






































14 Rainy Days or Brilliant Days—The ‘‘ Holiday Annual >’ Sheds Its Sunny Rays—
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the Old Bus floated past the trim garden and lawn of the bungalow, Cutts & Co.
#.Bwifh camping materials. Spirit stove and oil stove, blankets and rugs, and pots and
Tom Merry & Co.

{Sve page 11.)

lined up on the bank and peltec
pans rained upon the heads o

cheerily at Algy and Deriram.  Algy flicked a five-pound

note into the pool. ’

There was quite a stack of money at stake now, and Cutts
oves were pleaming,  DBut something was destined to happen
before Cutts raked in that handsome * pot.™ 1

The curtains over the open french windows were jerked
aside by a hand from without,

Cutts looked round in surprise,

“What——" he began. .

e broke off, startled, at the eight of Tom Merry looking
inta the room.

Behind Tom were six other fellows crowding for entrance.

(‘atts leaped to s fect.

“You cheeky voung honnd " he roaved,

Uy pad! gasped Algy, slaggering to his fect, and
LWinking across the table at the intruders, ** What—what
the——"*

“That gang azain!” ¢jaculated Berviram,

“Let out ! shouted Gilmore.

Tom Merry stepped in quickly. A moment more, and the
whole party of juniors were in the room,

("uits strode towards them.

“What dn von mean by comin' here, you young cubs?
Goet out, or——"'

“Tiai Jove. the waseals are gamblin® ™ exclaimed Arthur
Aurustus D'Arey. 1 wondah what the Head would =ay to
this?" ‘

“Phe jolly old sack for Cutts! said DBlake.

“(ot out ! roarcd Cutts furiously,

“Yes outside, you cads!" eand Algy.

Cutts made a savage grasp at Tom Merry. The business
end of a boathook, wiclded by Jack Blake. jammed on his
evening waisteoat, and Cutts staggered bark with a howl.

Tom Merry ran across to the door,

Aley intereepted him, and elatched at him, and receivedd
Tom’s knuckles on his weak chin, Algy gave a wild howl,
and rolled along by the table,

Tom reachod the door, and turncd the key in the lock,
They were safe from interruption now, for a time at least,

“Go for the cads!" shonted Blalke.

“Yaas, wathah! Give 'em socks, deah boys

And then there was a rogh,
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CHAPTER 10.
A Roland for an Oliver.
OMETITING like pandemonium seemed to break out all
S of a sudden. The uproar was terrific.
Chilmore rolled on the floor in the grasp of Herries
and Digby. Algy sat nursing his chin, hors de combat.
Jertram backod up to the wall, yelling for mercy as Manners
and Lowther rackled hin,
Only Gerald Cutts gave real trouble.
He darted to the grate and grasped the poker, With that
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dangerous weapon in his hand, he rushed at the juniors,
hitting out recklessly, apparently indifferent to what damnage
he did.

l:?fﬂ: was fortunate for Tom Merry & Co, that they had come
provided with weapons. A boathook and two or three heavy
sticks opposed Cutls’ poker, and it was dashed out of his
hand. _ ‘

Then, dropping their weapons, the juniors rushed at him.

("utts was much more than a match for any single junmor—
perhaps for two. But Tom Merry and D'Arcy and Blake
ruzhed him down, rnd he rolled on the floor in their grasp.

Rlake planted himself on Cutts’ chest as he crashed on his
harck, and Arthur Augustus trampled recklessly on his
thrashing legs.

“Give him jip, deah boys!" roared Arthur Augustus.

“ (ot the eads!” shouted Herries, as Bertram went to the
floor, howling, and Manners sat on him.

“Ow, ow, ow! My chin! Ow!” Algy was mumbling, and
then he yelled instead of mumbling as Monty Lowther rolled
him over and sat on his neck,

“Our win!' chuckled Monty breathlessly.

‘“1Ia, ha, ha!”

There was a knock on the door, and 3t. Leger's volce was
heard. .

“What's the row? You fellows scrappin’?”

“It's those fags!” bawled Cutts, “The door’s locked.
Come round to the windows, and bring Perkins and
Morrison.”

“Oh pad !’ ejaculated St. Leger.

“Hurry np!” roared Cutts.  “Oh! Ow! Groooogh!
Hoorh! Mooooh!” He spluttered wildly as Blake erammed
a handful of erumpled cigarettes into his mouth,

“You like bacey—what?" grinned Blake,

“Gug-cupg-gug 17

“Holl the cads!” said Tom Merry. “They're going to
liave as much as they gave us, and a little over for luck!™

“Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry ran to the french windows, closed them, and
bolted them. A minute later St. Leger and the gardencr and
a manservant were looking in through the glass with stanng,
amazed eves,

('rash!

