e [INSIDE)

- Week Ending
February 8th, 1919,

| Ti:ree Complete Stories of—
HARRY WHARTQBN & C0.—JIMMY SILVER & C0.——TOM MERRY & CO.

=
R

<, <<l \
~ BUNTER DIVES INTO THE EMPTY BATH!




2 THE PENNY POPULAR-Every Friday.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hurt !
it SAY, you fellows—"
Harry Wharton & Co., of the

Remove at Greyfriars, grunted in

chorus. They weére just making for
the swimming-bath, when Billy Bunter came
ambling after them,

“Well, what is it now?” asked Harry.

“I'm coming for a swim with youw,” said
Bunter, blinking at him. “You know, I'm a
dab at swimming. T'll tell you what F'll do.
'l give you some tips about swimming, if
you’ll stand a feed afterwards.”

*“Ha, ha, hat”

*0Oh, really, you know——"

“You ass!” said Harry Wharton, laughing.
“You ean’t swim for toffee, and you know
you ean't! You can just keep afloat in calm
water.”

“Oh, of course, it’s no good arguing with a
chap who’s jealous of what a fellow can do!”
said Bunter loftily. “But P’m willing to give
you some tips. Anyway, I'm. going swim-
ming.”

“Better keep out of the bath; youw'll be in
the way.”

“I suppose I can do as I like.”

“Yes; but—-"

“Oh, rats!”

Bunter stamped away.

As a matter of fact, he was an extremely
poor swimmer, but he meant to swim that
afternoon, if only because he knew that he
would be in the way in the bath.

He went into the House and changed into
swimming costume, and came out again with
a big'coat wrapped round him.

The chums of the Remove caw him as he
made for the swimming-bath and grinned.

“We're going to have an exhibition, ¥ sup-
pose,” said Wharton; “and somebody will
have to fish the fat duffer out.”

“I suppose the ass knows the water isn’t in
the bath yet,” said Nugent. *“He’s not duffer
enough to jump in without it.”

“Well, I suppose he can see!”

“I don’t know——"

“Bunter!” called out Wharton.
He ran towards the fat junior.

Bunter had reached the door.
round at Wharton, and went in.
" 'The fat junior imagined that the chums of
the Remove were going to stop him, and he
could be very obstinate when he liked.

He hurried in, and threw off the cloak, and
took off his spectacles. He could not, of
course, keep his glasses on in the water, as
they became opaque when wetted.

But without his glasses Bunter was terribly
short-sighted. The atmosphere became as a
fog to him, and the things he could see he
could not see clearly.

He ran to the swimming-bath.

Harry Wharton & Co. came running in.
Wharton was really alarmed about the fat
junior,

It seemed hardly possible that Bunter would
not notice that the bath was empty and
plunge down on the tiles; but there was no
aecounting for what Bunter might do.

“Bunter!” called out Harry.
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“Qh, rats!”

“Don’t jump. in!” roared Harry.
—— Oh, he’s dene it!” -

The fat junior had dived from the side into
the bath.

Crash!

“My hat!”

“Good heavensg!”

“Poor old Bunter!” 5 v

There was one cry from the swimming-bath
—and silence. ;

The juniors’ hearts stood still for a moment.

They advanced with faltering steps to the
side of the bath and looked in, :

Billy Bunter lay extended onm the white
tiles, without sound or motion.

“Good heavens!” muttered Harry Wharton,
his face blanching. *He’s hurti”

“Bunter! Bunter!” =

There was no reply from the fat junior.

He lay quite still, without a sound.

The Greyfriars fellows were accustomed to
Billy Bunter’s “spoofing.” He could pretend
t0 be seriously hurt on the slightest:occasion.
But this time they felt instinetively that it
was not spoof. Bunter was burt!

Harry Wharton jumped down inte the

“There's

bath. s -
He bent over Billy Bunter, and raised his

ad.

Billy Bunter was deadly pale, and there
was a large bruise on his head, and his eyes
were closed.

“Bunter, old man{*

But Bunter could no$ speak. Bunter was
insensible. It was genuine this time!

“Ig it very bad?” called out Nugent.

“Yes: he’s stunnedl”

“oht”

“Poor otd Bunter!*” ;

“We must get a doctor to him!” exclaimed
Harry. “Or, rather, it will be, quicker to
take him to the doctor. Tell Gosling to get
his trap rendyl" :

“Right-ho !’

Nugent dashed out. Bob Cherry joined
Harry, and they carried Bunter up out of the
swimming-bath. .

The fat junfor neither moved nor spoke.

“One of you had better call in Mr. Queleh,”
said Harry, in a low voice. “He 2

“1 am here!”

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove,
came quickly up. -

His face was dark and concerned.

“I have just met Nugent,” he said. “He
says that Bunter has been hurt—that he
jumped into the bath without noticing that
it was empty—-"

“He dived in, sir.”

“Poor lad! But how——"

“He had his glasses off, and I suppose he
couldn’t see,” said Harry, in distress. *“I
never knew the poor chap was so short-
sighted as that, sir. Shall we take him down
to the doctor’s? It will be quicker than
sending for Dr. Whirter.”

“Yes, yes, by all means!”’

Nugent, came dashing in.

“The trap's ready!” s

“Let me help you ecarry him,” said Mr.
Queleh. “So far as ¥ can see, he is simply
stunned, and there is no sreat injury done.
But I will come with you.”

“Yes, sir.”

Bunter was carried out to the trap.

As he was placed in the vehicle Bunter’s
eyes opened, and he gave a groan.

“Qh, my head! Ow! It aches!
the matter?”

“It’s all right, old son,” said@ Harry softly.
“You've had a bump, but we're looking after
you.” .

“Lemme alonet”

What's

v

“We're not going to hurt you, old ckap.
Just lie on the cushions.”

“Who are you?”

“«Eh7"

“Who are you?” said Bunter pecevishly.
“Lemme alone!’

“He does not recognise you without his
glasses,” said Mr. Quelch. “Lie quiet, Bunger,
You have bruised your head, and we-are
taking you to the doctor’s.”

Biily Bunter did not reply.

His eyes were closed, and he seemed to be
unconseious again. Harry Wharton and
Nugent sat with him in the trap, and Mr.
Quelch took the reins.

The vehicle dashed out of the gates ot
Greyfriars.

A crowd of juniors stood round, and while
some of them were touched and sympathetic,
the general feeling was one of suspicion and
seoffing.

Billy Bunter’'s humbug was too well known.
There were few among the fellows who heard
of the accident who believed that Bunter was
really hurt. :

_But the fat junior was not spoofing this
time. Bunter was hurt, and his injury was
destined to have peculiar consequences, for
himself and for otfhers.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Bunter Loses Hiz Memory.

EN minutes later, Billy Bunter was in
Dr. Whirter's surgery, and the littie
g{edlm was ieaning over examiaing

im.

“Do you feel much pain, my lad?” asked
the physician.

Bunter blinked at him.

“He wants his glasses,” said Harry.

“Eh? What's that?”

“I've got your glasses here, old chap.®

“Glasses?”

“Yes; here they are.”

Bunter blinked at the pair of spectacles
that Wharton held out to him. He was
sitbing up, with a somewhat wild expression
on his face. :

He 14ade no motion to take the spectactes.

“Ipook here, none of your larks!” he .ex-

claimed. “I'm not going ta wear those
things!” .

“But—but they’re yours!”

“Rats!”

Harry Wharton stared at him. He could
not understand Bunter in the least now.
Some strange and inexplicable change seemed
to have come over the fat junior.

Dr. Whirter took the spectacies and plaeed
them on Bunter's nose. =

The fat junior blinked through them, and
evidently found himself seeing better with
the aid of the glasses, for he allowed them
to remain there.

Dr. Whirter drew Mr. Quelch into the next
room. The master of the Remove was look-
ing a little anxious. e

“Well, doctor?” he said.

“The boy has had a severe shock, and he
has a very large bump on his head, which
must be kept bandaged for some time,” said
Dr. Whirter. “Otherwise there is litfle the
matter with him. Had he been in good ton-
ditien he would have st¥%od the shock much
better. But he is in a low state from over-
feeding and want of exercise. He will ziot be
able to take his place in the class for :a
week, at leasts but I see no reason why he
should be confined to the sanitorium.  But
you will use your own judgment about that.”

“But he seemd very strange in his manner.”

“That is because he is still dazed from
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the shock. T have no doubt that his manner
will become normal in a few hours.”

Mr. Quelch nodded.

“Then I may take him back to Greyiriars
with. me?”

#Certainly !”

Mr. Quelch rejoined Bunter. L

“Do you feel strong enough to move?” he
asked,

Bunter blinked peevishly.

“I'm all right!” he said.

“Does your head ache?”
.t“Of course it does! There's a big lump on
it

“You shall have a good rest when we get
back to Greyfriars,” said Mr. Quelci.

The fat junior stared at him.

“Greyfriars?”

“Yes, Bunter.”

“Where's that?”

“What!” exclaimed
staggered.

“I don't know what you are talking about.
Wlho are you?”

“I! Surely you know me,
Form-master, Mr. Quelch?”

“Form-master?”

¥ en.

Bunter blinked at him, and then closed his
eyes. He seemed to be grappling with come
mental problem. Mr. Quelch secemed very

Mr. Quelch, quife

Bunter—ycur

~ mueh perplexed.

“He is still suffering from
Dr. Whirter. “It will pass oft.”
Billy Bunter was taken out to the trap.
He did not speak a word while he was

placed in it.

During the drive to Greyfriars he locked
round him curiously several fimes, as a new
boy might have looked round upon wholly
new  scenery,

Wharton and Nugent watched him. They
were. vaguely uneasy, and vaguely alarmed.

Bunter’s manner was strange. It would
have been dike the fat junior to talk on in
an endless stream, and make the most of his
injury. But he did not.

He did not open his lips, but only looked
about him, with that strange expression upon
his face, as if thoughts were passing in his
mind that he could hardly grasp, and could
not utter.

What was the matter with Bunter?

Wharton felt that the injury had gone
deeper than Dr. Whirter imagined. There

shock,” said

was something odd, something alarming, in §

Bunter’s look.

The trap arrived at Greyfriars, and stopped
outside the School House.

:Billy Bunter looked at the grey old build-
ing, and at the crowds of fellows in the
Close, with a new and startled look.

. “Here we are again!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, as cheerfully as he could.

Bunter blinked at him without replying.

Wharton descended from the trap, and
helped Bunter down. The fat junior looked
round him with an odd, scared expression.

“Look here!” he exclaimed suddenly.
“What's this place you've brought me to,
vou. fellows?”

“Bunter!”

. “What’s this place, T say?”

“Don’t you know Greyfriars again?”

“@reyfriars!” said Bunter, with a puzzled
look.

“Yes, your cld school, Billy?”

Bunter looked round vacantly.

“Gammon!” said Bulstrode, the buily of
the Remove. “We know Bunter. He's try-
ing to spoof us again. Come off, Bunter!”

Bunter blinked at the burly Removite
without speaking.

“Shut up, Bulstrode!” said Wharton
quietly, “Bunter’s not well. He's had an
awful crack on the head, and it's just upset
him. Come in, Bunter!” -
He led the fat junior towards the door.

Bunter resisted.

“Look. here, I'm not going in there!” he
exclaimed aungrily. “I don’t know the place,
and I'm not going in!”

“There was a buzz of amazement from the
juniors crowded round.

Bunter’s words took their breath away.

“My ounly hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.
“He’s lost his memory!”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Not Spoof!

(14 OOR old Bunter!”
P That was what Bob Cherry said

as the fat junior passed into the
house, with
Harry Wharton’s.
His words were echoed by several fellows,
but Bulstrode burst into a laugh. = -
“You surely don’t believe bim!” he e¢x-

his arm linked into

claimed centemptuously. “He's spoofing! I
think we've had enough of Bunter's spoof to
know it when we see it.”

“What-ho!” said Skinner.

Bob Cherry shook his head.

“1 don't think he’s spoofing now,” he said.
“It looked-genuine enough. It was that biff
on the bottom of the. bath that did it. He's
hurt his head somehow.”

“More likely to hurt the bath.,”

“Oh, rats! 1 tell you he is hurt, and he's
suffering from shock to the system. He's
lost his memory.”

“Bosht”

And Bulstrode put his hands into his
pockets and walked away, whistling.  Bul-
strode’s opinion was shared by more fellows
than was Bob Cherry’s. They knew Bunter.

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter was taken into the
house by Harry Wharton.

With his head bandaged up, and a still
upon his

dazed and bewildered expression

BUNTER'S GENEROUS
MOOD !

face, the fat junior looked very curious, and
it was evident that he could not quite get
his bearings. .

Familiar objects seemed new to him, and
he did not seem, even, quite sure of his own
name, for on more than one occasion he paid
%q“att.em;ion when addressed as Bunter or

illy.

If the fat junior was spoofing and acting
all the time, he was doing it remarkably well.

But Wharton did not think so, He was

L cheerfully,

‘Friday. 3

convinced that the unfortunate Owl of the
Remove was sincere this time.

The bump on his head had done it, and for
the present, at least, the terrible shock hni
shattered Bunter’'s memory.

It wus not an uncommon occurrencs, and
the question was—would it last? Would the
Owl of the Remove ever be himself again?

“I can leave him to you, I think,” said Mr.
Quelch.  “Under the circumstances, he will
require looking after, Wharton.”

“Yes, sir; I'll look after him.”

“Very good!”

“You'd like to lie down for a bit, Bunter?”
asked Wharton.

Bunter blinked at.him.

“No, I wouldn’t!” he said.

“Will you come into the study?”

“No, I won’t!” 5

“H'm! Will you have something to eat?”
asked Wharton, playing what he considered
to be a trump card.

Billy Bunter had never been
refuse an invitation of that kind.

“I'm not hungry,” said Bunter.

Wharton almost staggerad.

“W-w-what!” he gasped. “Not hungry?”

“No.”

“Sure, Billy?”

Bunter made a peevish gesture.

“1 suppose I ‘ought to know whether I'm
hungry or not?” he exclaimed.

“Ye-e-es, but—but i

“Well, I'm not. I've got a headache,” said
Bunter, passing his fat hand over the ban-
dage. “How did I get this lump on my
head?”

“You dived into the swimming-bath when
there wasn’t any water.”

“Oh, did 1?”

“Don't you remember, Billy?”

“No, 1 don't.”

“My word, it's genuine euough!” said
Nugent, as he joined them. “What are you

known te

£ 20ing to do with him, Harcy?”

¢ %liurry Wharton rubbed his chin thought-
ally.

“Blessed if I know!” he exclaimed. “It’s
pretty clear that he’s lost his memory—for
the present, at least. Y've heard of such
things before. I suppose it will come back
again; but for the present—"

“Yes, that’s it! 1It’s a jolly curious thing;
but we shall have to look after the poor
bounder—he hasn't any chum!”

“Well, that's his own fault—I mean,”
added Wharton hastily, “we should have
bheen his chums if—if things had been
different. Still, we'll look after him. I
think we’'d better get him to bed. He may
better after lying down for a time. Then
A and the fellows can clear up the study a

t, and get a fire going, in case he wants to
come down.”

* Right you are!” said Nugent cheerfully.

The chums of the Remove were giving up
their half-holiday to the Owl, but they did
not even think of that.

They were quite willing to make any sacri-
fice for a fellow in poor Billy Bunter's state.

Bunter was taken up to the dormitory. He
ade no resistance as Wharton put him to

As a rule, Bunter was always prepared to go
leep. After eating, his greatest pleasurs

v in sleeping.

But he was very wakeful now. He lay in
bed blinking at Wharton threugh his big
spectacles, and so, evidently, trying to puzzle
out spmething in his mind, that it was painiul
to watch the changing expressions of hig face,

Several juniors came into the dormitory,
impelled by curiosity or sympathy.

When they looked at Bunter their doubts
as to the genuineriess of his malady were dis-
pelled.

He could never have acted like this if hs

§ had been shamming,

“1 say—what’s your name?” said Bunter.
“Wharton!” said Harry quietly.

“{'ve heard that name before,” said Bunter
“ Yes, I dare say, old fellow,” said Harry,
“I'm an old friend of yours, you
know. 1've known you a long time.”

“Have you?” said Bunter doubtfully.

‘% Yes, quite a long time, kid.”

“I've been here before,” said Bunter, blink-
ing round the dormitory.

“Yes; it's the dorm.”

“The dorm?” repeated Bunter.

“That's it—the Remove dormitory, you
know.”

“QOh!” said Bunter. :

“My hat!” said “Bulstrode softly. “He
can’t be spoofing to that extent! He’d have
given himself away before this!”

“Yes, rather!?
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“Then it’s genuine! Poor old Bunter!”
sa}d Bulstrode, and his voice was unusually
soft.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Amazing !

RANK NUGENT came intq the Remove
dormitory with a bag in his hand.
Nugent’s face was grave and quiet.

He was sorry for Bunter—as the
others were—and anxious about him. He
came up to the bedside, and Harry Wharton
glanced at the bag.

“Is he any better?” asked Frank Nugent.

‘Wharton shook his head.

“He doesn’t seem to be in much pain,”
he replied, “but his memory's gone. He
doesn’t know me. He doesn’t even know
the dorm.”

“Poor old Bunter!”

“I say, you fellows——"

“Yes, Bunter?”

W it

Bunter broke off. A gleam of intelligence
had flashed into his dazed face, but it was
gone again. Had it been a momentary
glimmer of returning memory? If so, it was
gone, and it did not recur.

