





















































































































































room, if we don’t make too much row and
bring in the prefects.”

“I’ve got a ball,” said John Bull.

“Good egg !”

Bull brought down a footer, and the
juniors closed the door of the Common-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
1in numbers, like the old-fashioned sides at
Rugby. It was the fun the juniors were
after, not scientific football.

The game was soon going strong.

The fireplace was

one goal, and the
window at the oppo-
site end of the

The juniors crowded round Bunter.

Harry Wharton was the first. He rai_aed
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 walnscot as

he fell.
The Owl of the Remove lay quite still.
“My hat I” said Nugent in dismay. “He's
hurt |”

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

Common-room +w a s

the other; and goals
were frequently
kicked, with disas-

trous results to the
diamond panes of

the window. But
as breakages were
always charged to

the juniors respon-
sible for them, that
was not a sgerious
matter. It meant
items on bills, but
not lickings.

The

: game  was
getting fast and
furious when the

door of the Common-
room opened.

Billy Bunter

entered.
The fat junior

stood and blinked in surprise at the scene
of 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 IFish, for whom the ball
was intended, missed it by yards. The ball
had bounced high, and before Bunter under-
stood what the yell meant it had struck him
on the chin with a violent shock.

The fat junior staggered back and fell.
“Stop play!” shouted Wharton.

=

The ball had bounced high,
it had struck him on the chin with a violent shock. (See Chapter 19.)

and before Bunter understood what the yell meant

“Oh, 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 new shock might
do to him.
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~ “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 was only
a tap, too. It wouldn’t have sent anybody
else off. Poor old Bunter |"

“The poorfulness of the old Bunter ix
terrific.”

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

“Right you are!”

Three juniors took up 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 Harry Wharton’s study.

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

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

The juniors crowded out 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 |”

“The thankfulness is terrific.”

Bunter blinked at the chums of the
Remove. He did not gcem to be able to make
out where he was, or what had happened
to him.

“I—1I 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—— It was your fault!”

£d P:h ?I‘?

“It was all your fault. I suppozs there
wasn’t any water in the bath |”

“The—the bath 7”
“Yes,” said Bunter

peevishly.  “I
(

shouldn’t have come such a cropper if there
had been any water there, I suppose. 1
should have seen it was empty 1if you rotters
hadn’t been chasing after me.”

The juniors stared blankly at Billy Bun-
ter. Had he lost his memory again, or Was
he mad—or what?

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER
Alonzo Was Right !

HARRY WuARTON was silent for a full
minute, looking steadfastly at the fat
junior. He was too surprised for WOI‘dS_-
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.

Billy 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 arel” I .-

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 be hurt by bumping your head on
the floor of a bath 7’ demanded Billy Bunter.

“But—but——"
“]—I say, how did I come to have these

clothes on 7’ exclaimed Bunter, looking down
at his fat person in astonishment. “1 was
in my swimming things when I dived 1nto
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, T should think.”

The juniors exchanged glances,
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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;
there had been an element of truth, after
all, in the seemingly absurd theory which
Alonzo Todd had extracted from his scien-
tific book. TFor not only had Bunter
recovered his memory, but all that had hap-
pened since the accident in the swimming-
bath was a blank to him.

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.
But that there must be some explanation
was evident, for Bunter was beginning to
look alarmed.

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

“Yes,” said Wharton.

“What did you dress me for %”

“You see 2

“Why didn’t you get a doctor 9”

“You see—"’

“Nice chaps you are to look after a chap,
I must say |” snorted Bunter, in quite his old
manner. “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.
It 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

[ been lying here?” demanded Bunter, with
a vague uneasiness in his manner,
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by myself.
memory by a second shock similar to the

“Only a few minutes,” said Wharton.

“Ohl It seems longer somehow,” said
Bunter. “Some duffer has put that calen-
dar on to Thursday. It’s Wednesday.”

He was blinking at the little movable
cardboard calendar on the mantelpiece, just
in front of him. Wharton glanced at 1t.

“It is Thursday,” he said.
Bunter snorted.

“What’s the good of talking rot like
that?” he demanded. “Do you think I
don’t know which day of the week it is1”

Wharton coloured.

“It’s Thursday, Billy,” he said, as gently
as he could. “You’ve been ill!”

“Ill? repeated Bunter.

“Yes. After that biff in the swimming-

bath, you lost your memory.”
Bunter stared at him.
“Lost my memory 1”
”YEE.”
“What rot!”

‘““Look here, Bunter 4

“I know jolly well I never lost my
memory,” said Bunter peevishly . “You’re
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 been going about

the school knowing mnothing of what
happened before that bump in the bath.”
Billy Bunter looked incredulous.

“Oh, draw it mild |” he exclaimed.

“It’s true, Bunter,” said Alonzo Todd,
coming forward. “I assure you, my dear
Bunter, that the account Wharton has im-
parted to you is correct in every particular.
Wharton is incapable of departing from the

straight path of strict veracity, my dear

Bunter [”
“Oh, cheese i1t !”
“Abem! What has happened, my dear

Bunter, has carried out a suggestion made
It was my plan to restore your

first—and my i1dea was to drop you head
first into the swimming-bath when there was
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no water in it, of course.

1

By this means

“You—you heast |” gasped the Owl of the
Remove.

“My dear Bunter A

“You dangerous lunatic !”

“Ahem | My plan has been carried out by
chance. The football biffed you in the
Common-room—h’m |—I mean it smote your
chin with a concussion of considerable
violence, and you were hurled to the floor,
your head coming into contact with the
walnscot——-"

“Look here——"

“This second shock has apparently
restored you, and it bears out the scientific
theory elaborated in the volume of Dr.
Softes, entitled ¢ Amazing Recoveries of
Patients Attended by Myself.” ”

“Oh, buzz off, Toddy |” said Harry Whar-
ton. “Cheese it! You don’t want to make
Bunter ill again, you know. I heard of a
man once who was talked to death.”

