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, THE FIRST CHAPTER.

- A Most I'mportant Anniversary.

g I'5 lucky it comes on & half-hohiday "
remarked Billy Bunter of the Remove
at Greyfriars.

No one replied,

Bunter’'s remark was not made to anyome
in particular, and no owbe in particular felt
bound to malke sny ancswer.

Besides, no one knew toa what the remark
referred,

Billy Bunter had been sitting anite silent
and thoughtful in the armchair in Study
No. 1 for a good five minutes,

. He had broken the siience with that ol:zerva-
tion, and Harry Wharicn, or Frank Nugent,
or Hurree Jam:set RKam Singh hadn’t the
faintest idea whkat he was driving at.

80, as they were busy mending a “ busted »
footh

all, and had their atiention fully ocen-

pied, they didn't even look at DBunter.

The lat junior blinked at them tihrough
his big spectacles.

“f say, you fellows——" he remarked.

Wharton gave a grunt,

“I say, you know,” zaid Bunter, #it's lucky
it's a half-holidav 1™

“It's not a half-holiday,”™ =aid Nugent, look-
ing up at last. “What are you juhbering
ghout? To-dav's Tuesday, and Tuesduy's not

& half-holiday.”
1 wasn't speaking about to-day, :ﬁugﬁj@'

Nugent grunted, ,

“1 was speaking about to-morrow,” said

nfer, with emyphasis, “and 1 said it's Incky
t cOmes on a half-holiday '™

“Ass! Wedoesday's always a hall-heliday,
l=n't 67 growled Nugent.  Are you off your
silly onlon®»

“0b, really n

% Cheese it, Runter!” said Wharton.
Fou see we're busy7”

. “0h, really, Wharton, [ think you might
Eive ma a mipute on an important oceasion
that occurs only once a vear!”

“Ehin

“To-morrow being a half-holiday, we zhali
be able to celehrate it——»

# Celebrate what "

“My birthday.?

“Your what 77

“It's my birthday to.morrow,"
Bunier,

“Well, there's nothing
that,” said Wharton.

“Oh, really! I suppose thiz study is going
to get up some little eclebration?” said the
fat jumior indignantly. =1 should think
you'd have the decency to stand some sort
of feed, anyway "

“What rot!” =aid Wharton. ©“We don’t
eclebrate otr own hirthdays, except with a
few extra tarts for tea, or something of that
sort. = You see—"

* But it'a different in my case.®

“How soi™

“ Well, ag I'm the mos=t important member

“Can’t

explained

important about

of this study, it's only right that more atten- |

tion should be paid to my hirthday."”
“0f all the cheek »

*I don’t see it. T was thinking of a big
arty, with all the best Tellows in the Remove
nvited, and the girls from Cliff House !’ wuyd
Bunter enthusiastiealiy. “I think it would he
rip?ing; and as it fertunatcly comes on a hall-
boliday, it's very convenient.'’ X
Harry Wharton & Co. looked at cne
another, The astounding coolness of the Owl
of the Remove took their breath away.

Billy Bunter did not seem to see it. He
blinked at them from the armchair with a
perfectly satisfled expression.

“ But where are the funds to come from?»
Wharton asked at last.

THE PERNY PoPULAR.—No. 1.

By FRANK

Bunter snorted.

“Jen't that just like yout™ he exclaimed,
“I ecall it a low, money-grubbing mind that's
always thinking of considerations of that sort,
I take a much higher view of things, The
money will come from somewhere.”

“From somebody, you mean,'” sald Nugent.

“Well, I'm expecting a postal-order this
evening,” said Bunter, “ As a matter of fact,
I'm expecting several postal-orders to-morrow,
as it’s my birthday. But, in any case, should
Lthere he any delay in the delivery ©of my
postal-orders——=" :

“There might be, you know,” Nugent zug-
pested =arcastically.

“Well, in that cas=e, I suppoze you fellows
would be ready to stand  something, amd I
could settle it afterwards when my remit-
tances grrive."” .

“No fear!” said Wharlon. “We've had
enough of lending you money on poatal-orders
that never arrive!”

“Well, money will have to he raised some-
how,” sald Bunter. " As I've got guests
coming, it's absolutely necessary."”

“{uests—ch? What guest:z?®

“Well, there are the Clif House girls—
}[ﬂhﬂnrie. and Miss Clara, and several others,
“n SR -

“You've had the cheek to ask them?»
demanded Wharton.

“Why not 7 :

“And who's going to pay for the feedi®

“Well, my postal-orders will arrive to-
mOrrow, o €ven to-night, and——*

“They won'td" said Nugent. “In faet, they
never do!"

“Well, if they're delayed in the post—>=

“It'll mean that we shall have to stand a
feed to keep up appearances!" exelaimed
Harry Wharton.

“That’'s a rotten way of putting it, Whar-
ton! Je—? E

“You fat young scoundrel!™ exclaimed
Wharton indignantly, “ Do you think we're
going to be bhounced out of a fortnight’s
pocket-money in this way

“ Well, the guests are coming now -

“You shouldn't have asked them!"” said
Wharton angrily. “If you had the money to
feed them, it would be all right ; but——»

“I shall have the money,” said Bunter.
“My postal-orders are bound to arrive—-"

“I don't think!'"”

“Well, if 1 bappen to he short of funds I
suppose you won't lél honoured guests go
away bhungry? It'll give them a nice ofinion
of Greyfrinrs’ hospitality, I must say!

Harry Wharton & Co, looked at one
another, and rose from their chairs.

The same thought waz in every inind,

Rilly Bunter blinked at them inguiringly.

“Well, have you thought it over? he
azked, '

“Yes.?

“ And what bave you decided upon %

“We've decided to give you a jolly gobd
bumping for yonr fearful cheek,” said Woar-
ton. * Collar him, you fellows!"”

IBilly Bunter was promptly “ecollared.”

“Ow! Leggo!” he shrieked.  “Help!
Murder! Fire!® :

" an? him !»

Bump!

% Yarocoooogh !I™

Bump!

Hnw !‘H

And then the fat iiuniﬂr was swung to the
doorway, and sent along the passa

ﬁ;warfu] heave which sent him skidding on

‘the Huoleum almost to the end of the stairs.
He stopped there, and sat blinking. -
“Ow! Beasts!" he roared. = “Look here!

I say, you fellows—n

h.L ]
T

with a

BILLY BUNTER'S POSTALORDER|
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But at that moment the door of Study Na. 1
slammed, and Bunter was left to address his
cloguent discourse to the dezert air,

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
~ Bulstrode Has an lIdea.
ULSTRODE, Hazeldene, and Tom Brown
B the New Zealander, were in their
atudy when the door opened, and a

_ large pair of spectacles glimmered in.
Behind
Bunter, \
The three juniors looked round at Bunter

and Bulstrode's hand straved idly {owards

the inkpat.

Bunter was too short-sighted to see that, or
to notice Bulstrode's expression; and eume
cheerfully in. :

“I say, you fellows,” he said, “you haven't
forgotten about to-morrow i

“No,” said Hazeldene; “that's all right.”

“Your gister is coming—and Miss Clara®"

Hazeldene laugheﬂ.

“Yegn; if there's a feed I'Nl bring them,” he
said. “I sha'n't say a word to them sheout
it until the feed's a cert, though.”

“Oh, really—" _

“We know you, you eee, Bunty.”

“Oh, that's all right! 1I've written to
Marjorie, and told ber you're coming over to
retch her,” said Punter, blinking.

“You cheeky young beggar!” said Hamel- -
dene indignantly. sy

“Well, I thought 1'd better e Marjorie
plenty of notice,” said Bunhr.ﬂrﬁm nﬂnhh =

want to wear something speclal, you keow, on

the ocexsion of my birthday. But J really

came lere to speak to Bulstrode. M you

%{']lﬂtxi wouldn't mind giving me a mipute
Tom Brown rose, with & g

. and Hazelders
looked at Bulstrode, ‘burty Removite
shook Lis head. g

“Dou’t trouble to_go,” he said. “Bunter
may want a private_interview with me, but 1
don’t want one with him, 1 know his gsme.”

“Oh, really, Bulstrode——" ;

“And
money." _ R

“I hope you don't think I came here 1o ask
for énﬂuer, Bulstrode,” said Bunter, with

nity. -
he burly Removite stared at him in
asfonishment. :

“ What do you want, then?" he asked. “II
you don't want money, 1 suppose the age of
miracles has come again tll':en. and =0 it's
possible that you want to pay =ome of what
you owe me—a good many pounds by this
time, I think.” : -

“1 keep careful aceount of any little svms
1 borrow,” sdid Bunter. “I'm not the kind cf
fellow to be under monetary obligations to
anybody, T hope.”

I'm not going to give him any

B
1 “Dlessed if 1 can see anything to cackle at!
-} Look here, the trouble js t!_m% the comntry

post is go unreliable, and 1 may not get a

| remittance I'm expecting.”

“Eu'lflm' hilt!:d dv '
“Sa if you liked to advance me Bve pounds,
I'd give you my written promise to pay—"
“Better make it five hundred,”™ - “Tom
Brown sarcastically; “then 1'd contribote
halipenny.” ' :
“Well, I conld make a do.”
“Don't stint you . #aid Rulstrode.
“You're quite as likely to get five pomnds

Lottt of me as one.” + e
“Well, you see, I must have the money, and
think my guests ought to go nr’l%

1 don't

hungry. because - my  pestal-order . hasa
arrived.” :

“Have you domet” .

m came the fat face of Bily .

=

§ Wi
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“Yes,” said Buater, hlinking.

“Well, there's the door.”

“Eh? The door?” )

“Yea. A door's an article used for keeping
silly asses out of & room,” explained Bulstrode
ipatiently. * You go out into the passage, close
rthve door behind you, lateh it, and then it's
all right. Savvy?"

“ih, really—* _

“You've got all you're likely to get here,”
said Bulstrode. “You may as well cat.”
- Bulstrode's hand closed on the inkpot now,

“But, I say, you fellows —"

“Po you want anything
Bulstrode.

“Yea, I—
« CWell, here it is.”

Bulstrode’s hand jerked, and a skilfully pro-
jected stream of ink caught Billy Bunter
fairly upon his fat little nose, and seattered
over his fat face.

T'l:;; Ow] of the Remove gave a wild yell.

ar ]!!

“Ido youn want
'Gulstrode kindly.
vou'd like it.
Brown.™

“Here you are!”

But Billy Bunter was already outside the
atudy.

The three juniors roared with lavghter as
: the door closed.

Bunter went down the passage, dripping
with ink, and was greeted with loud Iaachter
- by all he passed on his way to the nearest
bath-room.

In Bulstrode's study there was oo sound bLut
laughter for several minutes,

“The checky ass!” said Hazeldens, at lust.
‘ That's his way—to ask fellows to a fecd,
and then expect them to stand the exes. It's
Bunter all over”
 Bulatrads grinned.

“I've got an idea!” he exelnimed. “ Bunter's
¢xpecting postal-orders. Why shouldn’t he
Lhiave some ("

-u:]_':l.l?‘l!

“Well, you can get 'em for a shilling each,”
said Bulstrode; “and a lot of fun coeld be
got for a few bob that way., By Jove, I'll
do it! There's time to get down to the post-
office before the next ¢ollection.”

id Hilt_'"

“Keep it dark? exclaimed Buolstrode, get-
ting wup, and taking kis cap.

ext moment he had departed from the
study.

more 7" asked

anvthing more?” n;keﬁ
“I've aome gum here if
Hand over the pum-hotile,

e, gy

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Recelves a Postal-Order.

' ETTERS! said Harry Wharton, that
I evening. “Anybody expecting a

lelter? Here's the evening post,”
Billy Bunter came quickly for-
ward,

“1'm expecting a postal-order,” he  Te-
marked., *“Any for me, old man? Name of
Bunter.”

“Yes, sir,” said the postman,

“Oh, good!

Billy Bunter took the letter. He opened

it at once, and uttered an exclamation” of
satisfaction.

“It's come!"”

A dozen pairs of eyes were upon him at
once,

“What's come?"”

“Not the postal-order?™

“Great Beott!™

Billy Bunter smiled serenely.

The envelope addressed to him had con-
tained a postal-order.

There was no letter with it; but Bunter
did not mind that.

The latter had doubtless heen forgotten:
Lut Bunter did not mind the letter being
forgotten o long as his correspondent did
not forget the postal-order.

An intereating ring of
roand Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove had talked so
much about his expected postal-orders, and
he received them so very seldom, that the
event was a really interesting one.

“It's a real postal-order!" said Ogilyy, as
Bunter unfolded it. “Warranted genuine'!”
“Faith, and ye're right!” said Micky Des-
mond. “Wonders will never cease, intirely!”
*How mmch is it for?" asked Hazeldene.

Bunter blinked at it in the light.

“H'm! It's not a very big one,” he con-
feazed. * But——"

- *It's a bobt”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, & bob's a bob!" said Bunter, blink-
ing round at the juniors. “This isn’t really

juniocrs gathered

the postal-order I was expecting. This is
another. 1l'm expecting a much bigger one,
you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha'"

“I think I'll pop over to Mrs. Mimble's and
have a anack with—"

“Hadn't you better put that bob towards
the feed to-morrow!™ asked Wharton.

“Oh, there's no need to do that!" said
Bunter quickly. *“The other postal-orders
I'm expecting will pay for the [eed.”

“Look here——"

_But Bunter was only looking in one diree-
tion that moment, and that was in the
direction of the tuckshop.

He scuttled across the dusky Close as fast
aa his fat legs would carry him.

Bulstrode and Skinmer and several other
juniors followed him, and entered the tuck-
shop, to find the Owl of the Remove tapping
on the counter.

Mrs. Mimble came out of her little parlour
with a grim frowm.

“I want you to cash a postal-order for me,
Mrs. Mimhle,” said Bunter.

“Oh!" ejaeulated Mrs. Mimble,

“Here it is.”

“Idear me! You really have a postal-order,
then!” exclaimed Mrs. Mimble in astonish-
ment.

The fat junior glared.

i 1”'?!.‘1“!I,'-I|.'F|}nl.ll? :.".:. '.i . :
TR
|

't“Pm sorry, Master Dunfer. I can't help
it

“Let me have the tarts, and take thg
postal-order as security,” suggested Bunter.
“”t: tﬂ down to the village to-morrow and
CAS 'ﬂ'
hH&*a. Mimble replied with a shake of the

ead,

The disconsolate junior turned to Bul-
strode, who was grinning with ‘enjoyment.

“1I say, Bulstrode, will vou -cash this for -
;IEEE'? You know you can get the money on

“Rats!”

“Oh, really—*

“And you weren't going to let me have a
single tart!” eaid Bulstrode, witlhe - a grin.
“My dear chap, your coolness is too geod.
The best thing you can do is to write to the
chap who sent you the postal-order, and
blow him up for hia careleasncss.”

“Oh, I couldn't do that!™ said Bunter.
“It's from my rich uncle——"

i Whﬂtf“

“It's from one of my riech uncles, yoa
know, anpd I shouldn't eare to offend him.
I expect to get about ten thousand pounds
in his will.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Bunter blinked at the burly Removite.

"“Blessed If I can sce anything to cackle at,

“You just cash it, and hand out some
tarta!” he said.
“Good!"” said Dulstrode. “We'll all have

some tarts, as Bunter’s standing treat!”

“1I'm sincerely sorry, Bulstrode, but the
money won't run to it. You see, I've only
got a bob, and that's not really enough for
myself, I'm not greedy, you know, but I
have to keep up a .delicate constitution by
!:?k_ing constant nourishment, That's how
it is.

Mrs. Mimble was looking at the postal-
order dubiously.

Bhe put on her glasses, and blinked at it
through them, and Bunter blinked at her,

“Well, what's the matter?" asked the fat
junior sarcastically. “Do yon think it isn"t
a good one? Think [ wrote it out myself in
the study?”

Mrs. Mimble shook her head.

“I'm afraid T ecan't eash this, Master
Bunter,” she said. “I don't think I could
get the money for it myzelf.”

“What rot! :

“You szee, it's made payable to sou hy
name, and the post-office where payment is
to be made is filled in.)" explained Mrs.
Mimble. “TIt's all right, but vou' have to
go down to Friardale yourself to cash it at
the post-office.”

Bunter snorted. .

“It's too far, and the gates are locked
now, too.” :

i

BILLY BUNTER IN A BAD MOOD!

Bulstrode! I've got several rich uncles, and
a good many titled relations, and | get my
postal-orders from them.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, really, Bulstrode—"

“But I thought there wasn’t a letter with
this postal-order?” suggested Bulstrode.
“How do you know which uncle it's from?”

“Oh., I recognised the writing, of course!”

“The writing?” shrieked Bulstrode.

“Yes, certainly. I sappose I ought te
Kknow my rich uncle's writing?"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What's the matter?”

“Ha, ha, ha!" ;

And Bulstrode staggered ont of the tuek-
shiop, roaring with laughter.

Billy Bunter blinked after him in astonish-
ment. He didn’t know why his recognition
of the handwriting of his rich uncle should
afford Bulstrode so mueh merriment.

He took up the postal-order.

“You sure you can't cash this,
Mimble?" he asked.

“I'm sorry, Master Buater, but I'm quite
sure.”

