ah, look I broathed Miss Fawcett. *“There is one.”

A Nicois was ll.rollini past the hotel. He wore a black
elouched hat and a black cloak, a pair of fierce moustaches,
thick, black eyebrows, and a dusky complexion. Undor
his black brows his eyes glittored dark and force. Ho
uto;ped as he came near the group of juniors, end they
had a good view of him. He was evidently an Italian,
or half-Italian, inhabitant of Nice, He fumbled in his
pockets as he stood there, and Miss Fawoott trembled.

The Nice gontleman might well have taken part in the
chorus in “Ernani,” or “Il Trovatore,” without making up
for the part in the least,

“Oh dear !” murmured Miss Fawcett. “I—I had no idea
that there were such dreadful men in a French town!
am sure he is feeling for a woapon.’

“Bai Jove!”

“Oh dear! J=J——"

“It's all right,” whispered Tom Merry. )

The brigand had withdrawn his hand frem his pocket,
and he proceeded to roll a cigarette, Ha had been feelin
for the cigarette-paper. Miss Fawcett breathed a sigh o
relief. The Nicois gentleman rolled the cigarette and placed

(Continued on next page.)

eycglass  wrathfully upon his
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it between his ®ps, and then scemed at a loss. e
rummaged in bis pockets again, and then, glancing at the
juniors, came over towards thom.

Miss Fawcett shuddered, .

“Oh dear! Oh doar! Let us go in!"

Tom Merry held her hand.

“Don't be alarmed, dear.”

“ But—but—" . .

The native raised his slouched hat and spoke in French;
Nicois French, with an accent that would have set a
Parisian's teeth on edge. Tom Merry distinguished the
word “allumette,” and fortumately remembered what it
meant.

“Give him what he asks for,” murmured Miss Fawcett.
“Don't struggle! Give him your watch; 1 will buy you
another, and—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*“ Dear Tommy ! .

“It's all rvight, dear; he's only tryirig to borrow a
match.”

“Qh 1” said Miss Fawcett.

Tom Merry felt in his pockets and rroduced a match:
box, and struck a match and gave the krenchman a light.
The native raised his hat again, gave thanks in his dialect,
and walked awaI);.

Miss I'awcett breathed a deep sigh of relief as he went.

“What an cscapo!” sho murmured.

“But ho wasn't a brigand,”’ grinned Tom.

“N-no; but ho might have been! Promise me that you
1\_'i||l n,|.1 keep together, deah boys, if I let you go out of my
sight,

“Certainly I”

“Yaas, wathah!” _

“Porhaps, however, you would prefer to remain in tho
hotel”

“Bai Jove 1"

“Not much.”

“We shall be all right,” said Tom Merry reassuringly.
“There aven’t really any i)r:g‘nnda here, you know, and the
chaps can't help looking as if they’ve just jumped out of
an opera, Au revoir, dear!” .

And the juniors went down the street, leaving Miss
Fawcett with some misgivings,

“We'll all keep together,” said Figgins, “My uncle
knows I'm with Miss Fawcett, so he won't expect me till
he soccs mo. Where shall wo go firsti”

“(Go and have a look at the sea.”

“Good I"

“ n 0 T ot

" {v:lhy = began I'atty Wynn hesitatingly.

“I've heard that there are some jolly good grub places
hore. It might be a good idea to make a round of them
first thing, so that we shall know in future.”

“Bai Jove!” .

“And he's only just finished brekker,” growled Blake;
“and caten enough for a small army, teo.”

“Well, you sco—2

“Br-r-r-r!” o

“I always got hungry this time of the year,” said Falty
Wynn pathetically,

" Po.(,o_f lJl

“Let's get on a tram and go down the etreet,” said
Figgins, " This street leads to the sea, There are o lct
of sights to bo seen here; Roman ruins up at Cimiez, some
blessed old amphitheatro or other, and a caztle or some-
thing on a hill, and a lot of things.”

THE GEM LIBRARY

“Pewwaps it would be a good ideah to stwoll along and
look at the shops,” suggested D’Arcy. “ As Blake had the
astonishing cheek to sond my twunk home, I shall have to
find a weliable outfittah among the first things 1 do.

“Oh rats! Jump on this tram|”

“Weally, Blake—""

“On you get!” .

And D'Arcy was jerked upon the tram, The juniors
followed, standing on the platform outside the car—greatl
preferving that to the stufty interior, as many of the Nicois
seemed to also.

The tram rolled on with a clatter down the broad
Avenue de la Gare. The juniors looked round them with
great interest, Most of the life of the town was in that
avenue, and in the extensive Place which terminated it
towards the sea. Up in the Cimiez quarter were the greas
hotels and the expensive private residences, and down on
the “front ” were the handsome cafes and teashops, but
the life of the town simmered up and down the broad
Avenue do la Gare. .

The tram rolled on through the busy streets, lined now
with the decorations of the carnival, Towards the Ploce
Massena it passed between colonnaded sidewalks that
reminded the juniors for & moment of the Rue do Rivoli
in Paris; and then it rolled out into the Ilaco and stopped
hefore the Casino Municipal—a building that the juniors
were to know better.

The boys poured off the tram. Beyond the giant palms
and mimosas in the Jardin Publique they could sce the
wide sirect of the Bai des Anges, and beyond (hat the
rolling blue of the Mediterrancan Seca.

“This way,” said Tom Merry.

And the juniors, with a delightful sente of novelty,
strolled under the palm-tvees towards the blue sco.

CHAPTER 8,
A Bargain for D*Arcy |

OM MERRY & Co. drank in the unfamiliar sights
and sounds with keen eagerness.
A band was playing in the Jardin Publique, and
the strains of a Wagner march came to their cars,
They came out on the esplanade—the far-famed Promenade
des Anglais—Promenade of the E."r“"}‘._“ name_given in
grateful remembrance of the Englieh visitors at Nice many
vears ago. In a time of searcity and unemployment in the
city the English residents had raised the money to f(ind
work for a great number of the destitute in building the
esplanade; a kindly deed commemorated in the vame it
has ever since been called by.

The Promenade des Anglais, with the great white
buildings at its back, and the sapphire sea rolling in front,
burst upon the view of the juniors as they turned out of
the public garden. It was a glorious scene !

The juniors walked down the promenade, gazing in delight
upon the white-fronted great buildings, the row of gians
palins, and the curling waves that broke with a coft
murmur _almost at their feot. .

“Bai Jove!” said D'Arcy. “It's wippin'!” .

“Jolly good!” said Fatzy Wynn. *“Did you nolice the
jetly we've just parsed?”

" Yes. \Vhaltl about it.:.‘"‘

“1 was wondering—"

“Well?”
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“ Whether they Fave a buffet there.? .

I'iggins seized his fat chum by tae arm and dragged him
on.

*“You como on I” be exclaimed. *“You don't want a feed
yet. Porhaps I'll let you bave a bite before lunch, but
not yet.”

“Oh, really, Figgins—=

" Cheese it |"” .

Fatty Wynn relapsed into dissatisfied silence. The scenery
was grand—and Fatty Wynn had an eye for scenery. But
it is probable that ho would have given the Promenude
des Anglais and the Bai des Anges for tho sight of a well-
spread lunch-table,

* Messiours—messieurs 1”

It was the piping voice of a picture-postcard merchant,
and he camo up with effusive smiles and outspread stock.

“Carte postal, monsiour?” he said, addressing Arthur
Augustus persuasively, “Cinq frano, 'Verree fine good |

“We weally don’t want any, deah boy.”

“Good fine carte postal.”

“Jo ne veux pas achgter,” said D'Arcy, counting out
thel words, as it were, with a luborious mental effort over
each.

“I'ine—good [ explained tho postcard merchant, * All
Engleesh buy, Good and fine I” :

“I weally don’t sco how he knows we are English.”

“Ha, ha, ha™ . :

“Woally, Tom Mewwy, I do not like the way picture
posteard fellows wusb up to a chap, as il he looks like u
gweenhorn and a stwangah. T wegard it as weally insult-
::1’! ?I-Iow does he know we baven't been weeks and weeks

ero?”

“Perhaps you look like a mug!” suggested Blako.

“Weally, ﬂlake—”

. “Fine, excellent I” said the merchant persuasively. *Cing
rane,”

“What does he mean by song fwong, Tom Mewwy??

“Ha, ha, ha! Five francs.’

“Bai Jovel That's wathah expensive, isn’t it? Five
fwancs for four wotten chen% postcards 7 I've heard pwices
are high in Nice, though. But I suppose we ought to buy
some as the people here depend on English visitahs for
their livin’,” =

“Prices are h I‘h but 1 expect they vary according to
the simplicity of the visitor,” grinned Tom Merry. *I
don’t think five francs is the rock bottom price for thoso
posteards.”

“Bai Jovel”

“He's pullin
“Come on, and let him look for another mug.
for him to do you.,”

¥ Vewy good. Merci, non,” said D'Arcy.

He walked on with his chums. The Nice picture-postcard
merchant followed him, trying to spread out the picture-
postoards for him to look at.

“Fin ood ” he insisted,
before and so good!”

“Bai Jovel Is that English?”
ﬁ:él\'rld 80 before and good,” said the mcrchant, “also

(-} et

*“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Me speak too good and so fine Fnglish,” assuroed the
{_nerchunt. “also picture carto postal bon fine good ! Quatre
raneg.”

“What does he mean by cart fwong, Kerr?”

your respected leg, Gussy,” said Blake.
No need

“Me speak Engleesh! Fine

13

“IHa, ha, hat

“Oh, I seel” .

“The price is coming down,” grinned Tom Merry. “Ib
will bo rather interesting to see exactly what it comes down
to. Don't buy.”

“Wathah not! I am afwaid the chap is & woscal. If
the postoards are only worth four fwancs he was twyin' to
swindle me in askin’ five fwancs at first.”

“Go hon!”

“They have to live, you know,” said Kerr, “Il faus
vivre.,”

“Woally, I do not see the necessity,” said D'Arcy, with
a glanco at the ragged and dirty merchant. “I cannot see
that this person is either ornamental or useful.”

“Ila, ha, hal”

“Excellent, and so fine good!” urged the merchant
“Trois franc pour le quatre,”

“Twah fwane! How much is that, Kerr?”

“Three francs for tho fourl”

“Oh, I seel It's comin' down wemarkably.”

“1la, ha, hal’

“Come on,” said Tom Merry. “That chap means to
keep us company all tho way down the Promenade des
Anglais. Let hin go oun.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Nioce good and so fino carte postal. Deux francs | urged
the merchant.

“Bai Jove! They'ro only two [wancs now |”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus stopped, jammed his monocle into his
eye and fixed it scverely upon the persuasive native of

ico. There was scorn .i1n D'Arcy's look, and it glittered
through his monocle in the glanco of his eye.

“Pway let mo alone,” he said. “I wefuse to buy your
wotten postcards! I weil.rd ou as a dishonest boast!
You are appawently capuble of over-chargin’ a stwangah
instead of tweatin’ him with the most oxact honesty, as
a decent chap should. I wegard you as an absolute wottah |
Pway buzz off 1"

“ISme and so fine good posteard—un frane,” said the
Nice merchant almost despairingly.

“1 wegard you with pwofound contempt !"

“S8o good fine beforo and excellent postcard—"

“Pway get out!”

‘“Fxcellent, and so fine good!” urged the merchant,

“What does ho mean by songkong songteem, Kerr?Z

“Ha, ha, ha! Tifty centimes.” .

"%ai l..hwu, that's about three halfpence, isn't it1”

“” B' )

“1 suppose we've got to the real price of the postcards
now,” grinned Blake. “You may as well have 'em, Gussy.
“Yea; they'll de to_send to Manners,” said Lowther.
“Weally, Lowthah, I have no particulah desiah to send

postcards to Mannahs,”

“But I have, so it amounts to the same thing. Buy
them. T suppose you're not going to refuse to buy after
beating tho man down in the price like that?? exclaimed
Lowther.

“Why, I didn"t—"

“Now, Gussy |”

“1 appeal to all you chaps=——=2

“T think you'd better buy the postcards,” said Biake
solemnly. “It's really all you can do now, Gussy.”

“But I pwotest—"

“Cinquante centime,” murmured the merchant.

Four francs.”
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“Vewy well, I will take them, But—"

“Buck up, Gussy | You're keeping us waiting, and we've
wasted a [’ot of time already over your blessed bargain-
hunting.2

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“Oh, hurry up!”

D'Aroy bought the postcards for half a  franc, and
Lowther kindly relieved him of them and slipped them
dnto his pocket.

D’Arcy's faco relaxed.

“Thank you, Lowthah! It’s vewy kind of you to cawwy
them for me and save me fwom the unpleasant necessity
of bulging out my pocket.” . .

“0Of course I'll carry them,” said Lowther, “I'm going
to send them to Manners.”

* But—"

“It's all right, Gussy, you necdn't bother. All you've
fot to do is to get the stamps now,” said Lowther. *Don't
o!'l‘ot.". .
To that Arthur Augustus made no reply. Words failed
im,

CHAPTER 9.
A Villa at Nice !

OM MERRY & CO. strolled the length of the
Promenade des Anglais and then strolle bagk again
towards the Jardin Publique, and outside the
entrance to the famous Jetee, Fatty Wynn called o

halt. He had caught sight of the magic word “ Restaurant ™
in big type. ]
“Hold on!” ho said. “This must be one of the sights
of the place, you know. We ought to have a look at it.”
“] know the part of it you want to look at,” growled

Figgins. *“You're not hungry yet.”

“Look here, Figgins, I—"

“Woe've got to get to the villa for lunch, too," said Tom
Merry,  “Miss Fawcett will be alarmed il we don’t turn

up, and it's & quarter to twelve,”

“Yeos, but—"

“Powwaps it would be bettah to muke for the villa at
once,” Arthur Augustus suggested. “I will show you
fellows wound the town aftah lunch.”