“My dear Wharton y

Alonzo was gently pushed into the passage.
The news had passed round by this time that
Billy Bunter had recovered, and fellows were
crowding from far and near to see him.
Among the rest came Sammy Bunter, of the
Second Form.

Sammy was grinning. He did not believe
that his major had lost his memory at all,
and so he naturzally did not believe that he
had recovered. He squeezed into the study
as Billy Bunter was fastening his collar.
Billy Bunter blinked at him with a far from
affectionate gaze.

“So you’ve come round,” said Sammy.

“Yes,” growled Billy.

“Did they find you out?”

{1 Eh ?H

“Did you chaps bowl him out?” asked

Sammy. “Of course, I knew that it was
gammon all along. I told you so, didn’t
I?H

“You did,” said Harry Wharton. “But

it wasn’t gammon—it was genuine, and
Billy has recovered. You ought to be glad,
you young rascal !”

“Oh, I wasn’t taken in, you see. I know
Billy has been living like a fighting-cock
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Greyfriars Frivolities

- —

TOBOGGANING!

Tm—: snow lies deep upon the hills,
And crowns the country hedges ;
Bidding us taste the thrills and spills
Of sliding in our sledges.
So off we set, a cheery band,
And “ Inky,” moved to mirthfulness,

Declares tobogganing is grand— :
“ The finest sport on earthfulness !’

A

Bunter comes toiling in the rear,
As up the slope we scramble ;
Poor Billy is no mountaineer,
And you may safely gamble
That long before we reach the top
He’ll puff and snort like bellows ;
Result of too much ginger-pop—
“Hil Wait for me, you fellows!”

Soon we are speeding through the snow
Faster and ever faster!

And cheeks are tingling, faces glow—
Then comes a dire disaster.

Bunter’s toboggan, spinning round,
Ejects the Owl with vigour ;

Deep in a snowdrift he is found,
A sad, pathetic figure !

Here’s to the sport that schoolboys love
In wild and wintry weather ;

When snowflakes, whirling from above,
Descend on hill and heather.

When sombre snowclouds hide the sun,
And temperature’s at zero,

Tobogganing is splendid fun
For every schoolboy hero !



ever since he lost his memory ; but what hasg
he dropped it for, if you hadn’t bowled him
out? Did you lose your nerve, Billy ?”

“Eh?”’ said Bunter. “Living like a
fighting-cock | What do you mean 7"

“Well, -the fellows have been standing
you unlimited feeds, and making a lot of
you,” sald Sammy. “Of course, that was
your little game. But why have you chucked
1t, without being found out ?”

Billy Bunter blinked at Sammy in dis-
may. Sammy’s disbelief in his strange
attack did not trouble Billy at all. It was
another reflection that was worrying him.

His thoughts were quite visible in his
face, and the chums of the Remove burst
Into an irresistible roar of laughter. Billy
Bunter did not know, till Sammy had told
him, that he had been living like a fighting-
cock while his memory was lost ; and his look
showed only too plainly that if he had known
it he would not have been in such a hurry
to recover. It had not occurred to the fat
junior, under the circumstances, to conceal
the fact that his memory had returned
8lmply because he had not known that it wasg
ever lost till he was told. It was an oppor-
tunity for “spoofing ” such as would never
occur twice in a lifetime; and Billy Bunter
had allowed it to pass him.

“EI—I say, vou fellows!” stammered
Bunter, “ »
“Ha, ha, ha |”

“You were an ass!” said Sammy, with
brotherly frankness. ‘“You might have kept
it up for a week, or for the whole blessed
term| I’d have helped you—I ofiered to,
if you’d let me take my whack in the loot
Ow I”

Billy Bunter, thoroughly exasperated, let
out a fat fist, and Sammy staggered to the
door. Nugent pushed him out and closed
the door after him. Billy Bunter blinked
at the chums of the Remove in an uncertaln
gort of way.

“I—I 8ay, you fellows! I—I feel very
strange. I—I think I’m having a relapse.
I—I think I’m losing my memory again |”

The juniors roared.

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

The juniors simply shrieked.

““Look here, you beasts |” roared Bunter.

I tell you i

“Ha, ha, hal”

““Beasts |”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

And the juniors walked away still laugh-
ing. Billy Bunter glared after them and
snorted. But he did not lose his memory
again. He might keep it up his sleeve, as
it were, ag a card to be played on some more
favourable occasion in the future—but for
the present it was useless. There was no

sympathy left now for poor old Bunter !
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Cﬂﬂ/ﬂfﬂ 7 of Gre y/f'?ar.r

4
> WHO wakes me up at half-past six,

And starts performing monkey-tricks,

Dragging my bedclothes in a mix ?
My Fag|

Who burns my toast until it’s black,

Breaks every plate upon my rack,

And brings me bellowing on his track ?
My Fag|

Who comes at six, instead of three,

And makes me wishy-washy tea,

Then loudly squeals across my knee ?
My Fag|

Who bags my MAGNET and my GEM,
And makes me scour the school for them

Evading me by stratagem ?
My Fag|

Who asks me to correct his Latin
(A language that he isn’t pat in) ?

Who stands and sniggers when I'm battin’ ?
My Fag !

Who asked his fellow-fags to dine

In my apartment, after nine,

And “ cleared ”’ my cakes and ginger-wine ?
My Fag |

Who went on strike, the cheeky cub,

Demanding extra pay and grub,
Then, when chastised, began to blub ?
My Fag |

Who, though no saint in alabaster,
And often causing dire disaster,
Won’t hear a word against his master ?
My Fag |
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