“If I have to take it down to the village
I shall spend it at Uncle Clegg's shop, yoi
know!" said Bunter warningly.

“Very well, Master Bunter.”

Bunter grunted.

“I think you're a most woreazen:lils

THE PeNNY PoPULAR.—No. 1.
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womed, Mre. Mimble. You'll lose one of
your best customers one of these days, from
your lack cf business ability.”

Mrs., Mimble smiled, and returncd to lLer
little parlour, and Billy Bunter dizeonso-
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
More Postal-Orders.

HERE was a weight upon the mind of

I William George Bunter for the re-

His face was clouded when Lie went
up to bed with the reat of the BEemove.

It was not that he had no prospect of
raising the promised feast for the morrow—
unless his friend: came to his aid—but he
caghable. . .

He had never been in such a aituation
before, and he found it most unp'_ifaasmlt-.

He had tricd to palm the postal-order off
on other fellows, in vain.

lately left the tuckshap.
mainder of that evening.
had a postal-order upon him which was un-
He had offered it to Gatty of the Second

-

“h, really ——-

“You Enow which one it is, by the hand-
writing, you know,” said Bulstrode.

And there was a roar ef laughter,

Bulstrode had confided his little plot to
a good many of the Remove, and most of the
others guessed that Bunter was being japed
in some way.

Bat the lat junior never thought of that
himszelf.

He could ncver have understood anyhody
parting *with hard cash for a jape: and if
Bulstrode had confessed 1o him, Bunter
n;uygd probably not have believed a word
of it.

Bunter went to bed in a sulky temper,

He was hungry, as usual, and all the more
50 because he had, as it were, six twopenny
tarts, or twelve penny ones, or a dozen
bune, in the form of paper money, which he
cotld not eat.

Bob Cherry's suggestion that he shounld
eat the postal-order was received with
laughter by all the juniors excepting Bunter,
who preserved a sulky silence,

Billy Bunter went to sleep after lights
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Form for ninepence, but Gatty wasn't taking

ROYy.
IETEH Sncop wouldn't give him sixpence
or it.

Sncop knew very well that the postal-
order ¢ould only be cashed by Bunter him-
pelf, and so he would have to trust it into
the fat junior's hands for that purpose.

And once it was in his hands again, by
Bunter’s peculiar mental processes, he would
r:artalnlf regurd it ss his own, and keep
the shilling.

Bunter was not to be trusted, and so,
although he explained almost with tears
in his eyes that the postal-order was as
good as solid money, he couldn't persuade
anybody to give him solid money for it.

In his mind, Bunter had spent that shilling
a dozen times already.

Mentally, he had devoured it in the form
of tarts, in the form of cakes, doughuuts,
and table jelly, of crcam puffs and ginger-
bread.

Sovereigns would not have really pur
chased the delicacies Bunter felt he eould
have had if be could only have turned that
piece of printed paper into money.

But he couldn't.

“Oot rid of that postal-order?  asked
Bulstrode, when the fat junior came into
the Remove dormitory.

-Bunter blinked at him reproachiclly.

“No, I haven't,” he eaid. “If you like
to take it e
“Why not emd a wire to your rieh

uele ?*
THE PLRNY POPULAR.—No. 1.

out; a fcw things short of earthquakes and
tornadoes would have kept him awake.

But his sleep was troubled: he could not
help dreaming of the postal-order which he
could not turn into eatables.

He woke up several times in imaginary
efforts to convince Mre. Mimble that, as &
husiness woman, she was hound to take the
postal-order, and immediately hand out the
required jam-tartas.

Unce he dreamed that he actually had
the tarts, and was eating them: and from
tiia blissful vision he was aronsed by the
clang of the rising-bell.

Bunter blinked, and sat up in bed.

No one looked at him in particular, and
a frown gathered on the brow of the fat
lunior.

He felt that his natal day ought to be
taken some more notice of than that:

“I say, you fellows—" he hegan.

“ Rising-bell's stopped,” sald Bob Cherry, .
“You'd better get up.”

“1 say, it's my birthday, you know!”

[ Well, you have got to get up on a
birthday, same as any other day.”

“Well, I think you might wish a chap
many happy returns of the day, at all
events,” said Bunter indignantly.

“hut we don't,” said Nugent. “If you're
as much trouble on all other hirthdays as
on this one, the fewer you have the better.”

“Oh, really—"

"An}rwa{_'., you'd better turn out,” said
Harry Wharton, “otherwise some dprefeet
will come and celebrate your birthday for

|
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Bunter draw the bedelothes round him.

“I think I should like an extra smocze
this morning,” he remarked. *“It's pretiy
hard cheese if a chap can't have an extra
snooze on his birthday. Suppose yon went
to the Head and mentioned it, Wharten.”

Wharton Ilaughed.

“Get up, and’ don’t be an ass!” he said.

Bunter unwillingly turned ont of bed,

He was the last down of the Reinove, as
usual, though he did the lcast weshing in
the morping.

But as he reached the bottom
stairs Skinner ealled out to him.

i "E!f,xpecting & letter this morning, Bun-
Er ra

“Yesz, rather!”
footsteps.

“Yes

Bunter came up with a rolling run.

The letter was there sure enough.

It felt very thin, and when he opened it
he found there was nothing inside bui a
postal-order. :

But Bunter would have preferred a postal-
order to any number of letters.

“My hat! said Bulstrode. “It's raining

of the

said Bunter, quickening his
“Is there.one for me?”

‘postul-orders !

Bunter blinked at him.

“That's the hest of having rich relations
and titled friends,” he remarked. “A fellow
I8 bound to get decent tips.”

“Is that from your rieh uncle?” asked Bul-.
strodde, with intercst.

“Yes; another rich uncle.”

“How ripping to have a bagful of rich
uncles!™ said Bulstrode. *I sunpose you
know “which uncle it is by the handwriting?”

“Yea,” said Bunter, blinking at the postal-
order. “It's only for a hoh, but that's a

‘migtake ; he meant to put in o pound one ap

yeun with a licking,”

well, and make it a gninea. However, this
will do for a snack before breakfast.”

“Mrs. Mimble hasn't opened yet,” :said
Trevor, as the fat junior hurried off to the
door.

“Bhe'll jolly well have to cpen, then!”

And, in two minutes Billy Bunier was
pounding at the door of the school shop.

Mrs. Mimble opened it after some minutes’
delay; she did not loek wvery pleased at
seeing Bunter.

“Beally, Master Bunter, you should not
come here before the shop is opened!™ she
exclaimed, with asperity.

“I've got a postal-order——"

“I've alreudi); told you I ¢-nonol cash it.”

“But thia another one—from another
uncle!” esaid Bunmter. “Yeou must cash ihis
one, Mrs. Mimble! The name of the office
isn't filled in.” ;

“Well, give it to me!™ said Mrs. Mimble
ungracigusly. _

‘Bunter handed her the postal-order. -

" I_:il bave tarts,” he said. “Jam-taris

Mrs. Mimble uttered an exclamation,

“I cannot take this, Master Bunter!”

“What? Whyi"

“It's crossed,™

“Crossed 1" cliacu!:teﬂ Bunter,

“Look at it!” _

. Bunter hlinked at the two pen-strokes crogs-
ing the postal-order from top to bottom, and
then blinked at Mrs. Mimble,

“Well? he said.

“Well,” sgaid Mrs. Mimbile
“when a postal-order’s crossed,
be paid through a banker. You ought to
know that. It iz of no use to me.”

“0Oh, really, Mre. Mimble——-

The dame closed the door with a slam.

Bunter stood with the postal-order in his
hand, his fat face full of dismay.

“Weil, of all the rotten things, 1 think
this i3 abont the rottenest!” he exclaimed,
“Faney a chap being loaded up with postal-
orders, and not being able to get any grub!
It's rotten—it's awful!™ 2

Bunter toddled back to the School Honse,
Snoop stood in the doorway waving o letter,

“That for me?” asked Bunter.

“Yes; vyou've overlooked this one.”

“Oh, good!”

Bunter took the letler—apother very thin -
one.

There was a postal order inside when he
glit the envelope.

It was for a shilling, and to his
reliaf it was not erossed. i

“Mra, Mimbhle will take this,” he remarked,

with satisfaction.
Snoop chuckled as he looked over Bis
shoulder. '
"8he won't,” he remarked,
“Why not?” : 3 :
“It's payable to you at the post-office in

Courtfield. You'll have to walk to Courtfield
to eash it." '

Bunter gave a gasp.

impatiunt-lf,
it can only

great
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“{h, really—-"

“Careless of your uncles!™ said Bulstrodce,
with a grin. * Another uncic, I suppose "

“Ye-e8," stammered Bunter.

“Never knew a chap with s many ocureless
wicles,” said Bulstrode. Yoo must have
brought them up werv badly., Bunter! Ha,
ha, ha!”

Bugter did not laugh.

He had three postal-orderz, and not ane of
them was worth a twopenny tart to him at
be present moment,

Billy Bunter looked at them. and his feel-
Ings were too deep for words.

L]

money.

H ARRY WHARTON wore a worried
him as he went out into the Close
' We've got to settle ahout this afternoon '™
Clff House girls. We shall be glud to see
Be can't entertain. We might all be oceupled
Jamset Ram Bingh, in his peculiar Fnglish.
in ‘a pretty stouy state!”
" What about you, Nugent ;"
it words.
he's short now, I know, or I'd borrow from
said Wharton.
decide to rafae ito" RUH s
“I shall ask Mr. Queich to advance me

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Pleasant Prospect for Bunter.
look,

He aiinml to hi; chums to join
after breakfast for the brief interval till
morning prayvers. '
be exclaimed. "Liunter has invited Marjorie
Hazeldene and Clara and several more of the
r1;h~\ﬂ~u*:. of course, but it's a difficult position.
Fbat young ead has no right to ask people
this afternoon, for all he knew or cared !

The mightfulness ja great !” said Hurree

“Fortunately we are not, We've the time
to look after” puestz, hut kot the tin. I'm

:;Smne here '™ gaid Bob Cherry,

The samefulness jg tereific !

Nugent turned his trousers-porkets inside
outi The action was eloquent cenough, with"-

“And Wun Lung's low down, too,” said
Bol: Cherry., “He's generally got tin: bhut
him."

“"Well, we've got to stan:d a deeent feed!™

“That's so!™

“But a deeent fepd tnats

“How can we?®”

Wharton coloured g little.
some of my pocket-money,” hp replisd. “ He
!!tuff sald that he would do so if ever I needed
it.

The ehums were silent.

Such o resource wos not unknown at Grey-
friars, but to Harry Wharton, who had a
strong feeling againat petting into debt, it
was peculiarly repugnant.

But Bunter's action had
alternative.
h:‘{“’ﬂlt, it seems the only way,” said Bob at

“ Looks like it.”

Wharton wpodded abruptiy.

“Then I'l do it!™ he
B¢ btled 1

" But, hgmi:} it all!" said Nugent.
hit thick if Bunter is to score all along the
line tike this, after acting the goat in that
wiy! It will encourage him to do it again,
ton, whenever he wants a feed. He'l] only
have to ask somebody whose feelings we
don’t want to hurt, and the, he'll get what
be wants.”

Wharton smiled grimly.

“ He'll get more than he wants,” he sajd.
“ Bunter has met his mateh this time. We're
guinf to stand the feed because he's let us ip

t;: but Billy Bunter's not going to be
ihere.”

“ What

“ Bunter won't bhe there.™

“Ha, ha! Not at his own birthday-foad 7

“1t's not going to be his hirthday-feed.
We'll have the little Pnﬂ; y. and Bunter won't
be there. And it will be a lesson to him."

“Ha, ha, ha!»

“But how will you keep him away? asked
Nugent. ® Wild horses wouldn't drag Bunter
“}“*"'afm'" a feed if he once got on the scent
of it.»

“ We'll have the feed in the open air, az the
weather's so fine,” sald Harry., <« We cun
manage it al freseo. We'll have it under the
trees near the old tower.”

Wood 1

“ And we'll shove Bunter in the fower, and
lock him up there so that he can't get out,

And he can have the pleasure of watching us
Frovmay e window, ™

Bob Cherry burst into a roar,

“Ha, ha, hat»

And the juniors yelled at the idea.

The mere thought of Runter watchipg his
without being able to join

ettt him po

“That's
“It's a

aald,

own birthday feast

in it was excruciating: and there was no
doubit that it would be a much-needed [esson
te Lhe fat junior.

Hi: hahit of causing an awkward situation
and leaving it to others to straighten out was
ope that called for correction. And if Lis
present schemne had proved a success, there
was not the slightest doubt that he would
have repeated it often enongh.

Before prayers Harry Wharton went in to
see Mr. Quelch, and, with unusual colour in
hia cheeks, asked him if he could have an

‘advance on his pocket-money,

The Form-master asked him no questions, fo
his great relief, and handed out thirty shil.
lings at once, and Wharton thanked him and
departoed,

Bunter waz looking for Harry, but be did
not see him until pravers,

Then he captured him on the way to the
Form-room.

“1 say, Wharton,” he exclaimed, tugaing
at Harrv's sleeve—n1] say! Huave vou feliowa
m:!tdrﬁ any arrangements about this afternoon
yetry"”

they went out 3noop pointed out the letier
to Bunter in the rack,

Buuter annexed it at omce,
on the ﬁ&lﬂ't.

“Postal-order?” asked Nugent.

“Yes, rather!”

“* How much?"

“Ha, ha! Another hob ' said Tom Rrown.

“Well, the bobs mount up,” said Bunter,
“It ain’t every chap who gets a regular rain
of postal-orders on his birthday. 1 think my
relations are rallying up in a very good style,
Thiz makes four boh altogether: and I've no
doubt T shall get anotlier by every post to
day. I think it'= very decent of my relations
{lll_j'll.'l my -titled friends (o think of me liko
this."

“ Another uncle, I suppose?” said Bulstreus,
with a grin,

Bunter hlinked at the postal-order.

“No; this is from my cousin, Major
Bunter,” he sdaid. “He's an officer in the--
the Indian Army, you know—very much in
Jociety, ™

“And he can ouly spare vou a bob?" said

and opened i

II.I":.'-_."E-_’."- v
‘I!..f-ﬂl'__.-, j.'-'-:' ! .-. o)

BILLY BUNTER MAKES A BLUNDER!

“Yes!” said Harry curtly,
“There's going to be a feed?™
‘{Y'Eﬂl."
“ A big one?”
44 YE’H,"
Bunter rubbed his fat hands, and blinked
with szatisfaction.
“That's ihe

“Good!' he
tune1®»

“But you won't he there!” said Wharton.
Bunter stared.

exclaimed.

“Eh?"
“You heard what I said'"
“You said I wouldn't be there,” sajd

Bunter, in wonder. “I don't know what you
mean. I suppose a fellow is going to be at
his own birthday-feed ?”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders, and made
noe further reply,

He had warned Bunter what to expect, and
that was enough. .

But as the juniors walked into the Form.
room there was a very puzzled expression on
the fat junior's face.

He was thoroughly bewildered by Wharton's
remark.

THE BIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Qets Rid of the Postal-Orders.

£ ETTER for vou, Bopter'™
“ What "
I F % There's another
“My word!"™ _
Letters for Bunter seemed to be raining,

The Remove had left the Form-room for ths
morning lessons at eleven o'clock, and as

letter for yout®

Frank Nugent. "“He should really have lelt
off bridge one evening and saved another shil-
ling, and—"

“Ha, ha, ha!® ,

“ Where does he live?” asked Ogilvy.

“Oh, he hag chambers in Piceadiily, and a
hig country housze in—in Shropshire!” said
Bunter, in his airiest way.

“ How curipus!”

“ What's curious "

“That a chap who lives in Piccadilly and
Shropshire should come to a little village like
Friardale, in this part of the country, to buy
a shilling ?ﬂsta[ﬂrder," said the Scoltish
junior blandly.

i Eh?ll

“That postal-order wasz bought in Friar-
dale last night, as you can se¢ by the stamp
on it,” said Ogilvy.

i ﬂfl g

“ The major must be staying there,” said
Ogilvy. “It would he a g idea for a lot of
us to go and see him this afterncon, as he's
there, and it's a half-holiday.™

Bunter Aushed. :

The major wasz a ﬂﬁment of his fertile
imagination—as the other fellows knew, in
point of fact, .

“I—1I don’t think he'd like to be distarbed,

you know !” stammered Bunter. %I—I think
I'd batbier cubt off to Mrz. Mimble with ithis

postal-order. I feel that I uuﬁht- to have a
snack to keep up my strength,
And the fat jupicr hurried off, leaving the
other fellows grionlng. e
They had notfced something about the
PERNT PoPULAR.—No, 1.
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postal-order which had escaped the attention
of the shori-sighted Owl of the Remave,

Mrz. Mimble did not look any toe amiable
as Bunter presented himself with a postal-
order i iz hand.

She was getting “fed up,” as it were, with
Hilly Uunter and his postal-orders,

"1 want you fo cash this, Mrs. Mimble,”
said Honter, with vmmi:]vr:ll,tin dignity, “It'a
a vew one, Pm ogetting quite a lot !

Mrs. Mimble glanced at the order.