“Don't forget those stamps,” said Lowther.

“ Weally, Lowthah——"

“Tho question is, where is the villa?"” said Tom Merry,
looking up and down the esplanade. “I know it's on the
Des Anglais, and it's called tho Villa des Fleurs.”

They hailed a voiture, and very soon arrived at the villa.

Tomn Merry looked round with admiration as he and his
chums walked up the path, even forgetting for the moment
that he had a keen appetite, and was late for lunch,

The white villa stood in the midst of rich gardens, sur-
rounded by great palm-trees, A veranda, gay with flowers
and ferns, ran along the front of the house, and upon it &
row of french windows opened.

In an easy-chair on the veranda sat a middle-aged gentle-
man with a somewhat military aspect, with white whiskers
and moustache, and a bald head. Miss Priscilla Fawcett
was scated in n garden-chair near him, talking in agitated
tones. Neither of them noticed the juniors coming up
through the garden under the palm-trees.

“But I am sure something has happened, major,
Miss Fawcett. .

“Nonsense, ma'am !” said the white-whiskered gentleman.

“My darling should have been here at hall-past twelve.”

“The boy’s all right.”

“] am afraid that some of the ruffianly looking men I
nw};b}m}n‘t‘ the placemay have carried him off.”

a“" uh

“Oh, Major Figgins, you don’t know how uneasy 1 feel

“The boy’s all right!” grunted (he major. *1 only wish
I was as sure about my nephew.”

“What, dear Fiﬂ'im——”

“1 mean my elder nephew—bhis cousin!”
major. ' Archie Hilton!
—over at Monte Carlo, I suppose.

“But, Tommy—"

“ Huh 1*

“Do you think I ought to telephone for the police 1

“Huh |”

Tom Merry ran up the steps of the veranda.

“Here I am, dear |” .

Miss Fawcett rose to her feet, with a little cry,

“My sweetest duliﬂ »

Bhe clasped Tom Merry in her arms, and kissed him
tenderly,

“My darling boy! How anxious I have been!”
“I'm sorry,” said Tom, in wonder. “But why?
.n;p_ been having a look round, you know.”
Tlgm&s greeted his uncle, and introduced him to the other
HE

" gaid

1o

rowled the
I don't know where he is to-dny
Huh! I—"

I've
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juniors. Then they sat down, and did full justice to a solid
unch. Major Figgins chuckled a good deal when he heard
the story of the man with the postcards.

“He's a decent ghap,” said Kerr after [unch, when the
juniors were standing chalting on the veranda. *I like
‘iggy's uncle. He's going to take us all for a motor-car
excursion over to Cimiez, with a feed at the Winter Ialace
thrown in. Figgy's uncle is an acquisition.”

“Yaas, waiiion!”

“Figgy's cousin is here, {00,” went on Kerr. “We
haven't seen him yet; he's staying next door with the major,
but he's away. 1 gather thut he's going the pace in Nice.
{‘I.ow .}o’ng 15 it since you've seen your Cousin Archie,
figgy

“Years,” said l"iqu, who was busy with a peach,

“What's e like 1" asked Tom Merry. ]

“0Oh, a decent chap!” said Figgins. “Not much like
me."”

lme
f ,-' flj- !‘ {

* Joli garcon ! murmured the stout lld“ butowlr‘u a hearty |
o was quite unaware

| wondah If thie is a Fwench custom 7!

“Ha, ha; ha!”

“Ass! 1 mean he's not much like me to look at.”

“ Good-lookin’, pewwaps?"” suggested Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy.

I"Hgim bestowed a glare upon the swell of 8t. Jim’s,

““ Are you looking for a thick ear, Gussy 1" he asked.

“Certainly not, Figgins. I wegard
widiculous.”

“Well, you'll ind one, whether you're locking for it or
not, if you're not carcful with your funny remarks:” said
F".‘fm' warningly.

“1 wasn't makin' any funny wemarks. You said your
cousin wasn't like you, so I naturally supposcd that pewwaps
he was good-lookin'.”

Figgins picked up a peach,

the question as




_
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ipon Arthur Augustus.

The other juniors were chuckling, and the evident inno-
cence with which Arthur Augustus uttered his remarks made
them chuckle all the more. D’Arcy did not see Figging pro-
ceeding with the peach. Figgins took careful aim, and
J“ﬂ‘g’ !:“t. fairly upon D'Arcy’'s nose,

w !’

‘Arthur .\uguslua gave a jump, Two distinct spots chowed
upon D’Arey's immaculate collar,

“Bai Jove! Bomebody thwew gomethin' at me!”

“Ha, ha, hal*

“Who was it 1"

e {-{(a, ha, ha l"F' -

“Was it you, Figgins1”

“Ha, ha, ha 1”
_Arthur Augustus glared round him wrathfully,  The
juniors were nlmost in hysterics. He was unaware of the

spots of peach juice on his collar, but they showed up to
great advantage against the otherwise spotless white,

What

““Bal Jovel" gasped Qussy in dismay.

1otice pinned on the back of his hood inviting everyone to kiss him !

Gussy would fay when he dizcovered them was

unimaginable.

“1 wegard you as a sct of wotlahs!” he remarked.

And the swell of St. Jim's looked away with a stately air,

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Qh, pway don't cackle "

Ifiggins went on cating peaches.

“As o matter of fact, my Cousin Archie is rather good-
looking,” he went on. “ But he’s not like me otherwise.”

“Bai Jove!”

“He's a weak-natured sort of chap—good-natured and
good-tempered, and easily led,” said Figgins. “Now, I'm
not like that.”

- No, you're not,” agreed Kerr, with the frankness of an
old friend.” You're an obstinate ass as a rule.”

“Yaas, wathah! T must say I wathah slntgwca with Kerr.®

*“Archie's a good sort, though,” said Figgins. “If he'd
let me look after him he'd be all right. But he's twenty-
five years old, and he thinks he can look after himself, Iv's
an idea chaps get when they reach that age. My uncle was
his guardian, and used to keep a tight hand over his spend;
ing; but now, of course, Archie can do as he likes with his
own, And from what I hear he chiofly likes to pass it over
to the croupiers. They have a ﬁlme here called petits
chevaux, and they play roulette and trente-ot-quarante over
at Monte Carlo, and they scem to be methods by which &
chap gets experience in exchange for money, and Archie is
gotting his experience now, I belicve my uncle is feeling
rather anxious about him,”

“Bai Jove!” gaid Arthur Augustus. “Pewwaps it would
be a good ideah for me to take him in hand a bit while I'm
at Nice. I could look aftah him, and give him some jolly
good advice.”

“Jolly good idea, if you're looking for a set of thick
cars!” agreed Figgins heartily, “When you've [inizhed
cating fruit, Fntty, i[érou ever do, I'm ready to go out.”

“I'm finished,” said Fatty Wynn, with a sigh and a
regretful glanco at the dessert piled on the table, and a
strange, new feeling of having had quite enough,

Miss Fawcett and Hannah were to have a drive ulong
the (‘ﬂnlnnnde. And Tom Merry & Co, saw them safely
started, and then strolled off “on their own,” to sce someo
of the sights of Nices

P

CHAPTER 10.
The Gaming Tables.
¢ ASINO.”
Tom Merry read out the word on the .-il;n that
stared across the expanse of the Jurdin Publique.
“Looks interesting,” remarked Figgins, ‘‘Let's
go in to sce what it is Jike.”
“Yaas, wathah1” :
The 8t. Jim's parly walked up to the entrance, They

entered a vestibule, and passed a door, und then came to a
sccond door, at which two commissionaires in uniform kept
watch and ward. They blocked the doorway.

“Les billcts, 8'il vous plait.”

“Oh, they want tickets I said Tom Merry,
pay to go m.”

“Bai Jove, you know, I nevah thought of that.”

Tom Merry went back to the entrance, and paid two
francs each for seven tickets, and then the juniors entered
the casino. It was well on in tho afternoon now, und the
place was crowded.

It presented a scene that was so new and strange to the
juniors of St. Jim's that they could only stand and look
about them.

The casino was a vast apartment, with rows of palma
growing in tubs, and chairs and tubi(‘s in hundreds—all of
which seemed to be occupied now. At the farther end was
a raised platform, where an orchestra was discoursing sweet
musie, But what surprised them was another sight which
they had not thought of yet.

On cither side of the entrance was a large, long green
tahle, and each table was surrounded by an eagér crowd,

From amid the crowd came the voice of a croupier,

“ Faites vos jeux, messiours |”

“Make your game "

They were gambling tables. Tho people crowded zound
{hem were gambling, and their keen faces showed how eager
they were in the pursuit.

arther along the room were large alcoves in the wall,
and in each of the alcoves was another ﬁnmblmg table, sure
rounded by its crowd. As the juniors learned afterwards,
more and more tables were opened to meet the demand as
1he season advanced and visitors came more thickly to Nice.
And in all the other coast towns—Cannes and Mentone and
San Remo and the rest—were more casinos and more “la
boule " tables, drawing a never-ending supply of cash from
the visitors to the Riviera,

“Lot's have a look, anyway,” said Kerr.

“Yaas, wathah!”

The juniors drew near to the ncarest lable. It wans a
long table, some thirty feet in length, and in the centre was
a shallow bowl, marked with a circle of figures. = The
numbers were from one to nine, repcated twice, and cach
number had a slot attached, so that there were ocighteen
slots. The croupior stood up at the side of the table and
threw o ball in a circle.  As it slackened down it was
watched with keen eyes by the crowded gamblers, It fell
into a slot at last, and the number attached was the winning
number. As the juniors looked on the number nine won,
and_the croupier snnounced it.

“Leneul 1t ontinued e 17)
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GREAT NEW FEATURE COMING!

Address all letters : The Editor, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

woek to tell you all about the

Gem's grand now foature, so

hero goca. Firat af all, let mo
say that nothing liko it has over appeared
in the pagea of the Gex before—it is an
entirely now departure for our paper,
and, of course, it's a winner !

Thin foature, which starls in o fort-
night's time, is a sorial story told in o
serics of special piotures and bricf captions
hI{ means of which readera are nble to sco
clearly tho actual sequenco of incidenta
in picture form as tho story progresscs.
One of tho best artista of the day is
drawing these specinl pictures, which will
consist of a sot of twelve every weck.

HALLO. CHUMS !—I promisod last

The subject of our picturc-story
is onc that offers unlimited thrills,
Jor it centres dround that wonderful
body of men, the Royal Canadian
Mounted Police. In particular it
stars the adventures of a young
Mountie, and the title {s :

‘* MICK 0' THE MOUNTED!**

DMick {& a nerw chum you are going
to like, and his nerve-tingling cx-

riences as o crook-calcher will

cep you- thrilled week after week.
Mecet Mick in the GEM in a fort-
night’'s timo and start with hin
on his amazing life of adventure in
North-West Canada. Give your
pals the tip, too, about our super
plzu?e-llm'y—-it's mnch too good to
miss

In the meantime, let's tako a look at
our prn[fmmmo for next Wodnesdny,
The tnS- lne item is, of course, another

lendid yarn of Toin Merry & Co. Tho
ohums of 8t. Jim's are salill on holiday in
the South of France, and their adventures,
fascinatingly told by popular Martin
Clifford in

“THE BLACK DOMINO!"”

—the intriguing titlo of our next yarn—
are cvon more exciting than in * l'om
Merry & Co. Go Uay!1"™  Therefore,
chums, you are booked for a first-class
story thuat is guaranteed to contain the
maximum amount of holiday thrills,
fun, and adventure.

Next, thero will Le more thrilling
chapters of our popular serinl,

* 8T, FRANK'S VERSUS FOO CHOW !’

Tho Bt. I'rank’s holiday party mako a
determined attempt to break away from
their island prison to recapture Lord
Dorrimore’s steam-yacht, the Wanderor,
which brought themm out to China, How
they faro in their tight against Foo Chow's
soldiers is (hrillingly told by Mr. E. S,
Brooks, in the next powerful instalment.

Tne Gen Lisrary.—No. 1,336,
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To complete this ripping number there
will be another humorous adventure of
Potta, the office-boy, and, of course
tho Joster’'s selection of readers’ prize-
winning jokes, and special nows pars.

BARGAIN BOOKS FOR BOYS.

By the way, don't forget what I
have already told you about the
two new issucs of the bumper books,
* The Holiday Annual "’ and ** The
Popular Book of Boys' Stories.'
Both are on sale now—and selling
like hot cakes ! The former, which
has been reduced to five shillings,
is packed with grand school and
adventure stovies and many other
interesting features. The ** Popu-
lar Book,’”’ which is still tico shil-
lings and sirpence but has been
considerably enlarged—It now has
102 pages—is a fine collection of
thritling udventure storvies that will
appeal to every boy.

If you have not already got these
fico wonder books, drop o gentlo
hint to your parcnis about them.

PLEASANT EVENINGS AT HOME.

After a strenuous duy at work, young
Fcnpln, and old people, too, for that matter,
vel the need of somo diversion. ‘This is
simplo to obtain, in many directions, dur.
ing the summer, but with the approach
of dreary winter nights the solution is not
#0 cany.

Billiards is a pastimo of nover-failing
ploasuro in which everybody at home can
{mrtici ato. Tho firm of E. J. Riley, Ltd,,
iave long been fumous for the spocial
atlontion thoy have paid to Lthe develop-
wont of Hume Billiards.

