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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Breaking-Up at Greyfriars.
# URRAH ! " shouted Bob Cherry.

Ho threw open the door of No, 1 Study in the Remove
at Greyfrinrs, and shouted thet shout into the study,
and the effect waa electrical.

The chums of No. 1 Study wore deeply cccupied at that
moment, ;

Harry Wharton was reading o Iotter, Frank MNugent was
gharpening a peneil, Hurres Jamset Ram Singh woa lifting a glasa
of lermon aquash to his lips, and Billy Bunter was packing up some
plates belonging to his cemera.

The sudden irruption at the door made them all jump.

Bunter'a ket of plates went to the floor with a crash,
and smashed to picces, Nugent gave a yell as the penknife cut
hin finger inatead of the pencil, and Hurree Singh gasved and
choked with the lemon squash oll over his face. Harry Wharton
lowered the letter he was reading, snd laughed, The others
did not laugh—they yelled

* You utter ass b "

Hﬂ. Tﬂu

" You frabjova doffec!™

“ Ha, he, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.
Sorry ! *Ha, ha, ha!”

YOw ! gas Bunter. ““ All iny plates gone! 1 gave
gighteenpence for those plates. All waated ] You esa ™

“ What about my finger 7" rosred Nugent, holding it up to
view. I might have cut it off.”

“ What about my esteemed shirtiront and my fues " gpurgled
Hurres Bingh, ** The lemon squashiviness i all over me.”

“Did I startlo you ?

“ Ha, ha, hat"
“ You—you laughing hyena——"
“ P ogorry! I really am! T didn't mean to startle you.™

* You open a door suddenly and roar into & study like—like
a buffalo, and you don't mean to startle anybody !" shrieked
Nugent. * Here, lend a hand! Bump bim!" .

“"Hold on ! " exclaimed Bob Cherry. ** It's alf right!"

“Isit T Bumphim!"

The chumsa of No. 1 Study hardly needed a second bidding,

ﬂTm}' grasped Bob Cherry and humped him with hearty geod-
.
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The sturdy Removite struggled, but he strugeled in vain in the
erip of four pairs of hands, for even Billy Bunter wus joining in,

He rolled over, and woas bumped—again and again, and when
the avengers lee him go, he sac on the rug and gasped, with his
collar hanming by & single stud, and his Iace dusty and red, snd
hia hair like & mop.

* There ! " panted Nugent, °° That's better.,”

Mg betteriuiness in terrifie,” murnnured Hurree Jameoet Ram
Singh.

“You—you ceses!® gasped Bob Cherry, "I put a clean
collar on just now——-"

**ila, ha! Tt doean't look hke one™

Il stoguered to his {eet.

* Look here——"

" We're Iﬂn[-:ing t HMon, ha, hal®

“ Youduffera! Nice stote I'm in,”

" Well, vou shomlda't play your giddy jokes on your old study,’
anid Nupent, ' You've hopt the Ilemove possage in an uproar
sinea you were moved into No. 13"

“ I wosn't juping,’”’ anid Bob Cherry indignontly. * Den't
you know what to-day is—lest day of term, ass!  We break up
Lo-morrow. '

* You jolly near got broken up to-day,”

* 1 Jooked in to speak to you chaps aboat jit——"

* What did you vell for, then 7"

“* Woell, T suppose o chap is ontitled to yell when he feels
choerful, jan't he 7 demanded Bob Cherry agpressively. " Look
here, T've pot something to say to you chaps——"

"1 eay, you fellowa—-—"

* Bhut up, Bunter. Look here, you chaps, sinee I was put
into No. 13 we've been rivals in a way—I've made No. 13 top
atudy——=""

“Rata ! M

* The ratinlness is terrifie,”

Bob Cherry grinned.

* Well, never mind that., What T want to oy is, that wa're
going to be on the old terma diving the holidays.™

* Yeg, rather,” soid Harry Wharton heartily,  * I'm jolly glad
to hear you sy that, Bob,™

* Bame here," sold Nugent cordially,

“ The pludiulness of my honoweable self s slao terrifie”
remarked the dusky Nebob of Bhanipur,

*1 aay, you fellows=-—

* Bhut up, Bunter! Now, are you chaps coming to my place
for the vacation »

* Oh, we've promised Wharton,™

" Wharton can come too”

Harry lnughod.

“Can't be dic,” he sald. " DBuat Tl tell yon what, Bob—voun
eomp to me ! It smounts to tho same thing,””

* Well, I the mountain won't come to Mahomet, T suppose
Mahomet has Lo buzz off to the giddy mountsin,” said Bob
Cherey, grinning. ' 1"l come !

" Right-ho ! We'll have o pood timne, too,"” snid Harey, My
uncle vlways looka alter me in the holidays, sed vour know what
an ol sport he is. DBute——

" 1 soy, you fellowa——"

* fhut ap, Bunter.”

“ I want you to listen to thia letter,” said Harry, holding up
the letter he had been reading when Bob Cherry burst into tha
etudy. * Tt's about the vacation, and you've come just in time
to hear 1t, Bob.”

* o ehead.”

*You remnember thot chap D'Arey we met at 8. Jim's—the
chap who waa at the garden party at Cliff House with his consin
Ethel and Moarjorie §°°

" Yea, rather.’”

" This is froon hine,  Listen.”  And Harry proceeded {o read
out thé letter, while Nugent sucked hia cut linger, snd the nabob
wiped the lemon-sgquash Irom his dusky face,

¥

' Behool House, 5t Jim'a Susaex.

* Dear Wharton,—You may remember saying somcething about
mecting: in town, or clee I sid saomething about it, 1 forget which.
I shall be in London on Augiet Bank-MHoliday, with my young
brocher Wally, having a look round, and if your and any of your
Iriends cared to meet me, wao conld have o look round together,
I am going to show my young brother some of the sights, and
wi should be Jolly glad te have you., XKind regards to all the
chaps, —Youra sinecrely,

" ARTHUR Avausrrs D°Anrcy,

" Gool! " said Bob Cherey. " Your unele’s place is handy
to town, and we-can run up and meet Gussy ond have o giddy
bank-hetiday, ol 1"

" Neot a bud idea,” said Nugent.

*The not-badfulness is terrifie."

" Then it's settled,” said Harry, pidting the letter Into his
pocket. " I'll write to TDVArey and meke arrangoments, T
don’t remember mmtin$ hia younger brother, but I euppose he's
& chap ke 1VArcey. D'Arcy is very decent,”

“ Yen rather,'
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"1 say, vou fellowg—-"

* Bhut up, Bunter,”

‘:l'.[ w:::n‘t- shut up, Bob Cherry.
and-—-—r-:?":

“ Oh, that's ell right,” said Harry laughing,
some more.”

Bil.lﬁ Bunter brightened up,

* Oh, really, Wharton, that's decent of you. You may as
well get three dozen while you're about 1, as I shall want to
do & lot of photographing in the vac. I'll settle for them later,
I'm expecting o postal order in the morning,*

" Phat's n‘ﬁ right ; never mind the settling."

‘* Excuse me, Wharton, but T must put it down in the account.
I'm not the sort of chap to teke charity from snybody I hope,™
paid Bunter, with dignity. “ I say, you fellows, this ran to
London will be a pipping ides in the holidays, you know."

“ Oh!" sajid Bob Cherry. " Are you coming 1"’

“ Yes; I eholl be sleying with Whorton, and T'll come with
pleasure. I like that chap D'Arcy, and he's very fond of me,
Thege nice chapa do take a fancy to me.”

" No sccounting for tastes, I suppose,”

" Oh, reclly, Cherry ! I say !

* Come with me, vou chepa ! anid Bob Cherry, ruthleasly
interrupting Bunter, " I'm going to stend a feed to celcbrate
breaking-up. Come on.™

* Ohb, rather,” said Bunter.

And they went. Bob Cherry seemed Lo be unusunily flush
with money, snd he gathered iriends on all sides s he pro-
preesed towards the school shop.  Mark Linley, the lad from
Lenecashire, and Wun Lung, the Chinee, his study-moites in
We. 11, joined him in the passape. On the stuirs ho wos
joined by Skinner, Desmond, Ogilvy, Morgan, Stott,
and several more fellows. Temnple, Debney & Co, of the
Upper Fourth, joined the party in the Close, and even Blundeil
arul Blowd of $he IMilth condescended to come in and hove &
ginger pop.  Mra. Minble's little shop behind the big elm in
fhie Close was pretty well eramimed I'.:-:.? the time Bob Cherry had
marakalled his arrey into it. Wingate of the Bixth wus there;
nird he, the genial eapluin of Greyfriars, cheerily consented to
juin in the treat, ) 5

It was & moerry party in the tuck-shop, and with the popping of
corkn, the clinking of plaeses, nnd the buzz of mony voices all
talking at onee, the din was what Hurree Singh would have
heen justified in describing as toyrifie,. Even Bulstrode clinked
a glase of lemonade with Harry Wharton, and the two old rivala
drowned their enmity in thai hurmless beverage,

And the next morning Greyfiiars broke up,

My plates are smeahed
£ Illl Eﬁt- :r'ﬂu

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Major and Minor!
' ALLY '™
* Halla, old son.™
“ Weally, Wally, T must wepeal what I have pwe-
_ viouely said on that subject, sbeut your uein’ alangy
X PTTEasiOnNS -

“ (b, don’t you begin, Guae! Tf von repeat all you've said
on the subject, you know, it will teke up twenty-four hours at
least, and then what beeomes of the giddy Bank Holiday 17

Wally propounded this question as'if it were un unanswerable
conundrum, standing with his bands in his trousers’ pockets

facing hia clder brother. )
Brothers am they were, and somewhat alike in fealures,

there was little further resemblance between Arthur tus
Dr*Arey, the most elegant fellow in the Fourth Form at Bt Jim'a,
and his minor, the checkiest and inkiest fog in the Third.
Arthur Aupnstus cultivated that repoge  which the poet
asaures ve stampa the cast of Vers de Vere,  Wally brimmed with
animal spirits, which seermed to be always bubbling over. When
the two brothers wero topether, Arthur Augustus wos always
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acting as a broke—but Wally wos an irrceponmble machine that
seldom answered to the brake,

Tho two juniors of 5t. Jim'as were atanding on aerowded plat.
form at Charing Crosa Station, on a fine morning in Angust,

It was Monday ingroing, early, The stoation—and indeed
every station in Londoen—presented a very busy appearance,
For it waa the morning of the Bank Heoliday—the doy when the
national nose is taken from the prindstone, and & day’s leisure
13 enjoyed by many who get ar Loo Jittle of it.  The buay crowd,
the excited exclamations on all sides, trandling trolleva and
vootferating portera-—all was chesry, good-humoured, and

lesaant toace,  Arthoar Augestus D'Arey was certainly the beat-
dresmed fellow on the crowded platforsa, He was, in fact,
dresod with more than uaual eare.  Nothing could execcd the

olialh of Iua boots, the ereasze of his trousera, the cut of his
jacket, und the gleam of his silk hat, unless perhapa it was the
got of his necktie. Wally waa dreased with far lesa care, and
ho had a sirow hat on the bacl of his head, and & wisp of gtraw
in his mouth—but he was remarkably tidy in comparison with the
state in which he was usually seen in the Form-room at 56
Jim's in term timo, :

Arthar Augustus had jammed his gold-rimmed monocle
Into hia right eyo, and turned i vpon Wally with o glance thet
might have brought a blush of shamo to the face of the station
clock. But it had no perceptible eifect upon the face of DArcy,
miner.

“ (ot a poain in your eye, Gua 1" he asked aympathetically,

“ Wally, that wotten joko hos been worked off by Monty
Lowthah at 5t. Jim's scorea of times, amd it ia atm!mel:;
thwendbare. Now, evewy momont I expect the twain to comae
in with those Gweyiwiasha chape.”

“ Huarray 1V

“ Dway be guict, Waily !
it :,l'l‘m.”

“Let tem Jook! Hurrayp ™

Y You young wascal! Pway be quiet, T wanit you to be
porticulurly circumapect in your conduct to-day,” said 1FArcy
serioualy. " Theas fellows Ferorn Gweylfwiaha are vewy decent,
and I don't want them to know that I have a howwid young
wigamultin for 8 bwothah™

*Oh, ecome, Gua! T T don't mind owning you, you needn's
mind owning meo, T'm sure,™

"1 wogard that wemark aa lackin' in the weapect due to on
-eldah bwothah, You know 1 nevell twent mmy eldah bwother,
Conway, with dizweapect.™

“ Wo i but your elder brother ian't an azs ; and mine i5."

" You—you diswespectiul young wascal! Wally, T should
ba sowwy to have to t.ﬂewmh vou in public before a cwowd——"

* You would—when you stafted,” nssented Wally.

* But if you do not altah your nt tone, I ahall have na
wezourées but to adininistah a feahful thwaghin'.”

Wally pushed back his ooffs.

“ Como on, then! We might have a bit of a serap to pasa
the time while we're waiting tor the Greyiriara chaps™

“ Weally, Wally—-=""

" Hallg, hallo, hallo ! "

It was Bob Cherry's chesriul voioo,

A train had eome in and stopped during the argument between
the St. Jim's juniors without their noticing it, and the Grey-
frinrs party hod alightod.

There wera five of them, Billy Bunter looking very fat and
cheerful, and the dusky face of Hurree Jamset RKom Smgh
wearing an amiable smile. Wharten and Nugent looked in tha
beat of apirits, and Bob Cherry, of course, waa overflowing with
¢exuberant cheeriulness.

He gave D'Arcy a slop on the ghoulder in heert eeting,
and ﬁﬂlur ﬁugua{una amgmmd two or three paces, &gdg;lmpgl
against a porter who was trundling o trolley, laden with bags,

You are makin' the people ook

r

"By'r leave ! ' grunted the porter.

He shovad on, and D'Arcy sat on the platiorm,

" Bai Jovel "

Bob Chary picked himm up at onge,

“Horry ! he exclaimed. “ Not tired, I hope? There's
& soat further along, if you want to gt down” .

* I de not want to sit down, Bob Chewwy. Some ass slapped
me on the ghouldah——"

“Ha, ha, ha! I—T mean I'm sorry | T @id it

I did not see your twain

“ Oh, In that case it 18 all wight !
come in, I'm swlally glad to see you, deah boya ! ' said Arvthur
Aungustus, shaking hands all round with the Greyiviars fellows.
" It™s quite an age, know, since Y¥'ve seen you—excepl
Buntah. Buntah I)mtf?:ﬂ o visit at 8¢ Jm'a"

“"And I had o ripping time!" goid Buanter. " Do you
remernber how I pla}r}:glcrit:knt T Made them open their eyoa
& bil, eh T "

* Yaag, wathah ! X aoeveh laughed so mvch in my life bolore,”

[ Eh T L

"1t was awiully funny, wnen't it ? " said T Arcy innocently.

“I'll bet you hadn’t had much cricket Like mine played at
8t. Jim's befors, anyhow,’ aaid Billy Bunter indignantly.
“I'll bet they hado't,” grioned Bob Cherry. “ Shut ap,

Bunter. We're all jolly glad to seo you again, DV’Arcy; and
Tur Maonger.—No. 74.
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it was a ripping ides of yours fo aslt us up to town for the Dank
Holiday, ny of the other fellows knocking aboug T

Arthur Augusius shook his hoad.