“T ecan™!" she s=aid ecuartly,

" Why not?”

“The name of the post-office at Laveroek
w filled in. You will have to go there to cazh
it .

Bunter blinked at the order.

Shre cnougl, there was the name of a
Lown five niiles at least from Greyiriara, and
Bunter knew that the retarn fare by railway
would be at least a shilling.

“{Mr dear!” he murmured.

He jeft the tuckshop diseonsolately.

"Well,” exclaimed Bulstrode, meeting him,
“had a good feed?™

“No!" grunted Buanter. “AMrs. Mimhle is
s0 umbusinesslike. Bhe’s afraid to take paper-
money, yoi see. Rhe won't cash my postsl-
orders. [ suppose you wouldn't mind taking
them, Balstrode?®"

“Certainly not!”

Bunter brightened up.

“There are four now, and they're a bob
each,” he said. “Here they are.”

“Sure you don't want them?”

h“hl IE‘E!“

“You want me to take themi"

“Certainly " said Bunter, wondering why
ilie juniors standing round Bulsircde were
grinning. “1 shall be very much obliged,”

“Oh, all right, then!”

Bulstrode took the postal-orders that Bun-
ter held out, put them in his pocket, and
wilked away.

The fat junior hlinked after him, and then
ran and caught him by the sleeve.

“1 say, Bulstrode, you hawen't
the money!” he exclaimed.

“Eh?" -

“The money!"

“What money?’ demanded the burly Re-
movite, with an expression of surprise. “1
don’t owe you any wmoney, Bunter!”

“The postal-orders, you know. It's four
bob." 2
“Nonsenge !

"The{re a shilling cach, you know'"

“Htuff ! You gave them to me!”

"What3?”

“And all the fellows heard you eay that
you dido't want them, and thul you wanted
me to take them!" exclaimed Bulstrode.
“Bidn’'t he, you chapei”

"Yes, rather!” gaid Skinper. *“YI heard
him!"

“And he never, said a word abont my hand-
ing him any money, did he?"

"He certainly didn't.”

"But I—1 say—-"

"It Joesn't matter what you say now,”
said Bulstrode loftily. "It's too late! Youg
should have said what yon meant at the
time,™

* But——"

“1t's scttled nmow.”

Bulstrode walked away again,

Banter stared at him in speechless amaze-
ment and rage for a moment, and then
bounded in pursuit.

Bulstrade guickened his pace, and Rupter
followed, the juniors crowding after them in
great glee, i

The Owl of ihe Remove cancht Dulstrode
by the sleeve and stopped him.

“Are you going to give me four hob?" he
shouted. '

Bulstrode shook his head.

“Will you give me three for them, then?”

“Certainly notl”

“What will you offer for the fonr?"

“Nothing !”

“"Then give them bLack to me, you blesged

given me

thief ! exclaimed Bunter. “Give me my
postal-orders!  MHand them over! D'you
hear?"

“The{r& not yours—they're mine!”

" Look here—"

"DId he give them to me, you f[ellows?"

“Yes, rather!” eame the chorus.

“Give them to me!” shrieked Bunter, cling-
ing to Bulstrode, as he made a motion to

walk away again. “Gimme my poatal-
agrders !
Bulstrode grinned, and

| grasped the fat
Junior. Lo throw him off. s
Tae PrNEY PoPULAR.—No, 1.

As he threw his arms round Bunter he
easily contrived to slip the four postal-orders
in a bunch into the fat junior's jacket-
pocket without Buuter being in the least
aware of the action.

Then he twisted Bunter over and saf him
on the ground, and walked away.

Bunter sat dazed for a moment, and then
leaped up like a Jack-in-the-box, and dashed
alter Bulstrode, yelling :

“Blop, thielt”

A Little Too Hasty.
HM Y pgoodness!” exclaimed Dr., Locke.
gnd he stopped in astonishment
as he heard a shout of “Stop, thief!™

THE SEVENTH OCHAPTER.
The HMead of Greyfriars was
stepping out of the School House,
Bulstrode was striding towards the House,
grinning, and Billy Bunter was pelting after

him as fast as his fat little legs could go,

and the others crowded after Bunter.
Ir. Locke looked at them in surprise.

“Dear me!™ he exclaimed. * Blees my soul!
Bulstrode, stop! What is the “matter?
Bunter, what do yon meani”

“The Head!"

. “Phew!”

“Ay hat!”

Bulstrode stopped.

Bunter came up, panting, and the other
juniors quicted down.

It was all fun, but there was never any
telling how a matter might end when the
Head got mixed up in it.

Bulstrode was quite cool, however,

“ Banter,” said the Head sternly, “haw dare
you call out such a thing after Bulstrade?”

Bunter pantcd.

“Let him give me my postal-orders, sir!™

“What 1™

“He's got my money!”

“Your money "

“Yes, slr.” .

Dr. Locke turned his stern glance npon the
bully of the Remove.
- Bulstrode met it without finching.

“Have you any of Bunter's money, Bul-
strode 7" asked the Head.

“No, sir."”

“Liar!" ejaculated Bunter.

“You must not nuse that word, Bunter.”

“But he's got it, sir—postal-orders! It's
the same thing.”

Dr. Locke frowned.

“1 hope you are not merely prevaricat-
ing, Bulstrode?” he said severely., “Have
you either money or postal-orders helonging
to Bunter?” :

“No, sir.”

“It's & lie!" ghricked Bunter.

“Bunter!”

“He's ﬁﬂt four postal-orders, sir. 1 gave
them to him to cash, and he didn't give me
any money, and he won't give them back.”

The Head looked worried.

“I cannot understand this,” he gaid, “I
canpot think that Bulstrode would keep
any money belonging to youn, Bunter.”

“"He's got it, sir!"

-H.B“t'_':l-

“Have him searched, air! T believe he's
gd8 » the postal-orders crumpled up in his
hand, sir! He bad just now.”

“Open your hands, Bulstrode!™

The Removite obeyed, They were cer-
tainly cmpty.

“Well, he’s got them in his pocket, sir,”
gaid Bunter. “He onght to be searched]
He's got my postal-orders!”

1 haven't,” said Bulstrode. “It's my
belief that you've got them in your own
pocket all the time.”

“Liar ™

“Bunter!™

“Well, sir, make him give me my postal-

ordera!™

“He's got them himself,” said Bulstrode.

“I haven't "

“Turn out your pockets, and let’s see!™
exclaimed Skinnes, who had witnessed Bul-
strode’s trick on the fat junior,

“Rubbish!" said Bunter, “I know 1
haven't got them. Bulstrode has them.™

“Turn out your pockets, Bunter!” sajd
Dr. Locke, “We must first make certain
that you have not made a mistale.”

M But, eir—™"

“No as T tell you!"

“Ch, all right, sir.,™

Bunter discontentedly turned’ out bis
jacket-pockets, ;

Four postal-orders fluttered to the ground.

“M-m-my hat!" gasped Bunter,

He picked up the postal-orders.

“Well?” said Dr. Locke, in a portentons
voice, as thé fat jenior blinked at each
aorder in dismay. “Well, Bunter” :

“It's—it'a  all right, sir,” stammered

Bunter.

“"They are yvour postal-orders§™

“Ye-ca, sip” :

“They were in your pocket all the time?”

“Yo-e-cg, gir. 1 suppose so.”

“And you acevzed Bulstrode—"

“I—I don't understand it, sir. I—1 gave
them to Bulstrode, and he wouldn't give
them back, and--and —-"

“Let this be a lesson to you, Bunter, not
to make hasty accusations,” said the Head
suvercly.

“Ye-e-e-gs, sir”

“And in order to impress it on your mwind

you will take a hundred lines,” said the
Head. And he walked majestically away.
“0Oh! said Bunter.

He stood h]inl:in?' at the postal-orders.
The amazement In his face was so absurd
that the juniors yelled with laughter.

“I—I don't quite understand,” sai¢ Bun-
ter. “How did the blessed things come into
my pocket? DBulstrode knows he wounldn't
give them to me.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You young ass!" roared Bulatrode.
put them there, you chump!”

"Dh!"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“It—it was a rotten joke,” said Bunter.
“You ought to have owned up to the Head,
and got me out of the row, if it was a
jape”

“DBy George, so he ought!” said Ogilvy.

Bulstrode grunted. _

“It's all right: I'll do the lines,” he said.
“But you’'ll have to thank me for the
splendid birthday presents I sent you.”

Bunter glared at the hurly Removite.

“*You haven't sent me any presents,” he
said. “Omne thing, I never expected any-
thing from you.” '

“Why, 1 sent you four postal-orders.™

“You jolly weli didn't!™

“Yes, 1 did,” said Bulastrode, “You've got
'em In your pocket now.”

“1 haven't.” _

“Don't  tell lies, Bunter! ecxclaimed
Ogllvy. “There are four postal-orders in
your pocket.”

“Oh, yes, I know,” said Bunter, " but they
<ame Trom my rich uncles.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors burst into a roar of laughter.

Bunter glared at them indignantly. . .

“You fat chump!™ said Bulstrede, grin-
ning. “Those postal-orders came {rom
Friardale Post Office, and 1 bought them all
last evening, and addressed them to you.”

“You—you— '

“Mr. Coots promised to post them 1o
catch different posta for me.”

“Oh!"

“And to hear the young ase roll out les
about his uncles and avnts!” exclaimed
Ogilvyy. “And he knew which unele aund
which aunt by the handwriting, too.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Bunter's face was a study.

“You rotters!” he cried indiﬁnnntiy. “I—
I never thought you'd do anything like that.
And as for you, Bulstrode, you're jolly well
not going to have those postal-orders baek.”

“Aren't 11" said Bulstrode, striding towards
the fat junior.

But Bunter saw him coming, and -he
scuttled across the quad as fast as his fat
legs would carry him., ;

Bulstrode and the others roared  with
langhter; evidently they were perfectly
sutisfied with the success of the scheme.

THE EIQGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Birthday.

T EA!" said Bob Cherry. “Spirit-
stove. Kettle of water, and extra
jug of same. Sugar, milk, and a
tin of condensed milk to fall back
upon. That’s my little lot.”
And he set down his burdens on the spob

chosen for the picnie
Hurree 8 and Wharton blad also
brought several articles, and they placed
Ert]lim on the ground beside those of Beb
A o : :

During the last half-hour the chums of the

Remove had been very busy in preparing the
feed that was to take place that afterncon,
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The Clilt House girls had not arrived yeot,
but two cane chairs were ready for them on
the picnic ground as soon as they shouid

appear.

L Can't see Bunter anywhere,” sald Bob

E&arrr, as he placed the kettle on the spirit-
Ve,

_“1 expect Nugent will manage
right,” said Harry Wharton.

He looked back in the direction of the
srhool. -
¢ The old tower blocked up the view, with
the green trees round and near it..

He wondered how Nugent was getting on
with Dunter. ; i

Frank Nugent had been given the task of
dapturing the fat junior, and bringing him to
the old tower, :

But Wharton need not have been pnxious.

Frank Nugent was quite equal to the task
that had been assigned to him.

Billy Bunter was following the chums of
the Remove to the scepne of the picnic when
‘Nugent slipped his arm into his.

“This way, Bunter,” he said.

Bunter blinked at him,

“Eh? What fort"

“This way, my son.”

"Eﬂt—‘"

“Here yon are!"

Bunter stared at Nugent in amazemeut, but
With a strong grip on his arm he was unable
to help himseli.

Nugent calmly walked the fat junior off in
the direction of the tower.

“I—1 say, Nugent,” he exclaimed, az they
.entered the tower, “what—what's the little
Eame "

“Come on!”

“But—but I say—"

. "This way!"

They went upstairs to the firat floor.

Bunter hung back, and sat on the steps.

Nugent tock a pin from his cuff.

“This way, Bunter!” he said,

“I'm not coming. I— Ow!”

Bunter yvelled before the pin touched hin.

Nugent gave him the n'llgfltest prick with it,
and Bunter wriggled and yelled,

“Come on, chapplet”

“T1—I won't! I—1 mean I will!
right ! -

“Buck up, then!”

Bunter rolled into the reom that had heen
prepared for him.

He stared about it, and glared at Nugent.

There was & Chair in the room. a roll of
bread, and a jug of water.

The room was quite bare of anything =jze,

“I—I don't underatand this,” snid Bunter.

Kugent pointed to the window.

FLook!" he said.

-Bunter went to thé window, and blinked
out into the Cloge.

In the distance he could see the trees
gurrounding the spot selected for the pienie,
and threugh an opening in the foliage he saw
the place itself, with a white cloth spread
on the grass, and the juniors and the girls of
Cliff House round it.

He turned back to Nugent.

“Well, what do youn mean?" he asked.

“That's all the feed you're going to have,”
said Frank, pointing to the bread and witer.
“Buvvyi”

“{h, really, Nugent—"

“You've acted like a worm!™ went on
Nugent, holding up his finger magisterially.
“You've got us inte standing a fecd this
afternoon without our having intended any-
thing of the sort. You thought yon could
blackmail us—that's the word—into feeding
you, because we shouldn't want to  look
inhospitable to outside people. You thought
you had us.”

“{h, really—"

*Well, we're standing the feed, and we're

All

him all

going to stand it for ourselves, not for you,”
san} Nug._fnt. “You won't have a bite!”

“"You can celebrate your birthday—if it
really is your birthday—here, on bread and
water,” said Nugeut. " Good-hye!”

“I won't atay here!” yelled Billy Bunter,
“You rotter! J

“Btand back!"”

“I=1 won't! I—"

Nugent laughed, and pushed the fat junior
back aa he ran to the door.

Bunter sat on the floor.

| e :

“Ow!” he gasped.

“Good-bye!”

“0Dl, really, Nugent! Doa't he a Dbeast,
vou knmow! [—-. Oh!"

Slam!

The door closed, and Nugent turned the key
on the ontside.

He removed the key, in case anyone should
chance to enter the tower; he did not mean
to leave Bunter a loophole of gacape. :

With the key in his pocket he left the old
tower. _

Bunter hammered on the door of the room.

“Nugent! 1 say, Nugent!” .
h_ﬂ:ﬂr the echo of his own voice answered

im.

“Nugent, come back!
I'm sorry—sincerely sorry!
again'
Firel"”

The echoes answered.

Nugent was evidently gone.

Bunter wrenched at the door without being
able to open it.

The lock was too strong for any efforts the
fat junior could possibly make.

Bunter gave that up, 2nd went to the
window.

Beyond the sunny Close, throngh the green
trees, he saw the shady scene of the picoic,
and there he saw brigcht and merry faces.

The feed was beginning.

Bunter yelled and shouted, in the hope of
making his voice heard.

But the distanee waz too creat, especially
ns glasa covered the narrow window, and
could not be opened.

The bars set in the stonework prevented
Bunter from reaching the dusty, cobwebby
glass outside them.

He saw Nugent crozs at a lazy stroll to-
wards the picnickers.

Bunter was red with rage.

He had hoped ngainst hope that it was a
joke—that the chums of the Remove did not
mean to infict thiz well-deserved punishment
upon him. But he realised now that the
juniors were in deadly earnest.

As he watched the picale through the
barred window, it was borne in upon him that
there was no hope !

At the sight of eating and drinking Funter
felt a wolfish hunger rise within him.

He turned to the roll of bread.

He had eaten enough that day for any two
fellows, but he was quite ready to begin
again.

He stood at the window, bLlinking af the
picrric and munching the roll

That was Billy Bunfer's birthday feed!

I—I say, vou know,
[ won't do it
Do come and opeu the door! Help!

That picnic outside the old tower proved to
be one of the most enjoyable Harry Wharton

& Co. had participated in.

Marjorie Hazeldene inguired the reason
why Bunter waa not present.

“He's not coming,” said Harry Whartoen,
a3 he poured out the tea.

“PBut I understood it wasz hiz birthday-
party,” said Marjorie.

“Exactly ; and you may he sure he'll come
if he can!” said Harry Wharton., “He won't
fail to turn up unless he's utterly prevented :

and in that case, I'm sure you'll excuse him.”

“Oh, ves!" said Marjorie. And she pava

Wharton a quick glance, ;

She- was not suspicious, hut she could not
help feeling that there was something a
little odd about Bunter's not coming.

Iir“Ba“ Wharten's face was quite expression-

He turned from pouring out tea to ontting
ham, and went on cutting it without moving
& muscle, and Marjorie was half satisfied.

Anrwa{, there wis no ignoring the um-
doubted fact that the party was better with-
out Bunter.

And when at length it came to an end, the
Remove chums saw the Clilt House girls hack
to their school.

Not once was Bunter's name mentioned.

But when Harry Wharton & Co. were on
the homeward run Bob Cherry broke into a
sidden chuekle.

“It's about time we let Bunter out, I
think !” he remarked.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors strolled into the old tower.

It was getting dark, and the room was very
dusky as tlhey threw open the door, and
loocked for Bunter.

There was a fat form rurled up in the
chair, and the first sound that greeted the
juniors was a deep, prolonged, and- decidedly
unmusical snore. .

Bob Cherry shook the fat junior by the
shoulder.

Bunter started, and awoke.

“Hallo! I—I say, you fellows, what's the
row? Why, it's not light yet, and—and I
can't hear the rising-bell!™

Bob Cherry roared.