Riley **Home ™ Billiard ‘1ibles aro
madoe in a varioty of sizes suitable for any
sizo of room. K. J. Riley, Ltd., particu-
larly emphasise the fuct that their ** Home™
Billinrd  Tables aro not toys. Lvery
model, right down to tho smallest, s o
{:nrl'uct roplica in construction of a full-sizo

illiurd tublo,

The fact that all Riley * Home"
Billiard Tables can be obtained on easy
termma mako them oven moro attractive
for family entertalning. Asa littlo as 8a.

or month brings a Riloy * Homo '
illiard Tuble, complote with all acces-
sories, and soven days’ froe trial is nllowed,

Full details of nlf Rtiloy Billiard Tablos
will bo supplied on application to the
manufacturers, E, J, Ri[l]eif. Ltd., Raleigh
Works, Acerington, or Dopt. 32, 147,
Aldersgate Streot, London, IE.C.I.

THE SELF-DRIVE CAR !

Tho very latest thing in cars is a model
which drives itself! It has an automatio
clutch a8 well as an automatic gear chungo,
All you havo to do is to start the engine
and operate the accelerator pedal. To start
the ongine lgmaa a button—very simple.
Seat yourscll in tho car and press geatly

THE GEM LIBRARY

on the throttle pedal. As the engine
revolutions increase first gear is auto-
mni-.wu.llgl cnﬁ:ged and the clutch alides
slowly in. | car moves off and you
presé the accolorator down a bit further,
with the result that second gear is auto-
matically mglﬁ%d. and 80 on, until you are
in top gear, hen you reach a hill, if
the car slows down too much owing to the
ateepness, then the car jwb changes into &
lower gear for youl Well, all we wand
now is a car that steors itself and auto-
maticnlly operates the accelerator pedal,
and then we shall bo able to olimb into it,
start up tho engine, go to sleop—and wako
up wherever wo intended to halt! Or
better still, we cun send the car to fetch &
friend all by itsell|

THE SCOOTER SQUAD !

Here's a atory of somothing that hap-

nod a fow weeks ago, but it's 8o good that

think it is worth telling now. Tony
Harvey waa the twolve-years-old leader of
& band of fifteen Camden Town boys who
had saved up their coppera in order thas
they could 'Fo to the Igtdio Exhibition as
Olympia. The great day arrived and Tony
and his fourteen followers set out for
Olympia—on_ scooters! Bubt when they
arrived thoy found that they had struck an
unexpec snag—there was nowheio for
them to park their scooters, Tony pointed
out that they couldn't afford to park them
in the official car park as thoy had not
come prepared for that. On the other
huand tho commissionaire regretfully pointed
out that they could not leave them in the
vostibule, Tony, on his part, thought that
there ought to bo a special scooter park—
and said so! However, all's well that
ends woll, for just then along came Mr,
Alec Moody, the organiser of the exhibition,
and hearing of the trouble, ha at once
placed his offico at the disposal of Tony &
Co, as a parking place !

FIRE !|—BULL !

Some fire-fighters on a farm in
Ksasex recently had a nasty shock.
Eight haystacks, a barn, a granary,
a cowhouse, and a food store werc on
fire, and no fewer than tico hundred
voluntcers from  cottages and
bungalows round about turned out
to assist in fighting the flames with
a chain of buckets. went well
until another came on the scene,
and his idea was not so much to
help as to hinder—he was a large
bull! The fire-fighters, who were
not afraid of the flames, were not
quile so sure about the bull, and
spent a lot of time avoiding him—
and no wonder, for he didn't scem to
like the look of them very much!
Eventually the bull was rounded up
and removed, and the job of er-
tinguishing the flames went on,
but not before a[great deal of damage
had been done.

BRAVO, DAVID !

In these days of great enthusinsm for
tunny fishing it is good to see a twelve.
yoar-old boy holding his own, and more
thun his own, with tho best of thom.
This honour goes to David Leigh, of
GUodalming, who recently landed a (unny,
weighing 763 pounds, off the Dogger
Bank, This fish is onlg 35 pounds smaller
than the world's record tunny landed by
Colonel E. T, Peel. David’s tunny is over
six foet round and nearly nine feet long,
but he only took five minutes over the hour
to land it, despite the fact that it towed
him five milos, and at ono timo tried to
dive under a trawler | David is naturally
very d)lesaed at his cateh, but he is not yet
eatisfiod—he wants to land the world's
record tunny ! Good luck, David !

YOUR EDITOR.



EVERY WEDNESDAY

Hivovotototorstovesovesetetedeiet

{TOM MERRY & CO. GO GAY!:

(Continued from page 15.) .

[
‘&.‘@.ﬂi’.-ﬂb.¢-.-;b-.-t-.-ff.\i?.-ﬁ-.-&.'&.‘@.-dbl-@-.-&nm

<3

Tom Merry looked up and down the table,

The green coloth with which it was covered was divided by
lines, marking off spaces numbered, and on these spaccs
the gamblers Elaced their stakes, according to the number
thoy chose to baek.

There were n‘lso. other spaces for combination of numbers,
Tha juniors, gettmg closer to the table as players retired
moneyless, had a good view of the game.

“ Pair,’”” or even numbers, had a space marked off on the
cloth, and *“impair,” or odd numhers, another space.
Players backing pair or impair received exactly the amount
of their stake added if they won.

On a single number, however, the winner received seven
times the amount of his stake. Thero were, however, eight
chances to one against lpm, as, of course, only one number
out of the nine could win. And that was if the game was
l)luyed fairly. But Tom Merry, who could do anything he
iked with a cricket ball, thought as he looked on that he
could learn to handle the “la boule' t}uito as well, and
throw it to drop where he pleased, And he had a strong
suspicion that if a heavy stake were laid on a certain
nuwber, that number would be extremely unlikely to win.

The game was played with great rapidity Each coup
did not occupy moro than two minutes, and sometimes as
much as twenty to fifty pounds were lost at one coup.

At other times, however, there might be only fifty francs
on the table.

A Trenchman standing beside Tom Merry was playing
with fifty-franc notes; most of the players used five-franc
notes, Bets of five franca wore perinitted, which brought
the game within the means even of the poor—unlike Monte
Carlo, where the minimnum is much higher.

The Frenchman was having a run of luck, and for several
coups his big notea returned to him with seven added, so
that in the course of ten minutes, while the juniors watched
him, he had made between forty and fifty pounds. Twice
as much, at least, had been lost gy the other players.

A ‘;Pni Jove I’ remarked D’Arcy. “That chap is wakin® it
in

“Took at the others, though,” said Blake.

“Yaas, but T woally thinkk I otht to have a _plunge, you
know. I've got wathah a feelin' that I ghall win."”

“Don't be ah ass1”

“Weally, Blake—""

“It's a mug's game,” said Lowther., “They don’t keep
up this big building and pay all the ecmployces on the lozses,
you can be sure of that.”

. “Not much!” said Kerr. “And a player has no chance
in this game, Even if they play fairly, the ﬁgme is planned
for everything to be in favour of the bank. This is criﬁerant
from roulette." .

“Yaas, but a chap might have a wun of luck.”

“Rats )"

“ \Vell5 aftah all, we're on a holiday, and it's only a few
fwanks," said D'Arey. “The pcople here are playin' with
fivo fwanes,”

“1 don't think you ought te play,” said Tom Merry
seriously, I don't want to prcach. but gambling s
ﬁml)lmg, you know, and we're supposed not to do it. If

iss Fawcett had known that there was public gambling
here she wouldn't have consented to our coming.”

“Yaas, but=—"

“Oh, this is not gambling " grinned Kerr.
cert, as Skimmy says—a deud cert for the bank,

* Yes, rather,”

“I should be vewy sowwy to do anythin’ of which Aliss
Pwiscillah did not appwove,” said Arthur Augustus tliought.
fully, “But, all the same, I should vowy much like to have
a plunge. If I win a hundwed pounds I will stand a yachtin’
expedition at Villefwanche.”

“IIa, ha, hal"

i | don't see Wh_’f I shouldn't win. This chap here is
F:lm' up money, There, he’s gone now—and taken about
fifty pounds with him! If I had started playin’ when the
ideah first came into my head I should have won a lot of
money now.,"’

“My dear Cluss *

“1 weally think we are entitled to a little plunge on a
holiday, you know. I will explain to Miss Fawcett that I
had a feelin’ 1 should win.” .

And Arthur Augustus took out his purse.

When the swell of 8t, Jim's had made up his mind, i}

“1t's a dead
»

N

was uscless to argue with him, as his chums knew of old:
1+ _changed a fifty-franc note,

Kerr shrugged his shoulders.

“ Lot him go on,” he said; “it's the best way to cure m
chap really. He can't win, and he’ll pay for the
experience.’’

“1 wathah feel I shall win."

“ Well, ass, if you win you'll come back again to play,
and then you'll lose it again and a lot more witn it. The
pcogle who run this )iln.ce know that well enough."

“I should awfully like to bweak the bank.”

“Ha, ha, ha! How many duffers have said the same 1"

“Weally, Kerr—"

“Faites vos jeux, mossieurs.”

Arthur Augustus laid five franes upon a number on the
green cloth,

The croupier glanced up and down the table.

“Les }i‘enx sont faits,”

And then came tho warning as the ball rolled round the
shallow bowl and slowed down ready to drop into a number,

“Rien no va plus!”

The ball slid into a round slot and stayed there. D’Arcy’s
number lost,

The swell of St. Jim's smiled.

“Nevah mind!  Luckay it was only five fwancs,”’ he
;emnrked cheerfully. “It might have been more, you

now,”

“Oh, chuck it!"

“Wats! I'm ﬁom' to get that five fwancs back.”

“You'll send the gold to look for the silver,” said Kerr,
“and neither of them will come back.”

“Wats! I'm goin’ to goet that five fwancs back.”

And Arthur Augustus dropped a ten-franc note on the
green cloth this time. Tom Merry was looking grave,
Withont being over-righteous, he did not approve
gambling, and he felt that D'Arcy was being ocarricd away
with excitement, and would be sorry afterwards that he had
played, whethier ho won or lost. But for the moment there
was_no use in talking to the swell of 8t. Jim's.

* Faites vos jeux, messicurs,”

‘“Les jeux sont faits.”

“Rien ne va plus," . .

D’Arcy watched the revolving ball anxiously, Very differ-
ently from the roulette, of which he had r a description,
tha ball was rolling at random on the shallow bowl, and
sometimes it half fell into a slot and jerked out again.

“La neuf I' \ .

D'Arcy uttered an oxclamation of satisfaction.

“Bai Jove! Nine’s my numbah 1"

Gussy had wonl .

The elegant junior beamed as the croupier's rake pushed
his winnings towards him,

“What do you think now, deah boys?”’

“1 think you'd better chuck it,” said Kerr,

“Watal I've won!”

“Well, now's the time to leave off I :

“Both! It would be silly to leave off when you're
winnin".”

“You ass! When you lose you on to get the money
hack; and when you win you go on use you're winningl
T!}'nlt meallils t];?tkyniu’ll n‘?:etro le?vo off I"'b't "

T weally thin ou unge a bit. .

“Rats l"ynid Tom err{. RMy belief is that kids of
your age aren't allowed to play here, and when the manager
sces you, he'll make you quit.”

“I should wefuse to quit.” .

“The persons in authority will Pmbuhl be blind of one
eye, though, to long as you lose,” said Kerr sarcastically.
““And, if you assure them that you are over twenty, you
will find them ready to take your word.”

“Here goes|” ,

“Faites vos jeux, messieurs.”

L’Arcy dropped a ton-frano noto on the nine,

CHAPTER 11.
“ A Fool and His Money—1"

“@ E neof 1™
Nine had won again! | .
Arthur Augustus’ eyes glistened with excitement.

The croupier, whose business it was to rake in the
losses and pay out the winnings, grinned at him across the
table as he threw over seven ten-frano notes. He probably
knew quite well that the money would not remain long
on I’Arcy’s side of the table. L.

The swell of St. Jim's gathered up his mnnlntpl..
" 1” he _remarked. “I had wathah a feelin' that
1 ahouidl.\‘vm if I played for highah stakes|”
8

“Weally, Kerr——=2
Trs GEM Lispany.—No. 1,336.
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“Faites vos ;eux, meossieurs.”

“Bai Jovel’

“Chuck it now, Gussy!”

“Wats| Not when I'm winnin”.” . .

“ Look hare., (}uuy. you ought not to be doing this, and
ou know it,” said l'om Merry resolutely, “It’s as bad as

tting on horscs.”

“Yaas, but—"

*Les jeux sont faits.’

“Rai Jove!l I shall have to huwwy up.”

Arthur Augustus dropped a twenty-franc note on the
nine.

“Rien no va plus.”

D’Arcy watched anxiously now.

“ Lo nouf.” .

The ball had scttlod in the slot numbered nine again.

Arthur Augustus had won, and tho croupicer opposito
pushod him over seven twenty-frano notes. D'Arcy's cyes
glistened.

He was accustomed to having more money than most
of tho juniors at St. Jim's—or the seniors, either, for that

n.fuuw—but money had never come to him like this

ore.

Ilis winnings amounted altogether to 375 francs, and he
countod them with a great deal of satisfaction.

“ Thwoee hundwed and seventy-five fwanes,” he remarked.
“That's nearly five pounds in weal money—English moucy,
I mean, This is the way to get wich quick, and uo
mistake |”

** Oh, chuck it!”

“Do loavo off, Gussy "

“You fellows go along and havoe somo coffeo,” eaid
D'Arcy; “I'm going in for this. Of course, I shan't kee
tho money I win, as T am not a gamblah, I shall put it
in the poor-box. But I am wesolved to go on while I've
got such a stweak of luck.”

" Look hero——"

“Pway don't bother, dcah boy.”

And D'Arcy threw a twenty-franc note on the table, on
the soven this time. Ho threw another in impair—tho odd
numbers.

‘I'ne ball revolved.