Tom Merry up-ended the eard-table, and cards and counters
and cash, cigarettes and ashtrays and glasses came to the
Aoor in a terrific shower,

(Cutts opened his mouth te well to St. Leger to break
through the glass. Blake promptly crammed a fistful of
crumpled eigarettes into it again, and Cutls, instead of
velline, was reduced to wild and whirling spluiters.

“Now we are gomn' to dwench them ! shouted Arthur
Augustus.  “'They dwenched us, you know 1"

“(zroooogh !

“Gug-gug-gng 1"

—Every Boy and Girl Should Get One.

“Help !™
“Yaroooooh!”

drenching with spirituous liquors.

There were water carafes on the sideboard. They were
promptly emptied over Cutts and Gilmore, whe squirmed
and gurgled frantically. But that supply was not sufficient
for vengeance. LFortunately, there were several decanters
containing liquor much stronger than water, and they were
emptied impartially over Cutts, Gilmore, Alev, and Bertram.

They moaned and groaned and wriggled under the
It was not agreeable,
but undoubtedly thesze liquors were less harmful ouside than
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It’s a Pal to Everybody ! 1

Tom Merry locked round. The room was in a state of
havoe, and leoked as if the Huns had been there.

““Is that encugh, do you think #” asked Ton.

“*Ha, ha, hal”

“Yaas, wathah! T faney that wiil do,” said Arthor
Aungustus. " If Cutts is willin’ te apologise, I think we cun
let him off with that. Are vou willin' to apologise, Cutts?”

“Grooogh! You voung cub—ooooch ™

“Take hold of his yahs, Blake, and jam his sillay head on
the floor. We shall bwing him to weason in time,”

Bang !
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inside,
scemed to derive no eomfort.

“0Oh gad!” =zaid St. Leger, outside the window. ““They're
gettin’ 1t! I told Cutts it was too thick what he did, and
those dashed fags seem to think the same.”

“Bai Jove, those wottahs look wathah wet," chuckled

From that undoubted fact, however, the victims

Arthur Augustus. “There's some soda-water heal, deah
boys. Don’t let them have the whisky without the soda—
besides, Cutts handed out seda to us, you know.”

Arthur Augustus seized a syphon.

Kizrzzzzzz |

“Gr-r-r-r-r-r-r-r1”  spluttered Cutts wildly, as the stream
of soda playved on him,

“TLake wour own medicine, deah boy?”

“Ugh! Groogh! Gree!”

There were several soda syphons which were emptied upon
Cutts and Gilmore and Aley and Beriram, as those unhappy
vouths wriggled on the floor, pinned down there by the
victorious juniors,

Crash !

The glass eame out of the window, and St. Leger put a
hand through to unfasten the bolt., Ile withdrew it with
a fiendish vell as Tom Merry rapped his wrist.

“Yow-ow! Yooop! Ow!” roared St. Leger, sucking his
wrist, " You voung rotter—yoooop 1”7
Squish !

The last snda syphon was turned on St. Leger through the

gap in the glass. Bt. Leger caught the stream with his
fcatures, and staggered away, spluttering bhysterically,
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“Yaroooooop !

“Are you sowwy, Cults?”

“Ow! Wow! Yow! Yes!” howled Cutts of the Fiflth,

" Are you awfully sowwy 2"

“You young villain 3

Bang !

“Oh! Ow! Yes! Anvthing!
I'm sorry!” roaved Cutts.

“Are you awlully, fearfully sowwy?
Augustus,

“Yes, ves, yos!’

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“I wathah think we can let Cutis off, as he has apolo-
gised,” said Arthur Augustus. **lHe looks wathah a weck,
as a mattah of fact. 1 am vewy pleased to weceive vour
apolagy, Cutls, and pardon is gwanled. Come on, you
fellows, we do not want to lingah in this disweputable place.™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Leaving their drenched and dizzy vietims writhing on
the floor, Tom Merry & Co. prepared to retreat. Tom opened
the french window, and the seven juniors 1zsued [orth in
a bodr. 8t Leger and the gardener and the manservant
retreated before them prompily. They did not, apparently,
want to argue with the sticks and the boat-hook at close
quarters.

“I faney Cuils is sorry for himsell by this time
chuckled Tom Merrey., * Come on!”

The juniors hurried through the garden {owards the river.

(Contlinued on page 2:5.)
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Leave off! Gerraway!

5

persisted  Arthur

' roared Cutts.
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