“Ha, ha, ha! He thinks he’s in the dorm!”

“Wake up, Bunter'!”

Bunter rubbed his eyes, and adjusted his
spectacles on his fat little nose. '

He stood up, and blinked at the juniors.

He remembered all now.

“You—you heasts'!™ he said,

“Hua, ha, ha!”

“1 might have perished- with bunger here

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“On my birthday, too! Of all the rottén
tricks—-"

“The one you played on us was the rotten-
est!” said Bob Cherry. *You've been caught
in your own trap this time, and serve you
jolly well right! Don't vou think rot"

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

The chums of the Remove left the tower.

Bunter toddled after them, :ond cauzhé
hold of Wharton's sleeve.

“1—I say, Wharton, I supposc the [eed’a
all over?”

“Of course!”

“Everything gone ¥

“Everything.”

Bunter groaned.

“Ow! 1I'm hungry!”

Wharton relented.

“Well, you fat young fraud, if you like
to admit that you deserved all yon got, here’s
a two-bob-piece, and you can cut over to tha
tuckshop,” he said. .

Bunter blinked at the silver piece glisten-
ing in Harry Wharton's hand.

“{h, really, Wharton, [—I Of conrse,
I admit {t! You're quite right. Gimme the
two bob. I'll put it down to the aceount.,”

Threo seconds Iater Billy Bunter was in the
tuckshop, solacing himself to the exact
extent of two shillings. But it was o long
while hefore the fat junior rave up thinking
of the feed he had mizsed and of the postad-
orders which he had been unable to cash.

THE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Chucked Out!
IMMY SILVER sat in the commer of the
. erowded carriage lisfening to the buz:z
J ghout him.

There were nine feflows in the car-
riage, and ag each of them seemed bent upon
making the greatest noise possible the din
in that carriage was terrific.

Most of the other carriages in the long
train were crowded, too, and from many of
them proceeded an uproar of voices and
musical instruments.

For it was the first day of the new lerm
at BRoolkiwood School, and two hundred odd
boys were returning to the academic shades
of Rookwood, not to mention a sprinkling of
new boys, of whom Jimmy Silver was onc.

In Jimmy Silver's cartriage the hubbub
became mnoisier than ever.

Everybody was talking at once, excepting
Jimmy.

He was speaking to nobody, and nobody
was speaking to bhim.

He was only a new hoy.

He looked on and listened, greatly in-
terested in the talk of his future schoolfcl-
lowa, and wondering whether any of these old
hands would condescend to notice his exist-
cnce before they arrived at Rookwood.

" 'Nother quarter of an hour!” said @ hoy
with curly hair and a J:rﬂminent nose, look-
ing at a big silver wateh., “Mind you. fellows
keep an eye open for the first brake!”

“ Right-ho, Tommy  Dodd!”

“There's never cnongh brakes,” went on
Fommy Dodd, “and if we don't buck up
Lovell and his crew will do vz in the eye.
I tell you, you chaps, we're simply going to
give those Classical cads the kybosh this
term !™

"Hear, hear!” :

“All very well with your * Hear, hear!
Tommy Cook. But how can a fcilow * Hear,
hear!’ when Doyle is making sueh a thump-
ing row on that mouth<organ?” said Tommy
Podd?  “Chuck it, Tominy, for goodnees'
wnke!”

Doyle—evidently the youth with the mounth-
organ  was Doyle—blew harder, glaring
deflance over the mouth-organ.

Jimmy Silver regarded the three with
interest.

All three of thoze cheerful youths seemed
to rejoice in the Christian name of Thomas.

From their previous talk Jimmy had
guessed that they were pals.

Tommy Dodd put his fingers to his ears,
as the noise Tommy Doyle was making on his
mouth-organ got worse still.

“Throw {hat blessed {ihing oat
window!” roared Tommy Dodd.

Tommy Doyle took the mouth-argan away
from his lips and glired at hia chum.

“Apparantly you don't like music, Tommy
Dodd!” said Dovle disdainfully.

“Ha, ha, ha!" laughed Tommy Dodd. "I
like music all right, but I couldn’t stand that
blessed row youo were making, DBesides, think
of the new boy!™

“"What about himi"

“Well, it's hardly fair o make him listen
to your old squeaker.”

“0h, blow him!" said Tommy Dovle.

“Blow anything yon like, my =on, except
that awful mouth-orzan!" said Tommy Dodd.
“Go out into the eorridor and play it to the
Clagsicals! They deserve jt!”

“"Why, you—you 3

“Order!” salg Tommy Dodd, holding up his
hand. “I'm going to talk to the new boy!™
He turncd to Jummy Bilver. *Stand up!”
he ordored.

Jimmy EBilver Llinked at Tommy Dodd.

“Deaf?” demanded that youth.

"Are you speaking to mef'”
Jimmy in his turn.
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THE RIVALS AT ROOKWOOD!

A Grand Long, Complete Story, dealing “with the Early
Adventures of Jimmy Silver & Co. at Rookwcod School.

CONQUEST.

You're
Stand

“0f course I'm speaking to you!
'I:.h-l?,'rﬂnlj' new boy here, ain't you?
upi.:

Jimmw Silver stood np.

“Now, what's your name?” asked Tommy
Dodd. :

“Jimmy Bilver.”

“And you're coming to Rookwood with a
name like that?” said Tommy Dodd dis-
paragingly.

“I—1 suppose so. But what's wrong with
my name?’ asked Jimmy Silver rather
warmly.

“Not so much as there is wrong with your
face.,” ‘replied Tommy Dodd cheerfully.
“When did you have your acecident?™

“My—my accident? I haven't had
accident.”

“Youn haven't?” exclaimed Tommy Dodd in
great surprise. “You mean to say that you
were horn with your face like that?”

an

Thers was a -chuckle from the otlher
juniors in recognition of Master Dodd's
pleasantry.

The face in question beeame quite erimson.

As o matter of fact it was a bhandsome,
sunburnt face, and there was oo call whut-
ever for Tommy Dodd's personal remarks.

“"¥ou let my face alone!™ exclaimed Jimmy
Bilver, a little nettled. “ What price your
ﬂﬁ'!'li}rlrl'l}’\"i'lij'? Was it an elephant that trod
on Y

Tommy Dodd's breath seemed to be taken
away for a moment at that question.

He pushed baek his cuffs, and then nobly
restrained his feelings.

“Don’t you be cheeky!” he said in a warn-
ing veice. “New boys at Rookwoed have to
mind their P's and Q's, I can tell you.
Otherwise they are liable to be found lying
about in need of first aid. Now, which side
arz vou onti”

“Which what?®"

“0h, I forgot you were only a mew boy!"
gaid Tommy Dodd patronisingly. “Under-
stand, then, my innocent youth, that there
arc two sides at Rookwood. ‘There's the
mouldy old side that dates back from the
time of the Flood, and is quite played out
and out of date—that's the Classical side,
The other side i3 called the Modern side,
and, of course, it is the best side. I belong
to the Modern side.”

“Oh ! aald Jimmy Silver.

"'Well, which are you? L Out with it!”

“1'm gomg Into the Classical side,” said
the new hoy modestly.

There was a generad groan from all the
company.

Lvidently Jimmy Silver had got into a car-
riage occupied only by Modern hoys.

Jimmy began to understand, toe, that
Classicals and Moderns were "up agaicst™
one another—at least, among the juniors,

A measly Classical!” said Tommy Doedd,
more in sorrow than in anger. *“Let's cluck
him out!”

Jimmy Silver put up his hands.

“Keep off, vou silly asses!” he exclaimed.
“1I'm not going eut! I shall—"

“Collar him!” roared Tommy Dodd, “All
handas on deck Y’ =

In a moment more Jimmy Silver was in the
midst of & wild and whirling mass of juniors.

He put wp a tremendous fight, and Cook and
Doyle and Webbh went down among the feet
of their comrades, roaring.

Then many handa seized the new boy, and
before he kioew what was happening, he was
shot boddy out of the carriage into the
corridor.

There he came into viclent contact with
three jumiors who were chatting together in
the corridor, bowling one of them completely
aver,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
More Trouble!

(11 Wi
*Oh; my hat!”
Jimmy Silver sat on the dusty
floor of the corridor in a somewhat

dizzy state of mind.

He blinked dazedly at the fellow- he had
knocked over, who sat a yard away from him
blinking wrathfully, and holding his nose.: - .

Two other jumiors were looking on, and
laughing.

“My hat!" gasped the youth on the fioor.
“I'IF smash him! A blessed new boy run
into me like that——" :

“Go easy, Lovell, old man!” said cue of
the two lookers-on. “Those Modern duliers
chucked him out. He couldn’t help it.,”

“That's all very well, Rabhy——" :

“0f course it is,” said Raby, helping Lovell
to his feet., " Next time mind where yoii're
rupning, young "un, when you're kicked out!™

Jimmy Silver staggered up bresathlessly.

"I say, I'm awfiully sorry,” hessaid,  “I
couldn’t help it- Those silly idlote pitched me
out because I'm golng to be on the Clasgicdl
gide at Rookwood!"”

“Oh. you're a Classical, arc vom?” asled
Raby, looking at him. “You deon't meah to

gay you put wp a fight agoinst sl that
crowd "
“What-ho!” said Jimmy promptly. "I

wasn'y -going {0 be chucked ocut if I could
help 1it.  Are you fellows Clasgicalay”

“Listen to that, Newcome,” said Haby
addressing the third junior. *“He asks ii
we're Classicals. Bhows be's & ncw boy.
Don't yom kmow, young 'un, that all the
decent fellowa at Rookwood are €lasszicala?
No fellow with any seli-respect would be
found dead on the new side.”

Jimmy Silver grinned.

“"What's the grin about?” demanded Lovell.

"I heard it rather differently in that
carriage,” aald Jimmy, jerking his thumb in
the direction of the compartment céecupied by
the Modern juniors. “They told me the best
side was the Modern side.”

“They would,” said Lovell. “They'd tell a

new kid anything. Hallo! We're getting
near now. Keep an eye open.lor the guku.
you fellows. It would just like those

Modern duffers to bag the first brake, Il they
could."”

“What-ho!"

“We're going to begin this term by puttin
those Modern asses in their places,” sai
Lovell fervently. “Yeu can back up, toog,
aflver.”

*{h, rather!”

“Here we are!”

The train pulled up at the stafion, pud a
crowd of fellows poured out.

Lovell, Raby, and Newecome were soon juined
by a number of other juniors, evident!y on the
same side, and they walked out of the little
station in a body.

Jimmy Bilver kept with thew.

Outside the station three brakes
drawa up.

Tommy Dodd & Co. were swooping down on
one of them, and Tommy bedd was first in.

“Back up!” roared Lovell to his followers,
“Back up, Classles!™

But a rush of Modern juniors swept Lovell
and his friends aside.

“Come onl” yelled Jimmy Silver, kighly
excited. “Back up!”

And Jimmy clambered-on the brake. in spite
of shoves, pushes, and thumps from the swarm
of Modern juniors.

WwWEre

“Hallo! . Here's that mnew hoy apain!™
rmtarl;gd Tommy Dodd, “A Classic! Kick him
ou :

“Back up!”

Jimmy Bilver went,

whirring of  the
ll.'l'lkﬂ. & L



He canght Lovell by the arm a3 the
Clagsics were swept back in a crowd,

"Come on!" he panted,

“"N.G Y snapped Lovell, “There's too
neany of them.” .

" What about the other hrakes:”

S Mustn't touch them; they're for the
soniors,.”

“Both of them®”

“Yes; one of them belongs to the Classical
septoTs—ean't interfere with that.”

" What about the other”

_¢“That’s Knowlea® brake, you fathead!”

“Who's Knowles?”

" Knowles is a Modern prefect, and a pretty
rotten one at that.”

Jimmy Silver grinned,

“Well, why shouldn't we collar that
brake

“Because it helongs to Knowles.”

“But Knowles is a Modern, and ain’t we
up agamst the Modernsi?” said Jimmy Silver.
"Let's buck np and acoff 1"

] Liljwlt & Co. stared at the new boy speech-
casly. "

- “M-m-my hat!"” gasped Raby at last.
“Collar a semior brake! Why, they'd raise
Cain! They'd scalp us! They'd—"

"Let ‘em !

“let ‘'cm! Why, you—you ass—— But I
say.” broke off Raby, “it would be a jolly
lark if we did! Tommy Dodd & Co. wouldn't
diare to acoff a senior brake!”

“But the driver wouldn't go if we told
him,” said Lovell.

"The driver's gone to get a drink,” said
Jimmy Silver.

"Then who's to drive, fathead?”

“T. willt™

“Gh, erumbs!  You cheeky futhead! My
hat, Knowles would be waxy! We might get
a licking all round, but—but it would be a
(ot in the eye for the Moderns!™ exclaimed
Lm’ull,h hia eyes glistening. " Are you icllows
same " 5

“Giame as pie!” said Rabhy promptly,

“Good!™ sabd Lowell, "We'll chance it.
Buek up!™

No more time was wasted in worda.

Jimmy Hilver clambered into the driver's
seat and gathered up the reins.

Lovell, Raby, and Newcome piled into the
brake and shounted to their friends.

In very quick time fifteen or sixteen other
Claasicals elambered in,

Jimmy Bilver cracked his whip, and the
two horses started.

At the same moment there came a shout
from the tuekshop.

Knowles had been partaking of some
ginger-pop in the tuckshop, and had hap-
pened to look out at the moment the brake
moved off.

“Bring that brake back, you young sweeps !
he yelled.

But Jimmy Silver turned a deafl ear.

He gave the horsca a flick, and they broke
mto a rapid trot. _

Hnowlea started to run after the brake,
ehakimg hia flst at the daring juniors,

i “‘ir']alhj Go home, Knowles!” shouted
ovell.

“Put it om, Knowleg!” :

“Race yon to the school!™

But Knowles had no intention of attempt-
in?i such a task.

¢ pulled up short, and shouted threats of
vengeance at the Classical juniors.

A moment Jater the brake turned a bend
in the road, and Knowles strede back to
the tuckshop, his brow as black as thunder.

But the crowd of Classical juniors in the
brake were langhing and cheering excitedly.

They had scored over the Modern prefect
with- a vcngeance.

r—r——

THE THIRD C€HAPTER.
The Race to Rookwood.

“ ON'T turn us over in the ditch'”
shouted Lovell, as the brake
eareered across the road.

: To which Jimmy Silver
sponded with:

“Oh, Tot!”

Jimmy Silver evidently
handle horses.

He was driving cxceedingly well;

On his first day at Rookwood he had
learned the “ropes ” in a really remarkable
manner, and was helping in a big score over
the rival side.

“Hallo, there's old Bulkeley!” exclaimed
Lovell, as the Classical senior brake was
pighted ahead. “Can you pasa himi”

“What-ho!” replied Jimmy Bilver.

re-

knew how to

"Give him
Raby.

Jimmy Silver eracked his whip loudly, and
the Classical

a cheer as we go by,” said

seniors looked hack s sur-
prise.
Bulkeley stared at them as the brake
swept by.

“You young sweeps!” exclaimed the ecap-
tain of Rookwood. " What are you doing in
that brake?"

But the Clossical juniors did not sce fit
to reply to that question.

They cheered Bulkeley. instead.

“Hurrah! Good old Bulkeley! Hurrah for
the captain of Rookwood, and down with the
measly Moderns! Hip, hip!®

Bulkeley grinned a dittle, and the junior
brake swept on.

The horses were fairly going now, and
the senior brake was soon left behind.
¢ The Modern hrake was zoon sighted in the
ane,

Jimmy Silver was
cracking hiz whip lou

Tommy Dodd & Co. logked back, and their
eyes almost started from their heads at the
sight of the Classical juniors crowded in a
senjor brake. '

dliui-:k.l.:.r clase behind,
Y.
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“Pass  ‘em—pass  ‘em!"™ roared  ibe
Classirals.
“Yah!"
“Got o oaside!™  bellowed  Jimmy  Bilver.

“We'll run yon down!”

“Rats! V¥Yah!"

But the staid old driver of the Modern
bhrake did not see eye to eve with his
vouthful passengers. :

. e lcoked round, and seeing a vehicle try-
ing o pass, he drew naturally to the right
to give room.

“Thompson, youw idiot, you're not going
to let those idiets pass!” roared Tommy
Dodd. “Pull out! Do you bhear? Pall cut,
I tell you!”

But aa pulling ont would have led tha
Modern brake to lock wheels with the otier,
the driver was not likely to obey.

The horses were neck and neek now, and
the two hrakes, dashing on side by side,
filled up the lare from hedge to hedge.

The Moderns raved with wrath.

“Buck up!"™ sghricked Tommy Cook.
“You're letting them beat us! Put it on

But the driver was obdurate.

Farther ahead was a sharp turn, and a.
race round that eorner would almost cer-

JIMMY SILVER'S LITTLE JOKE !

“Look at ‘'em!” gasped Tommy Dodd.
“"They—they—they've collared a senior brake!
The cheeky rotters! My hat!”

“Yah! Modern duffers! Get aside !

“That's the new boy!” howled Tommy
Dogd. “That's the new boy driving and
yelping to ws to let him pasa, Catch uz!”