“Bai Jove! It's tho soven!™
. The ball almost dropped into the cight, and finally scttled
in tho soven.  Arthur Augustus had won on seven, and also
on impair, as seven was an odd number.,
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His oye glistened behind his cyoglass,

“PBai Jove! This is wippin’!"

He received his winnings—seven twenty-franc notes on the
number, and a single twenty-franc note, the equal of his
stako, on impair. .

“Gad! You're winning, kid."”

It was an English voice behind the swell of St, Jim's, and
he glanced round with a flushed and feverish smile.

A young man of about twenty-five, with good-natured,
blue eyes, and a fresh complexion, stood at his elbow.

I'iggins uttered an exclamation,

“ Archie "’

The f'ounq man started,

“1lallo, kid! You've arrived, have you?" .

“Looks like it, doesn't it?” said Liggins, *“This is my
playiug here,

cousin, Archio Hilton, kids. Are you
Archio?” R

“1've been playmu.".

“Winning?’

“Oh, comme ci, comme cal!”

'Arcy was playing again, He threw a “twcuty ' on
BiX, um{ six turncd up. Again soven “lwentics” were
pushed across to him,

Tho swell of St. Jim’'s was labouring under tho most
intense oxcitement now. The fever of gambling wus upon
him, Hilton tapped him on the shoulder,

“You'd better drop it, kid, begad,” he said. *It's not
good| f'(.:r you. They don’t let boys play heie, cither, as
a rule.

“I'm gomn' on.”

“Retter drop it."”

“Thank you, but wats!”

Hilton laughed. Blake ﬁnllcd at D'Arcy's sleeve.

“Do chuck il:= Gussy, there's a good chap, 1 want to
get some coffee.’

“Go und get it, then,”

“I want you to come.”

“1 won't "

The boys looked at one another. It was very unlike
Arthur Augustus to answer in that tone, and it showed
liow deeply ho was excited by the allurements of the
game,

“ Gussy—

“Oh, pway wing off 1" .

D'Arcy had placed two “twentics ” on the board again,
Both lost, Then for a succession of coups the cleguns
junior experienced bad luck.

Kerr, who was watching the game with a keen Scottish
eye—and keeping his money in his pocket—observed that
the eroupier was now throwing the ball a diffcrent way.
Whether that had any effect on the game Kerr would not
have undertaken to say, but certainly even numbers were
now turning up instead of odd numbers,

D’Arcy, who had been winning on impair. naturally wens
on backing the odd numbers, with an eye only on the
vevolving ball, )

His winnings melted away liko snow in the sun,

In ten minutes tho little heap of notes was transferred
over tho table to the croupicr’s box, and D'Arcy dragged
out his purse.

“Keep your stakes low, for goodness’ sake,” urged Tom
Merry, as 1)'Arcy poured the contents of his purse on to the
table for use.

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“No good hangin' it out, deah boy.”

“ But——"

“Pway don't wowwy.”

D)'Arcy dropped a * twenty * on the nine, which had served
him well previously. Four turned up, and tho note was
swept away by the remorseless rake of the croupier.

“That's twenty francs gone,” said Kerr, “1i it were
m_ir;e,. I should 'bo thinking what I might have boughs
with 1t,

“What-ho!” eaid Fatty Wynn feclingly. “Thero's a
restaurant attached to this place, too, l'j rather spond
the money thore.”

“Oh wats!”

I)'Arcy backed nine, and then seven, and then three.
Other numnbers turned up, but he went on. The flush was
dying out of his face now, and the boyish countenance
was growing strangely whito and strained.

D'Arcy hiad a great deal of money, but the loss of a little
neap of notes made s great desl of difference aven to the
swell of St. Jim's, if ho did vot win them back. And
there scemed little chance of that. There was not moroly
a pereentage in favour of the bank, as at the roulette tables
at Monte Carlo, but the whole game was absurdly unfair
to the player. The layer had practicelly no chance, and
many could sce it plainly enough, and yet thoe instinct of
gambling was so strong that they went on playing, and
watclhied their money being taken with almost the certainty
belorchand that it would go.



EVERY WEDNESDAY

“Get off the odd numbers,” said Kerr. “If you must
lay, keep an eye on the croupier as well as on the
able.”

“Oh wats |’

“Well, a fool and his money—— You know the rest!”

“Pway don’t wowwy |"

The_pile of notes melted away. Every note went; and
then D’Arcy suspended lis pln{ and the game went on.

“Pewwaps you were wight,” ho romarked, after a pause.
“Pewwaps I ought to have nimnged to an even numbah. I
will now.”

“Oh, drop it now !”

“But I've lost two hundwed franes [*

“ Better that than more.”

“Pway lend me a few notes, Tom Mewwy.”

“Don’t bo an ass, Gus.”

" Will you lend me a few notes or not?”

To a question put in that tone Tom Merry could only
make one reply, sorely against his better judgment. He
put all the money he had with him in D'Arcy's hand.

“Thank you vewy much, deah boy.”

And the swell of 8t. Jim’s playcd again,

CHAPTER 12,
Gussy Learns a Lesson.

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY, in tho course of the
past twenty minutes, scemed lo havo grown ten
years older. Keen anxiety was in his face—his
brows weroe contracted, and his eyes had an un-

natural glitter in them.

His chums watched him in silence. The junior’s ill-luck
ruruuud him. As a matter of fact, he had fmd more good
uck than usually falls to a player at such o game as la
boule, and there was no more for him that afterncon,

Tom Merry’s five notes followed 1)’Arcy’'s own ten, with-
out a single win to break the monotony of losing. 'Then
D' Arcy hesitated,

“Come on, old chap,” said Blake, assuming a cheerfulness
he was far from feeling. “ Let's go and have somo coffec,”

" Wats

“Your tin's all gone!l”

“Lend me yours.”

“My dear cha

“You will not weluse to lend me some money, I pwe-
sumo, Blake 1" .

“Not for this rotten game |” said Blake firmly,

“Blake |”

“Don’t be an ass, Guessy! I—

“Where are you going demanded Tom Morry, ns
D'AroK with a strange, dark look on his face, turned from
the table. .

“I'm goin’ to woise some tin on my watch.”

Tom erry stared aghast.

“My hat!” suid Kerr. “He's got it bad! Come back,
you assl”

‘" Hold on, Gussy "

“1 wefuse to hold onl”

“I'll lond you the tin, if you like,” said Blake resignedly.

1 wefuse—>"

“QOh, here you are—take it1”

_D'Arcy hesitated a momont. e was ungry. But the
sight of the green cloth and the revolving ball fascinated
him. iA‘ he hesitated, th?l bﬁll dfopped inwbn slot, and tho
croupier's g?lco announced the winning number,

o“” e ncu »

It was nine again. D’Arcy uttered an exclamation.

“DBai Jove! If I had playcd that time—=*

“PBut you were playing on even numbers now,” said
Lowther.

“Oh, watsl”

“ Fuitos vos jeux, mossieurs,”

“1 will bowwow the money if you like, Blake.”

"I think you are an ass, but here you are.”

_The notos went on the green cloth. D'Arey lost three
times in succession on the nine, and then betted on seven
and nine turned up. Then on scven again, and five turne
up. Then on odd numbers, for safety, and cight came up,
and then four, and then two.

By that time all Blake's money was gone,

“For goodness’ sake be eensible!” said Tom Merry.
“Iow long would it take you to win all that back again,
even if you could do it1”

“Weally, Tom Mowwy—"

“You've lost over six pounds already.”

“Bai Jovel”

“Have o rest, anyway, and come and have some coffee,
and_then come_back again, if you like.”

“I've got a feeling that if I'go on now I shall win,”

“Well, try one more note, and if it Joses, come and have
a cafe au lait.?

»

I
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“Vewy well,” said D'Arcy, afler n moment's hesilation.

Monty Lowther fished out a note, and handed it to
D'Arcy, who threw it upon nine. Eigl’u turned up, and the
noto was raked across tho table.

Without giving the swell of 8t. Jim's timo to argue, Tom
Merry linked arms with him, and dragged himn away fromy
the table.

“This way for coffee!”

“Oh, all wight!” "

Fig(fms tapped his cousin on the urm. The young mang
looked down on him, "

" (hmu.mfl to have a cafo with us, Archio?®’
Hri}tonFs_ ook' ]m head.

“No, Figgy "

2 (‘ig:n! to play?

Figgins did not argue. It was not the place of a boy of
his age to point out even the obvious to a man of twenty-
five. Ile nodded, and followed his chums,

The juniora sat down at one of the little round Pn'hlsl.
and a fat waiter came up, squirming and bowing, and 'Tom
Merry orderced coffce. 'I'lio band on tho raised platform at
he end of the casino was playing the preludo to the Third
Act of Lohengrin, and the_inspiring strains wero very agreo-
abla to the juniors, excepting to Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

The orchestra was a good one, and the musio good, and as
a rule D’Arcy had a musical ear, But now it irritated him.,
The feverish excitement of tho gaming tablo had thrown
him into an unusual state of nerves.

“Bai Jove! I wish they'd stop that wow !” he remarkedq

“Iu's good ! said Kerr,

“0Oh, it wowwics ma [*

“Here's the colfec,” . ,

D'Arcy drank his coffce in silenco, IIis faco was pale,
but o deep flush was stealing into it. As ho grew calmer,
ho realised what he had been doing, and he was beginning
to feel a growing scnse of shame, .

s chums did not speak of the gaming. But they knew
from D'Arcy’s looks what his feelings were liko.

v*Bai Jove I” said Arthur Augustus at last, I havo heen
playin’ the giddany ox, deah bc&ys 1*

“QOnly just realised 167" asked Kerr,

“Oh, we're all human at times, you know,” said Jack
Blake, with an air of ﬁrut wisdom. *It's all rirht, Gussy.
It's a lesson, anyway. . .

“T’vo lost over six pounds in English money.”

“ Rotten |” i .

“eol jolly thankful you can afford to lose it,” eaid Kere
soriously. “1 was watching some of the faces ro'und. the
tables.  Most of the players can’t afiord to lose. It's not so
bad at Monte Carle, for thero poor people can’t get in; but
liere, with a five frane minimum, any chap can play. A
{cllow who gets a hundred franes wafn on Saturday can
stroll into the casino, and lose every blessed frane in five
minutes, and then go home to his family without a centime.
It's beastly !” . ,

“It's rotten!” said Tom Merry thoughtfully, “I don't
hold with the chaps who declare in season and out of
scason that Englunrll is tho fincst country in_the world, and
that no foreign couniry is a patch on it. But I must sa
that wo'ro aqon way past this sort of thing in England.
It's astounding that it's allowed.” . X

“And thero are tiho blested regulations hanging, up,
signed Dy the Minister of the Interior,” said Figgins, with &
emifl. “Fancy our Homo Sceretary taking on the job of
regulating gaming dens! Good old England! A chal]; has
to got out of his own country for a bit to realiso what &
jolly good counir{ it is” G

“{(nu. wathah! I've been an ass, you chaps.

“'I'hat’s nothing new.”

“That is a wude wemark, Kerr, but 1 pass it ovah, as T
foel that 1 deserve it. I have been playin’ the gidday ox.
Tt isn’t only the money that hits mo wathah hard, but
have been a wotten gamblah,” said 1’Arcy, with a look of
keen distress. “I didn’t fully wealiso it, you know, but
this is the same thing as bettin’ money on cards and |1qrsc!'
which fellows have been expelled from St. Jim's for doing.

“Well, it’'s no good bothering about it now,” said Tom

Merry, *Only make up your mind not to pluy again, that's
all1”

“Of course, I shall nevah plny.ngninl”lanid Arthur
Augustus, “‘That goes without sayin. 1 will waiso the
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cash ns soon as I can to pay you chaps, but 1 won’t gambla
any more. 1t makes one fecl such a worm.” .

“Well, if the worm turns over o new leaf, it's all right,”
said Kcrr,

“Pway don't be funnay. It's a beastla
Arthur Augustus finished his coffece, an
“Arc you woady to move, you chaps?”

“T'he band’s worth listening to,” said Kerr.

“0Oh, all wight, but—-""

“Woll, if you want to go——

“As o attah of fact, I do. This beastlay place makes
mo feel sick. I foel howwibly ashamed of myself, and 1
don't want cvah to come Lieve again!”

“Then let's got a movo on,” said Tom Merry,

And tho St, Jim's juniors seftled for their coffee and
strolled down towards the vestibule.

As they pussed the la boule tables they glanced round for
‘Archio Hilton, .

Ho was standing whore they had left him, but he did not
sco them; ho had eyes only for the green cloth and the
revolving ball. Ilis faco was white, and his eyes glittering.
He had a few notes beforo him; the juniors did not need
telling that ho had boen losing heavily,

Figgins' brow was clouded as they passed on,

“No wonder my unclo is anxious about him !’ Le mut-
tered. “'Theso rotten places ought to be blown up!”

They quitted tho casine and strolled down towards tho
soa. It was a glorious spring afternoon, and the sun was
shining gaily on wide, blun waters. But thero were two
facos in tho St. Jim's party that were elonded—Figging' and
D’Avcy's.

scewious subject.”
roso to his fect.

—_——

CHAPTER 13,
An Unlucky Plunger !

RTHUR AUGUSTUS was very silent for the rest of

that day. Tho ewell of 8t. Jim's was usually in a

stato of satisfaction with himsclf, but he was not

satisficd now. Ior once, he had dono something

that he was ashamed of, and shame for his own conduct
was o new thing to D’Arcy, and a very troublesome one.

The other juniors, secing how he felt aboul the matter,
left the subjoot unmontioned.,  But that did not comfort
D’Arcy much. .

“1 feol as if T ought to kick myself hard,” ho said. “IT
cannot imagine how I allowed myself to act tho gidday ox
like that. It was the beastlay excitement of the game; but
it's wotten bad form to got excited, too.”