* No. Tom Mewwy and the west are in the countwy. I'm
up here for a few daya stayin' with o welation, and then T shall
toin FPom Mewwy., DPway come this way., You must be hunpwy
aftaly your long journey, and it is always & gowd kleal to begin
a doy with o eolid foundation of gwub. TI'atty Wynn says so—
and what Fatty Wynn doesn't know about feedin’ isn't worth
knowin', you koow,"

Y Well, T admit I'm a liktle bit peckish,” said Bob Cherry.
1 had & good breakdast at Wharton's show, but that wea gome
time back. We'll have another, and stitl have & good appetite
for lunch.”

" Pway follow me, There i3 o wippin' dinin'-woom I know
of thiz way.”

Aud Arthur Aupgustus led the way,

Wally pushed lus hat further back on his head, and followed,
emitting a piercing whistle which made his elder brother jump.
Tt wua a signal to o dog, apparently, for a shagey mongrel enma
burating through the erow:l, eausing soveral persons he nearly
upsat to murmar thinga.

“Good old Pongo! " said Wally. ** Loolk here, you chapa,
this is Mongo ! Do yon keep doga, Wharton 1™

* Yea—nt home,"” suid Hary., And he was soon plunged into
& discussion upon the doggy world with Wally, who knew every-
thing about dogs, snd nearly everything about horaea.

i Bai Jove, thore's & cwowd here ! aaid Arthur Augustua,
entering an gxtensive dining-room, in which noarly every talle
woa taken, Y No; here you are! Come this way !

A table had just bLeen vacated, and the juniors sccured it.
They sat down in & cheerful ring, and Billy Bunter's fuco glowed
with anticipstion. Arthyr Augustus secured the attention of
a waiter, who probably thought, from the gorpeonsneas of the
govell of St Jim's, that the tip would be o substantinl one. Ha
was very attentive ot once to D" Arcy, who proceeded to give him
a atring of ordera that made Billy Bunter beam more and more
kike & full moon,

A gtout gontloman with a very red faco was sitting at the next
tablo, ond ho waved o gerviette excitedly at the waiter,

* Waiter ! Whaiter 1"

“ ¥essir ! Yessir! One minute, asir! ™

“ My hat,” murmured Nugent, " if the waiter gets through
that string of orders in one minute he will have to go one better
than s flash of lightning ! **

* Ratherfully, my worthy chum,*

* Waiter ! Waiter ! What 1

“ One minuts, sir."”

“ Waitor ! Areyou attending this table, or are you not attend-
ing this table 1" roared the redfaced gentleman. * What 1

“ Yes, sir ! One minute, air,” said the waitor, without turning
his head this time, '

* Waiter, bring me a grilled steak immediately !

“ Yea, pir, One minnte, sir,”

Arthur Auguatus DFArey pauged, and glanced at the stout
gentleman,

* May I wemark, sir, that you are intewwuptin' me 1

The other glared at him.

“ Waiter ] T inaist upon being served before thesa boys—
these regumafiing ! Bring me a——"

" T wetuse to ba chawnctewised 43 a wagamuffin, air."

* Waiter! Waiter !

* (b, pray attend to that twoublesome old gentleman first,
waitoh ! ™ seid D'Arey. * Do you chaps mind waitin® a bit ¥
One must show wespect to one’s eldahs, even when they are
wedinead old boundahae. ™

“ Right you are!" sadd Harry, laughing,
aeen that old chap before.™

“Phank vou, sir,” said the waiter. And he bestened to
appense the irascible gentleman,

Billy Buntcer looked blank,

“1 aay, you fellows, T'm hongey '™

“T s extwermmely sowwy, Buntali-—

“Yea; but I—ow! Whot are you jamming your hoof on
my foot for, Bob Cherry T"

" Bhut up, then !

" You're—yon're & bheast—an ukbter beast | "

* Bhut up, Bunter !

And Dilly Dunter relapsed into glowering silence, but as ho
glanced towards the stout gentbmon, the cavse of the delay,
6 glesm came into his eyea. The amoteur ventrileguist of
Greyiriara always had s way of * getting his own back " when
he wos among strangers, who did not kuow his little ways.

Tho gentlemomny having received hia steak, hia chipped potatoes,
and his other requisitea, bestowed o frown upon the boys at the
next table, and commenced operations with knife and forl.
And Billy Bunter, leaning back in Lia chair and blinking through
his big spectacles, commenced, operations too, 3
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THE THIRD CHAPTER;:

Bunter, the Yentrilogulst,
* TEAK, sir! Did vou say steak t
S The voiee wag 2o exsetly thot of the waiter that
keener eara than the stout gentleman’s might have
been deccived. He anorted.

“ T anid steak——and I'm eating steak 1" he growled.
be a fool ! What 17

" il yon say steak, air 7

" Yoy, fool! It s all r:iE.']'lt."

" Yes, sir.  Steak, sir * "

The stout, gentleman lifted his head and glared round at that,
He was petting worried by that insistent voree at his car.

He plored round for Lhe waiter, but the waiter was at D'Arcy's
talde, taliing orders, and with no ears [or anything elge.

I'he stout pentleman looked surprised, then he plared again,
and recommencsl operations upon his plate.  As the fork roee
to hia mouth, the voice rapped into his ear again,

* Bteal:, gir! Did you soy steak 17

“ Ton't

Yo away !
“ Yes, gir.  Steal, sir 1
“"You fool! Leave me in pesece, will you. How can I eat

with you babbling in my enr 1" shouted the stout gentleman,
loging his temper.

“ Yea, gir, Steak, sir *™

The atout gentleman jumped up.

“hI will not he I% red in this wn}*ﬁ“ he roared,
s the mannger * inaiat u seeing the manager !
be I-ndg&rmlgf What 7 o 7 L

The waiter Iogked round with a worried expression,

" Yea, sir! What do yvou want, sir ¥

*“ I want to sce the manager ! " roared the stoat gentleman.
“1 will not be inanlted ! ot ™

Harry Wharton uttered an exelamation.

" My hat, I thought I hod seepn him before!™

" Bai-Jove, do vou know him 1"

“T've seen him—we had o row with him when we were
carcvanning one duy., Deon't you know hiz gweel voice, you
chapa ?  It's Major Popham 1

" My word, so it is ! "

" He secms to be exeited,” said D'Arey. ' I wondah what he
s excited about T Waitah, pway don't lool wound at that old
gentleman.  Pway attend to e,

o Yﬂﬂ, E-.i.r."-'

A dozen egps and washabia of bacon to begin with—ynas,
and T'l] tell you the west aftah,”

" Yea, gir.”

The waiter huriicd away,

Major Popham prunted and sat down. and took up kmife
soed fork. He had hardly done so, when the voice rapped in his
AT

* Stealk, sir ¥

The major breathed hard.

* Bteal, sir T Did you say atesk, sir T Yes, sir,”’

The major jumped up again.

“ I will not be insulted 1™ he shouted, in a voice that brought
every eye in the room upon him, “ Where i the manager 1
I insiat upon seeing the manager 1 Where is the manager 1

" What does this mean T Fray be quiet,”

** Are you the manager ™

" Yoz, certainly. What s the matter 1%

“1 have been msulted—badgered, sir, by Jove, badgored, sir,
{;} a rascally waiter, What ¥ 1 am Major Popham, sir|

hat ¥ 1 have been insulted.™

" Which waiter 7 Whero ia he 37

* This ong—ha——-" The major broke off. The waiter had
gone, and had not yot returned. It certainly ¢ould not have
been he who had worried the major.

The manager looked at the stout Eﬁnﬂﬂmun suspiciously.

" You had hetler go away quietly,” he said. ' I cannct have
you making a disturbance heve,”

" Disturbance, sir ! 1 have been insulied, begad, by a rascally
waiter, mir.""

" W hich waiter 1

" How can I tell one confounded waiter from ancther eon-
founded waiter, sir T What 1 No, sir, T will not moderate my
voice.  Certainly not.”

" Then you will kindly leava the place.'”

1 will not leave the place. 1 am Major Fopham, I have
been insulted, begad-—hy a waiter, E&g&d. What 2™

" 1 yor will notb be guict, sie

" Get away ! Don't talk to me. What 77

The stout pentlemsan, having blown off steam as it wers,
dropped into his chair again, and the worried manager sighed
with relief, He walked away ; but the major was still geaping
with execiternent and anger, when the obnoxious voice asked over
his shoulder once more :

* Steak, Rir ¥ DNd you zay steak, siv 1%

Major Popham Leunced out of his soat.

“Hir! Listen to that! 1 will not stand it, sir! What ?
Whaore ia my cane 1 B}%gad, gir, I wiil show you! What 1™
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If awaiter had heent near the gallant major as he grasped his
cane, that waitor would have puffered considerable bodily
damage. But there was no waiter ! The major glared round
him in blank astonishment.

" Begad ' he murmured.

The manager hurried up again.

“* I muet ask you to retive, sir,” he said
thiz intoxicated exhibition here.™

* Intoxicated ! "’ roared the major.

“ Yes, gir | It is disgroceful ! Pleaso retire.””

The stout gentleman caught uE“flis hat and cane.

"I will go, sir—I will go. What? 1 have been insulied
hiu‘ A4 rafcally waiter—yes, sir, insulied! What T You are o
blackguard, sir. What "

And the trutnlent major bounced out of the place.

The juniors at tho next table were grinning with pglee. Bob
Cherry tried to suppress his merriment, but in vain, It found
vent in a roar that rang through the room.

“Boi Jove ! said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, “ what an oxe
twemely cowious old pentleman, yvou know."

" ¥You younpg raseal, Bunter,” aaid Harry Wharten, langhing.
Y It served him right, but you should have drawn it mild."

“ Buntah ! Was that Buntah !

* Yea, rather ! Didn't you know he was a giddy ventrilos
E:lﬁt 1" spluttered Bob Cherry, * Ha, ha, ha! My hat!

a, ha, ha "

Yaas, wathah, T wemembah now he told me ot 8t Jim's,"
vinned D'Arey.  Bai Jove, it was wippin’. 1t was wathah
arkin® in wespeet to an old gentleman, Eut he was certainly o

very nnweasonsble old porson.  Ha, ha, ha !

And the junisrs chiuekled over the joke, and over thoir broak-
fast, untroubled amy further by the proximity of the flery-
tempered major.

#T1 cannot hawe

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Ilans for the Day.

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY did the honours of the talle
in his well-known style, and cortainly no one could com-
plain of the feed.  Even Billy Bunter was fully satisfied,
and Billy Bunter had a stowage capacity that would have

made Fatty Winn of 5t. Jim's envious. The broakfast was a
jolly ono, and a cheery beginning to a cheery day. Over hreak-
fost tho juniors discussed plans for the day, and of course views
wers somewhat divergent.

Wally suggested huniing up o dog show somowhere. BRilly
Bunter thought that a round of all the cating-houses that wore
open would be a ripping way of spending the day. Hurrce
Jomset Ram Singh suggeated the British Museum, and his
suggeation wag met by a stony glare from all sides. Nugent
voted for Hampstead Heath, and Bob Cherry for Earl®s Court.
Harry Wharton was rilent, and Arthur Augustus himself only
wanted to please the others.

“What do wyou say, Wharton, deah boy 1" asked Arthur
Aupustus. at last.

" Oh, I'm agrecable to anything," said Harry, hesitatingly,
“ Only I remember Hazeldene saying something at breaking-up
about going to the Crystal Palaco on August Monday."

" Hozeldeno | ls that Miss Marfowie’s bwothah 3

" Yes. His aister would be with him, I expect.”

“ Bai Jove ! I should say that sottles it.""

“What-ho,"” eaid Bob Cherry, immsdiately, "1 remember
now that 1 have been to the Crystal Palacs, and 1've always
wanted to go there again.” . )

" I was just thinking the same,” said Nuogent, colouring a little,
* I hear that it's a really ripping place, you know."

" The rippingfulness 1 t&rriﬁ?:, i :

L Espﬂc-iﬂﬁy on & bank holiday,”” said Wally.
wheeze,"

“ I say, yvou fellows——"*

* Shut up, Bunter,”

“Bhan't | I like the idea of going to the Cryztal Palace. 1T

oo it will be all right abaut-%ha b there 7"

‘That's all right, Bunty,” ssaid b Cherry, mmuﬁqglf.
“ thwere are heaps of grub S‘i"'lupﬂ there, and one place especiatiy
where vou can have a tea for a bob—vyou ¢at o3 much as you
like, and only pay & bab.

Biily Bunter's eyes glistened.

“ My hat | That will be ripping !
& good bob's worth, vou fellows."”

" Yeg, rather, I think so too. Ha, ha, ha 1™

“ Blesaed if T see anything to cackle at, Cherry. You'll make
I¥Arey think I'm & gready chap, with theas rotten jokes. I'm
not greedy, only I like a lot. hen a chap's got & delicats cons
stitution, the only thing for him te do i to keep it up with von-
stant nourishment. Yea, I'm ready, Nugen on't keep
dragging at my collar like that. T don’t like it

" (et a move on, then, lazybones.”’

“ I'm moving."

Billy Bunter roso from his sont, not withont a certain amount
of effort. It had been a ** breakfast,” but it might have been
broakfnst, lunch, and dinner all rolled into one by the way

“It'a a good

1 think I shall be ablo to do
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Bunter had travelled through the provisions, He had done thom
full justice. and he could very comfortably have enjoyed a
little nap afterwards, to digest that breakfast and prepare for
another maal, Bat it was not to be.

Bol Cherry gently jerked him out, and marched him from
the room, while Arthur Augustus D' Arcy settled with the waitor,
nt’_lcdiing o tip that made that individual open his eyea very
wide.

Then Wally whistled to Pengo, who had been discussing rashers
of bacon under the table and they left the place.

Arthur Augustes led his friends from the station. Tho
Cryutal Palece having been decided upon, it was necessary to get
to Victoria to take the train,

“Why not take the train from this station to Victoria 7"
asked Billy Bunter, with the air of a fellow making & brilliant
au tiomn.

“Yaas, wathah, that's a pood ideah,” said D'Arey, with
great pollténess “ only there izn't one, you see.’

“*0Oh! Thet's rather stupid of them, I muat aay.”

“ Yaas but tho woason 13 that there isn’t o line fwom here
to there to wun the twain on, vou know,” said Arthur Augnstus,
* But wo can walk it or take a bus or 8 taxi-cab, yor know."

Boh Cherry chuckled.

“Tidy largo number for a taxi-cah,” he remarked. " Pongo
mfld Bunter conld bo put under the seats, but what about the rest
ofus ? !

* Oh, really, Cheorr A

“Why not wall: 1" said Harry, “ It'a carly in the day, you
know, and wo've lota of time, and we could see something of the
town on A bank holiday.*

* Good wheeza,"

“ Yaas, wathah ! "

* I say, you fallows—'

“ Bhut up Buntor.”

And the juniors walked away. There were a good many
peopla in tho strects, and Ponge cansed endless trouble by
petting out of reach, and exploring all sorts of odd corners and
making his master think that he was lost.

“ Bai Jove ! said Arthur Aupustus, at last. I think you
were a young ass to bwing that wotten mongwel with you, Wally.
Thia was going te be a holiday.”

“ T suppose Dongo is entitled to a run on a bank holiday, as
much pe anyone ¢lse 177 exclaimed Wally, indignantly.
* Blezzed if I can see why quadrupeds shouldn'® have holidays
a3 much as bipeds.”

* Yaas, wetheh, bof—""

“ Posides, Pongoe izn't any trouble. Leoking after him i3
just a little agresable excitement.”

“PBat Jove ! I don't look st it in that light. T wegard that
dog a3 a howwible twouble, Pway put him on the chain.”

“ Bunter will carry him under his arm if you like,” said Bob
Cherry.