"(Fet to the side of the road!” shouted
Jimmy Silver. *“Do you youngsters want to
he run down?"

The Modern juniors almost danced with
Tage.

To be called youngsters by a
wis a little too much.

They glared at Jimmy Silver, who was
handling the brake as if he had driven a
pair of horses all his life,

“The cheeky cad!” gasped Tommy Dodd.
“Youngsters! My bhat! What is Rookwood
coming tof” -

“That chap Silver has pot more cheek
than the whole Classical side lumped
togetber!” said Tommy Cook. “DBut we're
not letting him pass—not much!”

]:Hﬂ fear!” said Tommy Dodd emphatie-
ably.

And the Modern crowd yelled and shook
their fists at the bLrake behind in defiance
and contempt.

The nosea of Jimmy Silver's horses were
almost  touching  the Modern, brake now,
but there was not room to pasa unless the
leading wvehicle drew to the side.

new  kid

tainly have led to one or both of the
vehicles coming to grief.

80 the prudent driver declined absolutely
te "put it on,” and the Claszsical brake
forged ahead.

The Classical juniors yelled with joy ' ns
they swept past their rivals.

Tommy Dodd & Co. raved and stamped
and shook their Dsts.

But they werc hopelessly beaten.

“Good-bye, Bluebell!” shricked Raby.
“See you later at Rookwopd! Ta-tal!”

“0h, you rotters! You :poofers!” velled
the Moderns.

“Done !” groaned Tommy Prodd.
the Classics! Dome by a new boy!
me away amdl kick me, somehody ™

And in helpless wrath the Modems watehed
the Claasical hrake sweep round 1he corner
aliead and disappear from sight,

o Piar: by
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Study-Mates.

N1 EGINNING to look shipshape!™ o

marked Newconie,

Tha three Classical chuma weore -

in their study—the famous end
gtudy.
They were puiting it to rights for the new
term. :

The tromendous cl_nrimiug dohe during ihe 4
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vacation had left the atudy spotless as a new
pin, after all the wear aud tear of the
previous term.

It was not likely to remain long in that
happy state.

8o far, however, only one inkpot had been
upaet, and a can of cycle-oil had leaked.

That was really nothing.

Lovell & Co. were glad to pet back into
their old guarters,

They had suceeeded in bazging their old
study ; though it had been necessary to eject
onie or two rivals *on their necks.”

That, however, had been promptly and
efficaciously done, and the three were in
possepsion,

Andvthiey had the cheery prospect of having
the study to themselves for the whole term.

There was only one new kid om the
Classical wide, and no reason why he
should be planted on them.

In a very cheery mood, after having had
tea in Hall, the three chuma had come up to
put their atudy to rights before call-over.

They had brought some possessions from
home to improve fheir guarters.

Lovell had a nice new pair of curtains,
which were hung up smid great satisfaction.

Baby had brought & new copper kettle,
which gleamed like o new penny.

Newcome had & picture.

It was not exactly a work of art, but it
bad four colours in it, all prominent, not to
say glaring, and Newcome said it wonld give
an artistic touch to the study.

There waa one corner of the study, farthest
from the two windows, which was a little
dusky, and Newcome said that picture would
brighten it wp.

- Raby agreed that it had better be put in
the dusky corner,

Otherwise, in Ikaby's opinion, it might bave
a ntnrtun% effect on visitors—might even pro-
duce apoplexy or something,

There waa & pause in the proceedings while
Newcome told Raby what he thought of him
and his opinions.

Then the three chums proceeded to hang
the picture.

They were hanging the picture—at least,
Newcome was driving a four-inch nail into
the wall with terrific blows from a coke-
hammer, and Raby and Lovell was advising
him not to make a tunnel into the next study
—when the door opened, and Jimmy Silver
came in.

The new boy had been interviewing Mr.
Bootles, his Form-master, and Lovell & Co.
Liand not seen him since tea.

They looked round as he came in, New-
come pausing to take breath.

Two inches of the nail still remained to be
driven In, and the wall was showing signs of
damage.

Newcome did not
fime,

“Hallo!" said Jimmy Silver eheerily. “ Only
you! Blessed if T didn't think the Germans
were bombarding the school!"

“Don’t you come bothering here!” said
Newcome testily. *“We don't want o new kid
here being funny when we're putting our
study to rights. You can have a go at that
nail, Raby, if you like, We want to hang
that picture before second eall.”

. Raby took the hammer and stepped on the
chair.

There waz a clatter of falling plaster after
his first doughty blow,

“My hat!" ejaculated Silver involuntarily.

Baby glared down at him.

“Kick that new kid out!" he Lawled.
you think I'm going to hang your rotten
picture with him standing there cackling like
& Cheshire cheese—I menn catd”

“Here, hold on!" said Jimmy Sjiver, as
Lovell and Newcome made for him.

“(Clear out!”
“I'm not going out! Ar, Rootles

hit the wicket every

n
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“ Blow Bootles! Have you come here to
talk about Bootles? Go and tell somehody
else about him! Get outt®

“But Mr. Bootles sent me here!®

“ What ever for?” demanded Lovell.
“I'm to share this study.”

“ What "

_ “Mr. Bootles said as there were only three
in this room, and it's the largest, I'm to come
here,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Oh, rot!” said Raby. %Go down the pas-
sage and look for another study. HKootles
won't say anything. He doesn't care a Lup-
penny rap.”

* But I do,” raid Jimmy Silver. % This is the
best study in the passage, and I like it.”

“He likes us!" roared the exnsperated
Lovell. “He likes our study! We'll give
him something bhe doesn't like—»

“I shall hit out!” yelled Jimmy Silver. *1
warn youl»

“Why, you—you greenhorn!” said Lovell.
“Hit out! Do you know that we three are
the top-hole fighting-men in the Fourth?
They call us the Fistical Three.®

 Bow-wow [»

_ That “ Dow-wow ! was not respectiul, and
it was too much for the Classical trio.

They slmply piled on Jimmy SHilver.

The new boy pubt up a tussle that drew
other juniors to the doorway.

In the course of the battle the new lace
curtains suffered pomewhat, the study table
was pitched into the fire-grate, and the clock
came off the mantelplece with a erash.

But the odds were too great.

Jimm Silver's powers as a fighting-man
won wide admiration from the juniors in the
doorway.

But the Classical three zot him at last.
He was hurled bodily into the passage, and
collapsed there, without an ounce of breath

left in him.

The door slammed on Eim.

“0Oh, crumbs!” gasped Jimmy Silver
dazedly.

“Fancy tackling the three of them!” re-
marked Jones minor. “What was: the row
about, kidf»

“That's my study,”
“I'm going in!»

“They'll eat you if you do!" sald Jones
minor.

“I tell you I'm going in!"

“ Well, f:ﬂﬂd Juck to you, kid,” said Jones
minor. “It's time for call-over, and 1 should
advise yvou to leave going into that study
until a bit later.”

“Oh, rats!” growled Jimmy Silver. And he
was left to recover his breath, whilst the
others went downstairs to Big Hall,
~ The new boy listened. His brain was work-
ing. Roll-call in Big Hall waa elose at hand,
and the three juniors who had ejected him
had to turn up, like the rest, or be looked for
by a prefect with a cane,

Jimmy Silver whipped a length of whipcord
from his pocket, made a Io:}g at the end,
and slipped it quletly over the door-handle
of the end study, and drew it tight.

Then he rnsseﬂ the cord fo the handle of a
door opposite, and fastened it securely,

That was the beginning. _

He looked into Jone: minor's study, where
he had seen a hox uncorded.

The rope was Iving on the floor.

Jimmy Bilver picked H up quickly, and,
returning to the end study, he added it to
the whipeord, considerably strengthening it,

A lew moments Ilater the hell rangz, fol-
lowed by a tug from within the end study.

Then there came a surprised ecxclamation :

“Halle! The door's jammed !

Jimmy Bilver grinned, and waited develon-
ments.

S Lay hald!™ panted Newcome desperately.
“I'Hl take the handle in both hands, and yo
holidl on to me, and all pull together !’

“ Right-ho ™

said Jimmy Silver.
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The door strained and creaked, but it did

not open,
. *N. G.!” howled Tovell. “Let up! 'Tain't
jammed! Some young idiot has fastened the
door putside! TI'll gkin him! I'll slaugnter
him! I'll—" :

“8hut up!” roared Raby. “No time for
jaw now! The bell's stopped, Hallo, out
there! TUndo this door at once, whoever vou
are! Do you hear?» :

“Hear, hear!” said Jimmy Silver. ;

“Why—why, it's that oew boy!" exclaimed
Lovell, in fones of concentrated wrath.
“0Open this door at once, you out there!" -

“Rats!”

“1I tell you we've got fo get down to roll-
calll"" yelled Lovell. #We shall be galed for
a half-holiday, and licked—licked, you idiok!
Open the door!” :

“ Good-bye |

“Come and let us out, some of you fellows !
shrieked Newcome. ‘

“They're all gone!” chuckled Jimmy Bilver.
“And I'm going! Good-bye! And keep your
peckers up, It's a long, long way to calling-
over, but I wish you luck!" -

“Hold on!" shouted Lovell. “I say, you
new boy, don't go! I say, I'll stand you a
whack iz my hamper, and I won't lick you, if
you let us out !" ;

“ Not good enough!” replied JTimmy Silver,

“What do you want, you young villain?"
¥elied the hapless three together. 1

“1 want my study,” said Jimmy Silver
coolly., “I'm sharing that study with ¥you.
I want you to let me in and take it in a
friendly way.”

“ Never, you rotter!”

% Good-bye, then|»

“Here, hold on!® shouted Lovell through
the keyhole. _

“Sorry I can't stop! I shall be [ate for
roll-call,” said Jimmy Silver calmly. & Good-
hye!"

“1 say, Silver, let us out, there's a good
chap!™ said Raby.

“ Well, let me [nto my own study, and keep
the peace, or I'm off !"" said Jimmy Bilver,
“Quick’s the word1” :
R‘*'{}Il_ I'll let you in, you bounder!"” said

aby.

“Ho will I,” said Newcome,
and open the door, Silver |»

“What about Lovellt* asked the new bov.

“I—I'1l smash you! I'll squash you'! I'lf

“ Now buck up

—I'li—=I"ll—" gaid Loveil incoherently., = 1'H
make little pieces of you! 1 say, don't go,
you young villain! We must get out! Open
the door!t®

“ Well, promise, then '™

%1 promisze,” said Lovell reluctantly.

“ Right-ho1» :

Jimmy Bilver's pocket-knife whipped
through the rope and the whipeord, and the
study door flew open.

Three infuriated Fmium came out, panting.

"“All serene!" sald Jimmy Bilver, smiling.
“We'll be pally yet. Better get a move ou,
or you'll he late.®

And the three discomfited juniors promptiy
got A *move on.®

] ] L &« * &

After rtoll-call Jimmy Silver
carried bis books into the end study.

No attempt was made to eject him.

Jimmy Bilver found the atmosphere of the
study decidedly chilly; but he did not seem
to mind much,

“Don't be ratty,” he urged his new study-
mates. “You know I'm in the right. And
ouw’'ll find me all right—A1; in fack, top-
ole! I'm quite an eaay chap to get on with.”

The Classical chums glared, and did not
reply.

“ Never mind,” sald Jimmy Silver cheerfully.
“I'Il stand it as long as you do. @'l wait
tizl you come round."”

And the new hoy, comfortably ensconced
in the end =tady, and usiterly undizmayed by
the majestie frowns of Lovell & Co., walted
cheerfully for them to come round. L=

carefully

THE END.
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DARCY'S DELUSION!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovary.

id ussy I
N | “IMArey, you ass!”
“Where's that chump Gussy?”

Blake, Herriez, and Digby, of the

Fourth Form: at 5t. Jim's, were asking those
questions right and left, up and down the
seuool House,

For a quarter of an hour or more they had
sought their neoble echum,  Arthur Augustus
[""Arcy: mt they found him not.

The Terrible Three of the B8heil—Tom
Merry, Manners, and Lowther—were jpst
albiout to enter Study No. 0.

They looked round as they heard Lhe
emphatie inguiries of Blake & Co., who
shiared that study.

“Gussy missing?" asked Tom Merry.

Elake snorted.

“"Yes. The frabjons ass has disappeared-—
vapished—bunked! We're going to scalp and
slaughter him when he turns up!™

“"What does it matter?”

_ “"We want him!” said Blake and Herries
in chorus, “We haven't had ten! We're
stony in Study No. 6! Gussy's bad a fiver!”

The mystery was explained.

In the famous apartment known as Study
No. ¢, in the Fourth Form passage, funds
were to a great extent in common,

At all events, when one fellow there had
ﬂij‘ money, the others were always sure of

‘A
-~ Just at present Study No. 6 was in the
state of Egypt of old when passing through
the lean wvears.

The artival of a fiver for Arthur Augnstus
had relieved the strain, and promised an end
to the famine.

And lo! the swell of 8t. Jim's had dizap-
]i'-[_-nr_ud from human ken, taking-the fiver with

sim. S
No wonder Blake and Co. were boiling with
Indignation.
HTIIH Terrible Three fully sympathised with

WAL

As a matter of fact, funds were low in their
study, too, and they would cheerfully have
lent their aid in “blowing " that fver,

In fact, they had come to Study No. € in
the hope of heing able to “raise the wind.”

They felt that Arthur Augustus had done
them an injury as well as hia study-mates.

“But where ean he bave gone to?" azked
Bonty Lowther.

Another snort from Blake.

“Blessed if I know! We've been from end
to end of the School House, and he ien't
zide WiL1"

“Might bave run over to the New Hounse
1o =ce Figgina?” supgested Manpers.

" Herrive has been over there asking. He
liasn’'t been geen in the New House.”

“In the tuckshop, perhaps—"

“1I've heen there,” sajd Dighy, “Mrs.
Taggles hasn't seen him."™

“In the gym—-—-—"

“We've looked in the gym.”

“Then he must have-—  Halle! Who's

thia roming along the passage?”
Blake looked out of the doorway.
“My hat! Here he comes, the idiot!”
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy eame rushing into
ithe study, in a breathless state.
“Bai Jove!™ he exclaimed, the
Juniors glanced in his direetion.
“You've come back, then ! said Blake.
“Weally, Blake—="
“Where have you been?”
“(ut!”
. "What have you done with the fiver?”
"The fivah! 1 have spent it.”
“8pent it!" roared the juniors all
gether. -
- "Yaas, wathah!™
. "Do yo know that we hadn’t any &in?"
gemanded Blake. _ :
Arthur Augustus’ expression changed,

as all

to-

"4 IGARS!”
Cigara they
them—-heantiful
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“Bai Jove, Laven't you, really?” he ex-
claimed.

“"You know we were all stony !” zaid Dighy.

“1 forgot, denh boy™

“You forgot!” howled Blake. “You for-
got! You walked off with all the study funds
in your eilly pocket, and forgot that we
hadn't anything for tea!”

“Bai Jove, I'm awlully sorry! 1 weally
forgot all ahout it!" sald Arther Augustus,
in distress. 1 apologize most sincerely !

“Oh, rats!” growled Blake. “ What are we
going to do about tea? We relied upon that
fver—"

“I'm sowwy, Blake, deah boy-——"

“Burely you've got a few bobe left we can
buy some things with$”

“No, Blake, 1 haven't.”

“Eﬂl}jhl\’ﬂ'ﬂ% got flve bob?”?
el -I:I.'
“Then, what have you dome with the

money i’ asked Blake.

“Weally, Blake—"

“ Explain, you burbling idiot !" yelled Blake.
“Have you lost the mouey, have you given
t away, or—""- _

“1 am sowwy,” caid Arthur Augustos
firmly, “but I cannot satisfy your cuwiosity
upon that point! As a mattah of fact;, 1 do
not appwove of cuwiosity. I wegard it as bad
form! 1 can only weeomnmend you not to be
inquisitive.”

he juniors looked at ihe swell of the
Fourth as if they would eat him.
“H's no good argving with the silly ass!”

paid Blake. “This is a case where bumping
is the only poszible argument. Bump him!”

“Hands off, you duffcrs! Weally—
Y awooooooh 1

Six paira of hands closed upon Arthur
Augustus D'Arey in various parts of his per-
gon, and he descended upon the study carpet
with a loud concussion.

Bum?!

“"Ow! Yon wottahs! My twousahs! Ow!™

Bump, bump! -

“Yawooooooh ! :

Arthur Augustus stroggled wildly in the
grasp of his persecutors.

His collar burst, his tie came off, and his
iscket curled round hiz ears.

But suddenly the juniors let go, as if -the
uw;lllmi?! 8t. Jim's had become all at once
re " -

Arthur Augustus sprawled, gasping, on the
floor, and round him were seattered several
articles that had dropped out of his pockets
in the struggle.

The juniors gazed at them hlankly.

One word hroke from them at once, in
”.TE“' t,u1nea of surprise and consternation :

[:3.1'3,"

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Arthur Augustus Declines to Explain.

of
cigars,

were—dozens
Havana
with nice gold labels.

The chnme of the School Housze could not
have heen more astounded if a snake had
curled out of Arthor Augustus IDArcy's
pocket.

The swell of 8t. Jim's sat up, dishevelled
and hreathless.