Tt was after dinner, and the juniors wero sitling on the
veranda of tho villa, Before them the gurden lay glinmuner-
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ing in the glorious moonlight of the South, and beyond the
palm-trecs they caught a glimpse of tho silver sca,

Mn&o.r Figgins had come in for a chat with his nophow
and Miss Fawcett, and sat on the veranda smoking his
strong Indian cigars.

1 shall be awfully eareful in future,” I)’Aroy remarked;
“but that doesn’t make me feel any move comfy now. 1
w li.’lﬂll!yl wish somcbody would box my yahs—I do weally 1"

i

Arthur Augnstus nearly rolled out of his chuir as a mighty
clump mado hix cars ring.

*Bai Jove !

Ile jumped up.

Jack Blake rescttled himself in his chair afler havin
taken hix ¢chumn at his word, and he met D'Arcy's wrathfu
glare with a cheerful smile.

“Is that all right?" ho asked.

“Eh?"

“Or would yon like another?”

“What 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Tomn Merry.
you know, Gussy 1"

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Ha, hu, ha!”

“You uttah ass!” said D'Arey, rubbing lis car,
course, I was speakin’ figuwatively., You uttah duffah 1"

“Well, you deserved it, anyway,” said Figgins,

“Powwaps e0,” said D'Arcy, sitting down and still rub-
bing his car. “Howevah, if anybody docs that again thore
will bo a wow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“As o matlah of fact,” went on D'Arcy, after a pause,
“I don't know what I shall do for tin, deah boys, I'm
stony, you know, and I owe you fellows money., T shall
have to wiah for some to my guv'nah, and I den't know
what to tell him."”"

“You can say you've lost your moncy,” grinned Kerr.
“You needn’t mention the la boule tables.”

“Bai Jovo |"

“0Of course, that's only a joke,” Kerr explained labori.
ously. “The best thing you can roally do is to write to your
governor and mako a clean broast of it, and tell him you'ro
resolved never to play the giddy goat again. Meanwhilo,
wo'll raise some tin amongst us to see you through."”

Arthur Augustus nodded thoughtfully,

“That is wathah a good ideah, Korr."

“There's somebody coming up the garden,” said Fally
Wynn, “Look!"

The juniors glanced in the direction in which the fat
Fourth-Former nodded. There was a stir in tho palmy in
the direction of the noxt villa, the one oocu;lﬁod by Major
Viggins' houschold. There was a gato in the wall there,
which was generally left open since the major’s now noeigh-
bours had arrived. i

Major Figgins was smoking scriously and did not nolice
the newcomer. But the juniors recognised him as soon as
his form emerged into view in tho moonlight.

It was Archie Hilton.

The young man's faco was deadly palo and showed up in
a ghastly way in tho clear brilliance of the moon,

Figrins changed colour as hoe saw il.

“What on earth’s the mattor with him?"” ho muttered.
“Io looks as if—"" Tho junior did not finish

Hilton came up the broad steps of tho veranda, between
the green tubs of flowering shrubs, There was an un-
sleadiness in hLis walk that matched the ghustly paleness of
his face.

“ Archie, old man1" - .

Hilton did not even hear Figging speak, Without glane-
ing at the juniors, he made his way towards the wujor,

Figgins' uncle glanced up at him.

“Hallo, Archiol You were not in to dinner,”

“No, uncle.” .

“(Casino, I suppose?” grunted the major.
been over to Monto ™’

“T haven't been to Monto to-day.” X

“You've been gambling, U'm sure of that,” said tho major.
“T wonder whether you will ever learn senso t"”

Hilton gave a low, hitter langh.

“ suppose not,” ho said. “I want to speak to you, uncle.
It's important.” O

“Well, go aliead,” said the major, without shifting from

“You asked for it,

L 0'

“Or have you

hia comfortable position in tho deep garden chair. *T'm
listening.”

“Alone, I mean,”

Tom Merry glanced at his chuma.

7 think we'll have a bit of a stroll round the garden,”

ho remarked; and the juniors followed him down tho steps.
Hilton went on speaking to lis uncle in a low voice, .
I'he Loys saw Major I"iggins start bolt upright in his chair
and fix_upon his ncphew a look that would probnbly have
terrificd the Scpoys in lis old regiment in India,
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“No, sir!” thundered the major in a voice that was
clearly audible all over the garden, *' No, sir1”

* But, uncle—""

“Do you think I am going 1o ho a party to your follics,
sir—and lwlp you to ruin yourself 7"’

“But—"'

“Nol Not a frane, air |

Hilton stood silent, biting his Jipe.

“If yon'vo lost all your money,” went on the major in a
more maoderato tone, “all tho better; you will have to stop
now. If you ean’t raise any more in Nico, all tho better;
it will be a lesson to you, It will give you a taste in
n.c[.\"n_ncn of th‘n' poverty you are preparing for yourself.”

elo—

“I wouldu't lend you a frane, iny hoy, to play at those
gconndrelly easinos,”

“But I tell you—="

“[for your own sake, nol”

“That's enough.”

Hilton turned and strode off the veranda, Ilis white face
waa set in anger. The major ealled alter him once, but the
young man did not turn his head.

The juniors saw him stride from the garden. o did not
look at them, But they saw that his face was desperate in
tho moonlight.

“Bai Jovo!” muttored Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, " That's
what I stavted to become, Blake, dear boy—that's what it
leads to,”

Blake nodded.

“But you'd never have been such an ass as that, Gussy.”

“I hope not. Byt 1

And D’'Arcy fell into silenca. ITo had had a lesson, if ho
neaded onn, 'Tho swell of St. Jim's was not likely to fall into
the vice of gambling again,

CHAPTER 14,
The Battle of Flowers [

I1E next morning the juniors were up bright and
carly, It was a perfect morning, with a blaze of
sunshino on the blue sea and the palm-trees,

At breakfast Miss Fawcett had an announcement
to make which was intercsting enough to the juniors,
“Thero is u Battlo of Flowers to-day, my dear boys,” sho
said, “and to-night there is a procession. You will need
masks and dominoes. You had better get them ready this
morning."
“Cood |” said Tom Merry.

And after breakfast tho whole party eallied out into tho
Avenuo do la Gare on shopping bent. Miss Fawcett was
standing the expense of the carnival outfit, and the juniors
were scon provided. Some of them selected pierrot costumes
of a light silk or satin to be worn over their own clothes,
and they tried them on in the shop with much satisfaction
und loud laughter.

Arthur Augustus D’Arey put up his monocle and surveyed
Blake in his costume with a somewhat disapproving shako
of the head.

“Don’t you like it 1" demanded Blake.

" Yaas, wathah, it’s vewy pwetty.”

"'I,‘Jhen what ore you waogging your empty numbskull

“1 wefuse to have my head alluded to_as an empty
n;:mhsll'mll. I was shakin’ my head because I was thinkin'
of—

“Do you always shake your head when you're thinking?"
n]nked" Kerr. *You must shake it regularly once a week,
thon,

“Weally, Kerr—"

“Ha, ha, ha |” i

“T wus thinkin’,” said D'Arcy, "that a piewwot costume
is hardly sufliciently dignified for a chap like me, T weally
think that I shall’ have to have somethin’ a little more
wdntf. A fellow must considah his dig.”"

“Oh, rats!”

“Weally, Blako——" .

“You can have a long domino with a hoad,” =aid Tom
Merry. *“The women woar them, but lots of men wear
them, too, 'I'ho pierrot is good enongh for me.”

1 l}cron the whole, I think 1 will take your advice.”

And Arthur Augustus sclected o really handsome pink
doml:no--u long &ilk cloak with a hood—and a black velvet
mask.

Arrayed in them, he looked for all the world like a
feminine merrymalker, except for the ends of lis trousers
showing under the domino.

“You must turn up your trousers,” Blake remarked. “ My
hat! What an clegant figure, tool You can gencrally tell a
man ]11'.1.0 doniino, but blessed if I shouldu’t take Gussy for
& girl,

(Continued on next page.)
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“Woeally, Blake—" ;

“Draw in the waist a lilllo tighter—good! Now then,
vou chaps, if D'Arcy comes out with us this evening, no
flirting will be allowed.”

*T wegard you as an ass, Blake !” . . L.

“T am sure it looks very becoming,” said Miss lfrlscxlla,
with her sweet smile. “I think D'Arcy looks very nice,”

“Thank you vewy much,” said I)’Arey, surveying himself
in the glass. *“I weally think I do!”

“1la, ha, ha " . .

And tho costumes were carried off. Most of the juniors
Nad chosen pink and black, the carnival colours for the
vear: but Figging had a vioint_clmuino, and Ifatty Wynn a
purple one, f)r the sako of variety, . . .

'l'lu\ juniors returned to the villa to lunch in high spirits.

1n the aftornoon came the Battle of I'lowers, to which the
juniors sallied forth in a body. )

Major Figgins gave his arm to Miss Fawcett, to lead hor
to the scats engaged on the promenade to witness the mimio
battle; but the juniors were not inclined to sit down. They
proferred to mingle with the crowd. .

‘I'ne whole of the huro promenade was fitted up with scots
kin endless rows, which gradually filled with spectators, as
qul as tho grand stand in the Place Massenn, the centre of

e

Carringes filled with laughing merrymakers rolled up and
down the roadway, and Howers flew thick and fast.

o Merry & Co, heartily cnjoyed thomselves, They
found out the spot where the major was sitting by the side
of Miss Priscilla, and gavo them a shower of flowers, and
Miss Priscilla raised up her fan to defend her kind old face,
and laughed as merrily as a girl. o .

DBustling crowds filled the streets, and oll Nice was given
up to merriment. Tom Merry & Co. made the most of it,
and the only one whose pleasure was at all clouded was
Fatty Wynn, He was, however, satisfied at last, when the
chums roturned to the villa and partook of a hearty meal.

Altor tea the juniors dressed for the evening’s merriment.
There was to bo great fun in Nice that evening, with all the
earnival merrymakers in fancy costume keeping up the wild
gaiety of the season. ‘l'om Merry & Co, had ieard enongh
of the fun of the carnival to be eager to join In at. They
udressed in their dominoos in great glee, and donned their
masks and sallied forth, .

The juniors walked out into the Promenade des Anglais,
alroady crowded by merrymakers in mask and domino, and
strolled down towards the Place Massona. ‘There the crowd
was thicker, and tho juniors were soon scpnrated. Thoy
had arranged, in case of separation, to meet later at a
teashop in the Place, for it was not likely that they would
romain together in such a crowd. They were soon whirling
in different directions among many dancing revellers, and
throwing confetti in handfuls at the strangers they jostled
against, and roceiving showers of it in veturn,

S——

CHAPTER 15,
Arthur Augustus is Kissed !

IR scone of the Place Massena and along the
Promenade dos Anglais was growing more and more
animated as the evening drew on. .
Coloured lights gleamed and glittered on all sides,
lizhting np the scene with a strange bizarre effect. Crowds
ofligurul in gay dominoes jostled one another, and the air
was full of s owerinf confetti, Along the I’lace Massena
and the Avenue do la Gare the procession wound itsolf—
huge, grotesque figurea in fn’ colours, and endless soldiers.
Men gnnced along with huge cardboard heads on their
shoulders, and figures a dozen feet high whirled grotesquely
above a pair of legs of ordinary size. Loud shouts and
laughter filled the air, and amidl showering confetti
strangers clasped one another and danced in rings, or
v hirled in tho waltz to the strains of the marching band.

Arthur Augustus snddenly found himself clasped by a
figure in a violet domino and whirled away in a waltz, and
before hq could resist ho was dancing in the midst of a
cocoring eirclo,

“Iiai Jove!" gasped Arthur Augustus, who thought that
he remembered that violet domino and the long legs in
trensers under it.  “Bai Jove, Yiggins!”

*“IIa, ha, hal”

“Iriggins, you ass! Leggo!"

Dut Viggins did not let go. Ile waltzed with Arthur
Augustus till they wero both breathless, and then they
finished by careering wildly into the midst of the band.

Uhere was a crash of instruments not intended by the
composer of the carnival musie, and a roar from the hatless
musicians, A fiddler and a drummer rolled on the gronnd
as D'Arcy crashed backwards on to the big drum and
I izgins rolled over him, and vells and shricks aroze. A
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Eandnrme soized Figgins, and dragged him roughly away
ut another gendarme helped D’Arcy up in the politest
possible manner.

“Voila, ma’amselle,” he said, as he set the swell of St.
Jim’s on his feet.

“Thank you vewy much |” exclaimed D'Arcy breathlessly,

The gendarme gave a jump.

il hlg.on Dieu! C'est un garcon!” he exclaimed. “It is a

'Bai Jove!”

The qendn.rme, with all his gentle manners gone, gave
the swell of 8t. Jim's a push that sent him whirling into
the crowd.

“Bai Jove! You wude ass!”

Arthur Augustus collided with a French lady and righted
himself. He looked round wrathfuly for the offending
gondarme. Fortunately, he could not find him, or there
would have been a battle,

“Come on, Gussy,” said Tom Merry in his ear.

“I'm lookin’ for a wude wascal, Tom Mewwy.”

“QOh, come onI”

“Wats! I have been wudely pushed!”

“It's all in a day's work!"”

“Oh, vowy well; but T weally think I ought to have given
that beastlay ;anaarme a feahful thwashin’,” said D'Arcy
regrotfully.

Monty Lowther came up and collided with the swell of
8t. Jim's, D'Arcy reeled, and the Shell follow threw his
arms round him to hold him. In doing so, he pinned a
card upon the rear of I’Arcy’'s hood, without tho know-
ledgo of the swell of 8t. Jim's. .