Nugent stepped to the bedside.

*How do you feel, Bunter?” he asked.

“EhP”

“Don’t you know me?”

Bunter blinked at him.

“No, I don’t! Who are you?”

“km Nugent}”

“Oh, don’t be
peevishly.

funny!” said Bunter

“}I—Pm not being funny,” said Nugent,

rather taken aback. “Fm Frank Nugent, you
But never mind that. I've hrought
you something to eat, Bunter.”

“I'm not hungry!”

“Eh?”

“¥'m not hungry!” said Bunter.

“QOh, draw it mild!” murmured Bulstrode.
“We can't quite swallow that!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Shut up, you chaps!”
frowning.

“Look here, Bunter,” said Nugent, opening
the bag. “I've got.some of Mrs, Mimble's
Jatest in tarts, and some cream puffs, and—
and pork-pies! Look?!”

“Pere’s a beautiful saveloy!” said Ogilvy.

“Look at this plum-cake!” added Beb
Cherry.

Billy Bunter blinked at the comestibles.
They would have made his mouth water at
any other time. But he seemed to have lost
bis appetite along with his memory.

He shook his head and turned away.

“I don's want any!” he said. .

“But—but they’re ripping!”

“I’m not hungry!”

“Look at these tarts!”

“And these doughnutsi?

“Oh, take 'em away!”

“What?"

“I don't want them!”

“My hatl” ejaculated Bulstrode.

“The hatfulness is terrific!” murmured
Hurree Singh. “The esteemed Bunter has
completely changed his spots, like the
Ethiopian leopard!”

“My word, he Has!”

“Quiet, you chaps!” said Wharton. “Loock
here, you'd better buzz off. I'm going to
try and get him to sleep.”

“Hush-a-bye, baby!” sneered Snoop.

Wharton’s eyes gleamed, and fe stepped
towards Snoop.

“Get out, you cad!” he said, in a low
voice. . :

And Snoop got out.

Most of the juniors followed. Harry
Wharton tucked the bedclothes in round
Bunter, and the fat junior blinked at him
the while.

“You'd like to go to sleep, old fellow?”
eaid Harry.

“No, I wouldn't!”

“But—but——>

“I’'m not sleepy!”

“But—-"

“Look here, I'm neot staying in bed!”
said Bunter, suddenly sitting up. *“It’s not
night-time! What the dickens should I go to
bed for?”

“You're—you're ill, you know!” said Whay-
fon feebly.

“I'm: not jHm

“Well, you see g

“Who says I'm il19”

“You—you've got a lump on your head,
you know, and—-"

“Well, 'm getting up!”

“Better lie down a bit,” said Wharton
urgingly. “It will do you good, Billy, old

THE PENNY PoPULAR.—No. 3, i

said = Wharton,

chap! Lie down and go to sleep a bit,
and I'll stay with you in case you wake
up, and—and then we’ll go and have a feed
in the study.”

“I don’t want a feed in the study.”

“Oh

“I'm going to get up!® N

“Well, if you really want to—" said
Harry hesitatingly.

Bunter settled all doubts upon that point
by putting a fat leg out of hed. He blinked
round him peevishly,

“Where are my clothes?”’ he exclaimed.

Wharton handed him his eclothes and
helped him to dress. He did not utter a
turther word of remonstrance.

Under the circumstances, he felt that it
was better to allow Bunter to have his way
unquestioned.

Bunter was soon dressed, and he rolled
towards the door.

Wharton followed him, and with a curious
uneasiness and anxiety in his heart which he
had never expected to feel on account of Billy
Btupter, he accompanied the fat junior down-
stairs.

e

THE FIFFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Must Be I,

{3 IT down, Biliy!”
Harry Wharton drew the armechair
towards the fire in Study No. 1.
Bunter had not forgotten that an
armchair was comfortable, He sank down
into the well-padded armchair with great
comfort. =
“Comfy, old son?” x
Bunter grunted. The grunt conld be taken
to mean that he was comfortable.
“Now, what about tea?’ said Wharton. “I
sum)(lls)c- you're ready for tea, Biily?”
TRy

“Getting peckish?”

Buntér seemed to consider.

“Oh, I don't know!” he saids
appetite.”

.“Poor old Bunter!”

“Suppose we chat with him,” suggested Bob
Cherry.

“Oh, don’t jaw!” said Bunter.

Bob smiled a sickly smile. Bunter’s
peculiarly gracious manners had evidently
undergone no change.

Bunter blinked at the juniors.

“I say, you fellows, why don't you sit
down?” he asked. “I should think you'd get
tired, standing up all the time.”

The juniors fairly gasped.

It was the first time, since any of them had
known Bunter, that the fat junior had ever
exI{;ressed any coneern for anyhody but him-
self.
“My only hat!” murmured Nugent.

“Bunter, old man—" began Bob Cherry,
but his voice fairly failed him.

“Ob, sit down! Would you like the arm-
chair?”

“Ehor

“Any of you care t{o have the armchair?”

“My hati”

“Great Scott!

“Can’t you answer?” asked Bunter.

“It’s all right, old chap!” gasped Wharton.
“The armchair was brought here for you,
becauge you're rocky. That’s all right.”

“@Oh, all serene!”

“Ready for tea, Bunter?”

“Well;, m getting peckish, I think,” said
Bunter, rubbing bis fat hand over his fore-
head, as if he were not quite certain of it.
“F dgm’g know. Is this my study?”

*Yes.

“1've no

“See if there’s anything in the eupboard.”
“QOh, 'we're standing treat!”
“You're not standing treat,” said Bunter.

| “If you're coming to tea in my study, m

standing treat.”

“We shall hear ahout the postal-erder
next,” murmured Rob Cherry.

“Eh?” exclaimed Bunter, whose ears seemed
to be unusually quick, in spite of the shock
his head had received. “What’s that?”

“I—T—I wondered whether you were ox-
pecting a postal-order, that’s all,” stammered
Bob Cherry. ,

Billy Bunter wrinkled his brows. The words
“postal-order ” seemed to touch a chord in
his shattered memory, but the effort td
remember was evidently too much for him.

He shook his head.

“No; ¥'m not expecting a postal-order,” he
replied.

“What!”

“I'm not expecting a postal-order,” said
Bunter peevishly. - “¥ never get postal-orders.
T'here’s nobody to send me postal-orders that
I know of.”

The chums bf the Remove stared at him

A blankly,

Billy Bunter, all unconsciously, was telling
the truth for once in his life.
The juniors knew that Bunter was not him-

| self just now, but they had never expected

this, or anything like this.

“My only hat!” Bob Cherry murmured.
“Bunter sick is better than Bunter well,”

“ What-ho}*

“I don’t think I have any money about me,”
said Bunter, feeling in his pockets. “I’'m
afraid 1 sha’n’t be able to stand treat, you
chaps.”

“It’s all right.
feed.” 3

“Not to me.”

“B-b-b-but why not?”

Bunter shook-his head. The juniors gazed
at him, and then at-one another,

Billy Bunter picked up the poker ‘and
stirred the fire. Even that slight -action
added to the amazement of- the chums.

Bunter had never poked the fire before'of
his own frce will. He had always left that
task for somebody clse to do.

He would never replenish the fire even;.and
even if he were the only fellow in the room,
he would sit calmly by it and let it go out,
unlegs somebody else put on coals.

Bunter had become considerate ; Bunter had
become independent; Bunter was thinking of
others instead of wholly of himself.

Certainly, Bunter must be very, very ill,
Tpsrutl: was how the Greyfriars’ jumiors logked
at tt.

“No, Bunter; this' is our treat,” gaid
Wharfon. “You can return the compliment
some other time.”

“Oh, very welll”

And Billy Bunter sank back in the arm-
chair.

The juniors prepared tea, and, to thelr sur-
prise, Bunter hardly glanced at the food on
the table. Moreover, ie showed no desire
to start on the meal. Even when he did. sit
up to the tahle he ate very little.

_ His usual custom was to eat sufficieng, for
five or six healthy fellows, but on this oecea-
sion he ate barely sufficient for one.

Which was all very puzzling to the
juniors. S5

They were convinced that Bunter wag
really il}, after alk

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Another Surprise from Bunter.
I3 ALLQ, hallo, hallo! Who’s that?”
Bob Cherry asked the question
an Dour or so later. &
“That” was a ragged .tramp
who was walking up te the School House
across the Close of Greyfriars, - 5

He was decidedly dirty and unkempt, and
had evidently been on tramp for a long time,
but what he wanted at Greyfriars was not
clear, unless he had come in to beg.

And in that case he must have been very
keen to dodge the‘vigilance of Gosling, the
porter. ’ :

A group of juniors on the School House
steps stared at him. Bulstrode, who was
among them, burst inte a scofing laugh.

“ A blessed beggar, and no mistake!” he ex-
claimed. “Qosling ought to be sacked for
letting him get in at the gates!”

“Yes, rather!” said Skinmer. “Let’s rag
him! Look here, we'll make the rotter
run the gauntlet in the Close! Give him g
lesen about coming here to beg!”

“Good !’ exclaimed Snoop.

“No, you won't!” said Bob Cherry.

Bulstrode & Co. glared at him.

“Who'll stop us?” demanded Bulstrode
belligerent}y.

“T’lIl try,” said Bob Cherry, facing the hully
of the Remove calmly. “Yes, I know you cén
lick me, Bulstrode, but I can put up a jolly
good fight every time, and if you want to
take it on again, I'm ready.”

“Look here, Cherry t

“And I’'m ready to back you up, Cherry!”
exclaimed Tom Brown, of New Zealand.
" Nobody is going to bump or rag that poor
bounder while I'm here!” L

“Mind your own business, young Frofén
Mutton!” gnapped Skinner.

“It’s my business, t00,” said Harry Whar-
ton, coming out. “Hands off that kid, Bul-
strode, or there will be a row! 1 suppecse he
has no right here; but-he’s not going to be
ragged! He looks as if he’s had a hard time
of it, anyway.”

“Of course, you are hound to interfere!”
snecred Bulstrode. 7 e

“Yes,” gaid Wharton quietly. “I'm hound
to interfere to stop any rotten cowardly
bullying, whenever I get an opportunity|”

Bulstrode turned erimson. :

“I don't want to hurt the chap—" he
began. = :

We're going to stand a
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“Let him alone, then!”

The ragged tramp had come up the steps.
His keen eyes were looking out sharply and
;uspiciously from a dirty face with shaggy

e

© Probably, if the juniors had wauted to rag
Bim, they would have found it difficult to
cateh him.

“What do
Snoop.

“1f yow gents will 'elp a poor man—
began the tramp, in the regular whining voice
of the mendicant.

“Rats! Buzz off!”

“Begging isn't allowed  here,” said Bul-
strode. “You ought to be locked up! Get
out!”

“Hegel”

It was a voice calling from a window.

The beggar looked up, and so did the Re-
movites. The fat face of Billy Bunter ap-
peared at the window.

The fat junior blinked down at the beggar.

“This way!” he called out.

‘The tramp was not slow to take the hint,
"He ran towards the window, and stopped
under it, holding his hat to catch what might

be thrown out.

“Yes, sir; thank you, sir!” he said.

The juniors stared in amazement as Bunter
felt in his pockets.

During tea Harry Wharton had gener-
ously slipped a shilling and some coppers into
Bunter’s _pocket, in case he should feel in-
clined to partake of a feed at the tuckshop.

Billy Bunter, in a state of health, had
never been known to give anything away.

In losing his memory, Billy Bunter seemed
to have lost his original nature as well.

He was feeling in his pockets for money.

The tramp looked up eagerly.

-“’Fre y'are, sir!” he called out, holding
‘out his cap.

* "Bunter threw out a coin.

It clinked on the ground, missing the cap,
and there was a gleam of silver as the tramp
picked it up.

Another and another coin followed.

“Thank you, sir!”

Bunter blinked at the beggar.

“I'm sincerely sorry I can't give you any
more,” he said. “That's all I have about
me. And 1'm not expecting any, either, un-
fortunately.”

“Thank you kindly,
sir!” said the tramp.

And he slipped his unexpected gains into
some recess of his rags, and started towards
{the gates. 5 s

Bulstrode made a movement to foliow him.

“Yook. here, he can't be allowed to get
away with that money!” he exclaimed.
¢ “Tt’s only a few pence.”

“But Bunter is off his rocker, or he
wouldn’t have given it to him.”

“Hallo, Gossy's after him!" exclaimed Skin-
ner, with malicious glee.

Wharton compressed his lips.

As the beggar neared the gates, Gosling
-had come out of his lodge, with a big stick
in his hand.

Gosling had been careless in allowing the
tramp to enter, but he evidently meant to
.make up for'it as the intruder went out.

The burly porter stoed beside the gate,
- with the stick grasped in his hand. The
tramp could not escape without passing
within reach of him.

The beggar halted.

“Gossy’s going te make him sit
chuckled Snoop.

“On, shut up, vou cad!"” said Wharton.
“What harm has the tramp ever done you?
I suppose he couldn't help being born 2
beggar, could he?”

“0Oh, you're always
rotter, Wharton!”

“I never side with you!” said Wharton.
And there was a laugh at Saoop’s expense.
“Well, he’s going to get a lamming now,
at any rate!” said Bulstrode, with a spiteful
speer at Wharton.

Wharton looked towards the gates. The
tramp had halted, evidently afraid to pass
Gosling. The porter, after waiting for him
a few moments, started towards him.

The beggar stood ready to dodge.

Harry Wharton ran down the steps and
ran across to the gates.

“Gosling!” he called out. “Gosling!”

The schooi porter looked across at him.

“It’s all right, Master Wharton! I've got
the 'ound! You see that he don’t dodge,
Master Wharton, and I'll paste 'im! T’li

you want here?” demanded

sir! You're a gent,

Upr

siding with  some

teach 'im to come .in ‘ere with his heggar’s |

tricks! Wot I say is this ’ere—he’s goin’ to
get-a ‘idingt!”
“Rats!” ;
“Hey?” said Gosling.
“Let him alone!”

The school porter stared blankly at Whar-
ton. Why the handsome, well-dressed captain
of the Remove should interfere on behalf
of a ragged tramp was a mystery to the
porger.

Gosling's principle was to “chivvy” any-
body who had the misfortune to be at his
merey, and any other course of conduct he
was wont to regard as “humbug.”

“Look ®ere, Master Wharton!” he ex-
claimed. “Wot I says is this 'ere—that chap
is goin’ to 'ave a lickin’ for comin’ in ’ere,
"rdl‘f you interferes, I'll report yer to the

“Report away!” said Harry. “You're not

going to touch him!”

YLook: 'eret”

“Cut off, old man!” said Harry, pointing
to the gates. “I'll stop this chap!”

The tramp looked at him queerly.

“Thanky, young master:” he said.
a good sort!”

And he cut off towards the gates.

Gosling ran -straight at him with
brandished stick. Harry Wharton ran in,
caught the porter’s wrist, and twisted the
stick away, flinging it to the ground.

“Master Wharton, I’ll report yer!” roared
Gosling,

“You're

Fi"ida}h b

“And I've been here a long time®”

“You were here before I came.”

“I can’t understand it. What were thosa
fellows down there staring at when I was
throwing some tin to the beggar?”

Harry Wharton hesitated. ;

“Well, you see, you used not to—to give
much money away,” he remarked slowly.

“0h, 1. see.”

“You must be stony now, Billy. Shall 1
lend you something?”

“Money, do you mean?”

“Yes; a few bob!”

The Owl of the Remove sbook his head.
Accustomed as he was by this time to the
vagaries of the new Dunter, Wharton was
staggered. ¢

“No, thanks,” said Bunter. “You see, 1
don’t know when I should be able to repay
it. I don't expect to get any tin.”

“Yon might get a postal-order?” sug
gested Harry.

“I'm not expecting one.”

“OR L

“So I won't take a loan, thanks. Hallo,

who's that?”

Hazeldene of the Remove
the door.

He watched Billy Bunter curiously, and the

looked -in a$

BILLY BUNTER REFUSES FOOD!

“Oh, repart, and .be hanged!”

“Wot I says is this ’ere i

“Rats!”

The tramp had vanished. Harry Wharton
walked hack to the School House, leaving
Gosling staring after him, dumbfounded.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Does Not Know Marjorie!

: ARRY WHARTON locked in at Study
No. 1 a little later. Billy Bunter
was still staring vacantly out of
the window.

He turned round, and blinked at Wharton
as the latter came in. His brows were
puckered up in a puzzled, perplexed ex-
pression.

“Feel better, Bunter?” asked Harry.

“I'm all right.” .

“ Hungry?”

Bunter blinked at him.

“How ean I be hungry when we've only
lately had tea?” he said. I can't keep o1
eating all the time, can 17"

Harry Wharton smiled.
Billy
yet.

“I—1 say, this place seems familiar, some-
how,” said Bunter, locking round with a
bewildered expression.

“It’s your study, Billy.”

Bunter passed his hand over his head.
He winced as his fat fingers came into con-
tact with the bumip there.

“QOh, you say I belong to this school?”

#Yes, rather!” :

It was clear that
Burter’'s memory had not returned

fat junior blinked
curiosity.

“Who's that?” he asked.

“That's Hazeldene.”

“0h, is it? 1 don’t know him.”

“Well, I'm Hazel,” said Hazeldene, with
a laugh. “You know me now. Isn’t he any
better, Wharton? Doesn’t he remember
anything yet?”

Wharton shook his head.