He stared at the cigars, and he stared at
hig chums,

"Bai Jove!” he murmured.

Then ke rose to his feet, breathing hard,
and smoothing down his rimmpled garments.

There was a painful gilence in the study.
Jack Blake hroke it.

“This has got to be explaiped, Gussy!™
he zaid grimly. :

hﬁﬂwwr_ﬁ

“You've beem buying
courae P’ '

*Natuswally ! ;

ihﬂ:-‘il-.’.! cigars, of

“(lot any more about you?”

“I am zowwy that T must deeline te answah
that question, Blake!"

", don't trouble!” zaid Blake. “We'll
#oon see !l Collar the silly mug and turn cut
his ]{!ﬂtkﬂtd-], you fellows!”

“Blake! You wottahs! I considab—— Oh,
¥ou feahful wottahs!"

ﬂ;?l:;e juniors did not heed his ezpostula-

The Terrible Three seized him, and held
him powetriess, whilst Blake and Herriss and
Lvgby coolty turned out all his pocketa,

And they stared in astonishment at the
articles that were bhrought to light.

There were more cigars—quite a dozen of
them, and most of them expensive ones.

There were meveral packets of cigarettes, a
few boxes of matches, a large handsome
meerschaum  pipe, and several packets of
tohaceo.

The articles were piled on the table, and
they made quite a heap.

Then Artbur Augustus was reieased. He
stood frowalng with wrath.

“Now,"” said Blake, and he was very serious
now—"now, (ussy, we want to know what
this mcans!™

“I wefuse to say a word!”

“You've heen buying all this stuff in Ryl
gombe

“Yaas™

“What fort”

“That's my hiznay!”

“You've taken to smoking?”

“Certainly not! 1 should wegard it na
wotten bad form fer a fellah of my age to

smoke ! ;
“Then why have you booght all this
muck ¥ aaid Rlake.
“I am sowwy I cannot explain!™
“You mean you won't?" said Blake sharply.
“Ynas. You can put it like that if you

like,™

“Then :.ﬂmethinﬁ‘ﬂ got to he done. Do you
know you'd get into a fearful row if a- .

L fect discovered youn with all that rubishi™

“Yaas; I wegard that as very pwob.”
“HBut—but what ever did you want to buy

the stuff {or?” o

_ “I have told you once beloah, Blake, that.
i8 my biznay!" =
“And you

smoking "

“Yaas, wathah!
Blake—"

“But you must have been to the iobaceo-
nist's to get that staff ™
i “I should hardly go te the grocer’s for
it !

“The tobacconist's is out of bounds!”

“I am awah of that!"

*Then you've broken bounds, you aes!”™

“1 wefuse to be called an pest”

Blake clenched his hands.

He was greatly inclined to wade in, znd

ve his aristocratic chum the licking of bis
ife, then and there.

But he restralped himself.

He was very angry indeed, hut he realised
that that wae not a really ¢ffective methed
of dealing with Arthor Augustus,

“I1f you don't explain,” said Blake at last,
“we can only think one thing—that is, you've
taken to rotten, blackguardly ways, lke Levi-
son and Cutts!”

“If you hold sueh an opinior of me, Blake,
T shall wefuse to wegard you as a fwiend!”

“I don't especially want to be régarded aa
i friend by a fellow of Cutts’ stamp, and
that's what you seem to be now!"” zaid Blake
unpleasantly.

T have assuahed you—->~

“Tell us what you hought the stuff for.”

“1 pannot!™

“Then you know what we think!”

Arthur Augustas stood verv erect.

“Am I to undahstand that you doubt mf
word, Blake(” g

“Yes!" rapped out Blake zavagely. r i2E
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say ¥you haven't taken q,,i;.;_.-':;'

If you doubt my word,



“Then T shall &wop your acquaintanee !

“Irrop it, and be hanged!”

“That is suflish'™ said Arthur Aungustus,
with a rreat deal of dignity.

And he turned upon hig heel, and walked
out of the study.
“Come  back,
Lliake, relenfing.
But D'Arcy did not come bhack. ;
The juniofs looked at one another in dis-

you =silly idiot!” growled

may.
“My hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “This
beats the giddy band:”

“What ever can that silly dufler have
bought all this stufl for?’ remarked Manners.

“Uoodness knows!" aaid Blake, with =&
rhake qf the head. “I'm pretty sure, though,
that he hasn't taken to smoking.”

“Then what's the use of them to him?”

“0Oh, don't ask me!" said Blake. “I'm
going to shove them away in case a prefect
comes along. We don't want to get this
at-ud;' a bad name.”

“No [ear!”

The. cigars, tobaceo, cigarettes, and other
artictes were all put in a place of hiding.

“Now,"” said Blake, when the last cigar had
disappeared from view, "1 suppose we'd
better think ahout tea.”

“We've got nothing to cat.” said Herries.

“Well, we ahall have to grub in Hall,” said
Dlake. “After all, it'll make a change'”

The others sniffed; apparently they were
uot eager to have tea in Hall,

However, there was no help for it, as
D'Arcy had failed to turn up trumps with
his fiver.

They trooped into Hall, pondering over
Arthur Auvgustus’ mysterions behaviour.

The swell of 8t. Jim's had bought the
cigars and other articles for some purpose—
certainly not to emcke himself--hut what
that purpose was they could not think.

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Truth Comes Dut!
ET your skates, Qussy!"

Jack Blake spoke as the junjors
came out of the dining-room after
dinner the next alternoon.

Although Blake had failed to discover a
solution to I’Arcy’s mysterious behaviour,
his anger had subzided considerably,

Arthur Augustus gave a start, and looked
gquickly at Blake,

“Hkates!" he repeated. “I don't want my
I':-EEI':_:.DES yet. !;—L— mean, [ “IIH”FI don't know
why you should suppose that am goin’
skutin', Blake.” i £

“Ass!” said Blake politely. ©We're all
going skating, and I suppose you're coming,
too.  The ice ia firat-rate.”

“I am sowwy. I cannot come.”

“ Fathead——» '

“And I ghould be vewy much obliged,
Blake, if you would remembah that I am not
o0 apeakin” terms with you!"

JVArcy walked away with his nose in the
air,

Jack Blake breathed hard through his nose.
. What the dickens is the matter with the
silly echump " he exclaimed,

“Oh, leave him alone!" snid Dighy. ©® He's
going off his rocker, that's all!”

The School House chums went downstairs,
and joined a large crowd of juniors who were
making their way to the frozen river,

The Ryll was frozen for miles, and Tom
Merry, Manners, and Lowther were the fOrst
Y0 reach the river,

They started off upon a long skating run
together,

hey dashed along at n good speed on the
gleaming ice, the keen wind bringing the
colour t{o their cheeks.

“8t. Jim's and the crowd of skaters dis-
ap%-aarml behind them,

hey passed under the old stone bridge and
over the frozen pool, and down to the wider
reaches of the river.

Here and there, as they sped on, they passed
ekaters nnd sllders—fellows from the Gram-
mar Bchool and villagers and country fellows
galore.

But past Rylcombe the river was more
solltary.

“My hat! This is ripping!” Tom Merry
exclaimed. “We can put on EP-Ef.'d Lere.
We've got the lee all to onrselyves!®

“Yea, rather!”

Ehn}rr rl?ﬂhgd!fm'

or fully hall an hour they skated on, and
then started on the return run.

At length they came round a bend of the
river, between the great, leafless trees that
overhung the banks at this point.

There they caught sight of two skaters—a
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girl with a Aowing =ear!, and an elegant youth
who could not possibly be anvbody hut—

“(ussy ! exclaiined Lhe Terrible Three
together,

It was Arthur Avgustus D' Arey,

The chums of the Shell knew that Arthur
Augustus had declined to go down to the
skating with the rest of the fellows.

They understood the reason now,

They slid in towards the bank, and slacked
down,

Arthur Augustns and his companion were
in the middle of the ice, und neither of them
observed the three Shell fellows.

The Terrible Three exchanged looks of help-
less astonishment.

“30 that's CGussy's
mured Monty Lowther.

“But—but who iz she?” said Manners.

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows in an effort
Lo remember, '

“I've seen her hefore somewhere,” he mald,

engugement ! mur-

“1 can't remember; but I'm sure she helongs
toe this neighbourhiood.”

The chums of the Shell looked on blankly.

Arthur Augtstus remained guite uwncon-
scioud of them,

His companjon was a girl of about twenty-
three, with a very large hat and very =mall
hoots.

It was Monty Lowther who suddenly re.
membered where he had seen the girl hefore,
and he signified the same by bursting into a
suffecated chuckle,

“0Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha'®

“What's the matter with you?”
Tom Merry. ;

“0Oh, hold me up!”
“{h, crumbs!

“Cigars?”

“Those giddy smokes!™

“Hmokes?” yelled Tom Merry and Manners.
*What do you mean, fathead v

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Lowther, you silly nss—-"

“I've solved the giddy mystery!" chuckled
Lowther. “I know where I've seen that
young lady before!™

“ Where 7 3

“In Rylecombe High Street,”

11 Fh?“ h

“In a shop—n

“A—a shop?” repeated Tom Merry.

* Yes—a tobacconist's.”

[ “Fhat?!!

“She's Misa

demanded

spluttered Lowther.
Thoze cigars '™

Chunn'!" hooted - Lowther.

S Miss Chunn, the tobacconist's girl,”

Tom Merry and Manners gasped.

“By Jove, I know her mow!" ejaculated |

Manners. “0f course, it's Miss Chunn—Ada
Jane Chunp, I believe her name Is,"”
Monty Lowther gurgled.

“Now do you koow why Gussy bought the
cigarz?” p”

“Oh, crumbs! He betght themn at
Chunn’s!"”

“Exactly !" said Lowther. “He goes in and
buys & cigar, and comes out agsin, and goes
in to buy another cigar. Ha, ha, hat™

“ Put—but why "

“ Pon't you see " gelled Lowther. ¥ Gusay's
in love again. And he’s been buying all those
emokes as an excuse [or going into the shop
to make her acquaintance and talk to her.®

“Ha, ha, ha!»

“Let's skate up and be introduced,” sug-
gested Mﬂn.pf:l'i.

“No; let's get back and tell the other
fellows,” gaid wiher. “ We've all got to
take this in hand. I'm glad it's nothing more,
I was really beginning to believe that Qussy
was following in Cutts’ footsteps. But he's
only in love.®

“Ha, ha, hat* 3

“We'll hold &8 meeting—all Guasy's friends
—and consider what's to be done,” aaid
Lowther. “He's got to be stopped before he
gets flogged for going to the tobacconist's,”

“What-ho!

The Terrible Three skated back at top
speed to St Jim'a.

They had no doubt that they had pene-
trated the mystery.

Arthur Augustus was in love!

Once more tne susceptible heart of the
awell of Bt. Jim's had been touched,

Once more he was a victim of the arrows
of the little blind god.

The chums of the Shell
laughter as they skated.

It was too funpny, and they chuckled and
chuckled ns they glided on, till they were
quite out of breath. -

And when they reached home, and Blake
and Herries and Dighy were taken aside and
enlightened, then there were three more

quaked with

hysterical chuckiers.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Hearta Bowed Down.

OM MERRY met Arthur Augustus
l when that elegant youth came back |
to St Jim's. :

Tom Merry waz standing on the
steps of the School House, in the gloom,
watching for him.

When Arthur Augustuz came
Merry touched his arm lightly,

. “I want to speak to you, Guesy,” he said
in & mysterious whisper.
D'Arcy regarded him coldly,

“l am afwaid that I cannot wecipwocate
the desinh  Tom Mewwy,” he replied.
“Undah the present cires. it is imposs. lo
wegard you a8 a fwiend.”

“I must econfide in somebody.,” said Tom
Merry, with a break in his voice. “Gussy.
don't refuse! You're the only fellow 1 could
possibly tell.”

“Bal Jove! What's the mattah, deal
bo¥?" exclalmed Arthur Augustus, forgetting
at once that he was on bad terms with the
captain of the Shell.

“Come out into the quad., where the other
fellows can’t hear us,” said Tom Merry.

“ Wight-ho, dealt hoy!”

Tom Merry led the swell of 5t Jim's
into the deoep dusk under the elm-trees.

“1t's wathah cold heah, Tom Mewwy,”
Arthus Augustus ventured to suggest,

“I3 it?" gald Tom vaguely.

' Xans. And there's wathah a wind blow-
in"."
“A chap doecsn’t motice little things like
that when he's in love,” said Tom Merry in
a deep and thrilling voice. j

Arthur Augustus started violently.

“In—in—in what?” he stammered.

“Love,” sald Tom Merry. “Gussy, what
would you think if I told you that 1 were in
love—decply, wildly, tragleally, passionately,
awfully, frightfully$"

"Bai Jove!l”

“You're the only chap at St. Jim's who
can sympathise with me,” murmured Tom

up Toin

Merry. “You have been in love yoursell
several times, haven't you?"” :
“Ahem! [-I—-J—"
“1 must confide in somebody!" szid Tom.

taking D'Arcy by the arm.
reveal the secret, Gussy!”
“Yaas, certainly! But—" 4
“3he is older than I am,” sobbed Tom
Merry. “But that doesn't make any differ-
ence, doea It, Gussyt” .
“Certainly not, deah boy! In fact, T think
that when a chap’s about our age, the wight
age im:&"L ;h;ﬂa ¥ is about twentr-thwee,”
"Arcy Wh-once.
fl'i'iiﬁ'!rnd came from Tom Merry.
w curious'” he said solemmly. *“That i
exactly her age, Gussy! And what do you -
think her name is—her awcet and poetica!
name:" : :
“I'm sure I can't guess, deah boy.”
“Ann Jane!" murmured Tom Merry.
D'Arcy jumped.
“Ann—Ann—Ann what?!” he ejaculated.
“No, mot Ann What. Ann Jane!" said
Tom in a whisper. “3he serves in a tobac-

“Swear never to

conist's shop in. ‘RBylcombe, Yon know
Chunn's shop?”
“Bai Jove, I should jolly well say so!

Look heah, Tom Mewwy—'

“Buot she loves another,” said Tom, with a
sob.

“Yans, I twust so."

“What? You trust so? You want her to
throw herself away on young Chipps, the
auctipneer, instead of walting fifteen years
for me?” exclaimed Tom Merry indignantly.

“Chipps! Who's talking about Chipps?”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus sharply.

“I am. 8bhe loves Chipps,” =said Tom
Merry. “They walk out together on Sundays.
Boo-hioo I

“Rai Jove! Pway don't cewy, deah boy!™

“How c-c-can I help it? I want your
advice, CGussy., Chipps is my rival. Would
you advise me to kili him?"

“You uttah ass—"

“What?”

“I mean, you are falkin' wot, you know.
As a mattah of fact—it's wather awkward tc
say 80, after your confession—but—but that
voung lady iz alweady pwivate pwoperty, in
a mannah of apeakin'. To tell you the
twuth, Tom Mewwy, I-am in love with Miza
Chunn !

“Traitor!™
: h l+ wefuse to be chawacterised as a twai-
ah!"

“Beware!” hissed Tom Merry., * Beware'

Ere you shall be my smecceseful rival I wil -
atrew the hungry churchyard: with your
bones! Beware! :
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And the captain of the Shell! rushed WY,

“Well, bai Jove!” ejaculated Arthur Angyz-
tus.  “This is vewy wemarkahle! I nevah
suspected Tom Mewwy of bein' such a silly
asg! Bai Jove!”

And the swell of 8t. Jim's went thonzht-
fully towards the School House.

Hefore he reached the Honse, however, the
figure of Monty Lowther leomed up i Lthe
Eloom,

“13 that you, Gussy?”

“Yaus. But—"

“Come with me!"™ Lowther eaught D'Arey
"by the arm. “Not a word! I've got some-
thing to tell you—something 1 must tell you!
Come into the silence and ploom of the
whispering trees, and 1 will a tale unfold !”

Arthur Augustus, very much surprised,
dllowed Lowther to marchk him under the
trees again.

Lowther tried to speak, but his voiee broke
into sobs,

“Gweat Scott!" exclalmed Arthur Augus-

tus, very mueh distressed. “What is the
mattah, Lowthahy"
- "Look at me, D'Arey!” said Monty Low-
ther mournfully. “Regurd me! In me you
behold a vietim of an all-devouring passion !
I love, but 1 am not loved! Advise me!
What shall T do? Shall T seek rest and for.
getfulness 'neath the icy waters of the
river, or shall 1 imbrue thes: lLands deep in
the heart's best blood of my rival?”

“Look here, Lowthah——"

“Her name is Ann Jane!” groaned Lowther.
“Perhaps you have seen her. She solls cigars
at the tohacco-shop in Ryleombe, Have you
seen the dainty way she lights a cizarelte for
4@ chap? Have vou markcd her gracefnl
manner of handing you the change? Have
you——-"

"If you mean that you are in love with
Miss Churn A

“Exactly!"

“Then 1 wegard you as an ass! As a
mattah of feet, I am goin' to pwonose to
that young lady myself, and ask her to wait
ten years for me—-"

“Treitor!" hissed Monty Lowther. And hLe
vinished into the darkness.

Arthur Augustus walked into the Schoal
House in a very disturbed frame of mind.