“Bai Jove! You clumsay I'wench ass—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, it is you, Lowthah? I did not know you masked,
I wegard you as an ass!”

Lowther chuckled and disappeared. D'Arcy moved on,
and noticed that many eyes were turned upon him as he
passed. Ho was quite unaware of the card pinned upon the
back of his hood, upon which the words, written in lar|
otters in French, showed up plainly in the glare of tﬁe
illuminations :

“Un baiser, s'il vous plait!" “A kiss, if you please!”

As D'Arcy was supposed by the spectators to be a girl,
from his manners and costume, the invitation was a striking
one. The merrymakers naturally supposed that a particu-
larly daring lady, feeling sccure in the guise of her mask,
was carrying the freedom of the carnival to a great length.
And as D'Arcy made a very graceful girl, his written
invitation was not likely to pass unnoticed 1n the gay crowd.

“Un baiser " exclaimed a Frenchman, *Certainment,
mademoiselle, voila!”

And he threw his arms round D'Arcy's neck and tried
to kiss him. D'Arcy staggered back.

“Ow! Gwoo! You howwid wottah!"”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Un baiser! Ha, ha, ha!"

Mask after mask clutched D'Arcy in passing, and
attempted to kiss him, much to the amazement and rage
of the junior. .

“Bai Jove!” he exclaimed. “Of all the wude beasts, 1
wegard theso fcllows as the wudest and beastliest, Tom
Mewwy 1"

“Ha, ha, ha t”

“Will you change costumes with me?”

“Not much! Ha, ha, ha'!”

“Ow! Loggo!”

Another attempt at an embrace was made by a fat French
gentleman.

D'Arcy shnddered all over.

“Leggo! Gowwoff | Qooooch !

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.
it, you know!”

“Ow! Gewwoff1”

“My only hat!|” gurgled Monty Lowther. “This is too
funny! Ha, ha, ha "

“I believe nill the Igeople have gone cwanky all of a
sudden!” exclaimed D’Arcy. “I wefuse to bo attacked
in this bwutal mannah 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!" . .

Arthur Augustus jerked off his mask. His face being
geen, procluimed the fact that he did not belong to the
gent’la'sex; and he was no longer kissed by any of the
masculine_gender. But the card was still on the hood, and
its invitation was taken advantage of by some of the gentle
sex. For, as the evening advanced and the excitement
grew higher, the merrymakers, secure in their disguises,
grew more and more reckless.

“ Joli garcon,” murmured o stout lady, bestowing a heart
5_!!8 upon the junior, and Arthur Augustus gasped wit)

ismay,

“You're asking for

(Continued on page 28.)
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HOW THE STORY OPENED:
Yung Ching, of the St. Frank's Remove, has been kidnapped by Dr. Foo Choto, an all-powerful war lord of Inner

China, who covels the province of Hu Kiang, ruled over by Yung Ching's jather.
sct sail to reacue him, but they are captured bz‘Foo Chow and imprisoned in his island stronghold.

rescuing Yung Ching.
sitan he knows, while Nelson Lee & Co. go back to the stronghold.

and a few others, however, escape and succeed

A holiday party from St. Franlk's
Nelson Lee
Handforth takes him to a fricndly Chinu-
When Handforth returns from his mission he

ia made captive by Foo Chow's soldicrs and taken to a prison in Yang Fu.

The Threat |

ANG FU was teeming with its native population as the

car passed through tho tortuous streets, and Edward

Oswald Ilandforth gained quite a lot of interest

from tho curious, unfamiliar sights. But when tho

prison was reached, he was marched straight in and led

down dark passages until he reached a smnclly apartment

whero the only light ceme from a narrow grating. He was
flung in, and the door was closed and bolted.

"Ey Georgo 1" said Handforth blankly.

This was prison indeed! ‘There was not even a bench (o
Bit_upon—there was no comfort of any kind. Tho cell was
flrimnti\'u in tho extreme, and the ventilation was bad.
Svery movement of Handforth’s caused him pain, for shoso
wuklo chains were heavy, and the clamps bit into his flesh,

“My hat! I'd no idea they were going to start theso
tricks,” ho muttered, with an awakening sense of alarm.
“Rats! It's only being dono to scaro me—they won't keep
it up for lonfl Blow I'oo Chow and all his gang!” he
uddlx;d defiantly, *'They won't get any information out of
me |”

Ho clanked up and down until the pain of it brought him
to o standstill.  And there he stood, leaning against the
wall. Dimly ho could hear the sounds of the city—tho
strange, Chineso voices, the rattle of a cumbersomo nativo
wheelbarrow now and again, tho marching of soldiers. And
it seemed to Handforth that hours must bo passing.

As a matter of fact, tho door was flung open within forty-
fivo minutes, and IFoo Chow himself appeared. The China-
man was now attired in native, flowing robes, and lookcd
more impressive,

“Well 1" he said gently. “ You are less obstinate now ?*

“I'm still keeping my tongue quiet, if that's what you
wmean,” retorted Handforth, “It's no good, Dr. Foo Chow.
I've put Chingy whero you'll never find him, oven if you
send your armies out in every direction. And I'm going to
keep tho gocret, too,”

*You foolish boy |” said Foo Chow. ‘' You do not realize
what agonies you are invil.inﬁ! I will give you this one
chance—but, remember, it is the only chance. Spcak now—
or you will be forced to speak.”

“Forced |” snorted Handforth. “Huh! Try it on!”

“You still refuse 1 .

“Yes, and I'll keep on refusing from now until doomsday 1"
roared Edward Oswald stubbornly. *“I'm not afraid of your
beastly threats1 You're going to torture me, eh? All right
—go ahead | If I speak, you'll only torture poor old Chingy,
to it”mighl as well be me. I'm stronger than he is, auy-

ow,

“That is your final decision 1"

“You can go ahead with your dirtf work, and be hanged
to you!" replied Handforth defiant { “Po you want to
know how much I care about you, old yellow face? Just
that much |”

Soap |

Ilandforth deliborately enapped his fingers in front of Dr,
Foo Chow's nose, raising both mnnnolnd‘lmnds in order to
perform the gesture. Tho Chinaman did not change in his
expression in tho slightest degree, but his cyos scemed to
burn with a lpnculiar intensity.

*Very well,” he purred, his voico silkior than ever, "1
ghall remember that, my young friend.”

He turned on his heel andylc[t the cell. Ilandforth grinned
to himself, and folt that he had fittingly upheld tho best
traditions of the 8t. Frank’s Removo. ft wasn't likely that
he, thoe leader of Study D, was going to 'bo scared by a
beastly Chinaman |

Less than a minute later the door was again opencd, and
this timo Handforth was grasped by two_great warders,
I'hey were not ordinary soldiers, Eut villainous-looking
brutes, attired in dirty cotton garments which mado somu
pretence of being uniformas,

‘““All right—don’t push 1" said Handforth indignantly.

But he was pushed, and very violently, too. Down the
dark passage, stumbling over the uneven stone flooring, ho
was forced to tho end, where the smells became oven more
pronounced. At last a great door was unbarred, and ho was
thrust through. L.

Ilo found himself in pitchy darkncess, and the deor was
closed and barred again. Ho stood there, breathing hard.
Vaguely, he had an idea that his captors wero about to
practiso some form of torture upon him.

After a while he found that the darkness was not so
intense as it had scemed. fow glimmors of light were
coming through a grating near the roof,

And now ho was ablo to soe round him. Ile wasn't alone,
as ho had thonght, 'This dungoon-like place was peopled by
others. Four—no, five—indeed, six, The luckless creatures
wero leaning ngninst the walls or lying on the floor, and all
wero chained as Handforth was chained.

“Great Scott 1" muttered Handforth, aghast.

The condition of tho nearest prisoner appalled him. The
man was half naked, too, wearing only n fow taftered
remnants of black, greasy clothing. Ilo waa a cripple,
having only one arm. With a shock, IIandforth realised that
he was looking at a man who had been subjected to torture.

In fact, he felt—he instinctively knew—that ho had been
placed in a special chamber—one that was resorved for tor-
ture subjects | lle had never belicved that such a noisomo
dungeon as this could exist, evon in China,

*Oh, my goodness I” he muttered huskily, .

A clanking of chains sounded, and two of his companions
came clawing at him, speaking in Chincse, and staring at
him with IIOHO\\'. wild eyes. One had only a single leg, and
the othier was without any cars. They looked like monatrous
creatures from a nightmare. And they clawed at Iand-
[ortl_ll‘T white flannels, their voices grating upon his cars
terribly.

“Chuck it1” he muttered. " Oh, my hat! What the
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dickens can T do? Tho poor beggars can't help ft—they're
mad, I beliove! Driven off their rockers by torture! And
I—I'm in here, waiting for my turp—" :

His thoughts shied at the l‘prm;pect... He couldn't bear to
think what the immediate future might bring. Ho stood
there, his whole senses dulled by the abrupt realisation of his
true position. . .

And, in tho meantime, Dr. Foo Chow was returning to his
palace, These journeys between Yang Fu and the island
stronghold were nothing to the Chinese millionaire, for
he had modern methods of transport. .

All over the countryside, great partics of soldiers were
searching—scouring the district for Yung Ching. And Dr.
T'oo Chow, sitting in his car, allowed his eyes to smoulder
with anxioty and batred. These Britishers had won o trick,
and it was foolish to deny the fact. But I'oo Chow did not
mean to let the affair stand. Ho was the master, and hLe
would prevail .

When the gongs boomed out for luncheen in the palace,
Dr, I'oo Chow sat at tho hoad of the centre table, as usual.
Not for a moment did he depart from his pretence of being
host. DBut thore was a strained feeling in the air.

“Doubtless you are all wondering what has happened to

our young companion,” he said, before any questions could
i;o asked, “He is quite safe, and unharmed—and will
remain safo if he proves scnsible,”

“What does that mean, Dr, I'oo Chow!” asked Lord
Dorrimore.

“Tt means that I am not to be flouted by a mere boy,”
replied the Chinaman. “This young gentleman—this ITand-
forth—is aware of Yung Ching’s hiding-place, 8o far, e has
refused to divulge the secret——"

“(iood old Ted!” sang out Willy,

“Hear, hear [”

" Huncfy won't give the game away!”

“St, I'rank’s for ever !” L.

'A perfoct chorus of defiant shouts came from the juniors,

“1 like to see this dinplafr of confidence,” smiled Dr. Foo
Chow gently. “However, I am afraid it is misplaced. My

oung prisoner will loosen his tongue before another three
ﬁours linve passed. My methods are always successful,” ho
added silkily. “I am a man who always wins!"”

“Doos that imply torture ?” asked Nelson Leo. |

“Yung Ching is lost, but 1 have another boy in his place,
so why should I concorn myself?” asked Dr, Foo Chow
blandly.  “But let us not disturb our mcul, ladics and

entlenen,  Your young friend will bo restored to you

oforo the hour of tea, and I do not think he will be harmed.
My methods are very offective, and actual torture will not

be necessary.” . ;

It was on[{l with difficulty that Lord Dorrimore kept him-
solf down. DBut he realised the futility of making a scenc,
and he held himself in check. Later, he unburdened himself
to Nelson Lee and Barry Stokes, . o

“T ghan't be able to stand much of this!” he said thickly.
“Good glory| That velvet-fuced domon makes me want to
strangle him 1” .

“1 secm to have some recollection that you promised to bo
good for a week,” said Lee dryly. “You told me that last
night’s affair would satisfy you for several days—"

Yes, I know that, but I'm beginnin’ to get super-charged
again,” interrupted Dorrie. “It's Foo Chow, I think. 10
he'd only keep out of our way, I might simmer down, But
the very look of him sends my temperature to boilin’ point,
an' ono of theso titnes 1 shall start blowin' off steam from
o\-crly pore "

“I feel the same wnﬁ, Mr. Lee!” muttered Darry Stokes
grimly.  “What in tho name of all that's fiendish is he
going to do with Handforth? The poor yvoungster is going
10 bo tortured, or I'm a Chinaman myself!"”

“Ilndn't we better reveal Yung Ching’s hiding-place?”
asked Dorrie. o .

“Not yet,” replied Len, shaking his head, “Foo Chow
will merely threaten, to begin with, in my orinion. And if
Handforth still remains obdurate he will tell us, and then
wo.can mako torms, But, after all our trouble in rescuing
Ching, we don’t want to give him up. IRemcmber what
we're surrendering to 1" .

“It's an infernally bad position altogether,” said Stokes,
lrownmﬁ;.

And they were all forced to agree there scemed to be no
possibility of an immediate improvement,

Handy Says “No!*
E DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH slept.

Nature, after all, would not be denied, and
although his spirit was as strong as ever, bodily
weariness overtook him. In that noisome dungeon,

with half-crazed human relics as companions, he had felt
thot he was lost indeed. His stout heart was sflnkcn, but his
stubborn will was unmoved.
Those nightmare comﬁnniom of his had bothered him for
Tur Gex Lisnary,—No. 1,336
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& while, but had soori crawled away into their own corners,
And Handforth had felt a great tiredness coming over him.
But slecp, of course, was out of tho question. Under no
circumstances would he allow himsclf to doze. In fact, the
very idea of sleep was ridiculous, \ -

et he had sunk down into a squatting pesition, and was
now slumbering heavily, anoringh with all his usual power.
The discomforts of his prison, the horrors of his thoughts,
the pain of his manacles, were not sufficient to keep him

awake.

Ho had been on the go continuously for over twenty-four
hours. A long struggle in the river, a brief nap in the sun
while his clothing dried, and then a night of nervous excite-
ment. And miles and miles of trudging, too. It was small
wonder that he slept in the midst of these presont dis-
comforts, )

But his spell of merciful unconsciousness was not to last
for long.