“My sister’'s com= over to see me with
Clara,” said Hazeldene. “Look here, Bun-
ter knows her. He's a rotten little cad,
and I never likéd him speaking to Mar-
jorie, but under the circumstances I think
perhaps she may help to recall his silly
memory.”

“Good!” exclainmred Harry Wharton,

Billy Bunter started a little. The name
of Marjorie seemed to recall something to hiz
mind. Wharton was watching him.

“You know Marjorie, Billy?” he said.

Bunter looked strangely perplexed.

“Marjorie!” he repeated.

"“Yes; Hazeldene's sister of Clif House,
you know.”

“N-n-0.”

“You don’t remember?”

“I seem to know the name,” said Bunter,
with evident distress. “But—but—-"

“Let him see her,” said Hazeldene.

“Good! Where are they now?”

“In my study.”

“Come on, Billy!”

Wharton linked his arm through Bunter's,
and led him -down the Remove passage.
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at him with equal
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Marjorle Hazeldene and Clara were in
Hazel’'s study.
Bulstrode and Tom Brown, who also

shared that room, bad left it to Hazeldene
for the occasion, as was the general
ctiquette among the Greyfriars fellows when
a fellow had lady visitors.

The two girls looked very fresh and rosy
after their walk in the cold wind from Clff
House. There was a kettle singing on the
fire, and a cloth on the table.

Marjorie and Clara had been told abhout
Billy Bunter’s misfortune. They looked
curiougly at the fat junior as Wharton
brought him in.

*  They knew the untruthfulness of the Owl
of the Remove so well that, without being
suspicious, they did not believe in hig sin-
cerity this time, untess it was made clear
to them that it was genuine.

Miss Clara, indeed, was smiling with open
seeptieism.

“So poor Bunter is il1?” she said.

“Yes,” said Harry. “He dived into the

swimming-bath, and bumped his head on
the tiles. There wasn’t any water in it, you
know.”

“Poor Bunter!” said Marjorie softly.

“What a dreadful bruise!”

“The worst of it is that the shock has
made him ldse his memory,” said Harry.

“Doesn’t he remember anything?”

“Nothing.”

“Poor Bunter!”

“1.dare say it will come bhack,” said
Harry. “I hoped that seeing you would
make a difference. Don’t you know Mar-
jorie, Bunter?”

Bunter was blinking hard at the fair face
“of the girl.

He shook his head.

“Is that—Marjorie?”

“Yes, I am Marjorie,” said the girl, with
a sweet smile. “Don’t you know me, Billy?
You surely can remember me?”

Another shake of the head.

“And don’t you remember me?” asked Miss
Clara.

“No. TI'm sincerely sorry.”

Miss Clara’s eyes danced.

“Don’t you remember that I owe you five
shillings?” she asked. -

*“0h, Clara!»

But Bunter shook his head still.

“No,” he said.  “Do you? Did T lend
you five shillings?”

Miss Clara was nonplussed, if not con-
vinced. The old Bunter would have claimed
those five shillings without scruple, whether
they were due to him or not.

It was quite clear that a great change
had come over Bunter.

“It’s genuine enougly,” said Hazeldene.

“It looks like it,” admitted Miss Clara.
“But Bunter was always such a—a—a——"

“Liar!” said Hazeldene cheerfully.

“Story-teller!” said Miss Clara,

“But you can see that he is il now.,”
said Marjorie gently. “I am very, -very
sorry, Bunter. I hope it will soon be all
right.” 3

“Thank you,” said Bunter.

_“Tea will be ready in a minute,”
liazeldene. “You fellows are staying?”

“Well,"we've had tea,” said Wharton.

“Have another one then,” said Hazeldene.
“Sit down!”

A very cheerful party sat down to tea
in. Hazeldene’s study.  Billy Bunter was
looking very cheerful, quite as much so as
the others.

_There was still a bewildered expression
lingering in his eyes, but the pain was
almost gone. from his damaged head, and he
was cheering up wonderfully.

Nevertheless, Billy Bunter ate very little.
His lack of appetite astonished the Cliff
House girls, and although they tried every
possible device to bring back Bunter's
mcemory, they did not sueceed.

Bunter was not shamming.
was nearly gone.

said

His memory
But would he recover it?

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Sudden Surprise.

FTER morning school the next day
Harry Wharton & Co. took Billy

Bunter in charge when they came
out of the Form-room.

There had been a fall of rain, and the
ground was. not in a fit state for footer
practice.

Billy Bunter had shown little sign of im-
provement during the day, and the chums of
l”'m Remove felt that they had to look after
1.

“Hungry, Billy?” asked Nugent
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“Yes, rather!” said Bunter. .

It was clear that the Owl of the Remove
was recovering, although his memory had
not come back. The juniors had begun to
think that it would never come back.

Bunter bad been in this strange state now
for some time, and his Form-fellows were
ceasing to expect a change.

And, as several of the Remove observed,
it wasn’t wholly desirable that Billy Bunter
should recover.

Bunter now was a much more decent fellow
than the Bunter of old, and by losing the
memory of what he had been he was enabled
te make a tresh start, and to turn over an
entirely new leaf.

Certainly he was much easier fo get on
with now that he was not irying to borrow
money of every fellow who had any, and to
insinuate himself into every feed that was
stood in the Lower 8chool at Greyfriars.

“Come to the tuckshop?” said Wharton.

“Right you are!”

Billy Bunter sat in Mrs, Mimble's shop and
consumed quite a fair amount of food.

The rain was falling fast as the juniors
were about to leave the little shop, to cut
across the Close to the School House.
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Theysturned up the collars of their coats.
Billy Bunter blinked out into the rain and
drew back his head like a snail withdrawing
its horns.

“It’s jolly wet!” he remarked.

“Yes; we shall have to run.”

“1 say, you fellows—-"

“Go on, Billy!”

“1 don’t want to get wet, you know.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“None of us do,” he replied. “But we
sha'n’'t get very wet, Billy. We can rua.
Come on, and make a dash for it!”

“Yes:; but I say, couldn’t one of you cus
across first and get an umbrella?” said Billy
Bunter.

The chums of the Remove looked at him.

This was the old Bunter with a vengeance!
It did not matter if they went out into the
rain and were wetted, so long as an umbrella
was fetched for him. It was the Biily
Bunter of old with a vengeance! His memory
was not coming back, but his original nature
Was. *

“Well, my hat!" said Bob Cherry.

“Come, make a run for:it!” said Harry
Wharton briefly,

“0Oh, really you know, I don't feek fit 1o
run, just after eating, and I've bad a good
blow out, toe,” said Billy Buater.

“T’ll get .an umbrella, then,” said WHhare
ton quietly. “You fellows may as wecll stay,
and I'll bring yours at the same time.? -

“0Oh, rats!” said Bob Cherry. “Let Bunter
stay here till the rain’s over. He can go
on feeding.” :

“Well, perhaps I ecould go a few moze
tarts,” said Billy Bunter thoughtfuily.

“Go it, then,” said Harry, “Give him
whatever he wants to-day, Mrs. Mimble, and
charge it to me.”

“Yes, Master Wharton.”

Bunter resumed his seat on the stool at the
counter, and recommenced operations upen
the tarts.

The chums of the Remove dashed across
the Close with their collars turned up, and
ran into the School House.

There were a crowd of juniors in the House,
looking out diseonsolately at the rain. The
days were lengthening now, and they were
looking forward to a run out after school
But the rain stopped all that.

“Why not get up a game of footer in the
Commen-room?”’ remarkeéd Russell.

“That's not a bad idea,” said Wharton,
“if we don’t make too much row and bring
in the prefects.” 2

“I've got a hall,” said Ogilvy.

“Good egg!”

Ogilvy brought down a footer, and tihe
juniors closed the door of the Commen-room
and lined up for sides. :

As nearly all the Remove were there, and
a great many of the Upper Fourth, the teams
were very strong-in numbers, like the  old-
fashioned sides at Rugby. :

It was the fun the juniors were after, not
scientific foothall.

The game was soon going strong.

The fireplace was one goal, and the win-
dow at the opposite end of the Common-
room was the other, and goals ‘were fre-
quently kicked, with disastrous results to the
diamond panes of the window.

But as breakages were always charged to
thie juniors responsible for them that was
not a serious matter; it meant items on bills,
but mnot lickings.

The game was getting fast and furious
when the door of the Common-reom was
opened.

Biily Bunter entered.

The fat junior stocd and blinked in sur-
prise at the scene of the uproar.

As he stood there the ball had been passed
across with a whiz, and it was shooting
straight for Bunter.

There was a yell of warning as Nugent,
for whom the ball was intended, missed i}
by yards.

The ball had bounced high, and before
Bunter understood what the yell meant if
had struck him on the chin with a violent
shock. X

The fat junior staggered back and fell.

“Stop play!” shouted Wharton.

The juniors crowded round Bunter.

Harry Wharton was the first. He raised
the fat junior in his arms. The concussion
of the footer had not been hard enough to
hurt anybody, but Bunter, always clumsy,
had struck his head against the wainscot as
he fell.

The Owl of the Remove lay quite still.

“My hat!” said Nugent in dismay. “He’s
hurt !

“Just like Bunter to come in and catch the
hall with his head!” growled Bulstrode.

“©h, shut up, Bulstrode!”

“He’s hurt!” said Wharton.

There was concern in every face. Under
ordinary circumstances no one would have
cared much, for the Remove were a tough
crowd, and accustomed to giving and receiv-
ing hard knocks.

But Bunter was not well now. . Bunter
already had a big bump on his head, and had
lost his memory, and there was no telling
what harm a néw shock might do to him,

“Billy!” said Harry, as he raised the fat
junior’s head. “Billy, old man!”

Billy Bunter did not reply.

" He was unconscious.

“My word!” said Nugent. “It wad:only a
tap, too. It wouldn't have sent anybody
else off. Poor old Bunter!” e

“The poorfulness of the old Bunter'is ter-
rifie!”.

“Help me get him up to the study,” said
Wharton. “We’ll look after him there, and
bathe his head. It's only a tap, but i he
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doesn’t come to at once
send for the doctor.”

“ Right you are!”

The three juniors-took mp the Owl of the
Remove.

in the midst of a crowd of them he was
carried up to the Remove passage without
exciting attention, and put in the armchair
in Study No. 1.

Nugent fetched a bowl of water and
sponge, and Bunter's collar was loosencd,
and Harry began to bathe his face.

“Give him room!” said Wharton, pushing
back the crowding juniors. “We don't want
~to suffocate him. Keep back!”

The juniors crowded cut of the study. Some
of them waited in the passage to hear how
. Bunter went on.

. Wharton bathed the head of the Owl of
The Remove. Bunter’s eyes opened, and he
- blinked at Wharton dazedly without his
spectacles.

Harry drew a deep breath of relief.

‘“He’s coming to!”

“Thank goodness!'”

Bunter blinked at the chums of the Re-
move. He did not seem to be able to make
out where he was, or what had happened to

we shall have to

him.
“I—I say!” he gasped.
“Lie still, Billy! You're all right!” said
Harry Wharton gently. “You've had a bump
on the napper, but you'll be all right!”
“I—I—it was your fault!”
«Eho”-
“It was all your fault. Y suppose there
wasn't any water in the bath!”
“The—the bath!”
“Yes,” said Bunter peevishly. “I shouldn't
have come such a cropper if there had been
‘any ‘water there, I suppose. I should have
- seen it was empty if you rotters hadin’t been
chasing after me.” ¢

: The juniors stared blankly at Billy Bunter.
Had he lost his memory again, or was he mad
—or what?

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Bunter.

ARRY WHARTON was silent for 2
full minute, looking steadfastly at
the fat junior. -He was too surprised
for words.

Billy Bunter was growling, and feeling the
- bump on his head. He, too, seemed to be
in a dazed state, but his wits were returning.

“What's all this water over me for?” he
demanded.

“I—I've been bathing your head, to bring
you round!” stammered Wharton.

-Bunter grunted.

“Well, you might give a chap ~a towel,
then,” he said disagreeably.

Nugent silently handed Bunter a towel.
The fat junior mopped his face and head, and
threw the towel aside.

“Where are my glasses?”

“Here you are!”

Bunter replaced the glasses on his little fat
nose. He blinked discontentedly at the
juniors.

“I've-got an awful bump on my head!” he
growled. “It aches fearfully. The pain
~won't be gone for days. Yow!" .

“The bump hurts?” asked Harry.

“Yes, awfully! Ow! Do you think you
wouldn't bhe hurt by bumping your head on
the floor of a bath?” demanded Billy Bunter.

“But—hbut—"

“I--I say, how did I come to have these
elothes on?” exclaimed Bunter, looking down
at his fat person in astonishment. “I was in
my swimming things when I dived into the
bath.”

“You—you—-"

“Do you mean to say that you dressed me,
while I was off ?” demanded Bunter. “What
a silly trick! More sense to shove me in bed,
I should think.”

The juniors exchanged glances.

Amazing as it was, there was no doubt as
to what had happened. .

_ Billy Bunter had woke up from his second
insensibility with his memory restored.

He had taken up his life again, as it were,
from the point where it had broken off, when
he was stunned by his fall into the bath.

What had happened since was lost.

It was amazing, but the fact.

The juniors hardly knew how to explain.
Bqt that there must be some explanation was
evident, for Bunter was beginning to lcok
alarmed.

“Look here, you fellows,” he exclaimed,
“what does this mean? I suppose 1 was
stunned when I fell into the bath, wasn't I?
I don’t remember anything since.”

“Yes,” said Wharton.

“What did you dress me for?”

“You see—-"

“Why didn’t you get a doctor?”

“You see—-"

“Nice chaps you are to look after a chap,
I must say!” snorted Bunter, in quite his
old manper. “I might have been brained, I
suppose, and you wouldn’'t care twopence.
Look here, have any letters come for me while
I've been lying here?” @

“Letters?”

“Yes; I'm expecting a postal-order.”

The juniors could not restrain a chuckle.
1t was the old Bunter, quite himself again:
there was no mistake about that.

Bunter blinked at them indignantly.

“Blessed if I can see anything to cackle
at!” he growled. “I'm expecting several
postal-orders, as a matter of fact, one of
them from a titled friend of mine—a chap I'm
very chummy with.”

“Good old Bunter!”

“Look here, you fellows, how long have I
been lying here?” demanded Bunter, with a
vague uneasiness in his manner.

“Only a few minutes,” said Wharton.

“Oh! It seems longer somehow,” said
Bunter. “Some duffer has put that calendar
on to Wednesday. It's Tuesday.”

He was blinking at the little movable card-
board calendar on the mantelpiece, just in
front of him. Wharton glanced at it.

“It is Wednesday,” he said, as gently as he
could. “You've been ill!”

“TI1?" repeated Bunter.

“Yes. After that biff in the swimming-
bath, you lost your memory.”

Bunter stared at him.

“Lost my memory?”

“Yes.

“What rot!"

“Look here, Bunter—

“I know jolly well I never
memory,” said Bunter peevishly.
trying to pull my leg. What rot!”

“You did lose it,” said Harry quietly,
though the unpleasant manner of the fat
junior was putting a great strain upon his
temper. “You forgot all of us, and even
your own name. You have heen going about
the school knowing nothing of what happened
before that bump in the bath.”

Billy Bunter looked incredulous.

*Oh, draw it mild!” he exclaimed.

« Look here, fathead,” said Harry Wharton,J
«it’s perfectly true. You've forgotten every-
thing that’s bappened since you dived ito
the swimming-bath.”

“ 11—

lost my
*You're

«Do you remember Marjorie aund Clara
coming here?”

«Of course I do!” said Bunter, “It wasa
week ago, and—"

“Ha, ha!”

~

Bunter snorted.

“What the dickens are you fellows laugh.
ing at?” he demanded.

“Marjorie was here yesterday,” explained
Wharton, “and you didu't recognise her.”

“0Oh, that's rot!” said Bunter disdainfuily,

“Well, do you remember us putting you in
bed ?”

“You put me in bed?”

“Yes. And we offered you a plum-cake.”

“P-p-plum-cake ?” stuttered Bunter.

“Yes. We also offered you some dough-nuts
and tarts,” said Wharton, :

“Eh?” Y

“And buns and biscuits.”

“Did I eat them)”

“No; you refused them.”

“1 refused tarts and buns and biscuits?”
exclaimed Bunter, with emphasis.

“Ha, ha, hat!” chuckled Bob Cherry., ¢Ii
sounds funny doesn't it 2” £
«1 don't believe it!" said Bunter. ©You're

pulling my leg!»

“We're not!"

“Then where are the tarts and buns?"
asked Bunter. ¢“If I didn't eat them—"

“We had to polish them off,” said Wharten.
“We couldn't let them get stale, you kncw.”

“You haven't saved me any ?”

“What was the good? You refused them
when we offered——> ;

“1 should be jolly glad of scmething to eat
now!" said Bunter. “I'm starving!”

“ Well, you can’t be ill now,” said Boh
Cherry, with a grin. “He’s the same old
Bunter, you fellows.”

“ Look here,” said Bunter.
you say is true?»

“Quite true.”

¢ 0Of course, you're glad I'm better?”

“ Well—er—er——=

“You wouldn't have liked me to have re
mained ill for the rest of my life?”

“ Not exactly. But—>

“Well, I reckon you ought to stand me a
big feed, just to commemorate my recovery.”

“Some other time, Billy.”

“You won't do it?”

“Money's a bit tight,” said Bob Cherry,
“ Ask us again in a week's time.”