He was not surprised that the other fellows
had also been smitten with the manifold
charing of Miss Chunn,

- Indeed, the surprising thing, in D’Arey's
opinjon, would have been if they had not
heen g0 smitten,

But it waa
despairing lovera
confldant.

extremely awkward for the
10 choose him as a

Under the circumstances, he felt that he
could hardly be expected to sympathise with
them and wish them luck.

Manners was lounging on the staircase, and
the moment he saw D'Arcy his face became
long and gerious.

He hurried towards the swell of 8. J im’s.

“I've been waiting for yon, {(Gussy !” he ex-
claimed, “I mu]tf not have waited much
Wnoer.”

“Why not, Mannaha "

“My heart is bursting!” Manners said
tragically. “Can you hear it begt$"

“Certainly nott”

“It is like a2 hammer. Tt haa heaten like
that,” said Manners, sinking his voice to a
tragice whisg»er, “ever since I first saw her.”

“Gweat Bcott! Whop"

"Ann Jane, She—"

“Mannahs, do you mean ta say that Fou are
in love with Misg Chunn?®

"Hear me!"” said Manners, dra matically
raising his hand. “Hear me! By yon eternal
gtars, by the mmtf' Tegions of space where
unknown worlds roll and whirl, T swear—"

“Pway lowah your voice, deah boy ! maid
Arthur Xugustus hastily. “You are makin'
the fellows stare this wiy!”

“Let them stare,” said Manners hrokenlw

“Let them stare!  8oom, perhaps, they will
be staring at my emaciated corpse. I love
“ Weally, Mannahs—-"
“1  love—mad!y, insanely, pottily and

dottily, I love—-"

“I wish yom would confide in somebody else,
Mannahe,” said Arthur Angustus, a little
testily. “I am weally the last fellow in the
world you should confide in. Undah the cires,

have no wesource hut to decline your
econfldences.”

“But you can advise me.
hand at this sort of thing.”
“Nothin® of the sort.
gestiom. I wegard you ans

g0 my arm!"

And Arthur Augustus jerked his arm AWAY,
and fairly ran upstairs to escape any further
confidences from the love-lorn Manners,

You are an old

I seorn the sug-
an ass. Fway let

THE FIiFTH CHAPTER.,
More of Tham.
ACK BLAKE was in the Fourth Forha

pPassage, leaning, against the wall, and
evidently waiting for Arthur Augustus,

J

He started eagerly towards the
elegant junior as he came up.
“*Thank gooduness you've come, Gussy !” he

exclaimed.

“Bal Jove! What's the mattah$”

"I've gomething to tell you, Come into the
gtudy!”

“Has somethin® happened io Hewwies or
Lhig?" exclaimed Arthur Augustue! in alarm.

“Waorse than that!”

“Bai Jove! But weally, Blake, as we are
not on speakin’ terme———'"
*"Come M

“I considah—-"
“Yes, that's all very well, but —*
“Come!”
N R]g’h‘e drageged Arthur Augustus into Study
o. 6.
He closed the door, and Arthur Augustus
waited uneasily,

il
; Al |ﬂ|l:=ﬁ:

Friday, 13

“Ali, the pain is Lhere'™
his hand upon his heart.
also the anguish—

“Then I should advise yon to consult a
doctah,” said Arthur Augustus, “"Pewwaps
you are sufférin® fwom heart disease, though
it is more likely to be indigestion.”

It is love—the all-pervading, all-devouring

“Wats! Yoo are too young 1o think of
anythin® of the sort! I wegard you &s a
widiculous az2! Pewwaps you will tell me
that it is Miss Chunn you are in love with'™
exclalmed Arthur Augustus, utterly ex-
dsperated.

“How did you know?" cricd Digby. " Ah!
You have seen her? You have heheld the
rosy tight of her divine countenance? You
have noticed the magic roll of her oplics

“ith, wats!"

“Hear me—"

“1 wefuse to heah you!” shouted DA [cy.

And he stalked awax

But Herries was waiting for him farii=r
along the passage.

said Dighy, laying
“Here jB the agony,

CIGARS FROM GUSSY’S POCKET!

Blake's face was tragic.

“Have you ever been in love,
_Baid, with a sob.

“0hb, ewumbs!”

“If you have, you can sympathise with me.
Yet how can you guess the all-consuming,
Volcanic love that I feel for adoruble Ann
Janei”

“Ann Jane!” '

“Yes, the incomparable Ann Jane—the
divine Miss Chunn—"

“1 wefuse to Jdisten to anothah word!”
shouted Arthur Augustus. *“i wegard it aa
your awful nerve to fall in love with Miss
Chunn! You are weleome to admire her
fwom a distance, but 1 distinctly wefuse to
allow you to fall in love with her'”

And Arthur Augustus tore open- the study
door, and marched out, and slammed the
door behind him.

Blake collapsed into the armchair, choking.

Ivighy was In the passage.

He took D'Arey’s arm. as the swell of St.
g im’s was marching past him without seeing

im. :

" Gusay, old man, I've been waiting for you!
I want yon to advise me.”

D'Arcy stopped dead,

“1 twust you are not in love, too, Dig?" he
exclaimed, jamming his cyeglass into his eye,
and regarding Digby wrathfully.

“How did yon. guess?” said Dighy solemnly.
"Did my face betray it? Has the canker of
A secret passion emaciated my features and
written lines upon my brow 7"

“"You are lookin’ just the same as usual ;
and, in fact, in a state of disgustin’ health !
emapped Arthur Augustos.

Gusay ™ he

J

Herries was leaning against the wall, his
face in the shadow, and he did not seem io
see D'Arcy.

But he groaped deeply as the swell of &t
Jim's came by.

D'ﬁrc{ involuntarily halted.

" What's the mattah, Hewwies?" he aghed,
with concern.

Herries started, and looked up.

His face waa dreadfully white, and 28 jt
Was in the shadow, D'Arey could not ecc that
the whiteness was produced by a Iliberal
application of chalk,

As 1t was, the pallor startled him,

Herrics was, us a rule, a particalarly robypet
and héalthy young person.

“Gweat Beott! Are yvou iil, Hewwieg?" ¢x-
claimed D'Arey, in alarm.

Herries shook his head mournfully.

“Have you heen emokin’?”

Herrliea groaned,

[T} "ﬂl ]

“You've been eatin® somethin’ that dossn't
agree with you, I suppose!” said Arthur
Augustus. “You'd bettah sce the House-
dame, Hewwles. Mra. Mimme will give yon
some wemedy.”

“There is no remedy for what i suffep
from!” said Herries faintly.

“What iz it, for goodneéss” sake 7"

“Love!” groaned Herriea.

Arthur Augustus gave a kind of war-whaop.

“Whati"
“Love! L am i{n love, My heart is torn,:

my breas renk, my life is broken awmil
I}uniéed l'ith"guni,' said Eerrigs, breaking into
poelry.,

THE PENNT PoPvLak.—No. 1.
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““Hewwies, this is widiculous! A fellah of
your age bas pno wight to think of such
things!” sald D'Arcy, with great severity.

“Ah, you kndw pot love!" said Herries
sadly.

“Yaas, I do, though. But that—that's
diffewent, you know. I think you must be
itl, Hewwies, You ought to see a doctor,”

“Canst thou minister to a mind diseased?”
said Herrjes wildly, “Yah! Throw pbysic
i the doga! I'll none of it! I love! Giussy,
[ must tell someone. [ will tell you. You
:ahnE hear the wild outpourings of a broken
heart !

“Nothin' of the sort, Hewwies! T weluse
to heah anvihin® of the kind. 1 advizse you to
have a little more sense.”

b Lifv,tl:ﬂ!” snid Herries darkiv. 1 have a
rival ™

“ Weally—=

“There is a fellow in this school who is
after Anh Jape i

“Ann Jane?" shrieked I Arcy.

“That is her name—oh, name sweeter than
Desdemona or Juliet " said Herries. “ And
her other name s sweeter still—the melodious
name of Chunn!"

“0h, gweat Scott! This
thick t*

“1 want yon to help me, D'Arcy.
know what it's like.
with Cousin Ethel, and the Head's niece, and
Giyn's sister, and the girl at the drapers.”

“ Weally, Hewwies -

“You must belp me! Listen! T have a
rival. I bnow blm not; but he bhas lurked
into the cigar-shop and bought cigars—cigar-
ettes—tobacco—juzt ns an excuse for speak.
ing t% my Ann Jane!"

“You bhave no wight to call her your Amm
Jang I* :

“F must find him! Yon must help me find
him! "When 1 haye {gund him,” said Herries,
in A thrilling whisper, I zhall take bim
guietiy into a dark corner and slay him!"

“Bai Jove!”

“ Keep the dark secret,”™ said Herries, ® and
help me to find the chap. Can youn guness who
it 3% He iz a 5t. Jim's chap—I know that—
and has bought a lot of cigars and a meer.
schaum pipec and things. Look here! I have
the deadly blade that shall drink his heart's
best blood ! Herries opened his jacket a
little, and D’Arcy's horrified eyes discerned
a hunge carving-knife. “ I am desperate! He
iz my rival! e dies!"

“ Hewwles, you must be off vonr woekah!™

# Love is madneas,” said Herricz., © Did not
Romeo rave and ramp? Did not Othello jump
aml stamp? Did not Antony »

“ Nevah mind those chap:, Hewwiez. Take
that howwible knife pwav! You are a4 feah-
ful ass! TUndah the cires 1

“Ah, T have a snapicion'!” exclaimed
Herries, glaring at him., “You are my rival!

is weally too

You

Those cigars—those cigarettes—that meer-
schaum pipe! Traitor!™

“Weally, Hewwiesg—"

% Die ! With these hands—with this
trenchant blade—— Flee not! 1 will slay

you !t

Herriea made 2 ferocious jump towards
Arthur Angustus.

The swell of 8t. Jim's gave a terrified look,
and bolted into the nearest study and
slammed the door.

Herries bammered at the door furiously.

The key turncd in the lock,

“Oo away, You awful wottah!” came
D'Arey's voice from within, “Go away!®

“(Come forth!"

“1 weluse to come forlh !® shrieked D' Arcy.
“{o away, you mardahwous lunatic! Oh,
help! #Homebody take that Enife away fwom
him! Wescue!™

There was a sound of retreating footsteps.
Herries was gone,

But it was fully ten minutes bhefore Arthur
Augustus ventured to open the door of the
study and look out.

It happened to be Tom Merry's study; but
the Terrible Three were elsewhere,

There was no one in the passage; and
l[li‘_h;cr stepped out of the room and breathed

Ara.

“I must tell the fellahs?! We must get
hold of him and get that knife away! Oh,
bhiai Jove! What n feahful state of affaihs!”
murmured Arthur Augustus, “If he goes on
like that he will have to be shut up in a
lanatic asylum, bai Jove!”

D'Arcy hurried down the passage Lo search
for Jack Blake & Co.

There was a Lliﬁht under the door of Study
No. 6, and a clink of teacups and saucers and
a sound of cheery voicea within,
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You have been in love |

P

Arthur Augustus opened the study door
and guzed in.

Quite a merry tea-party had sssembled
there.

Blake and Herries and Dighy, Tom Merry,
Manners, and Lowther,

Herries' face was still very pale,
not quite rubbed off all the chalk.

Me still had the carving-knife, but he was
cutting bread with it.

The tea-party all looked round at D'Arcy's
astounded face.

They did not look at all love-lorn now, not
at all despairing or tormented.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus,

“Come In!” gaid Blake cheerily. “We've
got poached eggs on toast, and jam—straw-
berry jam. What's the matter, Gussy

“That ass Hewwies—"

“Come in!" yelled Monty Lowther, * Wea'ye
all recovered now. It's time ¥ou recovered,
too. Come and have tea, and we'll drink
Eh& health of the divine Ann Jane in strong
ea."

“Ha, ha, hat"

He had
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Arthur Augustus gazed at them, and the
truth slowly dawned upon his mind,

Somehow or other thevy had discovered his
secret while he was away from the school that
alternoon, and they had waited for his return
with a jape ready planned, and they had been
pulling his noble leg in concert all the time.

Arthur Augustus gazed from one face to
another, and met only cheerful smilez and
chuckles.
lutﬂh' you awful wottahs!” he gasped at
ast,

“Ha, ha, ha!»

“ You fwightful outsidahs!"

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Tom Merry,
laughing. “ Why shouldn't we bLe in love as
well as you? You haven't taken out a
patent, 1 snppoze ¥"

“Ha, ha, ha!»

“1 love, thou lovest,
Drighy.

“Ha, bha, ha'™

Slam !

“Come and have tea! yelled Blake.

But Arthur Augustus did not come and
have tea.

he lovesl® lrinmd_

fought in shining - armour
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He gtrode away down the passage in a
white-heat of indignation, with yells of
laughter ringing in his ears.

But all the siddenly-recovered admirers
of Ann Jane flnished the toast and poached
cges and jam with complete satisfaction.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER. .
The Obeerved of Al Observers.
HE pecret was out now.
Tom Merry & Co. had not mennt to
E:E“i: but the secret could not bae
ept.

Fellows had heard whispers and chuckline
remarks from one another, and the firsi
mention of Ann Jane was enough for Levi-
son and Mellish. .

Levison overheard a word paszsed helworn
Tom Merry and Manners, and that was
sufficient.

A gquarter of an hour later half the Schonl
House knew that Arthur Augustus was in
love with Miss Chunn.

It was s0 utterly absurd that the juniors
simply velled over it.

It was the richest item Levison had ever

been able to impart to ‘eager hearers.

Thea
wildfire.

The next day it was all over the Now
House, too.

Arthur Augustus was the cynosure of all
E£yes.

That was as it should be, in 3 way: but
he did not like his present conspicuousnéss.

He was furious,

And he had a sceret idea that, since ali
the fellows seemed to regard hLis inlatuation
as ridieulous, there was perhaps something
really ridicalous in it, :

‘When he appeared in the quadrangle grin-
gmg young rascals asked him after Ano

ane,

They asked him if Ann Jane had econ-
sented to wait twenty-five years for him,
and whether she had agreed to stop growing
older while he grew up.

They wanted to know when the banns wore
to be published, and who was to give ths
bride away, and whether all the Fourth
Form would be asked to the wedding.

Reilly demanded to be hest-man—an %mn{'-l!r
%hﬁt was disputed by a erowd of other
ellows. :

_Arthur Augustus fled wildly from his ques-

tioners; but he could not get awav fram
them, and that day he had several anc
separate fights on his hands. :

Az Arthur Augustus sometimes related, in .
confidential moments, his ancestors had often
for fair ladi=y

e great days of chivalry,
But his fightd on account of Miss Chunn
were less romantic. '

The D'Arcys of old could trounce a scurvy
knave, and come up smiling afterwiurds,

But Arthur Augustus, after trouncing a
:-:urv{ knave, came up with a swollen nose,
or a thick ear, or a darkened eye.

During the next day or two he accumu-
ated gigns of hattle, till Mr. Lathom, his

orm-master, dropped onh him at last, and
gave him a severe lecture on the subject
of quarrelsomeness, and a hundred lines to
drive it home,

That day the current number of “Tom
Merry's Weekly " came out, and there was a
new columm in it that had mever been there
before.

It was headed “Births, Marriages, and
Deaths,” and at the top of it appeared the
notice :

“D’ARCY—CHUNN—"

Then followed a glowing account of the
;ﬂuclldlng, written in Monty Lowther's best

a,

he fellows roared over the announcement,
and when it was brought to Arthur Auguatus
D'Arcy’s notice he went to look for Monty
Lowther, and there was another fight.

And when Arthur Augnatus started on his
next walk to Rrlcombe quite a little army
marched after him. :

Arthur Augustus saw them swarming out
of the school gates, and he stopped in the
lane, his fgee going crimson.

The juniors stopped, too, waiting for D"Arcy
to lead the way.

He came-striding back towards them, his
face furious.

“What do you- wottahs ha de-

“We're

story ran through the Howae |lik=

in

want?"”
manded.
“Want!" said Gore of the Shell.
going for a little walk.” X
“To Rylcombe,” added Levison. W
“Just going to drop in to see Ann Jane,”
explain Kerraish,
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“Taith, and it's buying some cigars I'm
gfter ! said Reilly.

- “T wefuse to allow you to go theah, yon
feahiul wottahs! I wegard you as beasts!
I think this is in wotten bad taste!”

“Yon baven't honght Chunn's shop, by
any  chanecc?” asked Smith minor, in sur-
prise.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“0r taken out a monopoly of Rylecombe
High: Streef?” rhuckled Bates.

s “Ha, ha, ha!"

Arthur Auguszius glared

elenched his fista,

But evidently he could not “whop ” fiftecn
or sixteen fellowsa.

If he started it, the whopping was likely
to be oh the other side.

S0-hie walked off again furiously.

Ard the army marched on his track.

It was only too evident that they meant
Lo follow him to the tobaeconist's and enjoy
;ﬁému r:[nm. there, and Arthur Augustus gave

He turned and walked back to St. Jim's,
much to the disappointment of $he juniors.

They encouraged him londly to go on; they

and

at them,

asked him whether Ann Jane wounldn't be |

ratty. But Arthur Augustus heeded not.