Scarcely an hour had elpsed before the door was unbarred
and flung open, Handforth still slumbered, but his muimed
and hideous companions scrambled forward, all talking at
once, all pleading. Perhaps it was food they wanted, per-
haps water—but they were cruelly cast aside by the two
brutal warders.

These gentry seized Handforth, and shook him,

“Shurrup!” muttered Edward Oswald irritably.
that again, Church, my son, and I'll biff you!”

He was shaken with greater violence. .

“QOh, hallo!” said Handforth, opening his eyes.  “Rising-
bell, oh? By George! What? I—I mean—— Oh, corks!
It's you, is it1” .

Realisation came to him as he saw the hulking forms of
his guards and tho stagnant dungeon.

“What's up?"” ho asked, glnrm%. “Leggo wmy arm, blow
you! Take your filthy paws off me! I'm nol moving for [yuu.
or anybody else! Can’t you let a fellow have a nap withous
bothering him—"

Ho broke off and struggled violently. !
He was dragged out of the dungeon, his captors sliowing no
mercy. And Edward Oswald was realising that his muscles
were aching severely, the cffect of ro much walking and
exposure during the night, Morcover, those crucl manaceles
were agony itself,

“Dy

“You wait!” he panted ficrccly.
waib !”

Along the dim corridors again he was taken., and then
down some uneven steps. This was to be o dungeou in the
real senzo of tho word!

The air did not reek so much down here, and {licre was a
chill fecling in it, Handforth found himself in u groat
cellar, with a low roof and uncven stone walls. Lixht was
provided by means of two primitive lamps which tlickered
cerily, Shadows wero cast_into overy corner.

No word was spoken. Handforth was talken to a thick
wooden chair, and forced down upon it. Straps were placed
round him, so that he could make no movement. And the
chair itself was fixed to tho floor by means of iron brackets.
‘Theso very preparations were sinister, They were enougi
to send a chill into the stoutest heart,

The two warders vanished, and Handlorth found himself
utterly alone. He looked round wonderingly, now very
wide awake. Over in one corner there was a kind of
forge, with a black opening, which was ovidently a chimney.
A fire was smouldering there, almost dead, and there were
irons on a stone block near by. In other parts of the cellar
there were curious, primitive contrivances of woodwork and

“” Do

But it was useleas.

icorge, just you

iron.
“By George!” breathed Iandforth., “The torture
chamber 1"

A sort of cold horror came over him as he realized the
truth of his guess. And his present solitude had its own
significance, too. He was being left alone 2o that ho conld
seo the nature of his prison—so that his spirit would be
broken, even before the torture was threatencd.

It was » true example of Chineso devilry,

“I'll bet the Spanish Inquisition isn't in it witl this”
Handforth told himself. “ r only hat! I scem to be in
for a pretty lively time of it! Dut I'm not going to give
Chingy away—not if they slico me quby inches! Tho Iand.
forths don't knuckle under to anyboedy, let alone to dicty
Chinks [

The bulldog defiance welled up within him—that defianco
for which he was famous. Ho actually grinned, although it
was a twisted sort of affair. He'd show 'em! What did ho
care for their rotten torture?

He suddenly started. There was another presence in the
room, although the door hud not been opeaed, There was o
shadow in the far corner, just beyond the range of Hund-
forth's turned head. Ho tried to twist round, but could not

0 50,

“Who's that?” he asked ficrecly,

There was something horrifying in the thought of zome-
body creeping up behind him. Bound and helpless, he fele
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uttcrl{ at the mercy of this unknown presence. Dut it
moved out, =0 that he could see it distinetly,

* My goodness I muttered Handflorth,

The man was an elderly Chinese, bare to the waist, and
with o =kin that was like old parchment, His face was
wrinkled and wizened, with hollow eyes. He had a
single projecting tooth, which added to the general effect of
tho nightmave, This, without question, was the chief tor-
turer! In his, thick-soled native shoes, he padded over to
tho furnace and sct some bellows working.

Then Dr, Foo Chow appeared, entering the cellar by
means of the ordinary door.

" You—you rotter !” panted ITandforth hotly,

“Well, my young friend, aro you in a more plinut mood
asked Dr. Foo Chow gently. “1 do not wish to canse you
any unnecesgary pain, but you must remember that T am
tho master here. 1 demand eertain information, aund beforo
1 havo done I shall receive it.”

“You're an optimist, aren’t you?” said Ilandforth con-
temptieusly,  “But, by George, this tells me something !
You haven't found Chiugy—tﬁx? Good egg! You won't
gt nny information out of me, you yellow scrpent |

Dy, Foo Cliow was as immobile as ever.

) am about to give the order 1
it near to Handforth's face.

“3till arrogant—eh 1” ho murmured, “You are certainly
an unusual hc:_'yl I know how you British love to exploit
your famous doggedness—but this time the Chinaman will
win! You will speak, my friend.”

ITandforth snorted.

“Do you think your torture will make me speak?” lio
retorted. ‘I can stand pain as well as anybody, and you'ro
Hot'ir'?mg to get me to give Chingy away. You can kill me

I'st

“Killing would not suit my purpose at all,” replied Foo
Cho“’f.. '*No, my boy, I shall use more subtle methods than

“Well, there’s ono thing—I can only stand a certain
amount of torture, and then I'll become unconscious,” said
Handforth bluntly, “That'll do you a fat lot of good, won't
it? Rats to your giddy inquisition !”

Foo Chow made n sign to the torturer. A white-hot iron
was withdrawn from the fire, and the half-naked Chinaman
came silently over, and Dr. Foo Chow stood well back.

“I am about to give the order,” he said
wish to speak, say the one word * Yes.!
then ccase,” ,

Handforth was gazing at the white-hot iron fascinatedly.

“I won't say a word |” he muttered. At least, I won't
tell you about Chingy! GCo onl Let him torture me!
Can't you geb it over, you fiond 1” "

Foo Chow spoke two words in Chinese. The man with
the wizcned face came ncarer, and the white-hot iron, still

softly. “If yon
The operations shall

[
‘ Tell me what you have done with Yun
on with the torture, you
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glowing with burning heat, was gradually brought nearer
und nearer to llandforth's left cye.

“Now " whispered Dr, FFoo Chow.

“No!” panted Handforth,

“You still have a few moments—""

“ Yol

* Blindness iz a sad affliction " sald the Chinaman softly.
“Remembor the years you havo to live I

“Xo! shouted Handforth, with defiance, “IHaven't 1
told you that 1 won't specak? You—you ycllow hound ! Do
your rotten worst |7 .

It was impossiblo for him to withdraw his head, for the
chair-back was high, and thero was no escape.  The iron,
now g!m\'in% red, came ncarer and nearer, until tho heat
from it was blistering in its intensity., llandforth closed his
eyes tightly, and, with set teeth, ho waited,

In a peenliarly detached sort of way, ho wondered what
the first searing pain would be like. Ho wondered if he
would yell. He hoped not, for he did not want to give Dr,
TFoo Chow the slightest satisfaction. A kind of perspiration
was breaking out over him, but the thought of saying that
one word Yes ' never cven occurred o him, The mero

“Just one word I

possibility of giving in did not enter his hoad,

\ j
i“' LTS

ald Foo Chow, as the torturer withdrew the white=hot iron from the fire and held

Ohlnﬂ 1" ¢ Never ! " exclaimed Handy. ' Qet
end |

Minutes seemed to pass, and the heat from the iron grow
loss.  Still the agonising touch did not come. Ile oprnod
his eyes suddenly, and_saw that the wizened man was back
at tho furnaco. And Dr. Foo Chow was close by him.

“You—you rotter ! gasped Handforth, “Why can't you
got on with it 1"

“T will givo you anothor chance!” said the Chineso
millionaire. “Tt is my usual custom to delay the actual
mutilation until the last moment. But that last moment is
nearly at hand,” he added =ilkily. “I mean to get what I
aim for! Never forget that!”

Ho clapped his hands, and the two warders appeared.
Handforth was quickly unstrapped, and his jacket and shirt
were stripped off.  And now, bare to the waist, ho was
carried over to a rudely constructed block. 1lis manacles
had been removed now, and he was spreadeagled upon the
block, face upwards, and ropes were tied from his hands and
foet heneath the block, 1le lay there, utterly helpless,

“Good I"" he #aid with greater defiance than ever. “I've
often wanted to know how you Chinamen tortured your
victima, and now I'm having some first-hand exhibitions."
Ile laughed. DBy George, I shall be able to shove this in
onc of my Trackett Grim stories lator on! ‘There's nothing
like realism !”

Dr. Foo Chow stood there, slawly slroking his chin.

“An amazing boy ! he murmured, * Yes, truly an amaz

ing boy !’
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The Wooden Cage !

I1E most peculiar foature of the whole affair was that
Handforth still had that (eeliné of detachment. He
couldn't help imagining that he was a mere onlooker.
Ang again he felt that this was a giant hoax, and

that there was no actual danger. He was inwardly gloat-
ing, too, Foo Chow would never adopt thesc methods if
Yung Ching's hiding-place had been discovered. 1t waz a
direct proof that the little Chineo was still safe.

%o far, Handforth told himself, Le hadn’t been tortured
at all, and ho was quite pregnred to stand nn_\'thinf these
liiman dovils conld devise. He didn't appreciate the fact
that Lo was being cruelly tortured all the time, The mental
strain alone was a refined caleulating torture.

A fellow of ordinary pluck and temperament might lave
kuuekled under before this. And who could have blamed
him? But Edward Oswald Handforth was a tartar indced !
Dr. I'oo Chow was inwardly amazed at his victim’s sustained
definnee. 'Thers was somothing about this British schoolboy
which baffled him, .

“ Perhaps the red-hot iron is rather crude,” he said gently,
“Let us try something more refined.”

“You can try any old thing you like," retorted Handforth
carclessly,  *But if you think I'm going to knuckle under,
sou've made the biggest mistake of your crooked carcer !
Hring out your thumb-screws and racks, and do your worst !
Wlo carcs for & yellow-faced baboon like you? My hat!
You make mo laugh!” . .

*Yes, you are certainly an amazing boy,” said Dr. Foo
Chow, unmoved. .

Ho wado a sign, and the wizencd man came into Hand-
forth's vision. e was carrying a long. curved knife, and
Ilm blado glittered in the fickering hight from the smelly
amps,

“Such a pity " murmured Foo Chow.  “You have a
splendid chest, young man. A slow vemoval of a few inches
of skin will, I am lfraid, leave a nasty scar. And the pain
itself will be severe, Always remember, howcever, that one
word will bring the operation to a stop.” .

*'(io ahead I'" said Handlorth cheerfully. “T'm ready !

He was quite surprised at himself. If he had pictured
himself in this position he would have felt horrified. 1le
would have concluded that his fear would have shattered
his nerves, and compelled him to give in. DBut now that
the actual thing was happening, he felt as cool as ice.
Torturo? Why, there was nothing in it! It was simply a
watter of kecping ﬁour nervo | i

He waltched the blade as it came nearcr to his skin,

“'You will eay the word?" asked Dr. Foo Cliow.

“You can go and boil yourselfI" replied Handiorth
deliberately.

Buddenly Foo Chow snapped his finger.
withdrawn,

“Wonderful I’ said the Chinaman., “T can see that thew
methods are guite uscless. Your obstinacv will never be
overcome in this manner. You will sink into unconscious:
ucss before you speak.”

“You can speak the truth, then?” asked Iandforth
enceringly.

“You nced a slower form of induccment,” continued Dr.
Foo Clhow. “You are one of those people who require
soicthing prolonged. Twenty-four hours of the cage will
no doubt bring vou into the necessary frame of mind. Yes
my voung friend, the cage is the better method.”

“(ood I"* said Handforth. * Lead me to the zo0!"

He was still keyed up to that high pitch of defiance. and
he took o sheer joy in answering Dr. I'oo Chow in thi:
eharncteristic manner. By George, what a yarn to tell the
chaps when he got free! Iandforth never admitted for a
single sccond that he might be held captive for good,

Again lie was released, and ho was allowed to put his
shirt and jacket on. The manacles were not replaced on hi:
wrists and ankles, however. In charge of those two great
warders, he was removed from the cellar.

Dr. Foo Chow had changed his plan deliberately.  Ilo
knew that he was dualingn\\'il.h a youngster of extraordinary
obstinacy and courage. r. oo Chow had never met any-
body with Handforth’s nature.

The prisoner was taken out into the open nir, where the
afternoon sun beat down with relentless heat, In the rear
of IImIPrlson there was a kind of cnclosed yard, wheve refuso
was piled promiscuously.

Without pausing, Handforth was talen through the vard,
where the flies ewarmed in myriads, and out by way of a
narrow door. Ho was marched through the rtreets, and now
a rumber of soldiers were in charge, pushing the harmless
but inquisitive inhabitants out of the wax without ceremony.

At last they reached a square—ahout the widest space in
the whole city. It was thronged with people, most of them
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attending to their normal daily work. It was a kind of
market, by what Handforth could judge, but everybody
scemed to leave their business on purpose to stare at him,
and follow tho soldiers, in order Lo find out what the excite.
ment meant,

Edward Oswald's grim courage was still with him. THe
was sustained by that dogged obstinacy of his, and he
vaguely wondered what kind of torture they were preparing
for him now. The chances were that it would be something
even more devilish than his previous experiences,

At last, almost in the centre of the square,.a ludt was
called. llere there were more soldiers, and they were keep-
ing guard over a primitive-looking wooden cage, which
moro closely resembled an oblong erate, It was standing
on its end, and was rather broader at the bottom than at
the top. It was just about the height of an ordinary tall

man.