“ Oh, really, Cherry——" )

% Ok, I7ll shave the chain on him i you like,” gronted Wally,
* You wouldn't Jike to be led on a chain yourseli, Gus.™

“ 1 am not & dog, Wally”

* No, but you'll grow,” said Wally,

This rotort rendered Arthur Augustus abselutely speechloss.
The Greyfriara juniors could not help chuckling.  Wally pave
& plercing whistle as a signal to Pongo to draw nigh, Lbut perhops
Fongo caught a olink of the slim chain aa Wally fished it out
aof hia pocket. He did not draw nigh; but instead of that, he
scuttled off, and Wally dashed in parsuit.

D' Arcy joramed his glass into lua eye and looked after them,

“ Rai Jove ! I am sowwy, vou chaps, fo have to wasto tann
lilke thiz. That young boundah i2 always in twouble of some
sort.*!

“ That's all ri_ght,” E‘I"iHIIE{I Bob Cherry, ' I wouldn't miss
Wally and his mongrel for a term’s povket-money. They're as
good a2 a play.™

“ The playfulness is terrifie.”

w FHalle, hallo, halla ! There's a row ! M

Pongo was cavsing trouble, a4 usual.  He had darted between
the legs of & gentlemhan in a fur cap and a spotted neckerchief,
who had evidently been beginning his bank holiday celebrations
at 8 very early hour. The gentleman's gait was unsteady, snd
thors was a glassy gleam in his oye ; but he was only sufficiently
intoxicated to he quarrelsome, He noarly fell over Ponge, and
ho said something, and stooping, caught hold of the dog by
tho collar.

“ Thanks : that's my dog,Y said Wally, coming up breathless.

The man glared at him.

“ That sin't your dog,” he said. * That's my dog!”

" Hora, Pongo 1 g

Wally whistled shrilly to Pongo, and the latter, finding 8
hoatile gr]i;} on his collar, would gladly have returned to hia
mastor. Baot that was not possible now. The rough held
him fast.

“ Thiz 'ere is my dorg,” he said, eyeing Wally truculently.
“I'm goin' to keep 'im. He's my dorg"

“You rotter !’ exelaimed Wally indignantly ; for to Wall
a dog stealer was the wvery worat and most depraved of all

thieves. “It's my dog! Hand him over or I'll dot you
on the nosa 1™ .
The rough grinned ; for the fag of 5t. Jim's to throaten to

“dot the noso ' of & hulking six-footer was comical enough.
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But Wally was in deadly earnest. He would have found some
difficulty in resching his enemy's nose, but that did not occur
to him for the moment.

“ (ome hon 1" said the gentleman in the fur cap. ** Oh,
come hon !

“Are vou going to give me my dog ™

* It’s my dorg.”

Wally waited for no more ; he rushed in, hitting out.  The

rough uttered an exclomation a3 the fists rattled about hia
stubbly chin. Then he hit out, and Wally rolled over, knocked
fiying as if a steam-hammer had smitten him on the chest.

That was more than enough for Arthur Avgustus D'Arcy.
He might locture and rag Wally to any oxtent himself, but
anvbody who laid hands on the seamp of St. Jim's bad to
reclon with Arthor Augustas.

All the juniors were running up, but Arthar Augustus was fiest.
With hi= monocle gleaming in his oye, and his eye gloaming
behind it, he rushed upon the scene.

“Yeou uttah wottah!"” ho exelaimed. * Pway, put up
your handa ! T am goin' to give you a feahful thwashin®.”

** Haw, haw, haw [ "

* Here, lot mo tackle him," spid Harey Wharton hurriedly.
[ 1] Ii{"t‘ mt’?—'-'-'"

“ Poeay wetire, Wharton ; thiz is my affair, deah boy™

BE Eut'—'”

“ It's all wight, 1 am poin’ to give him a feahful thwashin®.™

Y Haw, how, haw "

The big rough chuckled gleefully, but he eceased to chucklo
ns the swell of St. Jim’s wont for him.  Arthur Augmstua
Lnew somothing about boxing, and he put in sevoral blowa
{hat made the gentleman in the fur cap hblink. He had to

nt up both his’ hands in defence, and Pongo was roleased,
?‘i-e gkipped back to Wally at once, and Wally, who had riscn,
fastoned his chain on.

The hiz rough seowled savagely, and wont for Arthur Aupgustus.
The swell of St, Jim's caught o side hlow on the ear, and wenk
ataggering into the road, where he went Yown with o bump.
Nugent ran to hisn at onee, and IHarry Wharton sprang into
tho woy of the rongh, who was following him up.

ALy turn,” acid Wharton.

“ 'l simash vou!"" grunted the miian.

Bt it was not so easy to smash the champion athlete of the
Crrevfeiaras Remove, Wharton's defence was porfect, and he put
in & blew that sent the raffian recling back—and bhoeli—nand haclk
—till he staggered right into the arms of a policoman, who was
hurrying upon the sceme. A crowd was already gathoring,
and the stalwart man in blus cams up just in timo to catch ths
stagpering rough

“'Ree, leggo " grunted the man in tho fur cap.
e ?

Ho broke off as he saw that he was addressing a policeman,

“ What's the mattor hers 27

Tha question wa3 asked with all the majesty of the law,
and the rough, trucatent as he was with the boys, " wilted ™ at
O,

“ You'd better move on there 1" .

And the pentleman in the fur cap moved on, forgetting all
ahout his supposed ownership of Ponge. The policeman
pushed on the erowd, and the juniorz of Greviviars gatherad
round Arthur Augustus end hegen to dust him down.  Arthur
Augnatus was breathing hard.

“Rai Jove! You know my ear’s singin’” ho gaid. 1t
was 4 wuff blow, a vewy wuff blow. It is wathah fortunate
that it did not toueh me in the eve or T might have had a black
ey, yvou know. My hat s vewy dusty, nnd my clothes aro
wathah dusty. It is vewy unfortunato.

# Waver mind ; 1've got Ponge,”” said Wally.

“Wats ! Nover mind Pongo! 1 must get s bwush down
gomeswhere.""

* Hero's o barbar's shop open,™ said Bob Cherry. ™ Come in,
you ehaps. 1¥Arey must have a brush down, and wash some
of the dust off his chivvy, Come in."

“ Yaas, wathah !

And the party crowded into the little shap. The hair.
dresser was busy that motning, several cuatomers being soaled
upon the wooden seats round the shop waiting their turns for
a shave.

“ Morning, pentlemen,” aaid t.ha"!mirdmgser mechanically,
witheut turning bis hoad, and lathenniawa:.' at a chin.

“ (Sopd-moernin’, my deah sir,’’ said Arthur Aupustus D*Arcy
with & bow. * I ghould be glad of the loan of a Dhwush, sir.”

“ Certainly, sir.  8it down, sir.””

“ Yewy good™

The juniors sat down., There was no being attondod to, even
rush down, tilt the costomers had been dis of.
fortunatoly they were all shaves, and no hair-cuts, aa the barbor
would have oxpressed it. The juniors waited, and they pretty
well filled the shop, and soveral faces looked in at the glass
doors, and seaing tho crowd wicthin, passed on.

1] EI‘G!P
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Close Shave,
" OW, eir! Yes, zir!” zaid tho hairdreszer, rubbing his
smonth, shiny hands. * Shave, sir 1"
Arthur Auguastus started. The joniors pgrinned ;
but DArey did not grin.  Ho hed taken charge of
tha party, and that alone gave kim o grandfatherly sort of feeling,
and after all he was a growing yoeuth, and why ghouldn't he
rieed a shave 1 The hairdrezzer appearcd to think so.

“ Shave, sir 1"

Arthar Augustus ran his hand over his chin, which wasz as
Emactl as the surface of one of the polished mirrors on the walls,
“Ahern ' ho said. Do I—ar—want one, doah J‘m:f T

The huirdresser cocked his eye thoughtfully at I¥'Arcy’s chin.
It would have needed o microscope to detect the sign of a hair
thers:  but the heirdresser wos o man of business. The less
hair the oasier the shave, and twoponce was twopenco in these
hard times.

“ Beltor, sir. Makes you feel more comfortavle for the day,
gir."”

* Yaas, I suppose s

 Plange it down, sir. Thia chair, sir.”

Arthur Aunpustus was buatled into the chair. The lair-
dresser had his head back, and the towel round his neck in no
Lime.

* Upper lip as well, sir %

 Wall, weally—-"

* Do you shave clean, sir * ™

“ As p matter of fact., T have nevah chaved belore, Dut
certainly 1 abhel sliave clean. T am not likely to twy Lo wevive
the pustom of wearin’ moustaches,” said IV Arcy,

* Yes, sir.  Very good. sir”

The Greyfriars juniors looked on blankly as the chin of
Arthur Augustas D'Arey was swiftly lathered,

“ My only hat!" monmured Bob Cherry, almost exploding,
“ My only grandmotlwa’s bonet ! A shave 17

“ The shavefulness i terrific.”

“ My Aunt Jone 1" sald Wally. * CGuesy, you a=s, what are
vou wasting time like this for? What ahout the Crystal
Palpee ¥

* Pweay, don't be a widde young begeah, Wally., T do not wish
£ tarn un at the Orvste] Polace with a wafl stubbly ehin,™

Y Btulbly ! Ha. ha, ha 1™

L1 H‘rm“}r' “FH“:‘_.__'__ TE

“ o, ho, ho! My only Aunt Jane !
give to have the chaps from 8t. Jim's here to sce this !
Wally,

* Pway, bo—ow—groo !

: D*Arcy broke off suddenly as he caught half a mouthful of
ather.

“ Borry, #ir.  Bafer not to talk while being shaved, sir™

" Yans, wathah t"

The lathering went on. The grinning Removites of Greyiriars
watthod the protess with great intereat.  The lathering eom-
pleted, the barber scraped away at D'Arey’s chin and upper
lip. Hia face was scrions, hiz monner businesshke ;. but ho
certainly removed nothing from DVArey’s face except the soap
he had put there,

“ Thank vou, sin.'’

Arthur Augustus surveyed himeelf in the plase. Then be
ran his hiand over his chin with moach satisfaction.

“Bai Jove! That feels bettah, you know.”

“ Jolly glad to hear it,” seid Harry, * You'd better make it
a deront ﬁF, 83 the chap has had to work so bard. It muat
have been like—like reaping.’

* Pway, give ma a bwush down, doah sie”

“ Certainly, rir. You young pentlemen require a shave "

* Mot much,” gaid Bob Cherry, with & grin, "1 prefer to
lzecp my beard on. It keeps me warm in this uncertain woather.”

“"Ha, ha. ha "

Arthur Aupustes was brushed down, and restored to his
vsial Fpick aod epan condition. The hairdresser polished his
gsifl; hat for him.

* Thank yvou vewy much,' said the r'lcefanl- junior zracefully,
“ Pway, aeeept thiz, my deah sir, 1 feel so much bettah for
that shave."

And the juniora left the E-hu:up. lraving the astonished hair-
dresser staring at s half-crowm in the palm of his hand,

I’Arcy ran his hand over his chin several times as they
walknd on up the street. Wally was continually exploding,
and every explosion brought him a severe glance from his major.

The swell of 5t. Jim's glaneed at Lis watch.

“Wa hove lost o little time, owin® to the wotten mongwel,'
he remarked. " Pewwaps we lLad  betiah  take a 'bus to
Victowiah."

“Good ! Here comes one’?

The juniors bonrded an umnibasg, and elombered to the top.
There they filled three zeate and o half, and Wally took Pongo
on his knees.  Tongo showed a continual desire to jump off
the “bus, and he woukd have beon killed a dowen times daring the
journey to Victoria if Wally hadn’t kopt a tight grip on his collar,
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“ Here's the station,'” said NWugent, as the ’bus stopped.
" Now obout catehing a train, My hat! Thero's o jolly hig
erowd hero ! ™

 Yaas, wathah 1™

The juniors erowded off the omnibus, and Arthur Augunsing
led the way into the station. As Arthur Augustus had taken
up his pegition as leader, the Gireyfviars juniors politely followed
hig Jead. The swell of Bt. Jim's pushed his way through tha
crowd, and suddenly turned and waved his hand to his friends,

“ Buck up, desh boys ! The twain's just goin’."

“What about the tickets !

“ Wo time ; pay ab the other end!™ And Arthur Augustus
rached off. ]

Wharton hesitetod a moment, and then followed. A train
was starting from amn open platforn, and Arthur Augustus
ruchod for it. The guard was waving his flag.

* Stand back, there!”

“ Hold on, dealh bhov!™

“ Btand bacl !

* But weally —"

A porter meﬁ:ed up and caught D"Arcy and dragged him baclk.
The train started. Arthur Auvgustus D'Arcy jerked himeelf
away from tho porter and jemmed hia eyep into his cye,
and surveyed him with rising indignation.

“You impertinent westah! You have made me lose the
twain !

i ﬁ:}?ﬂd vour lifs, sir,”" said the porter, touching his cap.

L1 ﬂt‘ﬂ -! 1F¥

“ Are you sure that train was for Crystal Palase 17 said
Bol: Cherry, pglancing at a notice on the plationn which raadse
Lim think othorwise.

“ Bai Jove | I nevah stopped to think, you koow, I—*

Thoe porter stiwred and grinned.

“ You gentlemen going to Crystal Palace 1M

“ Yanae, wathah ! .

“ That wasn't ths train, eir. That’s going to Wewhaven,
gir, for Di&lapa, and doosn’t stop on the journey. The boat
expross, sir,’’

* Baik Jove 1"

“ My only Aunt Janc!' said Wally, with emphesis, * Wo
might have Leen landed into an expross for the coast] You
unspoeakable duffor ! ™

] wefuso to be chawactowised as o duffah, Wally. How
was I to know that the train was goin® to Newhaven 1"

“ My ounly hat!" murmured Harry Wharton to Bobh. 1
shall follow thiz chap's lead again in & hurry—1 doen’t think."

* Yeg—yather not! " murmared Bob Cherry.

“ Platform No. 2 for Crystal Palace, sir,” said the porter,
“ T will show you the way with plessure, sir.”

* Thank you, vewy much, po "

* ¥You have your tickels, sar 17

“ No, [ haven't had time to get the ticketa, Tway get them
for me, denh hoy, will yon,” said D’Arcy, feeling in his pockets.
“ Bai Jove! I am wunnin' out of weady ecash. Pway change
that fivah for me."

He pat a five-pound note into the hand of the astounded
porLer.

' Yeg.sir,” pasped the man. And ho horried of. The
Groyiviara fellows lookod at the swell of 8t. Jim's with eurioug
CXPrEsions. ]

“ Do you penerafly shave fivers about into strangers® hands 1"
agked Nugent.

“ T want it changed, deah boy.™

“ Buppose he bolted with ity ™

Arthur Ausnetus shook his head, . .

“ 1 ghoulld be sowwy to suspect a chep of bein' dishonest,
deah boy. Desides, I suppose Lo has o name, or 8 number,
or somethin’, that he could be twoced by, if { inquired of
the station-mastah.” : ]

* You mizht find it hard to prove you had given him tho
fiver. ™

“ (0h, that's sll wight, you know, They would hardly doubt
my word, you know, and if they had the feahful cheek to do ao,
I should give them a fenhful thwashin’,”

Nugent grinned, The porter did not “ bolt,” however;
he returned with the tickets and the change of the five.-pound
note, and then led the way to the departure platforra for-the
Uryatal DPalace, )

* Here you are, sir.  This side, noxt train in,”

“Phank you, vewy much, portah, Will you pleass accept
this half-erown 1 "

“ Phank you kindly, sir"” :

And when the trein came in the juniors boarded it, and heing
among the first to do 26, they sccured o carringe to themselves—
at Arat.

ol rore ' - i il
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
it to the Crystal Palacel

RTHUR AUGUSTUS DPARCY took off hia sitk hat, and
gently fanned hia brow with his cambric handkerchiof,
Wally thrust Pongo under the scat, in case any mgquisitive

ters should inguire about him., The juniora apread
themselves out on the sests with the lacdable desire to have all
the curringe to themselves which is part and parcel of our
British noture. But s train from Victoria to the Crystal
Palace on a Bank Holiday i# generally full up. The party hed
the earriage to themselves for 4 few minutes—because the train
was not timed to stort for ten minutes yeb, As the interval
lessened, the crowd increased. Faces Iooked In at the window
and passed along. The earriage being a first-clasa one, and
seating only six passengers, and the perly nuinberings seven,
they were, of course, entitled to lmeila it to themselves. All
weore seatod exeept Bob Cherry, who filled up the window with
his broad shouldera, PBut first-clusa, or any other clags, there
wiaa geon 4 taid on all carringes.