Bunter glared; but gradually a strange ex-
pression came over his face.

But the juniors knew what was coming

Bunter gradually worked up an expre
of intense suffering. -

“I—I say, you fellows,” he said, “I—I feel

%1 suppose what

n

very strange! I—I think I'm baving a
relapse. I—I think I'm losing my memory
again!”

The juniors roared:

“Ha, ha, ha!”

% Qh, really, you fellows—"

«Ha, ha, ha!"

“I—I forget who you are!” said Bunter.
«J—I don’t recognise you, Wharton! 1 don’t
even know your name—I mean—-"

The juniors simply shrieked.

“Look here, you beasts!" roared Bunter,

7 tell you—>

¢ Ha, ha, ha!"

And the juniors walked away, still laughing.

Billy Buater glared after them and snorted.
But he did not lose hizs memory again. He
might keep it up his sleeve, as it were, as a
card to be played on some more favourable
occasion in the future—but for the prescat i
was useless.

There was no sympathy left now for poor
old Bunter!

THE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Trouble for Three.
HERE was_trouble in the end study

2 in' the Fourth
Rookwood.
Excited voices could be heard pro-
cceding from that famous apartment.

Apparently  four fellows were talking at
once, and each doing his best to drown the
voices of the others.

Grinning Fourth-Formers came along the
passage, and listened to the row.

“It’s that new-kid,” remarked Topham of
the Fourth. “Lovell & Co. can’t stand him
at any price. He's got too much nerve.
Gather round, my infants, and sce him come
out on his neck!”

And quite a crowd of Fourth-Formers
gathered round to wait for that interesting
event.

They fully expected to see Jimmy Silver,
the new junior, come out of the end study
“on his neck.”

For a whole week, ever since Jimmy Silver
hrad arrived at Rookwood,. in fact, there had
been meore or less trouble in the end study.

: .At‘;nd it had evidently reached a head at
ast, :

Inside the study, Jimmy Silver was seated
en the corner of the table with his hands
in his trousers-pockets. He was the coolest
there.

Lovell and Newcome and Raby, his study
mates, were highly excited.

Lovell, in fact, was brandishing a clencifed
fist in the air, to lend additional emphasis
to his remarks.

Form passage at

Not that they nceded emphasising. They
could be heard at the other end of the
passage.

“I tell you * TLovell was shouting.

“And I say the same!” exclaimed New-
eome. “A new kid that hasn't been a week
in the school—" :

- “I tell you it won’t do!” vociferated Rahy.
“And we're not going to stand it. And we’re
not going to stand you! We're fed up!”

“Fed right up to the chin!” roared Lovell.

“And the long and the short of it is, we
won’t have you in the study-—"

“And if you don’t get ou%——"

“We'll make it too hot to hold you—"

“And we'll begin now——"

Jimmy Silver took his hands out of his
pockets. It looked as if he would need the
use of his hands soon.

“Oh, draw it mild!” he protested.

“You can go and dig with somebody else!”
shouted Lovell. “Go over to the Modern
«ide if you like! I dare say they’d take you
in! You’re their sort!”

“Yes, you'd just suit the Modern idiots!”
chimed in Raby. “Anyway, you're not stay-
ing here. We're not taking any. Now, what
do you say?”

Jimmy Silver grinned.

He did not seem very much put out by
the excitement of the Fistical Three.

He was as cool as a cucumber.

“Oh, I say rats!” he replied.

“What?”

“Rats!” said Jimmy Silver.

“That's done it!” howled Lovell. “Out he
goes!” And outside the study Topham and
his companions chortled: “Now watch!”

Lovell & Co. made a rush at the ceol new
iunior sitting on the table.

Jimmy Silver's hand was resting on the
inkpot.

His hand came up as the three exasperated
juniors closed in on him.

The inkpot was fuil, but it was empty in
a second, as a stream of black fluid met
the oncoming three.

Lovell caught the first splash with his
mouth, which was open, and he sfaggered
away gurgling frantically.

Tup PENNY PopULAR.—No. 3,

- out and walked down the passage.

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

CONQUEST.

By OWEN

Raby caught it with his eyes, and New-
come with his nose. %

Then the inkpot was empty, and the three
warlike juniors were coughing, spitting,
gurgling, and gasping hysterically, smothered
with ink.

“Groooooogh !’

“Gurrrrrrrgh 7

“Oh, crumbs! Yow!”

Jimmy Silver slid off the table.

He made 2 quick step to the door.

The end study was not a salubricus spot for
him after that.

“Taxta!” he said cheerily. *“See you later,
and I hope you’ll be a little more reasonable.
I'm sticking to the study!”

“Gurrrrgh”

Jimmy Silver opened the door, and stepped
out into the passage.

There was a murmur of expeetation among
the crowd as the door opened.

They stared as Jimmy Silver came coolly

Then they roared at the sight of the three
inky juniors in the room, dabbing wildly at
the streaming ink on their faces. .

“Ha? ha, hal”

“@Groo-o-gh! ©h, I’ll slaughter him!”

“Yow! My eye! I’ll massacre him!”

“Oh, crumbs! Let’s get after him and
smash him!”

The inky trio rushed out of the study,
shoving their way through the laughing
erowd, in pursuit of the new boy.

But Jimmy Silver had not lingered. He
was already downstairs.
If they had been a little calmer, the

Fistical Thiec
themselves i

might have hesitated to show
public with their faces and
collars stre ng with black ini.

But they were not calm. They wanted
vengeance, and they wanted it at once.
They rushed furiously down the passage,
and as they caught sight of Jimmy Silver
in the Lower Hall they rushed down the
stairs. 4 - 3

A yell of laughter from a crowd of Modern
juniors greeted their appearance.

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Tommy Dodd.
“Look at those Classical niggers! Ha, ha,
ha!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha'” 3

Lovell & Co. did not heed. They hardly
saw their old rivals of the Modern side.

They had eyes only for Jimmy Silver, who
was sauntering out coolly into the quad.
They dashed after him at top speed. 3

In their hurry they almost dashed into
Bulkeley of the Sixth, the captain of Rook-
wood, who was in the doorway.

Bulkeley stared at them, and gave a shout.

“Stop! Do you hear? Come in at once!”

The inky three reluctantly stopped. There
was no gainsaying Bulkeley. The big Sixth-
Former glared at them.

“You young sweeps! A pretty state to
come out in! What do you mean by it—

Lovell & Co. blinked at him through the
ink.
“Qh, don't mind them, Bulkeley,” chirped
Tommy Dodd. “These Classical kids never
wash themselves! I dare say it’'s a week
since they spilled that ink on their
chivvies!”

“Ha, ha, hat’

“Go in at once!” said Bulkeley, frowning
at the dismayed three. *“Go in and wash
yourselves, you mucky young rascals! And |
take fifty lines each, and show them up by
tea-time. Do you hear? Not a word! @et
out of my sight, you sweeps!” >

Lovell and Newcome and Raby went
consolately in. Vengeance on the new boy
evidently had to be postponed.

The Modern juniors sent a volley of
laughter and chipping after them, as they
sneaked upstairs and got out of sight.

In the Fourth Form dormitory there was a

sound of -splashing, as the heroes of the end
study proceeded to remove the ink.’

It was not easily removed, There was
plenty of it, and it clung.

By the time they had cleaned it off .and
changed their collars, Lovell & . Co. were
crimson with exertion, and stuttering with
rage.

“That—that new
“We'll slaughter him for this!
him in oil!”

“Hallo!” exelaimed Topham, as they came
back to their study. *“Have you staughtered
the new kid? Why—what—yarooh!”

Topham, to his surprise and indignation,
was collared by the exasperated three, and
bumped in the passage.

The three badly wanted to bump some-
body, and Topham had come along just in
time with his awkward question,

They went on to their study, leaving the
Fourth-Former sitting on the floor and

spluttering with indignation.
I 4 met at the Fourth Form table.
Lovell dropped into the seat beside
Jimmy Silver at the dinner-table, and gave
him a black look.
“1 want you after dinner,” he muttered.
> murmured Silver. “I're  going

boy!” gasped Lovell,
We'll boil

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Run Down !
OVELL & Co. did not see Silver again,
however, till dinner-time, when they

can stay in. I'm going to lick
you!”

“I'm not looking for a licking, thanks.”

“Youw’ll get it without looking for it.. If
you're not a rotten funk, you’ll come behind
the gym this afternoon.”

“My dear chap, I'm going out to have a
look at the Coombe Quarries this afternoon.
You can’t expect me to give that up simply
for a licking, now can you?”

“Rotten funk!”

“Bow-wow !”

“Look here, you've got to fight me!” hissed
Lovell.

“What are we going to fight .for?”

“Because you're a cheeky new kid.
going to thrash you!”

“That’s all very well.
you—what then?”

“You—you silly ass

“Look here! Will you agree to make it
pax and be a decent pal if I thrash you?”
asked Jimmy Silver, in a businesslike tone.

Lovell almost choked.

“You—you worm! I—I—T'll mop up the
ground with you! As for palling with you,
I’d sooner pal with a hyena!”

“Then I'm not going to thrash you,” said
Jimmy Silver determinedly. 4

“You howling jabberwock!” exclaimed
Lovell. “Do you' think you could stand up
against me for two ticks?”

“Lovell, you are raising your voice,” said
Mr. Beotles, blinking along the table. “You
seem to be quarrelling. You will go to the
Torm-room for an hour this afternoon, Levell,
and write out a verb of the first conjugation,
both active and passive voices.”

Lovell gurgled.

His luck was out. If he was to spend an
hour writing out the active and passive woieces
of a verb of the first conjugation, the new
kid would be able to dodge him.

That licking would not come off. And
Lovell felt that he couldn’t wait.

‘But he had to wait. :

After dinpner, when he made a wmowe to
follow the rest into the quadrangie, Mr.
Rooties shepherded him off to the Form-room,
where he was planted with a Latin grammar
and a sheaf of impot paper.

As soon as Mr. Bootles was gone
jumped to the Form-rcom window.

'm
But suppose I thrash

”

Tovell
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He saw Jimmy Silver sauntering away,
evidently bent on the vigit to the Coombe
. Quarries that be had speken of.

Lovell shook his fist from the window after
. the uneonsecious junior. i
i “You wait a bit, you blessed funk!” he
lgrowled. “Oh, won't I give you a hiding
! presently t” -

And then Lovell sat down to the joys of
the active and passive voice.

An hour later he crawled wearily out of
‘the Form-room.

Fhe Classical juniors had a tremendous eon-
tempt for the Moderns and all their studies.

They held that the study of the dead
languages was the “thing.”

They prided themselves upon mugging up
Virgil while the Modern cads were husy with
bookkeeping or “stinks.”

Lovell might therefore have been expected
to enjoy his hour with the active and passive
voices of a. verb of the first conjugation.

. But he hadn’t.

At all events, he did not look as if he bhad
been enjoying himself when he came out from
his- detention.

He locked as if he were in a moeod for
homicide—or manslaughter, at least.

Raby and Newcome were waiting for him.
Fhey were sympathetic.

“Where’'s that new kid?” was Lovell’s first
question. *“Has he come in?”

“No,” said Raby. “Never mind him now.
We’ve heen waiting for you to go down to
footer practice, old chap.”

.“Hang footer!”

“Ob, draw it mild!” said Newcome indig-
nantly. “We’'ve waited an hour, and I want
to get to the footer, for one!”

“Get to it, then!” said Lovell,
to look for that new kid!”

*Oh, let him alone!” said Raby uneasily.

t he didn’t want to fight you, Lovell, dou't

- pile it on him. He—he isn’'t such a bad chap,
you know.”

“Are you standing up for him¥
kovell.

“Don’t shout, old chap.

“I'm going

bawled

I say be isn’t a

bad cort. Look how he dished the Modern
cads 2

“Like his cheek!”

“Well, yes; but—-"

“And he’s a measly funk. 1 told him I
was going to fight hun this afterncon, and
now he's sneaked off somewhere by himself.”

“He didn’t strike me as a funk,” said New-
come. “It does look a bit like it, though.
But if he’s a funk, he ain’t worth hothering
about.”

. “Pm geing to liek him!”
. “Qome down to footer,
chap !”

“Blow the fcoter!
new kid, I tell you!
gone.”
~“Well, I'm going down to the footer,” said
Raby. *“See you later, Lovell! Wae're going
to have a feed at tea, you know. I've had
a postal-order.”

“Blow the feed!” growléd Lovell.

Evidently he was net in a reasonable mood.

“Must say you're agreeable this after-
noon,” said Raby. ‘“As you're so jolly plain-
spoken, 1'}l follow your - example. I think
we’ve been too much down on that new kid—
or, rather, you have. He’s not a bad sort at
all, and it would be more sensible to make it
pax with him. He could help us no end
against the Modern cads.”

“So youw’re backing him up against mel!”
snorted Lovell, “That’s the kind of pals you
are, is it?”

*“Oh, don’t get your rag out over nothing!”
remonstrated RabBy. “Blessed if you don’t
fiy out at a word! What's the blessed matter
with you? You used to be a good-tempered
chap ence upon a time.”

“Well, it you prefer that chap to me you
ean back him up and leave e alone!”
snorted Lovell. “But he’ll come hack to you
with a beautiful set of features, I can pro-
mise you that!”

And Lovell strode away towards the school
gates in a towering rage.

Raby and Newcome looked after him in
something like dismay.

“My hat!

there’s o good

I'm going after that
I know where he's

and no mistake!” said Newceme. “Shall
go after him, Raby?” S
“Let’s get down to the footer. He'll f

better “when he’s licked the kid.” said Raby.g

“All the same, that chap Silver is decent,
and I don't quite see being down on him
like this. Come on!”

They went down to footer. -

Lovell strode out of the gate, and took the
road towards Coombe.

Jimmy Silver had told him that he was
coing to see the Coombe Quarries, so Lovell
knew where to look for him,

0ld Lovell’s got his hack up, | &b his very feet.

He strode on with a set brow and tight
lips.

The fellows who knew Lovell for a good-
tempered and amiable fellow would hardly
-have known him now.

His “down” on the new boy scemed to have
quite changed him.

He strode along the lane at a good speed.
Half-way to the village he turned off by the
footpath that led to the quarries.

The old chalk quarries were abandoned
now, and the spot was a very lonely one.

The great, yawning pits left in the earth
where the quarry-men had worked years ago
made the vicinity dangerous to a stranger.

But Lovell knew the ground well.

He came out from the footpath amid the
hracken and gorse that grew thickly over the
wide expanse and covered up in some places
the openings of the deep old pits until one
was very close.

And his eyes glittered as he caught sight
of a junior in Etons at a distance.

“That’s the cad!”

He started towards the junior.
Jimmy Silver.

The new boy at Rookwood was spending a
very cheerful afternoon exploring the old
quarries on the upland near the sea.

It was

“Will you wait for me there till I get
round?” shouted Lovell.

Silver laughed.

“No fear! I'm going for a stroll.”

“Wait there, you funk—you rotter—*

“Rats!” !

“Then I'l jump it!”? 2

Lovell retreated from the side of the pif,
to take a run for the jump. -

Jimmy Silver stared at him in alarm,

“Don’t be a mad idiot!” he" shouted.
“Why, it’s sixty feet deep at least!”

“Bah! Mind your own business!
clear ten feet, I suppose!”

“But suppose you don’t? Stop, I tell you!
Lovell, don’t be a silly ass!” yelled Jimmy
Silver, really alarmed now. 2

But Lovell did not stop. He took a rapid
run, and bounded across the ecleft.

Jimmy Silver watched him stonily.

The leaping figure came soaring. across, and
Lovell’s feet landed, but the crumbling edge
of the pit yielded under his feet.

He flung himself desperately forward,
clutching with his hands. Roots came out
in his desperate clutch.

Jimmy Silver bounded fowards him, white
as death. Before he could reach the un-

I can

fortunate junior Lovell had slipped baek.

TROUBLE

FOR THREE!

But the cheerful expression faded from his
face as hie caught sight of Lovell dashing to-
wards him through the long grass and
bracken.

He looked worried.

“Stop!” shouted Lovell.

Jimmy Silver stood still watching him.

Between him and the oncoming junior lay
a wide pit, which extended for a great dis-
tance in each direction,

Lovell bad not observed it, but the pit
barred him off from Jimmy Silver.

He came on at a run.

“Hallo!” called out Jimmy Silver.
ing for me?”

“Yes, you funk!”

“Mind where you're running to!”

Lovell halted, gritting his teeth with rage.
The deep ecavity in the earth yawned
8 1t was ten feet wide, and
the sides sloped steceply down.

At the bottom there- was a splash as
Lovell’s foot detached a stone, and it whizzed
down into the depths.
here was water there, but in the gloom
of the pit it could not be seen.

‘The Classical junior halted, simply raging.
Jimmy Silver smiled across at him.

“You funk!” exclaimed Lovell.
been dodging me!”

“Guilty, my lord!?

“Look-

“You've

“I'm going to lick ‘you!”
“Bow-wow !”

Jimmy Silver halted on the very verge of
the pit.

Far below
splash.

Lovell had disappeared!

came the hollow echo of a

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
By Sheser Pluck.

- IMMY SILVER stood paralysed on the
crumbling edge of the pit. His face
was white with horror.

But it was only for a moment that
he stood thus. 4

Then he flung himself on his hands sand
knees on the dizzy verge, and peered down
into the darkness below.

“Lovell !”

