The famous fat junior of Greyfriars School has always suffered from absence
of cash, but never before has absence of memory afflicted him to such an
amazing extent as in this extra-long yarn of the Greyfriars chums !

THE FIRST CHAPTER

No Loans !
he YOU fellows going out?”

Billy Bunter put his head into

Harry Wharton’s study to ask the

question. Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent,
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh were there.
Nugent carried a bundle of towels on his
arm, and Wharton was sorting bathing
costumes out of a box. Billy Bunter
blinked at them through his big spectacles.

“No,” said Wharton brusquely.

“I don’t mind if I come with you,” said
Bunter, proceeding as if Wharton had not
spoken. “I’ve got nothing special to do
this afternoon. I was expecting a titled
friend of mine to run down in his motor-
car, but he hasn’t come somehow, and .

] R&ts IH

“Oh, really, Nugent

“Look here, we’re going for a splash in
the swimming-bath,” said Harry curtly.
“We’re not going for a feed We’re not
going to call in at the tuck-shop. We’re
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not going to eat or drink anything. So

you can buzz ofi.”

Bunter blinked at him.

“You’re going to the swimming-bath,
you fellows?”

HYEH'”

“Then you won’t be spending any
money ¥’

“None at all.”

“Ahem! In that case, you might be

able to advance me a few bob off a postal-
order I’m expecting to-night,” said Bunter.
“It should really have come this morning,
and there has been a delay in the post.”

“Rats!”
“If you could make it five bob——"

“I'll make it a thick ear if you don’t
clear out!” exclaimed Nugent wrathfully,
as he made a step towards the fat junior.

Billy Bunter dodged out into the pas-
sage.

But as the juniors did not pursue him,
the fat face, with its big spectacles, blinked
into the doorway again in a few moments.
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“I say, you fellows ¥

Nugent grasped the poker and brandished
1t, rushing towards the door. Billy Bunter
gave a gasp of terror, and bolted down the
passage.

Nugent grinned, and threw down the
poker with a clang into the grate.

“Blessed if that chap doesn’t get worse
and worse!” he exclaimed. “It’s simply
marvellous that he should expect fellows to
take in that postal-order yarn after all this
time.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“There’s one thing to be thankful for in
regard to Bunter,” he said.

“What’s that?”

“That he i1sn’t in our study now.
used to be.”

“Ha, ha! Quite right.”

“The rightfulness is terrific,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhani-
pur, in his weird English. “The absentful-
ness of the honourable and caddish Bunter
is the boon and the blessing.”

‘“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry, of the
Remove, looked in at the door. ‘There’s
no hurry. you fellows; the water’s not in the
bath yet.”

“Oh, that’s Gosling, of course!” said
Wharton crossly. “How long is the bounder
going to be, I wonder9”

“Hali an hour, very likely. Let’s have
a trot round the Close.”

The juniors left the study and went down-
stairs. The great swimming-bath at Grey-
friars was a very popular institution, but
it was only at certain times during the week
that 1t was available to the juniors. The
chums of the Remove passed Billy Bunter
in the passage. He blinked at them, and
was about to speak, when they tramped
downstairs, and left him to address the
desert air.

“Beasts !” murmured Bunter.

He rolled along the passage to the end
study. In that study—No. 14—he knew he
would find one fellow—John Bull, of the
Remove. For John Bull occupied most of
his hali-holidays just now in devoting his

attention to the echool paper—“John Bull
Junior’s Weekly.”

He
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Bull was editor of the junior paper, and
his post was by no means a sinecure. He
found that an editor had real work to do,
and that looking after the “ Weekly ” took
up a great deal of his time.

Bull lifted his head and frowned as
Bunter rolled in. The fat junior stopped
and blinked at him from a safe distance.
He had had some painful experiences in the
editorial room of “John Bull’s Weekly.”

“I say, Bull " he began.

“Buzz off 1”

“But I say

“I’'m busy !”

“I’ll help you if you like. I'm willing
to put in contributions of any length, and of
first-class quality. I’ve made the ofier
before.”

“And I’ve refused it. I’ve had enough
of your copying down poems out of Tenny-
son and working them off as your own,”
growled Bull. “Get out!”

“Oh, really, Bull 5

“Clear |”

“The fact of the matter 1s, Bull, that I’'m

»

stony. I’ve been disappointed about a
postal-order.”
John Bull grasped the ink-pot, and

swished it towards Bunter. The Owl of the
Remove popped back into the passage just
in time to avoid a stream of ink,

‘“Beast |” he roared.

But he did not venture to look into the
study again.

He rolled disconsolately down the passage,
and stopped at the next door. This was the
room tenanted by Bob Cherry, Mark Linley,
and Wun Lung, the Chinee. Bob Cherry
was out, but Linley, who was working up
for a prize exam., was busy 1n the study,
and little Wun Lung was curled up in the
armchair before the fire.

“I say, you fellows ” began Bunter.

Mark Linley looked up patiently from
his work. The scholarship boy was deep in
Greek, a subject that was as Sanskrit or
Chinese to Billy Bunter, and indeed to most
of the Remove fellows, for Greek was not in
the regular curriculum at Greyfriars. The
fat junior blinked at the page that Linley
had been covering with signs that seemed to
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him like wandering spiders and insects, and
grunted.

“Blessed if I know how you can waste
time over that rot,” he remarked.

Mark smiled a little.

“It is not rot, Bunter,” he said.

“Well, look here, I’ve been disappointed
about a postal-order. A titled friend of
mine was going to send me a remittance, but
there has been some delay in the post. Can
you lend me half-a-crown #”

Linley shook his head.

“I’'m sorry; no.”

“Make it a bob.”

“I cannot.”

“Do you mean to say that you haven’t a
bob about you?’ demanded Bunter scorn-
fully.