A head in a fur cap, with a apotted neckerchief knotted under
the chin, locked in, and Beb Cherry recopnwed an old ac-
quaintance,

* Mo room,” he remarked.

The man in the fur eap grunted.

* 1I'm comin’ in.  You ain’t golng to keep Bill "Arris hout.”

" I should be sorry to keep Mr. William: Harris hout,” anid
Bob Cherry politely ; ** bub the carringe is [ull, and you appear
to be pretty full yourself, too. Ii you turn a teetotaler you
ahall come in, another day.”

“ Yung, wathah ! "

Mr. Harrls did not appear to be satisfled with that concession,
He tugged at the handle of the carriage. He hod evidently heen
drinking again since the saffair with Pongo, and the juniors
very naturally dido't want & man the worse for hguer in thew
carripge. Bob Cherry held the deor, and a porter hurried up.
It was the same porter.

" I'm goin’ hin ! "' shouted Mr, Harrs,

"' Bhow your ticket | "' said the porter,

I won't,”

“ Then, you'll further down the train,” grinncd the poeter,
And he kindly heﬁope.:l Mr. Harria along.

* BoiJove ! * gaid D'Arey, ** I wegnrd thot chnp os o wottah,
Of course, if the third-class cawwiagea are full, I suppose he i3
entitled to twavel firal. But T am sure they are nol full yet.
Mhore are people still gettin® in.  To wide with s (hird twbog
in a firat cawwisge when the third.clusa have woom is simply
gwindhn',"

Y That's the company's lock-gut,” snid Beh, " But we'ro
not going to have a drunken animal in here.  Blessed if T know
why & chap wants bo meass up his day's holiday by drinking.”

* Pwobably they know no bettah, deab boy, It's corly
twainin’, pewwaps,” said D'Arey. " There's a chap at ouav
achool, named Skimpole, who can talk for hours atb a time on
that subject. He aays the Government onght o bwing them
up bettal, you know, When I go into Parlimimenti——"

¥ You're not going into Parlinment—you're going to the
Cryatal Palece,”

* I mean when I gwow up, deah hoy., When I go into Parlia.
ment, L shall waise theas quedtions, and have them acttled,
Tt's perfoctly elear to me thatd whast s bhe matieh iz the abaurd
importance of tho Houss of Commons, you know, If I become
Pwime Ministah, I shall go to the countwy with a pwoposition
to mend or end thom, snd leave matiahs to the Hovse of Lords,
you know." !

Bob Cherry prinned.

" Well, i you povern the country as rippingly oz you eabel:
traina, you'll make s first-class Premier,” he remarked, " Hallo,
halle, halle 1| Here they come.”

They were coming i earnest now.,

A stout lady with a red shawl and three children and several
percals presented hersell st the door.

* Carriage full, madam,” said Bob Cherry politely.
try further along™

“ Oh, wata ! " aaid Arthur Augustus, reaching out and openin
the door. * There i3 & certain conaidewation dus to the gentle
gax. 1 do not mind standin’.”

Bob Cherry grinned. The stout Iady bundled the three
children m, and Iollowed them, and bestowed her parcels upon
the rack with great relief,

* Thank you kindly, younp
¥ ' Orrid erowded this troin i,

* Yasa, woathah, madam [”

“ Thank you,” she went on, plumping down imto D" Arey’s seat.
*I'mn that tired ! Going to the Crystal Pallis T

" ¥Yaas, deah boy—I mean deal rmadam.™

“I'm going, taking the kids. You're a nice lad,” seid the

il Pffl:f

ntleman,' she said to D'Arey.
n't it "

darme. * 'Ere, Marin!' ghe went on, leaning from the door.
“'Era you sare! Bring Jin and "Arry. There's room ‘'ers,
Come in."

“"What-hat' mmegmm the platform.

D'Arcy Inoked a little dismayed. Maria and Jim and Harry
came in, very jolly and pood-tempered, and very warm and
perspiring, Harry Wharton gave up his seat to Maria, who 3ot
down beaide the old dame, The door bueing once opened, thers

Tue Macner.—Ne. T8.
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woa no keeping out the passengers.  Four or five mors crowded
in, till the carriage was packed almost {o auffocation.

“Bal Jove!' murmured Arthur Augustus, a9 he stoud
wedged in between Harry Wharlon ond a young man o a
glaring walstooat,

Boh Cherry chuekled.

“1p'e sll right, D"Arey—you don’t mind stonding

“I am feelin® wothah ewuoshed.”

“ You'll uaed to it before we pet to the Crystal Dalaee”

¥ Pai Jove ! Will this last all the way 1"

* I rather think we're all going to the same place,”

“Dai Jove! ™

More passengors erowded in.  Every seat In the carrisge now
had two cccupants, agqueezed in or sitting on ono another's
knées, and the rest of the room wes taken up l-;r five or six
atanding. The train moved off at last, mueh to IF¥Arcy’s E's;*llt:f.
who feared a fresh Invesion snd passengers eraomexd 1o in
lavers.

*Bal Jove ! it's vewy warm.”

" VWarrn, ain't it," ssid tho old lady, extrecting o botile [rom
some recesa under her shawl, ™ You're & nice yoeung pent, you
are. ‘Ave o wob "

* Nen-n-no, thank vou, madam,” stamunered IVArey. 1 do
not dwinle."

* It won't "urt yer. Tt's the renl stoff—Seatch 1" )

D’Arcy shuddered from head to foot ab the idea of drinking
whisky.

" Pway exense mda, madam. Dut I do
not drinfe,”

“0Or]l the Better for ver,” aaid the deme, gﬂml-hmm:rnrﬁll}’.
“ You keep that up, voung man.,  You'rs betler without iz, you
are. I only toke it for the hanbongo myself,"”

To judge by the zood dame's complexion, and the hue of her
neao, her lmbago must have heen very bad, requiring o great
flend of Lhe medicine ahe tonk for it.

The train ruabed on with ita perapiring burden.

There was an endleza chatter in tho carringe, hursta of Inuphter
and jolly voicea ; but everybody was good-tempered and cheerful.
Tihe much-aualigned ™ teipper,”” 2a a meatter of faet, RS joviak
wmd pood-hearted person, and thongh perhapa lacking some-
what in outward show, can very frequently give points, in real
oot feeling aml trae raljtc-nma‘ to thoac whe affect to looic
down upen hime  Arcthar Aneestoa,  though uneomfortably
crowided, did not feel poneomfortable in other reapecta, There
waa nothing snobhish abont the swell of 8t Jins; and ho
wotthl neer have dremned of thinking that Lis advantages of
Birth and fortune gnve hioe oo right 1o ook down an anyhody.

*OWarm, ain't it" said CArry, grinning ar TV Arvey. ** Might
keop your clber outer my weakit, if possible, Don’t worry,
though”

ll‘l
.

You are vewy kind,

“1 s extwemely sowwy—it s woathah ewowded, T bwust
T have not sewionsly inconanoded you.™ ) = -
“ 0Oh, T o)l serene,” sand "Arcy. ** Don't mnind me, Ain't

room ‘ere for a oo of map. Lord love yer, I'd give more'n
a hrown for a gteady drink now."”

* Would you wm"!]y s

e, mismig, give us a aguint at thoat boitle®

" Bai Jove ! ™

Avthur Augustus looked o little unhappy a8 a tricklo of tha
liquor fell npon his waistcost, but he did not comnplain, Al
parties woere pleased when the Crystal Poluce Bintion was
rerehaod, and the train disgorged its contenta.

Arthur Aumustus looked round him.

“ The Cwystal Palace must be here pomewhere,” he remarked.
“ 1 enn't gee it at the pwesent MOMente——"" ]

** 1t's not on the platform,” said Bob Cherry sweetly, ™ Thia
way. I've been here before.”

“ YVaaga, that’s fortunate. Leod on, deah boy.”

Bob Cherry led on. ]

They went in—the huge, swarming crowd, perforca moving
at o slow pace—and passed from the station through the tum-
atiles into the Crystal Paelace.

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.

The Fun of the Falr.

“ AT Jova! So this is the Cwystal Palace 1™ )
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy pushed his silk hat a littln
further back on his head, and looked up at the great
edifice, a3 he stoed in the wide, green pronnds.

“ Yes, rather,” eaid Bob Cherry. ' 1t's a line doy, Lloo—
that’s rippinﬁ.’ Therse are heaps of things to be eeen, and
te bo done. & shall have a jolly time,  Yhat are you screwing
up your chivvy for, Bunter 1"

* Oh, really, Cherry—I1 was just thinking .

“ Then den’t ! Bank Holidays weren't made for thinking.
Come on !V ] _

“] was just thinking that 1'm gotling peckish after that
raibway journey. I think it would Le & good idea to Btart
with a little snack.™ i

A Splendid Tale of the
Chums of Greyfriars,

¥
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' Ratz ! You've had enough snacks for one morning.  Wait
till lnnch, and tlien po for it 0 earnest. Come on 1™

* Oh, really——*

" Bhut up, Buniex !

" Perbaps I could do with a fow chocolates ™ said Bunter,
catehing sight of an automatic machine, * Anybody got any
yinnies 1

Peunies were fortheoming, and Bunter stood clacking at
the automatic machine till people began to gother round and
leok on,  They wondered wheiher he was trying to empt
it. IHe did not stop il the supply of pence was exhausted,
and then he stacked the proeeeds in his various pockets, against
emergencies,  He Blinked rather indignantly at his grinning
companions as he dul so,

- ] I!Em?nd i 1 can see anything to enigger at,” he pranted.

A rlay’s pleasure is spoiled by getting hungry while things
are going onl.  You shonld always ?;y o solid foundation.”

“ Yaas, wathal 1" grecd DPArey, " Fatty Wynn sayva so,
onid he knows, Wally | Where's that young wascal Wally 17

Y Cone after Ponge,’” zaid Harry Wharton, langhing,

Penpo had disappeared, snd =0 had Wally, It was useless
to look for eithor, Hurry bought a programme of 8 boy who
was selling themm at the entrance to the grownds, and looked
ob it a8 he waltked along,

" Becma to e a jully good scloolion of t.]aing-],” ho romarhoed.
"1 suppose we shall siay for the fireworks to-night., That
will ke a joliy good shew—the fireworks here are ripping, I've
licard. Eh, Bob 1"

* Yes, rather,” said Bob Cherry.  “ Let™s keep out of doars
firet, nnd then we cen sce the indoor shows if it rains this aftors
noon.  You novor know,'”

* ¥Yaas, wathah! 1 wogard that as o weally wippin® sug-
oestion.”

And the juniors, in the midst of a swarming ercwd, moved
about the gordens, As always upen a Bank Holiday, the
place was crowded., Bands were playing in various paris of
the prounds, and the whols seene wos one of noise, and merri-
ment, and abounding good-humesr,

“ Bai Jove! What's this, vou know ! ™ said Arthur Aupustus,
stopping in a crowd before a rather curicus entertainment.

It consisted in kicking a captive football o a row of ficures,
ard sueeeoss wos attained when one of the latter was struck
above a cortain level with sulficient force, when it turned over
Lackwards,

The swell of St Jim® jammed his oyeglass into his eyo and
lpoked on attentively., A jolly-locking young man in & plaring
waisteont was about to kick, and the juniors recognised iheir
acquamtance, "Arry, of the jonrney down.

“Co 1t Y osaid IPArer. Y Boei Jove, T must watch this!
1 wathah faney myactf at pettin' poals, you know 1%

*Avry ran at the ball and kicked it, and it flopped apainst
the fat figire, but failed to overturn it. The ball sprang
back to its place on ila elasiic fastening. Apgain and sgain
YArry tricd, but he could not accomiplish i As he ceased,
amid langhter from his fricnds, Arthar Augustus moved forward.

i P’wny bt e have o twy, dash Doy 1 he said,

Arry preinmed sl D,

" Go it 1 he seid.

Arvtlir Aupustus calenlated leenly, and the erowd looked
on with expoctstion.  Thoe swell of St. Jim's looked a perfoct
pictura, and ho wos worth looking at. He took a short run,
gnd then halted, and handed hiz silke hat to Harry Wharton,

“ Pway hold that for wwe, deah Loy 2" e sgid,

* Certainly,” seid Wharton, loagling,

" Now, 1 am just gom” to begin,

* Put her through," =aid "Arcy,

Arthur Aupostus retreated a lLittle, and dashed forward
apain ; and agein stopped without Kieking the ball.

Y Bai Jove ! T Lhink 1 had bBetiad take my jacket off,!

*“ Ha, ha, ha!™

D Avey whipped off his jacket, and handed it to Bob Cherry
In dazelingly white shirt-sleeves, the swell of 2t Jin’s walked
Vel Lo s sturtingepoimt, and apain took a run,

This titme i cans to business,

Right up to the ball he doshed. and kicked tremendously,
and staggeorid on wath the foree of s roah.

Thi ball bBownesd aeainst the fignre, and bounced back
instantly, and epught Arvthur Augustug on the kneea,

" Bai Jove 1"

The ﬂiﬂgull[ iuhiur, tnken :'Il,lif{,! Liy =u r[_'nri.‘:i:l, stagperad forward,
and fell. Heeal up i the ground with a stare of bewilderment,
il o roar of langhter

© Bai Jove ! Who was that pushed mo ?°"

“"Ha, ha, hat!™

I have been pushed ovahb.™

“ Ha, ha, ha ! ™

Hu%ent helped him up.

“ It's all right,”” he said. " It was the ball. Try agein.®

" Undah the cires, deah boy, I shall not twy syrain ! When
I comn to think of it, this is wathalh a boy’s game,™

D*Arcy might have been seventy hﬁv the way he made that
remark, Ife donned his jacket and hat amid universal grins.
Several of the Greyfriam junicrs tried the kicking, hnd Herry
Wharton sueccceded in knocking over the figure. Arthur
Aupustus tl&pﬁw his hande when it went over, and gave Harry
& clap on the back,

*Jolly good 1 he soid,
myself !

And Harry lavghed.

The juniors moved off, and stopped at the roundabouts.
They were crowded, and Arthur Aupgustus stood for some
momaents surveying them with a thoughtful expression. Billy
Bunter, who was eating chocolates—he had not left off doing
so 2nee leaving the sutomatic machine—nudged him.

*Getting hongry 7 ho asked. " Have somo of those 1"

D'Arey turned liz oyoglass upon him,

" Mo, thank yvow,”" he repiied, 1 am not hungwy.”

“ Oh, I thought you looked like it. Try the butterscoteh t*

“Thank you, no. I was just thinkin®, Wharton, desh boy,
whethah it weuld be consistont with a chap's dig to po on
the woundabouts,”

Harry Wharton Lophed,

“Why not!" he esnid. Tt fun, anvway. Wo'te not
in the Formeroom rew; and we're not exactly grandfathers,
any of us."