Jimmy’s voice was hoarse and strainedy
he hardly knew the sound of it as he called:
“Lovell! "Are you hurt? Answer me!”

Only the echo of his voice replied.

From the junior wiio had disappeared intg
the depths of the old guarry came no word,
no sound. ’

Jimmy Silver staggered to his feect and
cast a wild look round him.

“It's my fault!” he groaned.
to get to him! But how—how?”

Jimmy Silver locked over the dizzy verge
and shuddeved.
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Could he do it? And if he fell? What had
happened to Lovell? If he fell—

Jimmy Silver made up his mind.

He ran along a dozen steps to where a
mass of creepers hung over the edge of the
pit.

He locked down, setting his teeth.

It needed all his self-control to keep his
brain from reeling.

But he did not hesitate.

He grasped the creepers,
self over the edge.

Fragments of earth and stone
upon him, and fell with sullen splashes far
below.

With his teeth set, Jimmy Silver worked
hiz way downwards. The bulging side of the
pit helped him.

Down and down he went, digging his hands
into the crevices of the cla\yay soil, clutch-
ing at crevices, at roots, at tiny projections,
‘till a root came out in his hands, his bruised
fingers slipped as he grasped, and he felt
himself going!

In a moment all the horror of death thrilled
the junior.

He was falling—falling.

But it was only a dozen feet that re-
mained, and almost in an instant his feet
plunged into icy water.

He reeled over and fell, and scrambled up
again, wet and muddy, put unhurt.

He panted for breath. There was deep
dusk around him, though the sun was shin-
ing on the uplunde

He was aching in every limb, but he did
not think of fatigue just then.

The shallow water left by the rain filled
the old quarry from side to side, but it was
more than a foot deep; under it was thLick,
soft mud. 2

Jimmy Silver slipped and stumbled along,
peering through the dusk for Lovell.

“Lovell! Loveli!”

Still no answer. But a sigh of relief escaped
him as he caught sight of the boy he sought.
: Iél the deep dusk of tire pit he saw him at
ast.’

Lovell lay in the water, hunched up against
the wall of the pit. His head lay back
against the echalk; his face was deathly
white, his eyes were closed. His legs were
under water.

Jimmy splashed up to his side.

“Lovell! Lovell!”

He grasped the insensible junior and
dragged him farther out of the water, upon

and swung him-

the strip of mud between the water and
the side.
His heart was throbbing with relief. The

worst had not bappened.

The water and the bed of soft mud had
broken the junior’s fall.

Jimmy felt over his limbs; they were
sound. There was a bruise, growing blue,
on his forehead—that was all.

And, to Jimmy Silver’s relief, Lovell's eyes
opened and stared at him wildly.

“Lovell, old chap-—" panted Jimmy.

“Oh, my head! Oh!”

“Poor old chap! I thought you were a
goner!” gasped Silver.

Lovell blinked at him, and shivered.
contact of the water was icy.

It was some minutes before Lovell realised
where he was and what had happened.

He tried to rise, and sank back again,
panting.

“0Oh, crumbs! I—I fell in!” he muttered.

“Yes. Thank goodness it's no worse!”

“How did you get here?”

“I came down for you.”

Lovell stared at him.

“You—you came down?”

Jimmy Silver nodded. Now that it was
done, he hardly knew how he had done it.
It was no wonder that Lovell was surprised.

“You climbhed down?” gasped Lovell
dazedly. “Then—then you can’t he a funk!
1 don't know a fellow who'd have tried it!”

“Never mind that. How are we to get
out? You know this place better than I

The

rattled down

do—I've never been here bhefore. Is there
a way out of this?”

Lovell blinked at him. 3

“We can’t climb out,” he said.

“No fear!” said Jimmy, with a glance up
at the almost perpemixcuar walls of the pit.
“Not much chance of that.

“You—you came down for me, without
knowing whether there was a way out?”
stammered Lovell.

“Blessed if I thought about that!”

“ And suppose there isn't a way out?”

“My hat!”

Jimmy Silver’s - face became very grave.
If there was no way out of the pit in that
ionely place, it was not pleasant to think
of what would happen to the two juniors.

Their voices would .never be heard; there
was no bhuilding within a mile.

“We've got to get out somehow!” said
Jimmy desperately. “My word! What are
vou grinning at, Lovell? Blessed if I can see
anything to grin at in a ghastly fix like
this!"”

“Oh, you ass!” cried Lovell. “You—yocu
plucky ass! Do you think I should take it
so calmly if there wasn’t a way out? We've
got to follow the dashed pit for about half
a mile, and then we can walk out easily.”

Jimmy breathed more freely.

“Good! Can you frot?”

“Ow

“What'’s the matter now?”

“My ankle!” groaned Lovell.
twisted it!”

“Lean on me.”

“Oh, crumbs!” greaned Lovell, as he
dragged bhis feet from the mud.
can’t stand it! 1-—I can’t! I can’t put my
:’o?t 'down, Cut off, young Silver, and fetch
qelp !”

“Rats!” said young Silver,
walk, I'll carry you!”

“You can't carry me half a mile.”

“I'm not going to leave you here.”

Lovell blinked at him again.

“I'm not going to let you carry me!"” he
muttered. “It’s—it’s not good enough. Be-
sides, you can't!”

“Bosh! (et on my back.”

Lovell made no further demur. He was
already shaking with the cold. Jimmy helped
him on his back, and started.

Splash, splash! he went on through the
dark water, dragging his feet heavily out of
the mud at every step.

It was not easy going, with thick, soft
mud under his boots, the icy water swishing
round his legs, and Lovell's weight on his
back.

But he stood it manfully

On he went, staggering
never losing his footing. -

Lovell did not speak a word, and Jimmy
had no breath left for talking.

In silence, save for the splashing of the
water, he tramped on.

The pit was growing shallower at last;
tlle sunlight streamed in on them.

A steep slope brought them to the upper
ground. The water was left behind.

Jimmy stumbled on with his burden up the
slope.

}[L staggered out upon the grassy upland
at last.

There he let Lovell slide upon the grass,
and sank down himself, utterly exhausted.

For a quarter of an hour or more he lay
in the grass, drawing quick, almost sobbing
breaths.

At lerigth he sat up, and grinned as he
looked at Lovell. Lovell grinned, too.

" Both of them were simply smothered with
mud, and barely recognisable.

“We're out of that,” said Silver. “What'’s
the next move? We've got to get back to
Rookwood jolly sharp, or we shall cateh our
death of cold. I'm wet through.”

“Same here!” said Lovell. “But we
needn't go to the school. The village is close
here now, behind that ridge. We can get a
change there, and a man to drive us home.
You can't carry me to Rookwood.”

“Well, I could, but I'd rather not,”
Jimmy Silver, laughing.

“Yow! Pve

“If you can't

sometimes, but

said
He rose rathex’

stifly to his feet. “I shall have to carry
you into the village, anyway. Come on!”

“Hold on!” said Lovell quietly.

Jimmy looked at him inquiringly.

“Why did you scoot off instead of scrap-
pmgV’ asked Lovell.

“Because 1 didn’'t want to scrap.”

“Why not?”

“1'd rather be friends.”

“After—after the way I've been down on
you?” faltered Lovell. 2

“Oh, that’s all right! You didn't know
me, you see. We'll get on. better when you
know me better!” said Jimmy Silver cheerily.

“I think I know you well enough now,”
said Lovell. “I could kick myself. I've
been an ass, Silver.. But after this I'm your
pal—if you care about palhnﬂ with a silly
1dlot What do you say?”

“Done!”

They exchanged a firm handshake on it,
and then Silver took Lovell on his shoulders
again,

Raby
Lovell.

The door of the end study was thrown open.
Lovell appeared, and he did not come alone.

He was limping and leaning heavily on the
arm of Jimmy Silver.

Raby and Newcome stared at them.

“Tea ready?” said Lovell.

“Yes; but—"

“So am I. So is Jimmy.”

“Jimmy!” gasped Raby
together.

“Yes. Shove a chair this way. I've hurt
my hind leg. and I can hardly walk yet. Look
muddy, don’t we?” said Lovell.

“Yes, a bit. Where the dickens have you
been?"”

“At the bottom of the old mt ¥ said
Lovell, as he sat down. “I fell-in.’

“Then how the thunder did you get out?”

“Silver fished me out.”

“Silver!” yelled Newcome.
to lick Silver!”

“I've asked him to kick me for it,” said
Lovell. “He won't. I'm going to kick myself
when my hind leg gets better. I say, I'm
hungry. So’s Silver. I hope you fellows are
going to do the decent thing to Silver now
he’s my pal.”

“Your—your pal!” said Raby dazedly.

“Well, he saved my life, and might have
hroken hls neck doing it1” said  Lovell
warmly. “If you think I'm an ungrateful
beast Raby——"

Oh draw it mild!”
“Look here, I'm hungry!
don't want me to tea, I'll hook it.
straight !”

“Sit down, you thundering ass!” said Raby,
pushing him into a chair. % This wants a bit
of getting used to, that’s all.”

“You can get used to it while we have tea,”
said Lovell.

The four juniors sat down to tea, Raby and
Newcome still in a dazed condition.

When the first edge of his tremendous
appetite had been ‘taken off, Lovell con-
descended to tell them the whole story.

“Well, my hat!” said Raby, when he had
heard all. “I must say that Silver played up
like a real brick! Serve you jolly well right if
he’d left you down there to soak, Lovell!”

“Don't I know it?” said Lovell. “Haven't I
told you a dozen times that I was an ass—
not such an ass as you and Newcome, but still
an ass!”

“Well, I

and Newcome were waiting tea foe

and Newcome

“You went out

said Jimmy Silver.
But if you fellows
That's

like that!” exclaimed Newcome
indignantly. “Why, 1 liked the chap from
the very first, “hen he dished the Modern
cads; but Vou——

“Same here,” said I\‘abv with equal warmth.
“It was you—you ass

“Cheese it!” said Jimmy Silver, bursting
into a laugh. “Let giddy bygones be by-
gones! We're friends now—w}'at"’

“Hear, hear!”

And fellows in the Fourth who looked in on
the festive scene in the end study had the
surprise of their lives. The trouble in that
famous study was over—quite over—and
Lovell & Co. and the new kid were bosom
THE END,
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D’ARCY, THE VENTRILOQUIST!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Sudden Insanity.

&b OU chaps goin’ to do your pwep?”
Arthus Augustus D’Arcy, of the
Fourth Form at 8. Jim’s, asked the
% question, as his chums, Blake, Her-
ries, and Dighy, came into Study No. 6.

“Yes,” said Blake, puzzled. “Nothing
funny in that, is there? We generally do
do prep in the evening, don't we?”

*“Yaas, deah boy.”

“Then what are you grinning at?”
“Was I gwinnin’,. deah boy?”

: ‘)'Yes, you were. Where does the joke come
in?”

. "“There isn’t any joke, deah boy. Only 1
hope you won’t he disturbed while you're
dofn’ your pwep.”

_“Why should we be disturbed?” asked Her-
ries. .d“Those New House bounders planning
a raid?”

“Not that I am awah of. But—but you
might be disturbed by—by a dog in the
studay.”

Herries looked round quickly.

“Has Towser got loose?” he asked.

“Towsah! Nevah mind Towsah:”

“Your minor's beastly mongrel knocking
about, then? If the mingy little beast
comes in here, I'll jolly soon boot him out!”
said Herries.

“Wally's beastly
Bewwies.”

“Then what do you mean by babbling about
a dog in the study?” demanded the mystified

erries. “My buildog and your minor’s
rotten mongrel are the only two dogs about
the place, excepting Taggles’ mastilf, and 1
suppose he wen’t come into the studies.”

“My impression is,” said Dighy, “that Gussy
is going off his dot. He's talking out of the
back of his necik.”

“Weally, Dighy—"

“Well, don’t talk any more,” said Blake,
sitting down. “I can’t do my prep while
you're wandering in your mind, Gussy, unless
you do it quietly.”

And the chums of the Fourth began their
preparation. Once or twice they glanced
at Arthur Augustus uneasity.

Often and often it had been suggested,
by way of a joke, that the noble youth was
a little bit off his aristecratic rocker.

But really it scemed to the Fourth-Formers
now that there was something in it more than
a joke.

Arthur Augustuc’ remarks were utterly in-
comprehensible, regorded as the utterances
of a sane person.

And that peeuliar smile that ditted at
intervals over his face—without any apparent
it really did scem very queer.
r-r-r-r-r-ri? o
The sound brecke suddenly from Arthur
Auvgustus D’Arcy in the silence of fhe study,
interrupting the labours of the Fourth-
Formers. It was a kind of imitation of the
growl of a dog.

Blake and Herries and Dighy suspended
their labours to stare at their study-mate
in astonishment. Arthur Augustus’ face
was twisted up into a fearful expression, as
if he were on the point of choking. Blake
jumped up and patted him on the back.

“Gussy, what’s the matter?”

““Are you ill1?” S

“Certainly not!” said D’Arcy peevi
“Stop thumpin’ me on the back, you
ass! It hurts, and you are wumpl

jacket.”

* “T thought you were choking.”
“Wats!”

; “What did you go ‘ Gr-r-r-r-r-r * for, then??
exclaimed Blake. 3

“Weally, Blake——"

“Is it a new trick, trying to imitate Tow-
. ser?” asked Herries blankly.

“Wubbish! Are you fellows sure that there
isn't a dog under the table?”

mongwel is not heah,

“A what?”

“ Where?”?

“My hat??

“A dog undah the table, deah boys,” said
D’Arey firmly.

He had made that horrible sound in the
firm belief that it sounded as if it proceeded
from under the table.

“Gussy, old man, you'd better go and
lie down a bit,” said Blake scberiy. *“Go
and le down in the dorm f{or a bit, and
you’ll feel hetter.”

“Weally, Blake—"

“Perhaps it runs in the family,” said Her-

ries, ‘““Are any of your relations potty,
Gussy 7
“You fwabjous ass, Hewwies!”

“Well, if you're not potty, what are you
doing it for?” exclaimed Blake.

“Weally, you duffah—>

“Well, shut up, and let's get on with the
waghing!” said Blake, sitting down again.
“Don’t make that horrible row in your neck
again, that’s all.”

Arthur Augustus sniffed disdainfully.

Blake and Herries and Digby glanced at
D’Arcy several times after that covertly.
They were really uneasy about him. How-
ever, preparation was finished without any
further sgounds of alarm.

Then D’Arcy rose.

“Will you come with me to post a lettah,
Blake?” he asked.

“Certainly !” said Blake.
you, if you like.”

“No; I want you to come with me,” said
D’Arey, that inexplicable grin breaking out
over his face again.

Blake nodded shortly.

He felt that it was better not to let Gussy
go anywhere alone, under the circumstances.

Arthur Augustus picked up a letter he had
written earlier for the purpose, and they
quitted the study together.

The House was closed, but they slipped
out into the quadrangle to post the letter.
The school letter-box was in the wall near
the gate.

They cut across the quad and reached the
box. Arthur Augustus halted there, but he
did not seem in a hurry to drop the letter
into the orifice.

He coughed to clear his throat.

Groan!

Blake jumped almost clear of the ground.
That sudden terrible groan from the junior
at his side startled him almost out of his
wits.

“Qreat Seott!” he gasped.
a pain, Gussy?”

“No! ¥ haven't a pain.”

“What did you groan for, then?”

"(;h, wats! Put that lettah in the box, will
you?” o

Blake took the letter from him and dropped
it into the box. Then a voice—which D’Arcy
fondly imagined to proceed from the letter-
box—exclaimed :

“Ow! You've dwopped that on my head!”

Blake jumped away, his jaw falling, and
his eyes opening wide.

“On your head?” he stuttered.

“Yaas!” went on the amateur ventriloquist,
still believing that his voice proceeded from
- the letter-box. “Ow! I’'m suffocatin’!”
ou look as if you were!” exclaimed Blake,
- the %legant junior’s twisted and
“Good heavens, Gussy, what
Are you going to

“I'll take it for

“Have you got

ally, Blake—"
you feel as if you were suffocating?”
ed Blake anxiously. “Come over here to
L ountain. I'll swamp some cold water
over you.”

“T wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort. Didn't
it seem to you, Blake—did you not think there
was someone in the fettah-box?” asked D’Arcy
anxiously,

b A Maghnificent Long, Complete Story, dealing :
with the Early Adventures of Tom Merry & Co.,
the Chums of St. Jim’s.

'By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

Blake almiost fell down.

The opening in the letter-hox would nod
have admitted a rabbit, let alone a human
being. D’Arcy’s question was proof positive
—to Blake’s mind, at least—that he was not
right in his head.

“Someone in the letter-box!” sald Blake
faintly.

“Yaag.”

“Come indecors, Gussy,” said Blake, very

gently, taking his chum’s arm.
old chap!”

“You uttah duffah! T tell you—->

“Yes, yves,” said Blake soothingly: “I know
~I know! Come on; Gussy; come in, there's
a good chap! This way. I'm your old pal
Blake. Don’t you know me?” :

“Of course I know you, you fwightful ags!
But are you quite sure there was no one in
the lettah-box, deah boy?”

Blake groaned. inwardly.

“Well, well, perhaps there was,” he said
cautiously. “You never can tell, in—in these
pillar-boxes, you know. Some—some chap
may have crawled in for a joke, you know.”

_ “You uttah chump, Blake! You know thad
is imposs.”

“Of course it is,” said Blake, determined to
agree with everything his insane chum said.
“Quite impossible. You’re quite right.”