H. marched back to the school. and retired
to Study No. 4, where he locked himseli in.

His visits to the tobaceconist's ceasad.

He could never get out without at least
a dozen watchful fellows gettine after him,

and he shrank from a ridiculows acene ocenr- |

ring at Chunn’s.

He consoled himself by pouring out his
heart in rhymes, hut, unfortunately, his
pathetic poem fcll into Levizon's hands,

Whether he had carelessly dropped it, or
whether Levisom had obtained it from his
pocket, was never known: hut certainly one
afternoon there was Levison in the guad-
rangle, reading out the poem to a group
of delighted juniors:

“0Oh, why are you far away?
Oh, why is it ever thus?
Beloved and heautiful, stay, oh, stay!
1 dream of yon pightly, and think by day,
Love surely was made for us'> =~

The juniors roared as they listened.

: : & great deal mere of the poem,
ut Arthur Auguestus came up before any
more conld be read.

As soon as e dizseovered what Levisan was
reading he rushed straight at him, hitting
out, and there wis =z struggle for the
posscszion of the poem.

It was torn into fragments, and the frag-
ments were carried off by many hands, and
hoth I¥Arcy and Levison emerged from the
combat with black eoves.

And that poem was never delivered intn-

the fairy hands of Ann Jane.

“The eilly ass is just obstinate'!" Jack
Blike remarked to Tom Merry, after a fow
days. "1 belicve he's getting fed-up with
the rot himself, bot he won't say so. ]
suppose  what he really wants is a good
licking " |

Tom Merry langhed.

“I've got an idea,” he replied. *“If
(ussy wants to eee the divine Ann Jane, why
shouldn’'t he? He ean’t go to Chunn's any
anore, because the fellows crowd after him,
But suppose Ann Jane came here®™

Blake started.

“8he wouldn't,” he zaid. “Bhe's a nice
girl enough, and Gussy ought to be ashamed
of himseil for getting bher name joked abont
in this way.”

“T know she wouldn't.

didy”
- “Well, it wonld make Gussy wish he'd
never been born, T should think." chuekled
Blake, "if a young lady came lere and
claimed Lim before all the chaps—ha, ha
ha! Well, it would hring the matter hnmé
to him, and he would understand that he's
heen playlng the giddy pgoat. Don't you
think so?”

“Yes; but she won't.
awlul fix for Gusiy !

"I'l:-“;:!}e will! Or, if she won't, her douhle
will! :

“"Her doublet” cjaculated Blake.

Tom Merry chuckled gleefully, -

"Yon know how well Kerr plays girl parts
in the theafricals. His Lady Teazle was a
regular corker! With a blonde wig, and a
bigh colour, and a picture-hat, he could play
Miss Chunn down to the ground!™

Buf suppose she

It would bhe an

Blake roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!'"

“What do you think of the idea®™

Blike hupged the eaptain of the Shell.
ﬂ“l}}pping] Gorgeous! First  chop! - Spii-

ngl”

Then we'll go over and see Figginyg & Co.
about it.”

Five minutes later {hey crossed the
m:mdrra.ngle. and there was a consultation in
Figgins® study, punctuatied with wvelps of
tanghter.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
MNice for Arthur Augustus,
surpriscd.

It was a half-holiday, ard there

wag a footer match in  progress

There were a good many fellows in the
quadrangle when the visitor arrived for

Master DArcy.

AGGLES, the porter at 8t. Jim's, was
between the Fourth and the Shell.
Taggles stared at her blankly when she

| asked for Master D'Arcy.

It wae the first time in his expericnes
that & young lady in a piciure-hat, a thick
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“Yes, rathier!” geasped Gore. "Ha's on the
footer-ground. He's plaving. But he'll come
off like a shot when he Enows you're here,
miss " -

“Will yom show me the way, Iitle hoy

(iore smorted. <

He did not like being ecalied a little key.

Hut he was only too glad to show the way.

Indeed, twenty fellows had already grouped
themeelvez roupd the red feather, eager to
show the way.

It was like a litile army marching upen the
football-ground, with the red feather foat-
ing high above, like the white plume of
Mavarre in the olden time.

Arthur Augustus was playing that after-
noon for the Fourth against the Eheil. -

It was close upon half-time, and the game
wias going strong.

Figgine was taking the ball down the field,
and Clifton Dane, in goal, was wateling him,
when the red Teather came in sight.

A vell from the spectators announecd the
arrival of Miss Chunn. and there was a loud
call for Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

DVArcy wuas following Figgy's run, ready
to take a pass, but he stopped and glared
round. '

The sight of the red feather seemed to
paralyse bim.

'GUSSY AND THE CIRL!

veil, and golden hair in ringlets, lLiad ever
pregented herself at the school and asked
for o hoy in the Fourth Form.

“T—I dunne about this,” said Tageles in
a relation of Master

surprisc.  “Are you
D'Arcy, miss?”
HH“‘I'I

“May 1 ask wob your business is?”
“I wish to eee him.”
“But—but 1 dunno—"

Taggles did not know, but appareutly the
viwitor knew, for she walked past the porter
and went on into the quadrangle, leaving
Taggles staring after her blankly and rub-
bing hila chin.

] Tt:ItE picture-hat was spotted at once in the
quad.

Miss Chunn was somewliat etriking in her
attire, and that hat was well known in Ryl-
combe—ar, at all events, a bat exactly like
it.

The feather that stuck up from it was
two feet high, at least, and was bright erim-
son in colour.

That feather was celebrated in Rylcombe.

The sight of # In the distance was suffi-
cient to announce that Miss Chunn was
coming, without a sight of her face.

That feather had, indeed, caused some mis-
givings to Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, who had
a secret horror of conspicuousness.

“My hat!” roared Gore, “Jt'a Ann Jape!™

“The Chunn-hird!™ yelled Levispn.

“Ha, ba, ha!"

“Can any of yon dear boys tell.me where
Master D'Arcy is?” asked the lady with the

red feather, sweetly. -

YPlay ap!” roared Blake.

“Bai Jove! It's—it's—it's Miss Chunn!™

“Never mind who it is. You're playirg
footer now.”

“ome off, Guesy ! bellowed Gore.
a vizitor for you!”

“{iusay, you're wanted!"

“Don't he rude, Gussy, and keep & lady
waiting!”

“{inzsy—Gussy !

“{h, ewumbs,
awkward!” ;

The ball shot past D'Arey, and was oap-
tured by Tom Merry, and rushed off.

Jack Blake cavght Arthur Augustus by the
shoulder, and shook him.

“Can't yvou pla¥?” he roared.

“Weally, Blake—"

“Reep vour silly eves open

“It's Missg Chenn—",

“I don't care il it's Misz Chune, or Mi-s
Bunn, or Mige Gunn!” bowled Blake. “¥Yon'd
hetter get off the ground! Bugz off I

“Yaas, watkah! I apwee with you.”

And Arthur Augustus ran oil.

Manners dropped ont of the 8hell tcam, and
walked off the field. e

It had been agreed belween the (iweo
skippers. '

Arthur Augustus bastily doaned hkis coab
muffler, and ran up to the crowd surround-
ing Miss Chiuni, :

“0h, Arthur!” exclaimed the

D'Arcy crimsonéd, i .
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“Here'a

Thiz way, Gussy!”

this iz weally most

young lady. I
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Misa Chunn had never ealled him Arthur
peforer indecd, dering his  visits to  the
tobaceonist’s, thiat voung lady bad seemed to
regard him  with a geed-humoured  and
amunsed foleration.

He did not even koow ithat she was nware
that he was in love.

e had dreamed of
ghvoudd eall him Arthuor.

The day had come, buae rather unfortun-
atcly. ;

It was not exactly what he desired, to be
baifed as Arthur before u erowd of grinning
tniors.

“{r-g-2-good aftabhnoon!” stammered Arthur
Auvgnstus, in great confusion,

"i_:qﬂ me Ann Jane ! murmursd {he young
lady. "in a low voice.

“{¢h, weally-—"

“You ure glad to see¢ me here, Arthur?™

“Oh, yaas—yaas, wathah; :-bhut—-—-"

“Wo're al glad 1o see you, miss!” said
Levison.  “It's a great howour to see you
here!  The Head would be pleazed, if he
ey I '

“Ha, ha, ha'" .

“And you are going to show me vour dear
ii[ghr stwdy, Arthur dear?” asked the young
iy,

“{Hi. cwumbs!
this way "

Arthur Augustus' [ace was like unto a
freshly-boiled beetroot as he walked across
the gquadrangiec with the red feather.

Fellowa of all Forms stared at him.

He saw Kildare of the Sixth fasten a very
peculint glance upon hini; Cutts & Co. of the
- Fifth stood and yelled with laughter; fags of
the Third and Second came round in dozens.

Arthur Augustus ied his puest into the
School House, and up to Study No. G
That famous apartment had often heen
visited by D'Arcy’'s feminine relations,
#specially Cousin Ethel; but it was the first
time that he had received ther: a guest un-
related to him of the feminine persuasion.

the day when she

Yoas, wathaih! Pway come

“Oh, dear, what a pretty little room!”

murmured the young Iady, as Arthur
Anqustru showed her into the study. * Dear
me! Do you always keep your boots on the

table, and the frying-pim on the mantel-
plece?"” _

Arthur Angustus groaned inwardly.

The study certainly wasn't in a state for
recéiving lady visitors,

But then Miss Chunn’s visit was so entirely
unexpected—on D" Arcy’s part, at least.

“1 must weally apologise for the state of
m quartahs!” gasped Arthor Augusins.
“The other fellahs are untidy boundahs, vou
Enow '

He tried to shut the door, but Gore had his
foot in the way.

Arthur Augustus gave (iorc an expressive
ginre: but Gore did not mind.

The swell of Bt. Jim's shrank from a
pérsonal encounter in the presence of Miss
Chunn.

He was only too painfuliv conscious of the
bluek eye he already possessed.

" Will you go away, Goah?”" he murmured.

“No fear!” gafd Gore calm'y.

And twenty or thirty voices in
echoed that reply. #

The juniors had no intention whatever of
going away.

“Please don't shut the door, Arthur!" said
the lady coyly. “Let all your friends come
1:‘1! "Henaa don’t cloge the door! 1 am very
ghy!”

“0h, ewumbs!”

It _occurred to Arthur Avgustus that cer-
EI?}LHF it was not n good idea to shut the

S0 the door remained wide open, and some
of the juniors came in. smiling,

though

They were enjoying themselves,
“We want to help you to look after Miss

the passage
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Chuin. By the way, I =aw Kopox go into
Mr. Railton's study just now.”
D'Arey shuddered.

“P-p-pewwaps vou would like re o show
you wound the school, Miws Chunn —e .
“Call me Ann Jane!” esme o z0ft voiee

from behind the veil.
“Yan-n-p-as!  Will vou let e
wollidd the school, Anu Janel”
Arthur Augustua. *“This studav is
wiathah uncomfy.” :
“I think I should like to reat a little first,”
said the lady, sinking into the armchair, with
her back to the light. “You do not want
to get rid of me, Arthuar?”
“Certainly not, deah gal! But I—I—
“Come and sit beside me, Arthur!”
* B-b-h-but i
“Won't you sit heside me, dear Arthor?”
“Ya-as-as, w-w-with plensure, you know!”
Arthur Augustus—not looking at all as if it
Were a pleasure-—sat beside the younz lady.
A gloved hand stole into his.
An hour ago Arthor Auvgustus wounld have
considered himself in the seventh Ieaven to
git and hold Ann Fane's hand.

Now he would almost have soon have sat
and held a red-hot poker.

The lady appeared to be guite wneonscions
of the bysterical joy of the juniors who were
crowding the study and the passage,

mhe seemed to have eves only Tor Arthar
Augustuz D'Arcy.

“How nice to =it with you and hold yvour
dear hand, Arthur ™ she mormured,

“{¢h, bhai Jove!l”

“Are you happy now, Arthur dears”

“Ya-a-n-as—twightfully! B-h-but—"

“Doesn’t he look happy?” grinned Gore.
“You must not mind his blushes, Miss Chunn.
Gussy is rather shy—ain't you, Gussy "

Arthur  Aungustus gave Gore a  homicidal
look.

He had pever felt zo0 utterly and suprgmely
ridiculous in his life,

The crowd in the study was growing thicker
and thicker; lellows were swarming from all
quarters, and struggling to get a sight of the
gwiell of Bt. Jim's sitting hand-in-hand with
Migs Chuonn.

Manners was seen in the crowd with his
CATRETH.

“Keep still!" ealied out Manners, ag he
focusaed his camera. “Smile, Gusay! Don't
look as il you were going to execution!
Smile!”

D'Arey jumped up frantically,

“Mannahs, you villain, if you dare—"

Click ! 3

“CGlot you!" anid Mannera, “I'm afraid
you've gpoiled the pictare by moving, though.
Why couldn’t you sit still and smile——"

“ You—you uttah wottah——" :

There was a heavy tread in the passage, and
a surging of the crowd

& EET’E]"

The stalwart form of Mr. RBailfon, the
Houpemaster of the School Howse, appeared
in the study doorway.

The. juniors crowded back,

Arthur Augustus stood as
atome,

show  yon
stammiered
weally

il turmed to

The young Iady in the armchair seemed

quite sell-posscased.

Mr. Railton gazed at her, and gazed at
D’Arcy. Hls brow was terrific,

“IArcy!”

“Ya-a-a-as, sir!”

“Who is this voung Tady " :

“M:m-m-miss Chunn, air!” stuttered D'Arey.

“You know perfectly well that junior boys
are not allowed to have lady visitors, ahove
all without asking permission'” said Mr,
l':lulatﬂm“ sternly. “Miss Chunn, I am sorry,
1 iz

“It'a all right, sir,” said Miss Chunn, with
A startling change of voice. *This is only a
little joke on Gusay, sir!”

“Wha-at?"

That voice
Augustus.

seemed  to  electrily Arthur

-

Ha could not believe Liis ears at {irst.

He turned an inforiated loek uzea e
veiled young tady. :

"You —-you wortah—you—yot—" Worda
failed him. -

The red feather rose from the armehair.

Miszs Climun removed her veil aod herghat,
and with the hat eame the golden hair. ;

A [aes bighly colowred was reweated ; put, in §
Bpite of the hizh colour, the feafhres of Kere
ol the Fourth were quite easily recomnizable
now that the veil waz gone,

Mr. Railton looked at him blunkly,

“RKerr!™ he exclaimeid.

“Yesz, gir!” gaid Kerr demurely. “It's only
amateur theatricals, sir—I'm practising?”

“Oh, I see!” gaid Mr. Railton, his face
breaking into a smile. “1 thought—— How-
ever, no matter, There ia po harm in amateur
theatricals, but you should not appear out of
doors in feminine attire, Kerr.” .

“Yery well, sir.”

And Mr. Railton left the study.

Arthur Augustus gazed at Kerr.

Kerr proceeded ealmly to take off his ekirk
—he had hig Eton: anderncath,

Arthur Augustus seemed almost petrified.

“Kerr, you wottah! You gpoofab! You
boundah! [--I—"

“Ha, ha, ba!” came in a thunderous roar
from the passage. “Go it, Arthur! iy it
Arthar dear! Ha. ha, ha'"

Kerr fled.

He dashed down the passage with hia dia
guise under hia arm, chuekling: and Arthe
Augustus dashed ferociously on his traek.

The swell of 5t. Jim's overtook him as e
rfnc‘t&nd the stairs, and collared him, and they
closed.

There waz a howl of lauzhter from the
crowd as they rolled down the stuirs tagether.

“Ha, ha, ha!" '

“Go it, Arthur dear!”

“Go it, Anp Jane!"
~ The two juniors stopped on the first land-
ing, rolling over,

Arthur -Aungustus was pommelling. away
franticaily, and Kerr was pommeiling, too.

Half the school seemed to be collected on
the stairs and in the passage, cheering on the
combatants. -4,

Kerr tore himeelf away at Inst, with his
akirt in shreds; and his wig in fragments. aod

hig_hat in tatters, T
He dashed ont of the School House, T U0
Arthur Auvgustus sat  up ona  the ahi«y_.:ﬁ

gasping. A
He. too, was almost i

e¥e was black now,

The combat had been
lasted. -

Arthur Augustus stagrered np. amid vella
of langhter.

“You uttah wottahs—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You wotten boundahs—"

“Ha, ha, hal™

_IVArey stalked away furiously to Btudy

No. 6, and locked himsgelf in.

But for a long time outside the study thera -
sounded the yells of the Bchool House fellows,
laughing like hyenas.

£ T

rags, and his othoer

terrific  while i

L ] L - - L] . L] -

Whether that ridiculous scene in the study
had made Arthur Augustus realise that he &
was playing the “giddy ox,” as Blake ex-
preased it, or not, eertainly that was the-end
of D’Arcy’s love-affair.

From that day forth there were no mors
visits to the tobacconist’s in Rylcombe,

Arthur Augustus had been cured, and after
a day or two—during which time his dignity
slowly Tecovered from the wounds it bad
recelved—matters were restored to their old
footing in Study No. 6, . = '

But it was a long time ere the inniora of
St. Jim's ceased to talk about- D'Arcy's
Delusion.,

THE END.

T e e

-

Arthur Augustus was not.
|
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