* Yans, walhah !

" Lel's go on 1"

And thoy pot on.

Round and round they went merrily, to the rasping straing of
the mugic,. The machine worked fast, and o pust of wind
carried off D'Arey™ hst. He cluiched at i, Lut lost ite
and lest his lwobd, oo, Ho slipped on the back of the wooden
horse. and elung on desperately with one leg and one arm
aver the back and noeck,

“Ow ! Help !

“Homg on!' said Bob Cherry encouragingly,

all 1']'{?- L

" iJdove ! 1 feel all w‘:mg i g-_]_p;lmr_'l D’ﬂm}r,

“ Hang on!™

The roundubont did not stop, and Arthor Aupustus had
to hang on. e whirled round and rownd, clinging to the
waoden horse, with hig jacket flving in the breeze, and his
eyeplass strowming b the ond of it eord.

From the erowed of speetators came A roar of laughter; and
it was borne in upon Arthar Auvgestus’'s mind that 1t was not,
after all, consistent with his “ dig.” But it weas too late to
think of that new,

Arthur Augustus was inmensely relieved when the roundabout
stopped at last.

}1&: slipped from his uneomfortable perch with a very red
fuce, gasping for breatl, and received his hat from a spectater
who liad Ei:;ke.d it up for him.

“ Thank you vewy much, deah gir,"” he said, dusting it with
hia handkerchief. " Bai Jove, yon chaps, 1 think I shall let
the woundabout alone aftaly this 1 ¥

" Won't you come on once more,” said Nugent persuasively,
" Try it again '™

* Thanks vewy much, I won't.™

And the swell of Bt Jim's mopped his peraspiring brow, nnd
replaced his topper; and the juniors walked on. The swing
boats were the next atiraction.

Most of them were filled, and going up high, and the sight
was fascingting to the adventurous juniors,

“ Thig way, 5gntlem¢n ! Boat just ready 1

“ Wight-ho, deah boy ! Come on, you chaps 1™

“1 dom't think 'l get in,” ead Billy Bunter, who never
teck kindly to any eport that savoured of work, “ I'll watch
vou chaps with pleasure”

Arthur Augustus stepped into a boat, with Bob Cherry.
and Wharton and Nugenb took the next one. Hurree Jamset
HRam Bingh clected to look on with Bunter. The boata were
started, and were soon swinging high., Bob Cherry glanced
over his shoulder and saw that ".‘ﬁmnmx wad galning, and
lic shouted te his companion,

Y Pull away, DRArey 17

" ¥aas, wathah, deah bay 1"

“Tat your beef into 1t!" shouted Bob Cherry, labouring
away 8t the rope. For the moment he forgot where he was
and everything except the oxcitement of a contest, It was
No. 13 Btudy at Greyiriars against No, 1 Study,

I couldnt have done that bettah

That is vewy twue?

“ Y ou're

'HECTOR DRAKE rrod S2Sars.

Alibias 1k i

I "Thoe

Tus Magrer.—No. 78,
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l Bob Cherry gave D'Arcy a slap on the shoulder in hearty greeting, and Arthur Angustus staggered two
or three paces, and bumped against a porter who was trundling a trolley,

e

T T —

“ By'r leavel™ grunted the porter, and he shoved on, and D’Arcy sat on the platform,

“ I am afwaid of soilin' my gloves, deah boy 1"

* Blow your gloves '

Y Weaally, Chewwy ™

* Are you going to bo beaten 1’ roared Bob. ™ Put your
beef into it | We're going higher than they do, or we'ro going
to hust something.

“ Baoi Jove |

* Shove her along ™

Bob Cherry was slaving eway af if his life depended upon
it, and the spirit of emulation entered the breast of Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy. He forgot all about the risk to hw gloves,
and put his beel into it as Bob recommended. The boat went
higher and higher.

Jut Harry Wharton and Nupent were working away like
demona, too, and they kept their starf. The attendant below
shouted to the boys; the boats were going dangerously high.
Arthur Augustus gave a sudden Eulff

“ Pway alncken down, Chewwy, deah bhoy 1"

“ Rats ! We're poing to beat them. Don’t be a slacker.

* I am not nﬁluﬁh, but—hut 1 feel vewy queeah insids,"

mil Gh !. L} ]

“Bai Jove! I—I-—T-feel vewy queesh, indeed."

Bob Cherry reluctantly slackoned., :

The beoat slowed down, and when it was eaught and etopped,
D'Arcy ste put of it with a very curious expression upon
iz face. arry Wharton and Nugent jumped out, loughing.

** Beat you hollow, Bob," seid Nugent cheerily,

Bob Cherry prunted,

Tee Macser,—No. T6.

“ It was weally my foul,™ enid Arthor Aupustus, * T waa
feclin® vewy quecnb-—just a8 T folb on board the steamah last
time I went fo sen, when sho began to well. T'm all w;,g]:‘nt-
new, though.'

“ Thia way for the racing motor-cara '™ enid Bab Cherry.

“ Bai Jove, that's good ! I take n grent inlerest in motahs
care. Where are they TV

* Iere they are! ™

" Ji.b-bai Jove! Are they motor-cors 77

“ Iere you are, sir,” said the altendont., * Roelng motors
cars, gir.  You turn the handie, and that moves the enrs afong
the lines, gir. Jump in, gental™

Arthur Augustug had been picturing in hiz mind something
like hia noble father's magnificent Napier; but he grinned
{-,Imerfuﬂ;.r and nodded, snd jumped inte 4 car. Bob Cherry
jeined him, and Wharton and Nugent mounted into the nesxt,

* Naow, stick it out this time,” suid Bob Cherry,

" Yaas, wathah ! I feel all wight now.”

The cara rolled along the lincs. Wharten's car bumped
at the cnd first, end began to recede ; but Bob Cherry apeeded
up, and passed him on the return journey. Ho erashed home
ahout two seconds before Wharton, and grinned with trinmph,

Y What price Study No. 13 now 1" he demanded,

¥ Pwopence, sir,”” sald the attendant.

Beh glared at him.

“Eh! What do you meant"

“ Twopence, sir. The charge is twopence,*

bt Al right,™
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Thoe juniors grinned glocfully, The man's reply had come
as if Lo were anawering Bob's query about No. 13 Study, quite
inndvertently on the man's part.

* Quite right,"” remarked }g:"ugﬂnt. “ Twopence is about the
figure, I shounld say.”

* Oh, rata ! " anid Bob Cherry.

“ I say, you fellows il

“ Bhut up, Bunter' " _

“ Look hers, T say, you know, I'm getting huogry, It's
high timo for lunch, und I think we ought to have some grub
noxt."

“Well, I'm petting rather peclhish myscll,” said Bob, re-
lenting.  ** What do you chaps say—lunch * ™

* Lunch.™

Y Yans, wathah 1™

And thoy went to Iunch,

THE EIGHTR CHAPTER.

The Chums Meet Marjorle.

RTHUR AUGURTUR stood the Mmnch, and s handsome
hanch {t was. The dining-room was In the Joutk Nave,
and overlooked the pardens. For half-a.crown each
& substontial lunch was obtained. Wally joined them

n3 they were going in, looking wvery heated and wrathful
Porigo wea not with hin.” Wally only grunted when Wi
fskod questions, bub it was casy to conclude that Poogo bad
lxdl him & dance, and had not been re-ca ot

T warned you that wotten IMONgwe wunld be s twoable,
Wally,"” said Arthur Augnstus, shaling an admonishing finger

ut his minor.
begin, Gua," ankt Wally,

“ Oh, don't

" Woally, Wally——

“ Let’s have some grub. I'm famished !

* Pway don't use those slangy expwessions, Wally, Wemem.
bah that you aro in wespeetoble company.™

*Oh, toffee | Call the waiter,”

* Waltah ! **

They Innched. Wally had barely finkehed before ho darted
off again in search of Pongo. Tt 2cemed &3 i ho wonld spend
tIJEm beet part of his Bank Holiday in tracking down the elusive

CnEo.

Atter lunch, the juniors adjourned to the terrace for a quiet
stroll. The aftornoon was very pleasont, and the palaco and
grownds were more erowded then ever.

“Bal Jove, I like this,” said Arthur Aupustes. * There's
gomiethin’ Yory jl'_‘rll:r" in bein® oo big erowd, even #f thora were
nothin® elss. 1 wepard Boank Holiday ss bein® o rippm’
ingtitution,””

* What price the captive flying maching T " said Bob Cherry,
looking round,

L1 GUDE‘ ! 13

“Tho goodinlness I8 ferrific!™ romorked the Nobob of
Bhanipor. “ 1 should greatiully enjoy the tripfulness in the
ostoemed fAying-machine

But on arriving at the spot they found that it wosn't exactly
& flying-machine ; it was s kind of aerial roundabout boata,
However, there it was, and they paid their money down and
marched in, and boarded one of the vessaels,

“ Bai Jove, this is all wight ! ;

The maching worked away, and the bosts flew round at a
grent spoed ot o considerable iwight above the ground, the effect
boing incrossed by the fagt that the whole contrivance was

anted upon rising ground. As the boats went round Harry

ﬁ:l‘u;u't:n:nrl uttered a sudden excluruation, sed snatched his cap
off.

" Bai Jove.

* Marjorie ! ™
; i ?En, pway poiut ber out when we go wound again, deah

oy 1™

arry Wharton pointed out the slim form of the girl, standing
beside Hozeldene in the erowd below, when the boat ewung
past the spol again, This time Harzeldene and his sigter sow
them, and waved their bands., Archur .ﬂi.uguahra was holding
on to the boat, for it was going 80 fast that it waa necessary to
hold. But he freed one hand and rajsed his silk topper. The
wind eaught it, and whiffed it out of his hand, and it floated
ugwn to where Morjorie was standing.

Y Groat deott ! gaa I Arey.

h.“;h""r“’“ clitched huo by the shoulder sa he snatehod ot
iz hat.

“ Mind you don't famblet ™

* Wight-ho, deah boy.”

" Hezeldene's got the topper—it'a all »ight.”™

Hazeldene had picked it up, with o grin.  Arthur Augustus
waa very anxious, howoever, till the trip was finished, and he
descended quickly to recover his headgear. The juniors grested
Marjorie Hazeldene with grest plessure. Hazeldene and his
siter were staying with some E‘iemiu at Sydenham, az he
explnined, and they had looked in at the palace to stay for a
couple of hours in the aftornoon. They were expectod beck
early. Arthur Auguatits looked thoughtial,
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" HARRY WHARTON'S ELEVEN.”

NOW ON
SALE,

* Then you must put a8 much into the time as poaa.,” he
aid. “ Do you care for the amusements of the palace, Miss
Marjorie T

 Yery much," said dMarjorie brightly.

“ Then ket us lose no time, deah boya™

“ Jolly glod to moet you fellows here” sald Hazeklens,
foining the party with preat plessure. *° Heen here long t "

“ Yea; wa came in Lhe morning.*

“It's jolly, isn't it T Hallo, what's thia * "

* Phe water chute,” snid Bob Cherry. “ I'm the guide:
I've heen here before. Not alfraid of the water chute, Misa
M?'r:jm' et "

arjorie hﬂ@ﬁﬁ.

* Not at all

The place was erowded, of couras, bud they had their turns
at last, It wae wery merry, and they repeated the frip on
the water-charte several times. Then they moved off to the
electric conoes, and then to the helterskelier. On this only
Bob Cherry snd Nugent showed their powers, The maze and
the swit.ch{ank naxt colaimed thoir attention, and then there
wos an sacent of the north tower by the lift, Billy Bunter
refusing Bob Cherry's challenge to rece him to the top of the
Bhaira

Then there was a vt to the menagerie, and to the marion.
cttee.  Wharton looked iato his programme.

" What about the monkey.house, Bob 1"

" Wans, wathsh! I waes just thinkin® of thet,” Arthue
Augmstus remarked. * X have 8 gweat cuwiosity to ace ihe
monkay hotse, you know."

** And it’s worth seeing,”” said Bob Cherry. * This way.”

The monkey hotse was swarming with people, but the juniors
pushed their way in, keeping Marjorie in their midst.

Down the centre of the plice wero a succession of atands,
on. which parrota end coclatoos sat of liberty, preening them-
gelves, and blinking at the visitors, and enduring with great
patience the attentions of the Jatter,

Arthbur Augustus loocked In ot the monkeys' cages with
preat intereat. Ho fed them with nuta, and watehed oll theie
metions through his epeploss,

© Bai Jove, they're awiully haman, vou know," said TV Arcy.
" You know, I tehe wathah an intewest in this subjeet. There's
A chap at my school aamed Ekiopole, who talks on tho subjoct
for howrs, Ho sayvs we're desconded from the monkays, o
elsa the monkays aro desconded fwom na, or elae wo're Loth
descended fwom sonethin’ or etlab, I can't quits wemembah
which, but w's awlully elevah, yom lknow, Bkinpole™s an
&Hﬁlll?d&ﬁ% chap. Twanted to have a good luok at the monkays
and geo if 1 conld find any like Bkimpole, s0 that I could teld
higa ne=t term,'’

jorio langhed.

Y Haove you found any '

" Yaps, wathah! Look at that chap in the earner of the
cags there, blinkin® at ua. He only wanta a pn.]r of HIH:{Et...,u_:I-a_-.-s.
nnd he'd be vewy like Blhimmy., [ must tell Bkimmy sbout
thig., There may be somethin' in it, you know. I have a
theowy that pewwaps part of the human waee deseended from
o twibe of apey, and the Darwinian chaps belong to that part,
you know, It's extwemely pwob, when you come to think of
1t ; and [ don’t see why they shouldn’t eatablish theie pedigees
back to a sot of gwinnin' apes if they want to. What *

* Certainly,” said Merjorie, laughing.

“T1 am goin' to wead the subject up some day,” said Arthar
Augestar. ' The worst of theao seientifie chaps is that they
w'ite their books in such jolly loag words, and such an awiully
dwy satyle, you know. You coan’t keep awske ovall ithem
and, of course, you can’t think a subject out when you keep
noddin' off all the time. And my expewience of scientifin
theowies, as a wule, ia that whon you've sorted them out, and
find out what the scientific chaps mean, it nusually turns out to
be wot, you know, and not worth the twouble, 1t's discowagin.*”

* Yea, rather !’ saidl Bob Cherry, with & yuwn, * Thesa
are jolly cockatoos, aren't they ¥V

* Now, this monksy here——"" began D'Arey, unhesding :
bmt he broke oft aa he felt & selight pull at his shouldor behind.
* Pway don't intewwupt me, deah boy, Now, thiy monkey——

ko Puil.u ' &t my shonldah t **
o a, ha, ha - 4

“ 1 see no cause for mewwiment.
pullin’ me **

D'Arcy swung round, annoyed ; and then he saw the cauze
of the laughter. A coclkatoo on & perch had fastemed his beak
in the cloth of D'Arcy's jacket, and was pulling him. The
junior's remonstrances hod been addressed to the bird,

“ Bai Jove!™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“ I thought it was ono of you chepe,” said D'Arey, jorking
himself away. ' Bhall wo go on down the capges, Misg
Marjowie 7"

* Yen, plonse.”

And they wont on. The crush was great, but they managed
to sce oll thot was to be seen, Arthwr Augustus held forth on

T hig=—— Will you stop
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monkeys, Skimpole, and Darwiniam, mach to the entertainment
of Miss Hazeliene,

They moved along to the end, and returned up the other
side of the house. As they reached the entrance again, Arthur
Augustus wos pushed by a pentleman in o fur eap, who glared
at E;m ferociously as he Pummd Ol

" You uttah wottah ! " gasped D'Arcy, ng he sta baclk,
He knoeled against something, and there weas a flutter and g
cackle behind him,

“ Look out where you're shoving ! ™ seid somebody.