“Weally, Blake, I think you are a bit off
your chump, the way you talk wot!”

“‘Yes, a little,” admitted Blake. “I ean't
help it, you know. 1t takes me like thab.
Now come indoors, old fellow!”

Arthur Augustus grunted, but he submitted
to being led into the School House again,
Blake marched him upstairs, but he declined
to go back into Study No. 6.

“I'm goin® to see Tom Mewwy,” he
remarked.

“I'll come with you,” said Blake,

“Wats! You stay where you are!”

And D’Arcy walked up the passage.

Herries and Digby joined Blake, and the
chief of Study No. 6, in great distress, con-
fided to them that there was no further doubt
that Arthur Augustus was quite “pottiy.”

“He gave a horrible groan in the quad,”
said Blake, in an awed whisper. “And when
I dropped the letter in the letter-box, he said
I had dropped it on his head.”

“Great Scott!”

“Then he said he was suffocating,” groaned
Blake; “and his face was twisted up very-
queerly. But that isn’t all. He asked me
whether I thought there was somebody in the
letter-box.”

Herries and Digby staggered.

L 1131 the letter-box?” said Dighy faintly.

“Yeg.”

“Come on,

“Must have been pulling your leg,” said
Herries.

“No: he was in deadly earnest. He’s simply
as mad as a hatter, What on earth’s to be
done?” said Blake, in deep distress.

And the chums of Study No. 6 consulted in
troubled whispers upon that knotty point.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
“The Lunatic.

OM MERRY had finished his preparation
when Arthur Augustus dropped Into
the study,

Monty Lowther had finished, too,
and he was roasting chestnuts. Manners was
cutting films—he generally was cutting films.

Tom Merry gave the swell of St. Jim’s &
cheerful nod as he came in.

“Just in time for the chestnuts,” he re.
marked, “Lowther's standing chestnuts.”

“Thank you, vewy much; hut I have not
come to péwuse Lowther’s Comic Column for
the ‘Weekly,” deah boy,” said Arthur
Augustus innocently,
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There was a snort from Lowther,

“1 don’t mean those chestuuts,” said Tom
Merry, laughing. “These are some fresher
ones.” :

*“Ass!? growled Lowther.

“Thanks, deah boy! I don't mind if I
do,” said Arthur Augustus, taking a scaf.
“You've got wathah a good fiah heah.”

“It’s a common custom to use a fire for
roasting chestnuts,” said Monty Lowther.
“Of course, it could be done in a refrigerator,
perhaps.”

“] was thinkin’ that it would be vewy
wuff on anybody who happened to be up the
chimney, you know.”

The Terrible Three
Augustus.

“Up the chimney!" said Tom Merry, with
a gasp.

“How could anybody be up the chimney?”

“Are you potty?”

“Just let me see,” said Arthur Aungustus,
pushing the astonished Lowther away from
the hearthrug and taking his place. He
called up the chimney. “I say, is there
anybody up there?”

“Yaas!” came the reply, in a far-away,
squeaky voice—that is to say. far away in
sound, but only too plainly proceeding from
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

The Terrible Threc backed away from the
swell of St, Jim's. The same dreadful
thought came-to them—that he was out of
his senses.

“You heard that, deah boys?” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, turning to them trium-
phantly.

“Yes!” stuttered Tom Merry.

“Pwetty cleah that there's somebody up
the chimney—what?”

“Oh 1

stared at Arthur

“I'll twy again,” said D'Arcy. “Are you
there?”

“Yaas!”

“Good heavens!” whispered Tom
“Is he rotting, or is he really mad?”
- “Help!” went on the amateur ventriloquist,
still blissfully hoping that the voice came
from up the chimney. “I'm woastin’ alive!
Help!”

“Gussy !”
*What's the mabter, old man?”
“Are you ill?”
“Wats! Didn't you
voice up the chimney?”
Augustus.
_ “Better ecall Blake!” whispered Manners.
“He’ll have.to be looked after. Poor old
Gussy! We've often said in joke that he
was potty, but I never really believed it till
now.”

“Many a true word spoken in jest,” said
Tom Merry.

“Jest so!” said Lowther.

“Don’t be funny now, Monty; this is seri-
ous. The poor kid will have to be sent to
an asylum, or something. Cut off and call
Blake, while we see that he doesn't wander
away,” said Tom hurriedly. “He may do
some damage to himself or somebody else.”

Monty Lowther hurried out of the study.
Tom Merry and Manners remained near the
door.

D’Arcy stared at them through his eye-
glass.

“What are you fellows muttewin’ about?”
he demanded.

“It’s all right, Gussy. Sit down, old fel-
low!” :

“Have some chéstnuts, Gussy?” said Man-
ners feebly.

“@rer-r-r-pr !
Tom Merry

,

Merry.

fellows heah that
demanded Arthur

and Manners jumped as
cy emitted that fearful sound.
Did you heah that?” asked D'Arcy.
“Ye-e-e-es.”
“Isn’t there a dog under the table?”
“A—a—a dog under the table!” faltered
Tom. %
“Yaas. Didn't you heah him?”
“No—yes—just so. All right!” gasped Tom
Merry. “Any old thing--I mean, of course.
Sit down quietly, there's a good chap.”
“I thought I should surpwise you fellows!”
chuckied Arthur Augustus. “It's working
butialh{ than I expected.”

“I can't explain at pwesent, but T'll let
vou info the secwet latah. I'm goin’ to see
Weilly now. You fellows can amuse your-
selves lookin' for that dog!” chuckled the
swell of St. Jim’s. “I twust you wiil find
-him. Ha, ha, ha!” 5

“Ha, ha, ha!” echoed Tom Merry and Man-
pers feebly.

“Pway let- me pass, deah boys!”

“Won't you wait till Blake comes?”

“Certainly not! Why should I wait till
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Blake comes? I'm going to see Weilly,”
said Arthur Augustus in - astonishment.
“Blake isn't comin’ heah, eithah.”

“Yes; Lowther's gone to fetch him,” stam-
mcred Tom DBerry.

“What on earth for, Tom Mewwy?”

“To—to look after you, you know.”

“Pway don't be an ass! If you don’t allow
me to pass, I shall push you!" said Arthur
Augustus, very much annoyed.

“Better mobt excite him,”
BManners.

And the two Sheli fellows stood aside, and
allowed the Fourth-Former to Ileave the
st“l‘n'udy. Very much alarmed, they followed

im.

Arthur Augustus made for Reilly’s study
in the Fourth-Torm passage. Reilly and
Kerruish were there when he looked in, slog-
ging away at their preparation, :

“Gettin’ on all wight, deah boys?’ asked
Arthur Augustus, entering the study, and
clearing his throat with a little cough, ready
for another ventriloguial effort.

“Yis,” said Reilly. “Don’t interrupt, you
gossoon !”

“@Gr-r-rr-rhr!”

“Don’t make that row here!” said Kerruish,
with a stare. “What do you mean by march-
ing into a fellow’s study and making a
horrible row like that?”

“@r-r-r-r-rhr!” v

“Sure, and it's off his dot he is!” said
Reilly.

“@r-r-r-r-rhr!”

“Howly smoke!”

“Why don’t you dwive that dog out fwom
undah the table, deah boys?” asked -Arthur
Augustus, with a grin of great enjoyment.

Reilly and Kerruish were on their feet now.
They scanned Arthur Augustus’ face to
ascertain whether he was speaking seriously.
If ne was pulling their leg, they were pre-
pared to ejeect him from the study on his
neck; but—-

‘ou weally ought to dwive that dog out,
deah boys. Gr-r-r-r-rhr!”

“He’s not rotting!” whispered Kerruish.
“He's mad—that’'s what he is! TI've -sus-
pected it before. I'm getting out of this!
He might go for us!”

“@r-r-r-r-rhrhrhr!”

whispered

Reilly and Kérruish rushed for the door.
“1t’s all wight; he won't bite you!” ex-
claimed Arthur Augustus. “Ha, ha, ha!”

“Howly smoke! Come on, before he gets
wild intirely!”

“My hat! We might
dered!” gasped Kerruish.
close to the poker, too!”

Arthur Augustus roared with laughter as
they fled from the study. He fancied that it
was the growl of the supposed dog that had
frightened them away.

“Bai Jove! It's workin' like a charm!” he
murmured. “I'll play twicks on all the
chaps befoah I let them into the secwet.
They'll nevah suspect that I am a ventwilo-
quist until T tell them! Ha, ha, ha!”

Kerruish peered cautiously into the study,
and, with his eyes fastened on D’Arcy in
dread, he reached around the door, and
jerked out the key.

Then the door was suddenly slammed, and
D’Arcy heard him thrusting in the key on
the outside.

“Bai Jove!
The wottahs!”

Arthur Augustus made a bound to the
door; but the handle was firmly held from
without, while Kerruish turned the key.
D'Arcy thumped on the upper panels.

“Open this door, you wottahs!”

“Safe!” gasped Reilly. “Safe, be jabers!
Now call Kildare!”

“Let me out, you bouadahs!”

“Yis, we'll let you out when we've got a
strait-waistcoat ready for yez!”

“Weally, Weilly——"

“He’ll wreck the study if he gets violent!”
panted Reilly. “But it's better to keep him
safe. He might turn homicidal; you neyer |
know with a lunatie!” =

“Thank goodness he's safel”
ners. And he cailed through th
“Keep quiet, Gussy, old man!”

«“1 wefuse to keep quizt! Let me out!

“Yes, yes, all in good time!” s
Merry. “Don’t get excited!” E

“Look here, I will own up, if
there isn't a dog heah at all!”

“Yes, yes, we know,” said Blake. “It's
only fancy. You'll get well in time, Gussy, old
man. Only keep guiet till we call Kildare!”

“You fwightful ass, I wefuse to keep
quiet ! : ;

Thump, thump, thump!

haye been mur-
“He was standing

They're goin’ to lock me in!
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THE THIRD CHAPTER,
‘The Secret Out!

ILDARE of the Sixth, the capbain of
8t. Jim’s, was chatting with Darrel
in his study, when the door was
thrown open without ceremony, and

five or six juniors rusbed in pell-mell,

The head of the Sixth stared at' them
angrily. He wasn't used to having his study
invaded in that unceremonious manner by
juniors of the Fourth and the Shell.

“You cheeky young sweeps!” he exclaimed
angrily. “What——"

“Kildare !”

“Quick !”

“Gussy’'s gone. mad!”

“Come quick!”

Kildare had picked up a cane, but he
dropped it again at those excited exclama-
tions.

The juniors were wildly excited, but they
were evidently in< earnest. The captain of
#t. Jim’s looked at them blankly.

“D’Arcy—mad!” he ejaculated.

“Yes. For goodness’ sake come!” panted
Blake. “We don’'t know what to ‘do with
him! He’s saying all sorts of extraordinary
things, and making noises like a dog, and
calling up chimneys. Do come!”

“Where is he?”

“We've got him locked up in Reilly's study
now—it was safest,” said Tom Merry. *“We
were afraid he might do somebody somc
harm. He’s frightfully excited now!”

“I think a violent fit is coming on now,”
said Monty Lowther. “He’s shricking
through the keyhole!”

Kildare was simply astounded; but it was
evidently his duly to go and see what was
the matter, and he hurried from the study
with the excited juniors. .

Darrel followed him. If Arthur Augustus
had really gone mad, he would require hoth
the prefects to deal with him, prcbably.

There was no doubt that D’Arcy was, as
Lowther had said, frightfully excited. There
was evidence of it as they came into the
Fourth Form passage.

Loud thumping sounded on the inner side
of Reilly's study door, and the voice of the
swell of St. Jim’s was audible at a great
distance,- shrieking through the keyhole.

“Let me out, you wottahs! I insist
bein' let out immediately! I shall tbwas
you all wound! You uttah wottahs, to play
a wotten twick like this! Open this beastiy
door !

“Unlock the doer,” said Kildare quietiy.

“But he's mad, Kildare!” said Reilly, in
alarm. “He might spring at you!”

“T'll chance it! Unlock the door at once!”

Reilly reluctantly turned the key. Kildare
threw the door open, and Arthur Aungustus
was revealed, crimson with exeitement and
rage.

He was about to rush through the doorway,
to take summary vengeance upon Reilly for
locking him in, but the stalwart form of the
captain of St. Jim’s blocked the way.

“Hold con!” said Kildare.

“Weally, Kildare, I am goin’ to thwash
those wottahs!”

“Stand back! Now, what’s all this about
your being mad?” demanded Kildare. “Are
you mad?”

“Mad?” repeated Arthur Augustus dazedly.

“Yes. What do you mean by it?”

“1 fail to gwasp your meanin’. I am cer-
tainly not mad. I wegard the question as an
insult!” 2

“He seems sane enough,” said Kildare. “I
suppose the young ass has heen pulling your
leg, that's all!”

“He's mad,” said Tom Merry, with con-
viction. “You should have secn him in my
study. He called up the chimney, and an-
swered himself. Then he said there was a
dog under the table.”

“He did!" chimed in Manners and Lowther

“Sure, he did the same thing to us, and
imitated the growling of a dog!” exclaimed
Reilly. “You heard him, Kerruish?”

“Yes, rather!”

“He seems to have a dog on the brain!”
said Blake. “ And he thought there was some-
body in the letter-hox!”

- “He’s as mad as a hatter!”

Quite off his dot!”

Just you watch him—he’ll bhegin growling
like a dog again soon,” said XKerruish
nervously. “Don't get too near him, Kildare.

L If he fancies that he's a dog, he may bite!”

“You uttah ass!”

Arthur Augustus made an ancry movement
towards Kerruish, and the Manx junior
promptly dodged back.

“Look out—he's going to bite!” he shrieked.

“Take care, Kildare!”

“Mind his teeth!”

“Gweat Scott!” gasped Arthur Augustus,
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overwhelmed with astonishment. “I weally
selieve you fellows have all gone pottay!”

“That’s it—lunatics always think other
people are mad,” said Lowther. “It's one of
the well-known signs!”

“You silly chump—"

“I think there’s some mistake!” said Kil-
dare, laughing. “D’Arcy will have to explain.
What have you been talking like an idiot for,
D’Arey? 1Is it your idea of a joke?”

“As a mattah of fact, I've been takin’
the fellows in——"

“Pretending to be mad?”

“Certainly not !’ said D’Arcy indignantly.

“Then what have you heen making queer
noises for, and talking out of the back of
your neck?” demanded Blake.

“1 wefuse to ecxplain{”

“I'll take him to the Housemaster,” said

" Kildare, “He certainly seems not quiée him-

self, whether he’s mad or not. He can’t have
heen doing all that for nothing.”

“Hold on!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus.
“1—I'd wathah not go to the Housemastah.
I'll explain if you like.”

“Buck up, then!”

“The fact is—7

Arthur Augustus paused impressively.

“Well?”

“The fact is, deah hoys, I am—-"

Another impressive pause.

““Mad ¥ said Blake.

“No, you ass; I wasn’t goin’ to say that!
The faet is, I am a ventriloguist!”

“A-a-a wha-a-at?”

All the juniers gasped out the word to-
gether. It was the very last explanation
they would have thought of.

‘The crowd of fellows in and around the
doorway stared at Arthur - Augustus dumb-
founded. Kildare and Darrel burst into 2

Joud laugh.

“1 am a ventwiloquist” said Arthur Augus-
tus Joftily, “I made my voice pwoceed
fwom up the chimney, and made a gwowl
like a dog pwoceed fwom undah the table.
Po you gcompwehend now, you duffahs?”

*“Ha, ha, hal?

A« yell of laughter rang through the pas-
sage and the study. The juniors seemed on
the poiht of convulsions.

Arthur Augustus was not mad, after all.
‘But that he should fancy that he was a
ventrilogunist, and that his volce had pro-
eceded from anywhere but his own mouth,
was still more astonishing.

“0Oh!” gasped Bilake.
bhat! So that’s it, is it?”

“¥aas, you duffah!”

“ A—a—a ventriloquist! Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Ha, ha, hal” shrieked the juniors.

“There is nothin’ to laugh at, exceptin’
{he way you fellows have been taken in—"
““Taken in! Ha, ha, ha!l”

“If you like to listen to me, Kildare, I will
give you a sample. Dawwel, old man, just
Jisten while I make my voice pwoceed fwom
the chimney——"

But Kildare and Darrel were staggering
away, convulsed. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
iooked round indignantly at the throng of
grinning faces.

“¥You uttah asses! I twust youw are not
wotten enough to be jealous of my powahs?”

“You idiot!” shrieked Blake. “Do you
think you were ventriloquising? You frab-
jous asy! It wag plain all the time that you
were making the row! Ch, my hat!”

“Wats!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors clung to the walls and to onc
another. .

The swell of St. Jim’s sniffed disdainfully,
and walked away with his noble nose high
in the air.

He left the juniors howling lke hyenas.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
¢ gweet Are the Uses of Advertisernent./?
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY wore a
very thoughtful expression the next
nmorning in the Form-room.

It was not his lessong that caused
the thoughtful expregsion — indeed, Mr.
Lathom, the master of the Fourth, found him
IS‘O inattentive that he rewarded him with ff
ines. . =

But Arthur Augustus gave no thought
the impot.

He "had a more important matter than
lessons and impositions to think about.

He breathed a sigh of relief when the
Fourth were dismissed.

“T’ve heen thinkin’, deah boys,” he remarked
to his chums, in the Porm-room passage, when
the Fourth came out.

“8o have 1,” said Biake.