Handforth looked round, half expecting Dr. Foo Chow
to appear. But the great war lord did not care to come
among his people in this way, for it would probably mean
a certain loss of “face.” Ha was o great man, and was
obliged to hold himself exclusive,

“Ho they're going to shove me on exhibition—eh?" said
Ilandforth defiantly, *“Well, they'll never mako me give
in, that's one thing."

One side of the “cago” was opened, and he was forced
within, The top was of solid planking, with a holo in the
centre.  One plank hinged back, and andforth’s neck way
thrust in, Ile now found himsell hanging by the neck, for
liis hoad could not get through the small hole, and his fect
were over a foot from the bottom of the cage,

8o this, then, was the end! They were going to strangle
him in cold blooed, in view of the whole population,

Then he felt something under his feet, 1le was raised,
and the pressure on his neck was relieved. 1lfe gripped at
the wooden bars of the cage angrily.

“You rotters1"” he panted. *“Why don't you get it over,
and finish with it?"

The officer in charge of the operations looked up at Hand-
f?rthc"a protruding head after the door of the cage had been
closed.

“Ho vou stay!” ho said, in indiferent Vnglish, “Under
your feet, flat stones. Savvy?! To-mollow, one go. Neek
stletchee.  Next day, two go. Neck more stletchee, Next
day. thlee go—"

“If vou think my neck’s made of indiarubber, vou're
wrong "’ inturrupletf Handlorih coldly, *'There's a limit {o
this *stletchee ' business. But I can sce the wheeze, you
rotters! My Lat! Who thinks of all these tortures? Any-
how, I'm safe for the time beinzf "

“You say him word, as Excellency want, and allee samo
mood,” declared the officer. 1 come evely one-two-thleo
hour. You speakee word, and quick fleedom and go backee
palace. Savvy?'

“When I get out of this,” said Handforth, “I'm going
to smash 1hat ugly faco of yours into a mash!"

The officer failed to understand. At lenst, he looked
puzzled for & moment, and then moved off with his men.
Handforth was now left entirely alone, Tho soldiers, at
any rate, left him, but the ordinary population came crowd-
ing round, puintinr to him, gesticulating. and chattering
volubly. Nobedy, however, made the slightest allempt to
actually approach the cage.

Handforth did not know that ihis form of barbarous
torture was employed as a means of capital punishment.
And Yang Fu was by no means the only Chinese city in
which such methods were indulged in.

This wooden cage is to be found in many parts of China,
The condemned victim is placed on the thin, flut stones,
and each day one stone is taken away. And so the added
pressure on ihe ill-fated prisoner’s throat wltimately results
in strangulation, Tt is a slow, agonising business, mada
trebly worse by the mental torture whiol accompnnies it.
TFor the vietim knows that the next day the grip on his
throat will be tighter, .

With the dn{mrturo of the eoldiers, Handforth's defiance
alio deserted him. He suddenly felt a swift, nauseatin
reaction. His weakness was startling, and he felt sick an
faint, Every limb trembled, and his weariness was s real
pain.

e was suffering no physical Larm, however—at least,
not at the moment. But after a while the discomfort
becamo acute in the extreme, There was absolutely no
rest. 'To lean against anything was impossible, and to relax
himself was dangerous, since his neck at once became caught
in_that wooden hole.

This was genuine torture, without any question. To get
any ease was hopeless, to change his position was risky,
and he was tired and weary after his recent adventures,
And his thirst was increasing as the beating sun blazed
down upon his bare head.

But Edward Oswald Handforth's pluck was unimpaired;
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Foo Chow Asks for It !

ORD DORRIMORE end Mr. Beverley Stokes were
talking together on the terrace of Dr, Foo Chow’s
palace.

“Looks a bit like thunder,” said Mr, Beveiley
Stokes, as he glanced at a bank of clouds in the distance.
“Thew! 'This heat is stifling! A good storm would clear
the air a bit.”

I.mid Dorrimore threw his cigaretteend away with a
growl,

“The weather doesn't interest :ne, old man,” he said.
“T ean’t help thinkin' about that poor young beggar, Hand-
forth.  What arve they doin’ to him?”

“We're all asking ourselves the same question, Dorrie,"
said Nelson Lee quietly. *But there is nothing that we can
da, llclun‘t mind admitting that 1 have never ?ﬂlt 50 utterly
puner |-.~..~¢,”

“Can’t we make another dash?’ asked his lordship.

“Impaossible—"

“If we can_grab one of these motor-cars, it might bo
done,” urged Dorrie.

"1 tell you it's impossible,” repeated Lee. *S8ince our
escapade of last night there has been a much greater
vigilance, Every car is guarded by soldiers. The draw.
bridge is only lowered when there is traffic to come upon
the island, or leave it. Foo Chow decs not mean us to
canso him_any more trouble, Why, do you realise that
this place is surrounded by thousands of armed men? I am
not exaggevating, There are litevally thousands !”

21

“QOur torture would be 'u‘s«t an ordinary ragging, and Foo
Chow would only make t ings worse for us afterwards. No,
we've got to admit that we're absolutely helpless,”

“And poor old Ted remains a prisoner 7" asked Irene in
distress, ) .

“ Sorry,yold %n-!, but T don't see that wo can do anything,”
said Dick. *If there was the remotest chanco——"

“There's Foo Chow, now |” interrupted Reggie Pitt.

The Chinese millionaire’s car had just come gliding up to
the terrace. Dr. Foo Chow alighted, and caught sight of
Nelson Lee and Dorrie talking with Mr, and Mrs. Stokes,
Umlosi hovered in the background, always keeping his
beloved ““N'Kose " in sight.

“You will be interested, perhaps, to hear of your young
friend’s behaviour under torture,’” said De. Too Chow
smoothly. “I can assure you that the boy is tho most
wonderful subject wo have ever dealt with,”

“You eur!” exclaimed Dorrie thickly. ‘‘Perhaps you've
never tried torturin® a British boy before?”

“T must admit that the experience is a novel one,” replied
Foo Chow, *The boy Handforth not only refused to speak
\\&mn '!lu'cu.tunud with hot irons, but even cold steel had no
effect.

: "l:‘\_llhar. butchery hiave you been committing?” asked Lee
wskily,

“Ilave no fear! The boy js not harmed,” replied the
Chinaman. "I concluded that the usual methods would
futile. His obstinacy is such that it needs prolonged treat-
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Dorrie grunted again.

o gad, I suppose you're right!” he muttered. “It
wouldn’t be half so baid if we only knew what they're
doin’ to the poor kid, It's not much guud askin' Foo Chow,
because he'd only tell us a lot of lies.’

A group of St. Frank's juniors were talking in very
much the same strain, farther along the terrace, as they
lounged in the shade of a great palm. Irene & Co. were
there, too, and ecvery face was concerned.

"“This sort of thing can’t last much lenger,” Dick
Hamilton was saying, *There’s got to be a break, and I
oxpect we shall be the ones to make it. I don't think we
could live in theso conditions for another twenty-four hours.”

“Why not go for old Foo Chow, as soon as he appears,
and give him_the hiding of his life!” suggested I!hislcr
Boots of the Fourth.

“He'd make it too hot for us afterwards,” growled Jack
Grey,

“Who cares?™
change .”

“Couldn’t we torture him until he told us where Hand-
forth is?” asked De Valerie. “Give him some of his own
medicine! It's about the only thing he'll understand.”

Church <hook his lead.

“It'a no good treating it as a sort of jape,” he added
bitterly, “Foo Chow's got the upper hand, and he's
probably torturing Iandy in earnest.  We couldn’t de any-.
thing like that., We're not Chinese.”

“He’s right, you chaps,” said Dick Hamilton, nodding.

said Boots. ““Anything for a bit of a
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ment. So he is placed in a cage, with his neck encircled
by wooden planks—"

“Have you condemned that poor boy to the cangue?”
asked Lee in horror

“ No, not exactly that,” said Dr. Foo Chow. *The cangue
is & wooden collar, as you probably know, encased in wh
the victim can neither iin down nor feed himself. This cage
is different. Your young friend stands upon flat stones,
and for the moment he is safe. One of those stones will be
removed in the morning, and unless he chooses to speak,
he will spend a somewhat uncomfortable day |”

“ You hound 1” shouted Dorrie furiously.

“Tut-tut! There is no need for this excitement,” said
the Chinaman. *The boy is quite safe, and he has only
himself to thank for his position. On the day after
to-morrow a second stone will be taken away. But a third,
I faney, will be scarcely neccessary. For ho will either
carn his release by 1umsunin_§v his tongue, or will be in no
further need of attention. You see, I am perfectly frank
on this matter. 'The boy's obstinacy has amused me,"

“Amused you !” said Nelson Lee, flushing red with anger
that even exceeded Dorrie’s. “ By Heaven, Foo Chow, there
are EU!}ll‘i things I can stand, but I cannot stand this!”

Crash |

Nelson Lee's fist struck the Chinaman on the point of the
chin, and he fell headlong, o sprawling, grotesquo figure.

(That’'s something for Foo Chow to be getling on
teith—but worse is to follow! Don’t miss next week's

thrilling chapters.)
The GeM Lisrary.—No. 1,336.
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i Jove! 1 wondah if this is a Fwench custom I” he
ejnculuted,

“Hu, ha, ha 1" . . .

Lnd{ aftor lady complicd with the written request of the
pinued card; and the swell of 8t. Jim's, almost disivacted,
dndged out of the crowd and songht refuge w ithin the
entrance doora of tho casine,

i Lo casino was opon, and thero was a crowd of maxks
and dominoes in tho place, and mon and women masked
wero standing round tho gambling tables, playing.
¢t D'Arcy wanderod down the casino, and sat down at one
of the tables and ordered coffee. The waiter who brought
it smiled broadly at the inscription on the back of the hood.
Arthur Augustus noticed it, and wonderod why ho smiled.
Poaplo passing up and down looked at him and qrinned;
and the dponom at the tables round him_ chuckled and
cxchanged whispers. The swoll of 8t. Jim's was puzzled
And uncasy. He crossed over to a looking-glass on the
wall, to sco if he conld discover in his reflection the cawse
of the lgenorul merriment. He gave 8 gasp as ho eauglt
* sight of the placard pinned to his hood. He snatched it off
and read:

“Un baiser, ¢'il vous plait t”

“Gweat Scott!”

Tho awell of Bt. Jim’s toro the card up. Ilc drank his
coffee wrathfully, and quittod the casino in scarch of the
chums of Bt. Jim's, with tho fixed intention of administer-
ing o fearful thrashing to Figgins, whom he suspecied of
baving played that little jape on him.

But he didn’t find him unti] he veturned to the villa.  The
sound of cheory voices in the dining-room. of whicii the
window opeued on the veranda, warnod him that his el
had returned. He entercd at tho french windows. —The
jimiors, still in their costutucs, hut with the mnsks removed.
were cnjoylnﬁ n big mipper,  Figgine Jooked vound as
D'Avcy came in, :

“Hallo! Hebe's Gussy !™

“Yaar, wathah, you asa!”

“ Why, what—— Ow!" . )

Figgins yellod as Arthur Augustus seized Bine Ly the
lhouﬁeu. and he went backwards over his chair upon the
foor. As he had a glass of lemonade in his hand at the
time, the result wus disastrous, ‘The liguid shot into his
face, ond he spuitered and gasped. Avthur Augusius pro-
coeded to bump his head on the floor.

*'There, you ass! There, you duffer I

Ul gasped Viggine “Ielp! Tle's mod! Rescue,
New House——"

tatiy Wynn and Kerr _rushed (o the rescue,  Arthnr
'i‘\llgmllln wns drogged off, and Figgins staggered 1o bis

oel.

“You dangerons nss ! he roared, “What do you mean ™

“That is a slight chastisement for tiw twick you pluyed
me—"

**Ilu, hu, ha!” shricked Lowther,

“ Weally, Lowthah—"

“Tt waa [ pinncd the card on you!" yelled Lowther.
“Hu, ha, lin!”

“Iai Jove !

“Oh, my hut! L, ha, ha!”

“1-1 a wologis mort sincerely, Figging

“You shricking nss !

““"".I.l-‘" deali Loy, as 1 hove cxpwessed my wegwet,
you——

*“You dangerous lunatic !*

“1 wefuse to be called o dangewous lunatie,  As yon
played tiat twick, Lowthah, I shull now pwoceed to give
you a fenhful thweshin', "
T With ono accord the juniors threw themselves npon
‘Arthur Augustus I'Acey, and bore him to the floor. I'here
they sat on him,

“Now, make it pax all round,” said ‘Tow Murry. Lo
yon hear?”

0wl I weluse!”

“Bring the blancmange here, and swamyp him with it

“Ow! I-1 wefuse——"

“Will you make it pux, thent”

“Ya-u-as, wathal!”

And I'Aroy was allowed 10 rise, Tom Merry shook a
ﬁngor at him warningly.

“Now,. then, wire into your supper, and be quiet !”

“Weglly, Tom Mewwy--—"

“Dry up!” o

D'Atey sniffcd indignautly, and sut down to supper. Tt
he was never in an tll-humour long. e wus soon swiling
[}
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guin.

“Pai Jove! Tt has been o wippin' time!” ho remarked,

;II’m j?!ly glad we came hero for the carnivul, Tom
cwwy !

“Yos, ralhor! Tt's been great fun-=nnd there’s more to
-, said Tom Meves. “Aud we've going ovor Lo Monte
Cnrlo next weok !

“Jolloy good!”

And the juniors of St. Jini's, as they went to bed, tired
out, but perfeetly cheerful and con ented, n t't'(‘d' with
Arthur Augustus L Arcy that it was indeed “jollay goed!”

THE END.
(And so is next W edneaday's yarn of the chuma of St.
nd"”! JYook oul for * The e

Jim's “fvllu' good "’
Domino § " —atarring the further humorous and cxciting
adventures of Tom Merry & Oo, in the South of France.)
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