Arthur Augostus whirlad round, hat in hand, to aPo oglza
to the person he had pushed. He bowed owver his silk hat.

“ Pway oxcuse mo,” “ 1 am vewy sowwy | e

Cackle ! Cackle !

The swell of 3t Jim's stopped short.

1t was a ot on & porel he was bowing to, and the bird
blinked at lim solomnly as he apologized,

" Bai Jove ! Y gjaculated DY Arcy,

“Oh, my ¢nly hat!™ gurgled Bob Cherry, ™ Didn’t you
reo It was a bird you shoved, you giddy dufier ! Ha, ha, ha."

* 1 haven't any eyes in the back of my head, Bob Chewwy,
I did not sce it.”

* Ha, ha, hal™

“ Where ia that wottah who shoved me 1™ said D'Arcy,
looking round. ““T am goin' to give him a feshful thwashin'."”

* Hore, comno on ! *’

Y Pway walt a fow moments for me, deah boys, while I thwash
that wottah ! "

“ Oh, rate,” said Wharton.
kpow.™

" Hai Jove ! Of course not. I am sowwy I thought of such
& thing, Miss Marjowie. I am afwaid [ waa losin' my tempah.
The man acted vewy wudely, Pway excuse me.’

Marjorie lpughingly excused him, and they proceeded on their
way.

; FERE

e gaid.

“ Not before the ladies, you

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Good Shilling's Worth for Bunier,

HE juniors had seen most of what the grounds had to offer
1]51-51111; but there was plenty to be seen yet inside the
alace.

Bob Cherry, as ono who knew the ground, had assumed
the responsibility of leader; and, a4 leader, he naturally took
posaession of Marjorie,

He puoided her through the halls and gallerics, explaining
thingz. and pointing out interesting stufTed birds end animals,
antiquities, and models. He hurried her past the sculpture
pallery without entoring, Then they came to the tea-rooms,
at the sight of which Billy Bunter's eves glistened.

';r:li say, you fellows, it's about time for toa, isn’t 677 he
asked.

Harry Wharton looked at Marjone,
at her little watch.

* You're going to have tea with us, Marjorie 2"

Marjorie looked at her hrother.

"W were o be home for tea,” grinned Hazeldene, * Never
moted, we'll risk it, and cut off afterwards. It's all right,
Marjorie,™ .

“ L shall be very glad to stay,” said the girl simply.

“ Den't sit down hore," ssid Billy Bunter, as Hurree Singh
was moving to a chair, © Let’s get to ihe shilling tea-room,
you know.  You can have as much to eat as you like for a hob.
It's & good business,”

" Not a bad idea,’” prinned Bob Cherry.  * This way.™

There were many placards indicating the way to the shilling
tea-roo. The party followed the directions, and arrived at
& placo that was simply crammed. They suceecded in finding
a table after a good deal of delay, and sat down round it, and a
watter was found at last.

“Waitah ! waitah! Tea for seven—no t"
b8 Lis miner came in sight.

" Yen, sirt*

Wally dropped into a chair. He raised his eap to Marjorie
with & ¢heery grin, -

" Have you found Pongo, Wally " asked hizs major.

* No, the brute’s given me the slip. 1'll have Lim _l:rc;s-::utl}:"

“ I twust you will find him before the fireworks, Wally, as wo
ore leavin' aftah that. Othahwise c

* Otherwise I shan't be leavin."

- You can't wemain here, Wally 1

“I'm jolly well not going without Pongo.”

¥ You ought not to have bwought him, deah boy.'

" What’s the good of sayving that now 1" demanded Wally.

* But 1 told you so heforo wa started.”’

* Yen, you're always gaying somecihing about Pongo.”

* Woally, Wallyp———"* :

* Oh, ring off, Gus, and let’s have teat ™

" Pway allow me to apologize for my young bwothah, Miss
Hazeldene,” asid Arthor Augustus, in his most stately manner.
" He picks up these dweadful expwessions in the Third Form at
Bt. Jim's, you know."

M Don't mind my brother Glus, Mizs Mazrjorie,”” said Wally
with Lis mouth full. * He's often taken like this ; he'll jaw for
hours if he can get anybody to listen.”
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“ Order ! " said Bob Cherry. " Here, walter, wa're famishing '™

The waiter brought a further sapply. There was tea and
bread and butter and cake galoro ; as much as could be consumed
by any customer, for the moderate sum of one shilling.

Billy Buntor would have preferred sauza and chips, of
cgps and bacon, or kidney pies or steak puddings; buf, if he
could not have quality, he could make up for it with quantity,
and thet he now proceeded to do. ;

He travelled through bread and butter and cake, taking
alices of them alternately, without hasto or excitement, but
with a steady that accompliashed wonders,

The other juniors finished. "Even Wally, who had & good
appetite, was satisfied at last; buet Bunter was going strong
when Wally laft off.

“ Qo ahead, Bunty,” said Bob Cherry, encouragingly, " My
word ! This is worth watching ! "

“ 8o will the waiter's face Ec

“ Yea, rather ! '

*The ratherfulness is terrific!*

“1 say, you fellows, call that waiter.
Dﬂn‘:.: lot mo detain you if vou've finished.
yot.'

* We wouldn't leave you fer worlds,” sald Hazeldene, with a
grin. "o ahead! Here, weiter, some more cake and tca.'

* Wer, sir [

More ten, more bread and butter, and more cake were brought.
Billy Bunter worked his way through them at a steady pace.

The waiter was ealled again, and he bronght farther supplics
with & very discontented expression upon his face. He slammed
them down on the table and went, Perhaps Bunter's appetito
was getting on his nerves,

" Waiter | Whaiter 1™

Tho weiter was slow in responding to the call. Other
tustomers were keeping him very busy ; but he cams at last.

Y More ' snnd Billy Buntar hriefly.

sgon,” grinned Nugenk,

Grub’s running short.
I'm not tinished

" My tat " eaid the waiter andibly, as ke receded. ™ 1%
gin't a human heing ; it"s & hosstrich 1%

The ehums of Greyfriars grinned round the table, o

“Go it, Bunter,” said Wharton, encouragingly. *'This 1s

about the best part of the show, We'll stand the waiter a good
tip for this; but not yot—1 want to watch his fave,"

Billy Buanter gprunted.

"1 supposs I'm entitled to have as much as 1 like for my
Lbob, Wharton 7 ™

“ Cortainly. Wire in1"

“Yaas, wathah! This iz vewy intewestin®. Fatty Wynn
is & fool to this chap ! ™ murmured Arthur Augustus D7Arcy.

Y Waiter ! Waiter I ™

" Coming t "

But it was some time before he came, and he jorked the food
down on the table in a =avage wav. The losa of that big tea
wns not the waltor's, hut he seemed to take it personally. Dut
little carecd Billy Bunter for zavage looks, so lonyg as the pro-
VIRIONS Cane Einn . He went on steadily with the latest
supply, Marjorie %iatcidenn looked a little alarmed.

She whispered to her brother

“ Tan't Billy Bunter likely to do limself some horm |7

Hazeldene ehuckled.

* No, that's all righit. This ia nothing to Billy Bunter. 1'vo
seen him more destructive than thiz at Greyiriars. He'll Lo
ready for a big supper in a couple of hours, all the same.™

" Groodness gracious 1Y

Other partakers of shilling teas at the neighbouring tables
were beginning to take an inferest in Bunter's feats,

They watched him, and enconraged him with asdible whispers
to take it out of the establishment ; and Billy Bunter beamed
arnd worked on,

But next time the waiter was called he hod an sttack of deaf.
ness, gid dud not turn his head. Harry laughed.

“1'm afraid you’ll have to chuck it now, Bunty.™

“I'm jolly well not going to do anything of the sorl,”
exclaimoed Billy Bunter, indignently. = 1'm Py I for this
toa, and the terms are as much as one can eat for a bob.  I'm
fuing to stand up for my right=. 1'm an Englishman, ain't 11

In ﬁo'mg to stand up for my rights "

“Bwavo ! We'll beok vou up, deah boy., Waitah t¥

* Waiter ' Waiter !

But the waiter scemed deaf. Bunter's eves pleamed. The
Greyfriars ventriloguist was not to be neglected with nopunity.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Move QOn|
ol AITAH ! Whaitah 1"
The waiter did not even turn hiz head. Dot the
next moment e gave a jump, as a sudden growl
ocecded from under a table he was standing near
He stooped and glared under the table, but could not sce a

dog.
f[u Toz0 again, looking somewhat Puzﬂnd and, a8 he did eo,
o sharp yelping broke out behind him. 5
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He awung round, and stared in amazemont.  Ho had imagined
that he must have trodden upon the animal, but there waz no
dog to be seen.

* My-m-m-my "at 1" igaap&d the waiter.

* Watter ! Waiter 1*

. The angry waiter deliborately poassed Bunter®s table, without
looking at him. He took up a tray laden with crockery to
supply sevoral tables further on, and walked past with it

" Hers, waiter! Waitert™

Bunter’s oyes gleamed as the man passed him,

The waiter put down the tray, and placed his supplies before
the customer, who happened to be the gentleman with the
walsteoat, whom the juniors had made the acquaintance of in
the train from Victoria. 'Arcry was chatting with Maria, and
he prinned affably across to the juniors at the next table,

“ Take that away, waiter !

It scemed to be "Arry's voice, and the waiter was naturally
deceived, He glared at *Arvy.

:‘ Eh?t;:ﬂ t]m':l T;:tter with it T;' he domanded.

* Eh saud "Arry, turning from exchanging coy nothin
with Maria. “\'.’imif?"’ s R w

“ What's the matter with thal cake 1%

* Nothing that I know on.'

" Well, why did you toll me to take it away, then 1"

1 didn't.”

“You did!"™

“ Oh, you're orf,” said "Arry contorptuously,
a word, Maria 7"

“ Thet you didn't, "Arry,” said Maria.

“ You did ! shriocked the waiter.

*If you doubtas this "ere lady’s word, it up to me do dust
vou,'t said "Arey, rising, Y Where will you 'ave it T

AMaria pulled him back into his seat,

“*Don't 'it tim, "Arry. Hes drank™

" Oh, all right," said ‘Arry pood-humouredly, " 'E'a ounly a
wrown. '

And he aat down again. The waiter turned away with a
gnort.  Aa he did so, the voice proceeded.

U Talke that retten cale away."

The waiter wlirled round like o tectoturn,

“ Thera yvou go agnin! T won't!"

“ You won't whnt "

I won't take the eake away.'

" Whe wants you to '™ aaid ‘Arry, cutting the cake, * 'l
jolly well see that you don't, for that matter, my boy., Get
orf !

The unfortunate waiter, simmering with roge, all his pro-
feasional coclness gone, walked away, Bunter twitehed him
as ha prsacd,

"{1 1 aay, waiter, I'm waiting.  Qive me some pgrub to go on
with,

The waiter slammed down ealie on the bable,

Y Thank yon,” anid Bunter cheerinlly,

Hu finished the eake, and called for more, LEven his awn
chuma were petting surprised now. Dob Cherry leaned across

“Did I say

and ta him on the noge,
“ Hold on, Billy ! Tetter go eaay now.”
“I'm jolly hungry.'
“ My hat! What doea he do with it ?" anid Hazeldene.

* Remember, yon've pot to wall abont safterwards, Billy,"”

“1 don’t see why T shouldn't bave my full shilling'a worth.
Waiter ! '

“ Look ‘ere,'" aaid the waiter, almost hursting with weath,
* haeln’t vou better wallt in and take the whole stock and done
with it T It'H aave the trouble of carevin' it to thiz table a bit
at o time."

* Look here, Billy, vou're going to chuek it now," anid Harry
Wharton, langhing, e pave the waiter a two-shilling gratuity,
which had tho effoet of banishing the frowns from that gentle-
man's foce. ™ Come on, you fellowa! CGet up, Bunter 1"

1 den't see why 1 shouldn't —"

“"Rata! Comeéeon!™

And RBilly Bunter waa ilrngged unwil]ing]:,r away., It waas
high time for Hazeldene and bhis sister to leave, and the juniors
-accompanied them in a body to the exit—with the exception of
Wally. Ho excuaed himaelf, and hurried off on snother hunt
for Pongo,

" Borry you're going 8o soon, Miss DMarjorie,” gaid Rilly
DBunter. * You really haven't seen Eh}'l-l‘iil'lg yvet, you know.'

“Oh, yea; I have been wery much entertained,” said
Marjorie awectly.

And it was not till long afterwards that the full meaning
of that remark dawned upen William George Bunter,

The chuma shook handa all round with Marjoric and  her
brother, and saw themn off, and then strolled back into thie
grounda again. 1t was agreed that Huoy Wharton & Co.
should stay to the very finish,

There waa o late train Lo tnke them back to Colonel Whorton's
house, and aa for D'Arcy major and minor, as they were staying
in London, a taxicab would take them home at any hour.

Arthur Augnatus had some doubts as to whether Wally would
coms, however. Ho ecertainly wouldn’t come without Pongo ;
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and how was Pongo to be found in such an immense expanse,
and amid such a swarming eoncourse of people !

“Dai Jove! I don't believe he will find the mongwel, and
then the young boundah will want to camp out here all night,”
anid D'Arey.

“ Then we'll camp out with you, and send 8 wire to my
uncle,” said Harry Wharton, laughing. * We may #s weil
help look for Pongo, whilo wo're waiting for the fireworks,”

* Yaas, wathah I "

The dusk of evening waa deseending, and the grounds of the
Palace were lighted up ; wnd a very fine offect it was.

There were still groat crowds in the prounds, and the juniora
moved about among them, looking for Ponzo and his master.
It waa very plessant strolling in the quainily lighted grounds,
among a awarming, happy crowd.

A sudden aound of barking startled them.

“ Hallo! hallo] hallo! That sounds like Pongn ! " ejacu-
lated Bob Chearry.

And Pongo it waa, The gentloman in a fur cap bad him by tho
chain, and was dragging him mway. TPongo resiated, and barked
and yapped, and the horo of the fur cap deagped and jerked,
and murmured things, The juniors ron up at onee.

* Here, hold on!* exclaimed Hurry Wharton, " Give mo
that dog !

* Yans, wathrh! ITand it ovah!”

The rough scowlad at the boys,

" This "ere ia my dog he suid,
Inok arter my dorg.”

Taree or four rough fellows, evidently friends of Mr. Rill
Harria, and several of them tho worse for drink, gothered
Tound rowdily. Tho juniors hesiteted. They did not want a
goneral * serap ™ with a gang of roughs, and at the same time
they did not mean to abandon Pongo. It was in a somewhat
ramote part of the prounds, too; and none of the pnming
orowid aeemed likely to interfere.

“It'a my dorg,” said Mr. Bill Harria, with a leer.
keepin' 'im ! Yon can get ori.,  This "cre is myv dog™

Ik dan't your dog, yon bheostly thicf ! exelaimed Wharton
indignantly, * and yow're jolly well not going to have him {

** Move on, thore! ™

It was a shorp voice of authority from the crowd.

The truculence disappeared from the menner of Mr, Bill
Harris, and he looked round nervously for the oxpected aight
of o policerman’s helinet.

He did not see the peliceman, but the sharp voice rang agnin
from the crowd.

“Move on! You can't block the way here! 3Alove on!™

“You ean "ave your dorg,” said Bill Horria hurriedly, and
he hastily disappeared with his friends.