“I've been think-
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ing that we’ll get some footer practice before They could see plainly enqugh that Monty
dinner. Come on, you fellows!” Lowther was inwardly planning some jape
“J was goin’ to say——" upon the swell of the Fourth, though they
“This way!” said Blake, unheeding; and he could not guess what it was.
walked off with Herries and Dighy. They walked off, and Lowther accompanied
Arthur Augustus spified, and joined the D’Arcy to Study No. 6.
Terrible Three, who had just come out with Arthur Augustus was feeling very pleased.
the rest of the Shell. Being left in the lurch, as it were, by his own
Tom Merry & Co. were also thinking of chums, it was very grateful and comforting to
foothall, hut they politely paused to hear find a Sheli fellow who took his aspirations
what Artuur Augustus had to say; but Tom seriously and was willing to lend a helping
Merry held up his hand in warning. hand.
“No more ventriloquism,” he said. “You “Let me see!” said D’Arcy, dipping a pen
gayve me a pain in my ribs last night. It in the ink. *“Something like this: * Wanted.—

“®#y only summer |

chap!”
“Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

practice, Gussy,” advised Manners.

“Wats!
said Arthur Augustus.
instwuctah to develop my gift, you know!”

' here,
Lowther gravely.

gettin’ a ventwiloguial pwofessah’s services?”

“Chuek it up, and come along to . footer

All T wequire is some pwactice,”
“1 want a weally good

“They ought to have it in the curriculum
instead of Latin or German,” said ments with some chap who was only spoofing,”

isn't good for the health to laugh too much. A pwofessional ventriloguist to iive instwue-
So keep off the ventriloquism, there’s 2 good tions. 2

State terms—A. A. D’Arcy, School
fiousg,ﬂst. Jim’s.” - That all wight, deah
)0y

“Better make it a bit plainer,” said
Lowther thoughtfully. *“Better put in ‘apply
personalty.’ ”

“But they could communicate with me by
lettah.”

“Yes; but then you might make arrange-

said Lowther. “Better have the man here

§ “Yaas, that would be a weally good ideah. and see him, and make him give you a sample
Pewwaps you chaps can suggest a way of of what he can do.”
ArthHur Augustus nodded assent.

GUSSY SURPRISES HIS CHUMS!

asked Arthur Augustus. “There are pwobably
a Jot of them wound about, if one could get
at them. It would be wathah expensive to
have one down fwom London !”

“Go hont”

“Y was thinkin’ of advertisin’ for a pwo-
fegsah,” said D’Arcy. “What do you think
of that ideah?”

“Sweet are the uses of advertisement!” said
Lowther: *Shakespeare says so, so it must
be true!”

“You ass! Shakespeare said, ‘Sweet are
the uses of adversary,” not advertisement!”

“Did he? . Well, of course, he was rather
behind the times,” gaid Lowther blandly.
“Shove the advertisement in the ‘ Rylcombe
Gazette,” or the ‘ Wayland Times,” Gussy,
and you'll have a whole host of answers.
You’ll have ventriloquial professors swarming
in on you as thick as the giddy leaves in
Vallambrosa !”

“You really think it’s a good ideah?” asked
Arthur Augustus, much comforted.

“It’s the only way,” said Lowther solemnly.
tell you what T'll do, Gussy. I've got
ver to Wayland after dinner about my
joofs—I’'m going over on my bike—and
like, T’ll take the advertisement to the
of the ‘ Wayland Times,” and ask them
it in the paper this week. The
* comes out to-morrow, you know!”
say, that’s awfully decent of you,
thah,” said 4drthur Augustus gratefully.
ot at all,” said Lowther. “I shall be
pieased. You fellows can go down to footer.
T'm going to help Gussy draw up his advertise-
ment.” S

Tom Merry and Manners grinned.

“Yaas, that's vewy thoughtful of you,
%,owthuh. I'll make ‘em apply personally,
hen.”

“And put in ‘Saturday afternoon,” 2s
that’s a half-holiday, and you'll have plenty
of time to attend to them,” said Lowther.

“Yaas, wathah! I ghall have to cut the
footah again, and that's wathah wotten, as
we are piayin’ the New House,” s

“Never mind. It will give the School House
a chance to win.”

“What!”

“I—I mean it will give the New House a
chance,” said Lowther hastily. *You ean't
set a matter of this impertance aside simply
to play football.”"

“Yaas, quite s8o. ‘ Apply personally on
Satahday attahnoon,” ” said Arthur Augustus,
“That's all wight, Lowthah.”

“Yes; write it out, and I'll take it over.”

“You're awi'ly good.”

“Oh, don’t mench!”

And Monty Lowther left the study with the
advertisement in his pocket. Arthur Augustus
called after him:

“What about payin’ for it, deah boy?”

* “Only about a bob or two; we'll settle that
afterwards,” said Lowther:

“Wight-ho!”

And Arthur Augustus procceded to practise
ventriloguism until dinner-time.

He was very pleased that Lowther was going
over to Wayland.

Tt wonld have taken up his own time, which
he preferred to devote to ventrilogquial
practice. . > 3

Had he known the thoughts that were in the

THE PENNY POPULAR.-—Ne. 3.
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mind of the humorist of the Shell, however,
it is probable that he would not have been
BO pleased.

Tom Merry and Manners looked inquiringly
at their chum when they met him at dinner.
But Lowther's face was inscrutable.

After dinner he went round to the bike-shed
and wheeled out his machine.

Arthur Augustus had gone to his study to
resume practice.

Tom and Manners walked down to the gates

with Lowther.. They were puzzled.
. “Look here, what’s the game?” demanded
Tom Merry, as they stopped at the gates.
#You haven't’ got to go over to Wayland to
see about your blessed boots Any time
would do for that. Why don‘t you come to
footer?”

Lowther shook his head. .

“I'm doing this to oblige Gussy,” he said.

“Oh, rats! What's the little game, you
duffer?” said Manners.

Monty Lowther grinned, and took D’Arcy’s
advertisement from his pocket. Tom Merry
and Manners read lt and grinned, too.

“The awful ass!” said Tom. “Are you
really going to put that in the ‘ Wayland
Times '3”

“With a slight alteration,” said Lowther,
taking out a pencxl and spmwlmg the paper
on his saddle. “You see, a lot of ventriloquial
professors would be a worry, and Gussy will
never learn, anyway. There are a lot more
useful things to lcarn than ventriloguism.
Don’t you think s0?”

“Ye-es; but—"

“Well, I'll give Gussy a chance to learn
*em,” said Lowther. And he proceeded to
make some. alterations in the advertisement.
When he had finished, the Terrible Three read
it over, with shrieks of laughter, For the
advertisement now ran:

“Wanted.—Professional instruction in Piano,
Violin, Cornet, and Yoice Production. Also
. in the fellowing languuges—Greek, Hebrew,

Sangkrit, and Chinese.—Apply personally to |

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, School House, St.
Jim’s, on Saturday afternoon.”

“That will give Gussy a chance at improv ing
his education that anybody might envy,” said
Lowther. “He will learn Chinese quite as
eagily as venbnloqmsm.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Tom Merry. “But—
but he'll think they're ventriloquial professors
when they arrive.”

“Yes; that's where the joke comes in,” said
Lowther seremely. “Probably they will get
ratty with him. I think I'd better put in
‘expensges paid.” It’s not fair ti'e\ should
hav;e‘)to pay their own Lu‘es here for nothing,
is i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It will be worth watching, if some old
johnnie starts teaching Gussy Hebrew or
Chinese, when he thinks he’s going to learn
vewrtriloguism, Those languages will come in
useful if he ever goes to Palestine or China,
you know, if he learns them accidentally.”

“Ha; ha, ha!” i

“Well, I must be off,” said Lowther. “I'm
aoi‘ng to pay for this advertisement myself, as
I've altered it. Gussy mightn't approve of
the alteration, though it is realb an improve-
ment and somebhm" to his advantage. I'm
quite anxious for Saturday afternoon. I
think I shall have to miss the footer myself.
Ta-ta!”

And Monty Lowther jumped on his machine
and pedalled gway, leaving Tom Merry and
Manners shouting with faughter.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy's interviews with
his visitors on Saturday afternoon promised to
be very entertaining.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape!

6 EWWOOOGH!”
q That weird sound was proceeding

from Study No. 6 in the Fourth
Form
afternoon.
Toby, the school page, was showing a long-
haired stranger up. The latter was a violin
professor, who had called in answer to
D’Arcy’s advertisement.
“Is someone ill here, my lad?"” he
Toby, g
“No, sir,” said Toby, with a grin. He
would have been alarmed himself, but he had
heard of Arthur Augustus’ latest. “It's all
mgH: sir—only Master D’Arcy. . This way,
sir.”
TuE PENNY POPULAR.—NO, 8

passage on Saturday

asked
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Toby threw open the study-door, and pre-
sented the card to the swell of St. Jim's.

Arthur Augustus turned hastily from the
looking-glass, and took the card.

“Genelman to see you, sirl” said Toby.

“Pway show the gentleman in, Tobay.”

Toby showed the gentleman in, and de-
parted.

Arthur Augustus glanced at the card, which
bore the name, "Ethelbert Toppmoppe and,
in smaller tvpr “Piano Violin, Violoncellp.”

Then he glanced at the visitor. He could
not help thinking it curious that a professor
of the piano, violin, and violoncello, should
also be a professor of the very separate
and distinet art of ventriloquism.

The professor had brought his violin with
him, too, and D’Arcy did not quite see what
use it was to be in ventriloquial instruction.
Fortunately, he had left his violoncello and
piano at home.

“Good-aftahnoon !” said D'Arey graciously.
“Pway take a seat, my deah sir.”

Mr. Ethelbert Toppmoppe took a seat.

“You have, I undahstand, called in wefer-
ence to my advertisement in the * Wayland
Times '?” Arthur Augustus pursued.

“Quite so, Mr. D'Arcy. I really think I
shall bhe able to meet your requirements,”

said Mr., Toppmoppe. “You require instruc-
tion from a master in-the art?”
“ Exactly.”

“And the—ahem!

“Of course, I leave that
Arthur Augustus modestly. “I weaily don't
know about that. You see, I have no know-
ledge of the mattah.”

Mr. Toppmoppe’s eyes gleamed. This was
the kind of pupil he was looking for. He
made some sort of a living teaching violin,
piano, and 'cello to persons in Wayland and
the district, but he had generally found them
rather particular on the subject of terms—
goot particular on that important point, in
act.

“You have had no lessons hitherto?” he
inquired. -

“Well, yaas; a few fwom an amateur chap,”
said Arthur Augustus.  “I gave him half a
guinea a time. But I was not weally satis-
fied.”

Mr. Toppmoppe was accustomed to give
lessons at two shillings a time, and his eyes
opened a little. But he tried to look in-
different.

“I should bc willing to give you instruc-
tion on the same terms he said negligently.
“How many lessons would you need? 1
shft)!uld recommend one every day to begin
with.”

“Ahem! T don’t think the cash would wun
to that,” said D’Arcy confidingly. “Pew-
waps if I had one evewy day “for a week
or so, one a week aftah that would do.”
'd‘ Certainly. That is a really oxcellent
idea.”

“Then it's a go, Mr. Toppmoppe. Pewwaps
you could give me the first lesson now,” said
Arthur Augustus. “I am quite fwee this
aftahnoon—if you are.”

“With pleasure!” said Mr. Toppmoppe.
“Let me see—is it piano you are studying?”

D’Arcy opened his eyes.

“Piano? - Not

“Violoncello, then?”

“Certainly not !”

“Very well. If it bad been, of course we

to youw,” said

should have required those instruments,” Mr.
Toppmoppe explained p!feasantly.
“Yaas, 1 suppose s0,” stammered Arthur

Au«uctua, wondering w lxgtner his visitor was
wandering in his mind. “But, undah the
cires—-"

“Very well; we can proceed,”
Toppmoppe, opening his violin-case.
brought my instrument with me.”

Arthur Augustus looked at the violin, and
looked at Mr. Toppmoppe.

“Will you wequire a violin to give me in-
stwuection?” he asked.

Mr. Toppmoppe smiled.

“I could scarcely do it without a violin,
Mr. D’Arey,” he said.

“Bai Jove, I should nevah have thought
it! Bub I suppose you know, @s yo
pwofessah of the art.” E

“Naturally. Have you a ¥vio
own? My instrument is a little L
you to handle.”

“There’s Blake's violin—I
if it is necessary. But—but I had
that a violin would be necessawy

Mr. Toppmoppe looked hard at

He remembered the queer noise he h:
heard as hc approached the study, and he
wondered whether hig pupil was quite right
in his mind.

“I hardly see how a lesson could be given
without a violin,” said Mr. Toppmoppe grxly

said Mr.
“I have

-excited ;

Friday.

“Oh, vewy well. I suppose you know.”

DArcy, in a state of great wonder, took
Blake's violin-case and opened it, and pro-
duced the irstrument.

. “Ah! T see you know how fo hold the
instrument,” said Mr. Toppmoppe. *“That is
something. Now I shall show you how to
place thc fingers——"

“Yaas.”

“Take the bo w—80——"

“Ya-a-a-as.’

. “Now watech me, and produce the scale
in the same way,” said the long-haired
young gentleman; and he started.
“B-b-but—" stammered -Arthur Augustus.
“I am willin’, of course, to do exactlv as
you say, but—but how am I to learn fwom
that?”
. "I do not see how you are to learn without
it,” said Mr. Toppmoppe, puzzled.

“I—I had an ideah that the first instwuc-
tion would be in thwowin’ the voice.”

Mr. Toppmoppe started.

“In what?” he said faintly.

“Thwowin’ the voice, sir! what I
want to do most of all. Also in imitatin’
the gwowl of a dog, and makin’ the sound
appeah as if it comes fwom somewhah else.”

Mr. Toppmoppe looked at him steadily.
There was no doubt about it—he had to do
with a boy who was not in his right mind.

Arthur Augustus looked worried and a little
he felt that there was a misunder-
standing somewhere, though he could. not
guess where.

That's

“Suppose I show you what I can do
alweady?” he suggested.

“Yes,” gasped Mr. Toppmoppe, backing
towards the door. “Please do!”

“Gw-r-r-r-rth!”

“Qh!”

“Gw-r-r-r-r-th ”

Mr. Toppmoppe, keeping his eyes fixed on
the growling junior, hastily plaf*ed his violin
in its case, snapped it shut, and backed to
the door, feelmﬂ behind him for the handle.

He did not dare to take his eyes off Arthur
Augustus, in case the lunatic shou!d spring.
He was only thinking about gettin safely
out of the study now.

“Did that g\\owl seem to you to come fwom
under the table?” asked D’Arey.

“Onl “Vest Not Yesl'

“Now I will call up the chimney,”
D'Arcy.

“Eh?’

“I will shout up the chimney, and weceive

said

an answah, and -you can tell .me your
npmlon, Mr Toppmoppe
“I—I—I—" Mr. Toppmoppe’s hand Wwas

on the handle of the door now, and he was
turning it cautiously, hoping to get the door
open without the lunatic noticing what he
was doing.

If he had to fight for his life, he h'\d only
his violin as a weapon.

With great relief he saw D’Arey turn his
back to call up the chimney.

“Are you thah?”- D’ Arcy called, and imme-
diately replied: “Yaas!”

Then he turned round for Mr.
moppe’s opinion, To his amazement he saw
the study door wide open, and heard ths
violinist’s footsteps retreating quickly down
the passage.

He ran to the door and looked out.

Topp-

“] say!” he shouted. “Where are you
going? What the dickens—”"

Mr. Toppmoppe did not reply. He was
making for the stairs.  Arthur Augustus

scudded down the passage after him.

Mr. Toppmoppe heard him coming, and
fairly ran. He reached the first landing;
but D’Arcy, determined to have an explana-
tion of his extraordinary conduct, slid down
the banisters, and so overtook him.

“Now, then, weally—" he began. “Bai
Jove!”
The excited Mr. Toppmoppe raised his

violin-case desperately.

“Stand back!”- he quavered. “If—if you
come nearer I will strike you down! XKeep
your distance! Keep off! Help!”

Arthur Augustus staggered back in amaze-

ent.
“Mad bai Jove!”
es; I-I know youre mad! Keep off!”
ed Mr. -Toppmoppe. And he darted
lower stairs, and fled, before Arthur
stus could recover from hn amazement.
‘He ran through the grinning juniors on

| the lower stairs, and did not pause tiil he

was safe out in the quadrangle. There he
paused to mop his fevered brow.
“Good heavens!” he murmured; “What

a narrow escape! The advertisement was
really very strange—violin, Sanskrit, golf,
and such things all together; I might have
sus;l)!ectcd it was the work of a lunatic. But
really—"



oorway of. D’Arcy’s face in the
way to the gawchocl House, and hurried
“Sure, the pro
Gussy darling!” Reilgr hasn’t stayed long,

A(r)igzur Augustus gamarkcd.

& wats 1 said. < 2
Tm jolly glad hﬁee'saféne_ he man is mad;
D’Arcy waited until he hy

breath.  Then he turned op jecovered his
returned to Study No. 6. 2 heel, “and
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THE SIXTH CH
Still They Come.
FAT little gentleman, with .
hat and a white beard, made
appearance a few minufes later.
Lowther, who had just arrived on

with muech politeness.

“You wish to see D’Arcy, sir?”

“Eh?” The old gentleman put his hand
- to his ear and bent his head. “TI am a little

deaf. Pray speak louder.”