Harry Wharton caught the chain as the rough threw it down,
and effectually stopped the immedinto attempt made by Pongo
to scubtle off. Pongo tugged st the chain; but there was
no eacapa for him this time.

“ Baol Jove!" exclaimed D'Arey, " it was jolly lucky that
bobby coming’ along at that moment, or thers would have
been a feahful wow. I should like to pweacnt him with a
half-cwown.”

* Hand it over, then," grinned Billy Dunter.

“ Eh—whsat T

“ Move on, there!"

The voice rang behind D'Arey, and he swung round,

“ Weally, officah—bai Jove!™

There was no policeman to be seen, The swell of 3t Jim's
understood st lost that it waa the ventriloguism of the fat
junior again,

“Baei Jove, you know, that's awiully clevah!™ exclaimed
Arthur Augustus, in great admiration, “ I eouldn’t do that,
yvou know,™

*Go hon!™

** It has saved us fwom gettin' mixed up in a wathah wotten
wow. wrill you have aome ices, Buntah t ™

“Won't I!" grinned Bunter. And he hed some.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The End of a Jolly Day.
B‘[LL‘E BUNTER had said that he would have some ices,

Y "Ere, mates, ‘elp mo to

1§ I!nl

and e had some, He gat dewn in the plaoa of rofregh.
ment, and took his hat snd gloves off, as if he meant
buginesa. And indeed he did! At the sixth ice his
fhurnmg ghowed esigns of restiveness, At the eighth they mue-
rured.,
* We're not going to stay here all night, you know," said
Bob Cherry.
“ Oh, really, Cherry! Why don't you have some icos yours
gell ¥ D'Arey is atonding treat."”
“ Yaops, wothaht "
“I've had two, and two's cnough. Leave off, Bunter,™
" Bosh! 1've only tasted them so far.”
* A jolly big taste, I think."
* They're all right,” said Bunter, smacking his lipa.
have some."’

£ I'I-u
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* Yon—you'll have some ?** eaid Nugent dazedly.

* Certainty."

And Bunter had some—the eight being only o taster. He waa
going on cheerfully, when Bob Cherry stopped his triumphant
earcer by slipping an ico apoon down the back of hia neck.

It was a drastic method, but it wes effective, Bunter
squirmed off the stool, and wrigpled apasmodically as the eold
spoun glided down his back, and gasped.

“Ow! You rotter! Ow! wow!

[

“ Well, I'm sfraid for your health, you know, and I had to

stop you somehow.”

What a rotten joke!

" Yow! Getthat spoonont! Yow!"™

Billy Bunter doubled up, trying to work the spoon back to hia
neck. He did not su . He tore off his jacket, and then hia
waislooat,

* Bai Jove ! " snid Arthur Augnatus, “ I don't want to inter.
fere, you know, but I would wemind you that there are ladics
pwezent, Buntah. Pwoy pwoeceed no farther.”

Thus admaonishecd, Billy Bunter proceeded no fnrther. Hurrea
Singh good-naturedly plunged o bhand down his back and
brought the spoon out, Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully at
the prinning Boh.

*1 sny, you fellows, somebody ounght to kick that besst !
Now just waik o minute while I have gsome lces.”

" You've had enough,” said Harry, dragging him away.
" Yeou're not going to make yourself ill simply because yon're
getting them for nothing. We're not going to wheel you home
in an ambulance."

" Oh, really, Wharton 5

* Come on, you young cormorant ! °"

And Billy Bunter ecame on, willy-nilly. The crowd was
gathering thickly on tho terroce to sec the fireworks, wiich
were timed to start shorily. The juniors, keoping a Iook-out
for Wally, made their way in that direction, They did not
take any of the seals, choosing a pood position to stand, and
thoy hed an exeellent view of the pyroiechnics when they
started.

" Bai Jove 1™ remarked Arthur Augustus, as the glimmering
of the fireworks and the detonations proceeded, ' this is extwa
wippin’. 1 am ghed thet ) eamne bo see this, you kiow,™

I any, you fellows——""

* Blhut up, Bunter ! "

'} say, what time are the fireworks over 1"

“ About ten, T beliowve,'

* Bhall we have time for supper before the train 77

“ My only hat!" said Bob Cheery. “ He's thinking about
sapper  already., Have you pot over tea, you fat young
grompus T

" h, really, Cherry—it waa rather unsubatantinl, you know,
I don't think we ought to risk having o long journcy without
aupper.”’

" More risk to you if you have ﬁur.n][w.r, T think.
you burst like s four-point seven s

* Oh, really, Cherry——"

* fhut up, and watch the fireworks ! ™

The fireworks were well worth watching. Wr. Broeck seemed
to have surpassed bimsell in the preparationa for thet August
Buank Holiday,

There were cheers and elapping as the pyrotechnies pros
coeded, and the juniors wiatched them eagerly till the finigh,

When all was over, and the sky wns dark once more, there
was o gencral swarming of thousands towards the exit mmto the
gtation.

Huarry Wharton & Co. Tooked out anxiously for Wﬂ!l;;.

“ Better wait for hum ot the station cntrance,” Nugent
suppested.  * He's most likely to find us there.”

" ¥Yaas, wathah ! M ]

And the porty aeccompanied the crowd., They reached the
exit intg the stotion, but did not pass the barriers. They
looked about anxiously, but in the swarming erowd they saw
no aign of Wally,. The ecrowd pessed in thowands; but it
wis goenungly ss thick as ever w a familiar voice wos sud-
denly heard,

‘]‘:};Hallu, you ﬂhin'[m t*

Arcy gove B jum

H Buﬁl’cﬁ?&! Thﬁmplhﬂ T- WA

Weally's face could be seen, rnised above the crowd at a
diztance. He was stonding on an automatic machine, He
waved hia hand over the heada of the crowd,

" Good-bye ! ™" he called out.

* Come here ot once, Wally 1

" Rata! "

L1 ]’ iﬂﬂ-iﬂt- bl ]

Y More rata ! "

" “You young wascal!” bawled Arthur Augustus, * Come
gre b M

“"And maeny of 'em!" ecalled back Wally cheerily. "1
haven't found Pongo, sad I'm not ¢oming. I'm steying here
to look for him, Good-bye!™

“Holt en!" shouted Wharton, as Wally wos about to

disappear into the crowd. ' It's all right about FPonge, We've
found him,"”

" You've found Ponge * ™
* ¥Yea; hes here!™
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“ Honest Injun 1"’

“ Yea, honest Injun, you young asa ! * gaid Harry, Ieughing.

“"Good! Now you're talking! 1°11 come.”’

And Wally squirmed a way through the thick ecrowd, snd
joined the chums. He took f;ul-d. of Pongo's chain, and gave
the mongrel a pat. .

* I've promised him a hiding,” he remarked. * T'll give it
to him, too, il he gots lost again. When doca our train go,
Cusay 1"

* It'a gone, deah boy."” ] . "

* Well, you are & chap for eatehing trains, and no misteke
gaid Wally, in great disgust.

* Why, you g ass, wo were waitin' for you ! "

" Oh, don't argue; let’s get into the station™

They clieked through the turnastilea and went on the ﬂﬂtfﬂl‘ﬂli
Trains were being ran 0s [nst as thoy were filled, to deal with
the crowd, and the juniora found one waiting. They wero
jammed into a carringe with about a deozen other oma 3
but the cramming and jamming did not eanse any losa of temper,
Everybody waa cheerful, and seemed to take it ns a joke,

The train started at lost, and half an howr later they were
disgorped at Vietorin, Thence s motor-'bus earried them to
the Strand ; and D'Arey mejor and minor and Pongo accom-

nied Harry Wharten & Co, into the stalion to seo them off
or Wharton Lodge,

** Hero's the train ! " said Bob Cheery. ' It's all right.
in, Bunter!*

“ What about a Taneh-basket in the train t**

“ Oh, get in 1™ S

Bob erry helped DBunter in with a shove, ‘I‘fhﬂ juniors
followed him, and they shook hands very heartily with D'Arey
ord Wally,

H “’e'vler had a ripping time,” seid Horry, " and we oweo it. to
vou, We shan't forpet thizs Bank Holiday in a hurry,”

“ Wob mueh," said Bob Cherry and Nugent.

“ Tha not-iuchfoulness is terrific.” . "

* It’a been o vewy ﬁ;ﬂ:mtf plensure to me,” said D'Arey, ™1
hope I shall see you all again soon, Guod-bye, doah boys.’

" Good-hye™

The t-mit:;r rolled out of the atation. D'Arey took off hia
topper, and Wally waved his straw hat, and go barked.
The juniors erowded the window, waving, till the platiorm
wng ottt of gight. Then Arthur Augustua, Wally, and Pongo
went home in o taxieab, very tired and very choerful, The
train rolled ont into the darkness with Harry Wharton & Co,
and Billy Bunter, in a corner seat, fell asleep. Mo woke up
presently.

"1 say, Wharton——"

“* Hallo! ™ s

“ I suppose supper’s sure to be ready when we get in ?

“ Quite sure,” said Harry, laughing. ;

“Good I And Bunter closed his eyes again, and slept the
gleep of one guite easy in his mind.

THE ENID,

(Anoiker splendid tale of the Chums of Greyfriars nexl Tuesday,
entitled © Narry Wharton's Eleven,” by Frank HRichards, Order your
Y Nagnet Litbrary in advance, Price One Halfpenny.)
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A Splendid Tale of Life in the British Army.

A BRIEF RESUME OF THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Roneld Chenys, a cadet in his last term at Sandhurat, is
inizely accused of cheating in an exam., s0 one might,
Ecu:king up a few necessaries, he leaves Sandhurst with his

og Rough. He walks to London, enlists in the Royal North
Wessex Regiment under the name of Chester, and is sent
down to Woolchester. Arrived there, Ronald unfortanately
manages to fall foul of Bagot, a bullying sergeant, and
Foxey Willlams, a private, on the firat day, and spo he
comes in for a rough time. On the night that he is deing
hiz first aﬂntry-%n. Ian Chenys, Lis unscrupulons step.
brother, enters the u{.';‘limcut a3 a suhaltern. Ronald ?ﬂ-

ersuaded to aet as the regimental champion against a

av:{ boxer, and goes into strict training.

a5 in the i;ym. gues ont suddenly, an
cnald recelves A crazhin

One night the
In the darkness
: Mow on the arm. The assailant
iz mot discovered, but Honald strongly sunspects Bagot.
In splite of his injurics, Ronald declares his intention of
going through with the fighe, ¢ Well, you're a game one ! "
say3 Licutenant Fairly, Ronald's backer, * But put a coat
on, and come with me to the doctor.”

{(Now go on with the story.)

A Pair of Villaios.

Ronald was led away to the surgeon, and the crowd of
Tormunies broke up, vowing bitter vengeance on the traitor
if ever they should lay hands on him.

Ian did not return to the mess, but made straight for his
own quarters. Here he fung his cap into a corner, sont a
chair spinning into the grate, and fell to pacing the floor,
cursing aloud in his rago.

AR _ﬂ'rcrge furn hia shadow fell upon the blind. Foxoy,
standin low in the little parden, watched it come and
go, and cudgelled his braina for some solution of the mys-
::icry. At last he mounted the staira and knocked at Ian's

Kt “ O,

~“Come in!" eried the young subaltern viciously.
it's you, is it? What the dickens brings vou herc "
“1 was wondering, sir,” bogan Foxey, with a cunnin
twinkle of his close-set eyes, *if what has just hamwncg
in the gymrozimm would make any difference in the arrange-
ments for to-norrow night.”

“Iang yow, was it you, then, that made that bungle?
exclaimed Ian, turning on him furiously.

“No, not me. You will exense me, sir, but T was won-
dering if it was yvou yourself"

¥ Hang your impudence ! growled Ian.  “Take care,
my line fellow., I may have sunk so low that T consent to

plot with scoundrels like you, but remember I always hold -

the whip-hand.”

“Gonerally, sir, but nob always," ecorrected Foxey, still
with veiled mmpudence. " When it comes to the clean up,
as I might call it, there'll be no whip left. We'll all go
under, Slancy, mo, and you; but you being on top now will
full furtheat and deocpest."

Fan was glaring at him, his teeth barod, and his hands
twitching, as if he was meditating a suddan apring.

“But that ain’t the point," continued Foxoy, dropping
the tone of mock obsequiousness, and taking up a bolder
stand. * The point is that there seems to be more than us
in this swindle™

“What of 1, vou fool!” anarled Tan.
merrier, I say ™

“Yua, and too many coocks spoil the broth, and deon't
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forget that. We lay our plans, and now some other fool

steps in and makes a hash of everything, puts everybody
on their guard, and cuts the ground from under our ver

feot. How do you think T'm going to do my little bit now

That's what I'm asking.'

“You've got to,” answered Lan.

“Yoas, I've got to, I know. I stand to win a pot if our
man gocs down, and so do you. Oh, I ain't jibbing, doco't
think that: but what T want to find out is, who told this
blundering ass to put his car in at the wrong moment, and
to see that he don't shove it in again, jest as I'm on the
job, and get me lvnched as well as himeself"

* How should I know whe it is, or what his motive ia "

“How shouldn't you?" asked Foxey maliciously. *“It’s
]]-a%:r!:, of course. Aay fool with one eye could see that.
He's got it in for Chester, as I know, and good luck to him,
The guestion is, is this a bit of crocked pﬁn} of yourn, and
are you sethin’ ono of us against the other to see us come
to smash while you get off scot-Ireo? If I really thought
that-—-""

“You necdo’t think that,” said Ian miserably, reading
the menace in the blackmailer’s tore. *I know no more
of Bagot's doings in this matter than yourself. Ha has a
grodge against this man Chester, and with good resson, no

doubt. The difference between us ia that whereas he struck

~simply to satisfly his own thirst for revenge, we strike to

do ditto, but to put good roney into our pockets at the
same time. He bungled hia plot; we must sec that we make
cortain of ours. . Uhester must be allowed to enter tha
ring and come up to the call of time; after that he must
not be allowed one chance in ten million of victory.”

“*Xactly I said Foxey, helping himself coolly to a tot
of spirits from Ian’s tantalus. Iﬁ: had taken te dropping
the role of servant in his private dealings with his victim
Just as soon as it anited him.

To the world, Ian wos an officer, and Foxoy an ordinary
private of the line; but behind the scenes the latter saw to
tt that he was admitted to full partnership on level terms,
gt foast,

““There's ancther thing!” exclaimed Foxey, setting the
tuinbler down and smacking his thin lips. *“There's never
an il wind which blows nobody any Thia attempt
to cripple our man will lengthen the odda agin him to
almost any price. We've got to get more money on, snd
vou've got te OGnd it."

“I've only & hundred!” growled Tan.

“Well, I'll be round to collect it in the morning, and I’ll
want a pass, too. I must be off to Plympaort ta catech the
bookics. It's going to be seventy-five on for me, and twenty-
five for vyou this time, and don't forgit it."

“You scoundrel ™ cried Tan.

“8o I am, and I never denied it,"” said Foxey. * There's
no call for you advertising the fact though, at the top of
yvour volce. If I'm Eﬂing to do the dirty work now, when
everyone 18 on the kwi vive, as the Froggies say, I wane
& bit added to my share; so no more of that. The Iast
i;um{: is, what are my dootics to-merrow night? How am

going to fix it 30 that our man iz fit and well till the last
minute, yvet geta Hopped out as soon as the sailor sots about
him? Don't you think 1t"s about time you cxplained #''

“Certainly; I'll show you now,'” said Tan, rising, and
crossing to a writing-desk, which he unlocked.

A Splendid Tale of tha
Chuma of Greyfriars.



Army v, Navy—Drugged.

The rews of the attempt to “nobble®™ their champion

roused the Wessex men to a perfect fever-heat of rage.
There were many who openly declared that it was Hergeant
Bagot who had but vented his nobericus spite against
Ronald in this cowardly, back-handed way, and if it had
not been for the chevrons protecting him, there 15 no doubt
that he would have been E&ﬂ:nﬁy manhandled on mere
BUsplcion alone.
_ Not only was the honour g the regiment besmirched, bué
its pocket was likely to suffer hearily, too; for, sad to sey,
from the colonel to Bugler Midge there was scarcely a man
who had not backed Ronald’s chances with hard cash.

When it was known that Ronald was debarmined still to
box, and that the medical officer had not attewmpted to
dissuade him from his purpose, wild excitement began
to simmer down a little, thpugh spirit of vengeance
against his unknown sesailant was as strong as ever. ;

Hookey and Mouldy promptly anncunced iheir intention
of keeping guard over their man all might, in case of a
second attempt being made, and helf & dozen of No 4
Section prompily offered their services for that duty.

Among these wers Foxey Williams, George, and Al
They were apparently as resentful as the rest, end gruesomo
wera their vowse as to what they would do to the trastor if
they once laid hands on him.

ony Truseott tipped & guarded wiok to Mouldy at these
protestations, and it was evident also that ey's sus-
picions were also roused; -

A moment later, however, news came that Bonald would
be kept in the barrack hospital that night, and the arrange-
ments for his immediate protection fell to the ground.

A bodyguard, however, was enrolled at Foxey's sugges-
tion to escort him until he entered the ring, and as nobody
elsa zeemed to recall the feet that Private Williams waos
among the least desirable for a duty of this gort, and that
George and Alf wera ecarcely better, Tony and tha two
ﬂl-i'! goldiera thought it wiser to keep their thoughts to them-
selves,

They were only the more determined, however, to keep
double watch end ward.

The next meorning, learning that Foxey hbad been
despatched by his master to Piymport on business, they felt
a little more relief; with him out of the way they were
more than a match for the two ex-hooligans, supposing them
to be on treachery bent. ]

Tony, for his part, was not altogether inclined .to doubt
the loyalty of the peir. He had been watching George and
Alf out of the eprnar in eye for some wesks past, and
though they growled snd scowled whenever Ronald’s name
was mentioned, it seemed to him that much of the venom of
their hatred had evaporated.

Ronald had thrasbed bath, singly and together, with the

leves and without, and if this rankled with them, they, as

rn scrappers, could not belp but admire his superior
science and strength.

As seon as the news thet he had consented to match him-
solf against the champion of the Royal Navy had leaked
out, AIf and Goorge were the two most regular attendants
st the gymnasium to watch him at his treining.

They said nothing, they cut him at every forn, but they
stood there all the same day by day, looking on with an
admi‘lﬁqétipn which would reveal itself in spite of their efforts
toc stifle it.

Tony had seen all thie, had waiched their =av wrath
when Ronald rose [:riﬁlled after his strugele with. Bagotf,
end he was not to be blamed, perhaps, if he mccepted their
repentance a3 genuine.

gtﬁl, he wae on his guard, and Mourldy and Hookey even
more 5o,

At last the hour came for the great cuntast.

The big gymuasium of the Naval Barracks at Plemport
was ga;!v with fluttering bunting. Hvery reserved seat hed
been =old long before the night, and mow the standing room
in the galleries and behind was cramined to the last inch.

The grand assoult st arms was for the benefit of the
widows and orphans of gallant tars whe had lost their lives
in their country’s service. That alone would have sufficed
to A1l the vast bualding : but apart from the cause of charity,
there was the great match between Btoker Jack Blade,
heavy-weight champion of the Navy, and Private Eonald
Chester, of the Weasex Regimont, and this every sportsman
in the Bervices was anxious to see.

At the ring-sido were & dozen admirals and generals
junior officers by the score, and a sprinkling of privilegec
civilians, while above and arcund rose tier upon tier of
sunburnt faces, all intently waiting for the big event of
the evening.

Excitement wan at boiling-point, for the news of the
attempt on Ronald’s life had long since flached from Wool-
chester to Flymport, At first it was rumoured in the Iatter
nlage that the match wae off ; but leter, a wire came deny-
ing this, saving that the Wessex champion, though injured,
would fake the ring. :

Now everyone was eager simply to see so game a lad
That Stoker Blada wnu?d defeat him, only the Tommies
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from the Wessex regiment had a doubt. They know some-
thing of Ronald’s dogged grit, and they kncw, as he did,
that while that terrible right of his was uninjured there
was hope.

The odds, however, had gone virtually to any price aguinet
the redcoat, and there wza scarcely a taker.

* Now, then, Chester, are you all ready 1™ said Licutenant
Bob, bustling into the dressing-room.

“ Quite ready, sir,” answered Romald quietly. * He was
sitting gloved and stripped for the fray, with his cvercoat
thrown over his shoulders.

“ How does the arm fecl 7

" Pretty bad, sir. The stiffness may work off when the
muscles get warmed to it, but I am afraid that is rather a
forlorn hope.™ .

“H'm! Well, let's hope for the best, then," said Licu-
tenant Bob, wilth a galety he was far from feeling. " What
do you think of your opponent? Hgve you scen him 1

“Yes: he was in here just now. A sterling good cha
and as sorry as I am that the conditions are not more equal.’

“PBrave!” muormured Licutenant Bob. **Well, I just
dropped in to say that the tenth item is in progress mow.

After that iz Sabre v. Sabre, and then you come on. Are
vou guite ready, Mills and W’alker?”
“ Ready for the word, sir!"” answered Mouldy,
It isn't likely now

*Well, just take care of our man. )
that tilam’il_bﬂ another attempt to eripple him, but look out.'

“We're looking, sir, and if there is, and we get bold of
the sco——" :

“We'll tear him in halves and throw him through the
roof I =aid Hookey, tucking up the sleeves of his sweater.

The thunder of many applauding feset in the gallerics
announced that there was only one more item hefore
Ronald's appearance. The minutes now passed like hours;
but again the din of applause sounded, and Ronald and his
scconds rose.

Their way to the raised platform in the centre of the

ranasium lay through a long lane of spectators, kept clear
E; the garrison and %erp,l police. :

Posted at the door and at various points where the
could stem any rueh made at their champion were Corpor
Kedge, Tony Truscott, Spud Murphy, Gussy, and olher
trusty men. =

Alf and George were there, too, but Kedge and Tony were
keaping their eves upon them. ;

The first to enter the arens was the Navy champion, and
he came in for an ovation from the bluejacket contingent
which made the floor tremble, ] ‘

Then came Ronald, preceded by Lieutenant Bob, with
his seconds following closely upon his heels.  The house
rase and cheered at t,ﬁis: entrance, for both Navy and Army
were anxions to show how much they admired true grit and
British pluck. . _

Despite the Naval and garrison police, the erowd on
pither aide of the narrow gangway surged inwards, and for
g moment Ronnld was jostlad by men unable to help them-
gelves in the ﬁrmas. ; i

Spud Murphy, using his huge bulk as a battering-ram,
did his utmost to stem the rush, and Mouldy and Hookey,
losing their heads, punched right and left at innocent noses.

“ Don't shove there, d'vou hear 7' protested a voice, which
Ronald recognised es Forey Williems, and turning his head,
found the Cockney hustling at his elbow. Behind were Alf

d George.

*'he next instant 2 way was cleared for Ronald, and he
nressed on, but as he moved he felt a sharp pricking pain
in hiz arm, as if a ncedle had pierced his skin.

Mouldy and Hookey were urging him forward, however,
and the pain had gone alinost as soon as he feit it Btill,
it made him turn his head again, and just in fime fo see
Foxey struggling with the crowd, using his pal Al as a
shield, apparcntly, for he was forcing the cockney back-
wards into the ranks, o

The next instant order was restored. The whole incident
had sse-il .nimﬂat unnoticed in the din of applause greet-
in onald’s appoarance. :

!E'I'Iﬁ Naty champion had already entered the ring, and
he made hasic to follow. Throwing off his coat, he
elambered under the ropes and ¢rossed to his corner, where
a Union Jack was hung. Oppesite to him, where thc sailor
gat, wes draped a White Ensign.

A murmur of admiration rese as the audience compared
the two men side by side. Both were of superb physique,
deep-chested, and long-limbed, but the sailor’s skin bad not
the satin sheen of Ronald's, and his muscles were chunky
and huge, betraying power at the cxpensze of pace. ;

Ronald's muscles were long and fine, like steel wire,

where the satlor’s resembled rope. Knowing Ronald'a
science and ring-craff, there was nof & Wessex man now
but would have put his shirt on their man, but for one
thing—that purple bruise on the point of the left shnuli:Irnr,

]
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shading to greer and yollow where it descended to bicep
and tricep. That was a hopoeless handienp, and the great
audienee expressed their pity for it in & sympathetic groan.
ommander Cropper now came forward, and a silenco
fell. In a few sailorly words he touched upon the unfor-
lunate aceident which hod befallen the Wessex chammpion,
and acknowledged Ronald's splendid pluck in consenting
to enter the nrena crippled of half his guns.

He said thia and more, yet Ronald, though he tried hard
to follow, found himself stumbling at the meaning of the
words. A sort of deadly languor seemed to be stealing
over his sonses, and his muscles felt like soft wax.

He heard a great buzz of checring, which seemed to
come from a mile away, and then he saw the referee step
to the ring-sido,

‘"The next instant Stoker Dlade was on his feet, and
Ronald felt sommeons give him a vigorous nudge, and the
chair was dragged from under him.

“Go on! And buck up and walk into him!"™ he heard
Mouldy growl; and remembering dimly what he was there
to do, he mado the half circle of the ring, moving, it
scemed to him, as if on air., What had happened? What
had brought this sudden change upon him when he falt
gu it only some five minutes before, ho could not imagine.

Then he reealled in g fash that pricking pain in his arm;
& tiny spot of blood marked the puncture in the akin, It
was just above a vein. le had beon drugged by an in-
jection of morphia,
- The Navy champion caught the extended glove and shook
it. Then broke ground, made a weaving feint or two with
his Lands, and landed flush on Ronald’s mouth, driving
him spincing on to the ropes, from which he rebounded,
falling on his hands and knees in the ring.

Knocked Qut—Ronald's Rally,

A half-choked cry of bowilderment greeted the sailor’s
success. It was inexplicable,  Any man with the least
knowledge of how to use his fists might have parried tha
blow, for it was merely a straight lead, and hali-hesrted at
that—meant only to sample the enemy's defence, )

Yet Ronald was down, and the timekeoper was counting
the seconds one by one.

. What could be wreng? Ilad the fight been sold?
Alrcady ironical wyells and hootings were beginning to
gound from some parts of the house. -

Licutenant Bob was standing up in his seat, staring
open-meuthed, while Mouldy Mills and Hookey Walker
simply gaped like dying codlish. . ]

Amed the incmusing uproar the voice of the timekeeper
wag inaudible, but Licutenant
Bob could see his lips move, -.
and he knew that in a few
more  ticks the whole thing
would be over = tha most
amazing fiasco probably ever
known in the sporting world.

Eut Ronald had moved. Ha
raised his dull, glazed eyes
to his opponent, and seemed to
pull his wits together with an
effort. The next instant he
was on s feet, and the secand
hand of the chronometer faw
back without 2 verdiet.

“ Into him, Bladesey ! Finish

im! Now's your time "' velled
the Navy men. Ilut the stoker
was cunning after hizs own
fashion. Ile, too, was stortled
by the pase with which Ronald
had fallen; but be meant to
go warlly.

Thiz might be some cunnin
ruse to induce him to rush
in, careless and over-confident.
If, on the other hand, Honald
was ill—and he looked it—he
was to much of o sportsman to
cut him down in cold blood.

Therefore he eircled out of
cistance, with Ronald follow-
ing sluggishly after him. Yot
the soldier’s wits were clearing
little by little under the smart
of his bruised lips.

The sailor, thinking io try

im again, led, but Ronald
ducked his head and crosaed
Eim heavily with his right.

The hooting died away at

sexnis than one.
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the blow. There was Fﬂﬂd inger behind it, and the contest
was to be a fair one after .a,ﬁ+

The stoker staggered under the swinging thud, but came
again like a bulldog, landing right and left. The first
hook Ronald parried with his right guard, and then reeled
with tha F.ﬂlﬂ of the wrench. Hies shoulder was going to
play him falso, after all. ) LT

¥et pain was spurring his drugged senses to activity.
An unintentional ¢chop on the bruised shoulder itself stung
him to madress. Ie rallied under the sailor’s rush, taking
hits unﬁuarded which would have felled many ancther man
to the boards.

Out came his right glove like & bullet, and the stoker
staggored. Qut it came again, this time upon the mark,
and he grunted like a stricken bulleck. He swung blindly
at Ronald’s head, and missed. The force of the blow spun
him round, and & feeble upper-cvt from Ronald's crippled
laft sent him flying to the boards.

If he had had but & sound arm to make that blow, the
fight would have been over there and then. As it was,
the bell rang to the call of tirae

“Why, whatever's wrong with you?
like & man in & Jdceam

Ronald, who was being vigorously spraved with water
ITookey, turned a dripping face to Liecutenant Bob Fairly
standing by tho ropes.

“Bome brute has tried to drug me!" answered Ronald.
“I felt a prick in my arm. Look, there's the place! It
looks like a hypodermie injoction of morphia.”

“ Drugged you!” exclaimed tha officer, so loudly, end
with 30 much surprise, that his voice was heard all over
the crowded building. “Who waa it? Could you recog-
nise the man®"”

“1 don't know. I'll tell you afterwards, sir.”

But Lieutenant Bob's blood was up.

" Close those doors!” he roarad. “3ee that not a man
leaves this building until orders are given! There has
boeri foul play against Private Chester for the second
time; and, by jingo, we'll get to the bottom of it now!
Can you go on?”’ he asked, turning to Ronald.

“Yes, gir; I feel fairly right now,"” answered Renald.

“Very well. We'll catch the scoundrel after the eontast
is over. Mr. Referee, I apnlnffﬁu for interrupting in this
manner, but you will sce that 1 have good excuse.”

The referee bowed, and amid a babel of angry tongues,
the %1mekﬁ?par ordered the seconds out of the ring.

irne !

There was no question that Ronald had recovered con--
giderably under his seconds' care. Still he left the sajlgr
to make the fighting, content-
ing  himself with  ducking,

ua.rdmg hiz head as much aa

e could with his right, and
taking what he could not with
a grunt and a grin. Hig loft
arm hung limp for the most
part, and he rarely attempted
to bring it into play.

A fierce rally in which ha

You're fighting

FH-Z- A,

“ MAGNET" Library, again landed with dazing forca

23-29, Bouyerle Street, Fleet Strect, on Stoker Blade's jaw, fin-
1shed the second round.

Ronald came up to time

fresher than ever for the third,
while the sailor was beginning
to snow signs of wear. Tha
blows which had landed on
him were few, but they had
come homea like the kicks of a
racéhorss.

The excitement was intense.
The deep breathing of the tweo
antagonists was the only sound
in all the crowded building.

Buddenly a shipmate, wild
with exeitemnent, yellod ouk:

o Fe&rm}ug;hta for ever! Go
it Bladesey 1™

The battle-cry seemad to fire
the sailor's blood in a flash.
Like a tornado he swept in
upon his man, crowding him,
crushing him, smiting him hip
and thigh.

(dnother long ingf Tment of this
splendid Army sorfy next Tuesday,
Please order wour copy of “The
Magnet" Library in advancs.)
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