“You want to see D’Arcy?” bawled
Lowther.

“Yes, yes. I am Professor Krammer—pro-
fessor of lauguages,” the old gentleman ex-
plained. “I have called in reference to an
advertisement.”

“This way!” said Lowther.

“To-day? Yes, I think it was to-day the
advertisement said,” replied Professor Kram-
mer. “Yes, eertainly it was to-day)”

“Will you follow me?”

“No, I have not had tea,” -said Professor
Krammer, ‘again misunderstanding. “How-
i ever, that is of no importance. Is Master

? D'Arcy here?”
“T'll take you to him, sir!’ shrieked
Lowther: :
“Oh, yes! Quite go! Thank you!” said

the old gentleman, blinking benevolently
ilxé?ugh his spectacles. “Thank you, my
ad
_Monty_Lowther led him into the Sehool
“House « >-2 to Study No. 6

Arthur Auguitds D’Arcy jumped up to
receive his visitor. -

Lowther showed him into the study, and
vanished.

“Pwofessah
. Augustus.

Kwammah!” said Arthur
“Glad te see you, pwofessah!
Will you take a seat?” 1
“ Professor Krammer sat down, with a bene-
volent smile.

“I have called in reference to the adver-
; tisement in the ‘Wayland Times,”” he ex-

plained. “You are—ahem!—rather young
to be taking up so serious a study.”

“I twust I shall be able to learn, all the
same, Sir.”

“I twust T shall be able to learn!” yelled

‘ D’Arcy,
“0Oh, yes; decidedly! The earlier the
better, really, for such a difiieult study,”
said Professor Krammer. “Of course, it will
be many years before you are proficient. I
will not conceal that from you.”
“Bal Joye!”
“What languages do you study here, in the
ordinary curriculum?”
< “Languages?”
“Yes. French, I suppose; and German and
Lat‘i(n, of course?”
“Yaa

“But not Greek?” :

“They used to have Gweek,” said Arthur
Augustus. “But it was dwopped for Ger-
man. It’s an extwa now for those who want
it. I don't. But what has that to do—"

“You say you study Greek?”

“No; I say I do not!”

“Ah! And you have no grounding in the
language?”

D’Arey shook his head. He found that an
casier way of saying no than with his voice
to the deaf old gentleman.

“And in Sanskrit, Hebrew, and Chinese—
nothing as yet, I suppose?”

“Bai Jove! No!”

“Very well. Everything must have =
beginning,” said the professor benevols
“T must say it is very meritorious inde
a young gentleman of your year
to take up such difficult studies. sﬁ\,.
make a suggestion, I should recomnic..

at first.”
“Gweek 1”7
- “Yes; you will find that the easiest of the
our.”
Arthur Augustus stared at him blankly.
“But I don’t want to study Gweek}” he
gasped.

“This week? Certainly; to-day, if you

the scene, approached him, raising his cap |
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like !” said the professor, who apparently was
a little deaf. “In fact, I am quite prepared
to give you your flrst lesson now.”

There was the sound of a chuckle from the
passage. The professor did not hear it, but
Arthur Augustus did, and he guessed that
Tom Merry & Co. were there, listening to
that peculiar interview with enjoyment.

Arthur Augustus was not enjoying it.

“You have some books, I suppose?” atked
the professor, drawing his chair up to the
table.

“I have no hooks on ventwiloquism,” said
D’Arcy.

“Eh%” :

“I haven’t any books about it.” :
“Ah, then, you must obtain some,” said the
professor. “However, we can commence

“thout books
o0od!” said Arthur Augustus, much
eling that they were getting to
t. “I suppose the first lesson
¥’ the voice?”

We shall study both
ive voice, of course.

the active and the
But that will come la
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“Chora—land. Xwpa—hee chora,” saild the.
professor, pronouncing it for D’Arcy’s bene-
fit. “Hee chora—the land! You see?”

“B-b-but—-"

“Phat is a feminine noun, nominative case, .
singular number, and therefore it takes the
article—

“Yaas, but—but I'm not studyin’ Gweek!”
groaned Arthur Augustus. “What has that
got to do with vertriloquism? Bai Jove,
you're worse than the othah chap!”

“Eh?”

“I1 weally do not undahstand.”

“You will understand me in time,” said
the professor. “It is naturally a little diffi-
cult at first, owing to the difference in-the
alphabet. But in a short time you will find
yourself able to make the Greek letters as
easily as the Roman, and to read them as
easily. It is merely a question of custom.
When you get to the Chinese you will find .
your difficulties” begin.”

“Chinese! Gweat Scott!”

“But we are doing Greek at present. I
will send you a list of books you had better
obtain o

“I should have thougi

> > : voice:
active all the time, sir.”

was

“Books on ventwilogquism?”
“Eh?*

“IS GUSSY OUT

OF HiS SENSES?”

“Eh?

“lsn’t the voice always active?” shrieked
D’Arcy.

“My dear boy, of course mot! It is the
same ag in Latin—indeed, in any language—
there is always an active and a passive voice,”
said the professor. “For instance, luo—I
loose—that is active.”

“Oh, crwumbs! Blest if he isn’t teachin’
me Gweek!” muttered Arthur Augustus. “I
suppose ventwiloquists are all mad. That is
the only explanation. It’s uttahly imposs
that it should be necessawy to learn Gweek
in ordah to be a ventwiloquist. I say "—he
shouted again—"“is that weally necessawy,
pwofessah ?”

“Not now—not now,” said the professor
soothingly, “We shall come to the verbs
later on. We must begin at the beginning,
of course. Are you acquainted with the

heginning with only one of them—say, Greekpw. &

Greek alphabet?” =
-eek alphabet! My deah sir, I
lettahs,” said Arthur Augustus.

know more than that, and I forget
them. But is it necessawy——"
~good. We will commence with the

. artiele,” said the professor. “There

are~thirty forms of the definite article in

Greek; but that is not so difficult as it

sounds, as many of them are merely repeti-

tions of the others. We will take a simple
noun of the first declension for a beginning

“But » 5
“Xwpa "—the professor wrote

it down.

“Are you goin’ to send me a list of books
on ventwiloquism?” shrieked D’Arcy.

“Certainly mnot! What do you mean?
What has ventriloquism to do with learning
Greek?” the professor exclaimed in astonish-
ment.

“What I want to know is what has learnin’
Gweek to do with ventwilogquism?” groaned
the unfortunate student. “I don’t know
wh‘at })rgu‘re dwiving at. Will you explain?”

“I should like you to explain -what you
mean.” -

“Certainly, certainly! Now, for your first
exercise, until you obtain your books, we will
take the noun ° chora,” and decline it.”

“1 shall certainly decline it! I shall decline
the whole bizney!” howled Arthur Agustns

D’Arcy. “I decline to have anythin’ to do
with it! I weally think you must be off
yquilzockah!”

“EL

“You must have come to the w'ong place.
1 wasn’t advertisin’ for a teachah of beastly
Gweek. I haven’t the faintest ideah what you
have come heah for, unless you have escaped "
fwom a lunatic asylum!” Arthur Augustus
exclaimed, utterly exasperated, and rising to
his feet. “I wefuse to listen to any more
of this on any terms!”

“Terms!” exclaimed the professor, catch-
ing only the last word. “Dear me! I quite
forgot to mention about terms. Shall we gay

half-a-guinea a lesson?” <
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“But I tell you,” gasped D’Arc
you I don't want to learn (v&v,-

y—<1 tell '(‘bn\ wanf to teach me xentm.oguhm with |  %¥es: hut—?
There 8§ violins and Gweek exaliciges!” &1s Master 1’ AtTeys herei y.e brougnv

no need for you to stay now.” - “Ha, ha,hal? sentleman with the ‘cello . 1 had to bring
“Certainly. I have no objection to your “There's a chap emssuw the quad with & iastrument with m am,cmgm stated tha
. paying now—in fact, I generally receive my | book under his arm!" yelled Manners. “Liitin-a cah. The ag
fees in: advance,” saxd the deaf gentleman.| can’t see whether it's Hebrew or Sanskeit!” expetises would be jywm and wait a bi
“Jf you prefer, you can pay for each lesson > And here comes a chap with g .cornet!” % Yes, yes. !‘?;ha)k ng. And he —Iailr 3
* geparately, or for a whole term in admm“ said Monty Lowther. : Blake, almos#u O,, ‘n*iemsn with the ‘celt
I Jeave that entirely to you, Master D'Arcy. Arthur Augustus sank down in a chair-and | “shooed » d"' ‘Emﬁrvml groaned g
- T wish yon would leave my study to me.” | gasped. “ Don't eme 1y cagnob stand. By e
“Yes, undoubtedly it* will "be 'a valuable| ~As the afternoon wore on, niore and more -‘*“guﬂ“w‘, 1 fmy bain wiil gurn >
shldy for you,” agreed the professor. answers were coming to the advertisement. of zfe el :
S0h; cwumb", 1 didn't Say anythin’ of the | In the Lower Hall there were now six w' }Bﬁe anybhin' whateyah to i

sor gentlemen waiting to see Augustus D’Arey, in

“Yery well, if you wish to pay—half-a-" various degrees of shabbiness, with vielinZ at.

,I.iﬁf; to\re all ‘'mad—mad as hattabs &
+ aares welded togethal, bai Jovel

ri‘:;]q{:;;a ygtm se!l But we bave not finished the fgl(}"u:xso‘ﬁncouo, and. golf-clubs, s#nd big 1“1;1‘% dangewous t0. have a”’ these feahfiuis
A“w}? you go away?" shrieked  Arthur mtégtlmr Atxugu@‘us was in a very-peculiar, ‘%ril%:gﬁ;gié‘ﬁz&(ﬁ)ﬁ,rwﬁ in ddnaer i
ugustus. dicamen 't 13
The professor heard that, and he rose to *T can't stand any more of it!” hes °"ﬂ,i, dt}f}ch "tlef{“;gé‘c}m 'l do, Gussy!”
Bis feet in astonishment and indignation. He | “That old chap neahly turned my ’Z‘érd%&e\:m gasped. LIt get rid of the giddy crowd o
glared at the junior .over his spectacles. | I won't see them! They can o them if youwll give up ventriloguism. Other-

“I fail to understand you. Am I to| themselyes®

* understand that you do not requre these |~ “But you must velled Tom | wise, T'll bring the whole gang in here on you

er: to jour at Once

5 Y Merry, a3
. leis%ns, Mastggr }P' fh‘cy? Metry. 3 ﬂw@&ﬁ Xpenses, any- weauv, Blake——2
= sTla;e:x ‘:gu ahaye ’brounhi, me here for o« £he-opportunity and iearn = sita t(’ ~§em;mdeutgifw.
> ! 4 1
nothmg, and wastedimy time?” ello, ~the piano, th cor}mt Lm» M\ na Was

the beastly thing, anyway!”
Sierane Augu‘tuc <T am convinced that ail ventw
a | dottay ! Pway dwive »hem quists are oft their gidday wockahs, aftah i
Gne them “their expenses—give them | 1t must have solue peculiah ei‘ec‘c ‘upon:
1 afythin' they N\ for—only don't let: them | bwain, I suppose. It'sa go! Only get wldo
~mm, this studay!" gasped Arthur Augustus. them» deah hoy.”
S&Tt's.imposs for me to dul with that cwowd. |- %Ha, ha, ha!” =
“But_ you will' not be allowed fo- JDwive them away > 4“7"”6 il save wyoul cgiicklefi
_omy valuable time like this, youbg .geutle~ =1 [\\ell !a:l 3y gh;(l);}r:tan%?
“nan!” thundered the indignaut prof SO e ; THE SEVENTH CHA TER. = {=them, and :

the study to compensate.”
ehall agcept pap ~ Saved | l‘“ Yaas, Vid.b.]dh' Anythin’ you like!”

W IV}a them away, deaﬁ qu: 1 «Prust to us!’ said Monty Lowther nobiy.
The juniors shirieked with laughs | « We'll rescue you, Gussy. ‘Quite sure, though, 7
ummmm' the >

“You've heen wastin’ my time, I think, mﬂ(n{, and Greek!

said the _exasperated swell of St J-Zm s,
id- G k! ¢

groaned &rthur
1

give you an
< “Thank goodness!”

Tom - Merry.
the exesfor
big feed in-

o

o1

_fer. But it was no laughing matter | you “ou;dn t like to mierﬂe\\ P
to Arthur Augustus D’ Aru The | lunatic with the cello” :
unfortunate swell of St. Jim's felt as fhough ¢ Yaas, yaasty

- Ha ha, ha!™ - his brain_was in a whirl < Or the maniac with the goli-clut
.f‘Tthe Vent\"lloqmal _pofessahs 1" gasped fThe Greek professor had worn him out, as] < Yaas, yaas!" shrieked D'Arcy
_»D;‘\{c) = a & t (o it were. He had not nerve enough to face the them away !’
= ,{Mes' ag one's ° A.Catne rest of his callers,  And they were increasing | “Ha, ha, hg !
-l T ts of poli-{ @ numbers. ~ Blake, nearly choking
“And 0 have sets of gOl-} "4 giance from the study window showed | door shut, Then th

anothn lonn haired and shabby gentle-4 dom}stmra»fo i}e
“mat crossing the quadrangle with a vIoim c s€

s Leantz for the post instructing A
under his arm. Augustus D! Arey’in so many varied ‘\r,ﬁs
~Arthur Augustus fairly Lolhpscd mto the The crowd of seedy gentleme recei\zed t!‘
<tudy “armehair, and groaned in anguish of unsatisfactory explanation
1 spirit. e did not require theif servie
“«They must he pottay!”-he gasped. “How | there was a .general indigna
can you teach ventriloquism with a beastly | penses, and” when_ it was- ad

- S & man fmnmry across the quad
'w:th a cello"v’ ‘yeﬁed Reilly up the stalrs

7 mad as

inea I said the ¥
yiolin 2" claim for expenses would be met,
. U 1 85 Y ?;1 hmtxd gnﬁ th;}f:  <Hu, ha, ha !> markable how expensive a thing it
2l ’ipg ogﬂse 02 Jour te‘ raor lmai) “Qr ‘with Gweek exahcises and things, and | be for a seedy gentleman to walk
> tgm‘"' hall go at once to your head-f celios and—an—— Bai Jove, one of them will | Wayland to St. Jim's
_mpr. G frie i = ‘be bwingin' along a gwand piane nextl" However, terms were arranged at i
> “B?xt ‘;yéan ‘Ef,’; ow. well* Jm old}- Ha, ha, ha !” . | the visitors departed with their var
“johnnie h: ¥ s ¥ tyk it b e A cbap with a tornet iz comm:- upstalra'“ struments, Arthur Augustus watchi
johnnie has made a mistake, bub he s an Jigyckied Blake. : go from his study window.

old .chap, and h
wants it.” said
gensmusly h

an have ten-and-six if he ek hlm out !’ g 3
ﬂ;!l}: &‘;}:@B’m& . “And dhe Butp - : - Arthur Augmms DArcy did not become, a-
Sixpence. T o daie ﬁo;/er%;;ln an! | «'Master D'Arcy here?” said’ the seedy | ventriloquist.
<<<<< beepenc - istak b (o ", = ere has{ gontleman with the cornet, looking in surprise He was quite fed up on that subject. :
n a mistake. 1'm. sowwy! at the almost hysterical juniors gathered| * For soms considerable time he remame(
The professor snorted, pocketed the coins, | round the doorway of Study No. 6. “I've | firmly convinced that ventriloquism - had®
and marched out of the study. Toby put his{ called in answer to an advermement in” the | deleterious effect upon the brain.

* head in at the door, 5 ¢ Wayland Times. » He received sudden entightenment, however, -
Four gentlemen to sec  you, Master “«Don't let him come in!” when & copy of the famous advertisement in
D’Arcy,” he sniggered. “ What’s thab?" ejaculated tbe cornet-} the & Way and 'ﬂmen » came before his eyes
“D-d-don't let tliem come up!” stuttered | player. one day, -

DAWV feeling ag if his head was turnmv “ Ahem! M‘\ster D’Arey is seeing a good Then he \mderstood His mdwnatxon waz
round. “T can't stand any more. of it! I} many callers this afternoon ' gasped Lowther, { great, but_it- only evoked chuckles in- the

weally can’t! Dwive them away! “ Just wait downstairs a bit, will you?” School House.. =
“Ha, ha, hal” . “My time’s valuable,” Fortunately, by that time Arthur Anvg tm
Jack' Blake and Tom Merry came hurvying |© ¢ Yes, yes!. But wait a bit.' was very keen ahout: foothall, and he couﬁd d
along to the study. The genﬂem with the cornet discon-{ to Blake, ou reflection, that, upon the

. “detling your visitors, Gussy?" inquired | tentedly retre: tter stuckt

downstairs. He was met on | he'd decided that he'd
Blake, lotﬁ(mg into the studv Hallo, what's § the stairs by

e'q ally seedy individual with | and let ventwilogquism :

wrong?. You don’t look happy 7 a cello. And so Study No. 6 wi
~Art UP Augustus groaned. “I've called in answer to an advertisement § with the. aveird and -wonderful
“I'm fed-up! T—I think I shall chuck up | -—* = D’Arey, the ventriloquist,
ventwiloquism!”  he panted. = “They're  all “ \'ec ve-.!‘ - Tt
mad—mad as March hattahs—TEamean, hares!! “In the * Wayland Times.’ g THE END,

Next Friday:’s Splendid,
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