Billy Bunter was always inclined to be
scornful towards the scholarship boy; but
he generally kept his scorn within bounds,
for Mark Linley was a painfully hard hitter
when his quiet temper was fairly roused.

Linley coloured.

“Yes, I have more than one shilling about
me,”” he said.

“Well, lend me
one.”

“I cannot.”

“Why not?’ de-
manded Billy Bunter
belligerently.

“I cannot spare it.”
“But I've already

explained that I’'m
going to settle the
moment my postal-
order comes,” said
Bunter. “Didn’t you
hear me?”

“Yes, I heard you.”

“Well, 1isn’t that

good enough for you §”
“I'm sorry; no.”
Bunter glared

through his spectacles.
According to Bunter’s

point of view, the
scholarship fellow
ought to have felt
honoured to lend to

Bunter, even if he ran the risk of never
seeing his money again.

“Well, you cheeky factory bounder,” he
exclaimed, “I suppose you learned those
manners in the slum you were brought up in,
didn’t you?”

Mark Linley’s eyes gleamed, and he laid
down his pen and rose to his feet. Billy
Bunter viewed that proceeding with alarm.
There was only one thing that could equal
Bunter’s insolence, and that was his meek-
ness when his insolence got him into trouble.

“I—I say, you know,” he stammered, “I
—I meant to say I—I always regarded you
as a chap with very pleasant manners, you

know.”

Linley smiled scornfully, and sat down
again, and took no further notice of Bunter.
The fat junior gave him a doubtful blink,
and then looked at the little Chinee in the

armchair,
“I say, Wun Lung

b}

The little Celestial opened his almond

eyes and looked sleepily at Bunter.
‘“Allee light,” he murmured.

“Got any tin?”

“No savvy.”

“You see, 1
happen to be
hard up this
afternoon. I’ve
been d1s-
appointed about
a remittance 1

Fisher T. Fish put out a long leg and pushed Bunteron the chest with his
boot. Sure enough, the fat junior rolled over backwards. (Sec Chapier 2.)
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expected from a titled friend of mine.
you lend me ten bob ”

“ No savvy.”

“Say five bob, then.”

“No savvy.”

Bunter glared. That baffling reply from
Wun Lung left him no opening. As a
matter of fact, Wun Lung “savvied ” very

Can

well, but trustfulness was not one of the ‘

things he had been taught in China.

““Look here, Wun Lung, if you like to lend
me a half-crown ?

“No savvy.”
“You heathen beast |”
“No savvy.”

“Come, old chap, don’t be a cad, you
know. I only want half-a-crown until my
postal-order comes this evening,” said
Bunter persuasively. “Look here, I'll let
you have back three-and-six for it.”

“No savvy.”

“You—you pigtailed young rotter |”

“No savvy.”

“I say, old fellow 2

Mary Linley rose again and opened the
door. His look was enough for Billy Bunter.

“Beasts |” said Billy Bunter.

And he rolled away in search of a lender.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Spoof |

B ILLY BONTER blinked discontentedly as he

rolled out into the Close. It was not
very long since Bunter had had his dinner,
but be was hungry; at all events, he
imagined he was hungry. Bunter was accus-
tomed to getting all the meals he could, in
gseason and out of season. And Mrs. Mimble,
who kept the school tuck-shop, had a new
supply of jam-tarts in that day, nice and
iresh, and crisp and tasty. Those tarts
haunted Billy Bunter. Until he had railsed
a loan and plunged into the tarts he felt
that he could not be happy.

But the Remove were fed up with Bunter’s
borrowing proclivities. They seemed even
less inclined to lend than usual.

Ogilvy, and Morgan, and Treluce, and
Micky Desmond were tried in turn, and the
result was nil. There was no cash going.

Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper

Fourth, were strolling in the Close, and
Bunter came up to them with an 1insinuating
wriggle. As a rule, no Removite would have
had cheek enough to attempt to borrow of a
fellow in the higher Form. But Billy Bunter
had cheek enough for anything, especially
when he was hungry.

“I say, you fellows " he began.

“Hallo, porpoise!” said Temple.

“Oh, really i

“He wants some exercise to take his fat
down,” said Fry, with a wink at the others.
“He’s come to just the right parties.”

“Oh, rather|” gaid Dabney.

“Chase him !”

“Oh, really—— Oh—oh—oh!”

Whether Temple, Dabney & Co. guessed
that Bunter wanted to borrow, or whether
they simply wanted a little fun, 1s doubtful,
but they certainly gave Bunter some of the
exercise which he needed but did not want.

The three of them rushed straight at the
fat junior, and as he turned to fly three
boots came upon him at the same moment.

Bifi |

“Ow!” roared Bunter. “Yow!”

”H&, ha, ha |”

“Goal I” shouted Dabney. “Go it! Pass
there |”

“Yarooh |”

Bunter fled at top speed. He rushed right
into Harry Wharton & Co., and stopped,
with Bob Cherry grasping him round the
neck. He had nearly knocked Bob flying.

“You ass!” gasped Bob.
“Yow! Yah! Rescue! Oh!”

The Fourth-Formers grinned and walked
away. Billy Bunter stood blinking and
oasping for breath.

“Yow! I’'m hurt! I'm fainting!” he
moaned. “Help me to the tuck-shop!
I 72

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, you fellows———"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“J—1 can’t stand up! I

“Dear me !” said Bob Cherry sympathetic-
ally. “Then you’d better sit down.”

And he sat Bunter down with a bump on
the ground.

“Yah! Oh! Oh!/”

22
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The Famous FFour walked away laughing.
Billy Bunter sat gasping on the ground,
and blinking furiously after the chums of
the Remove.

“I guess you’re taking a rest—hey?”’
remarked Fisher T. I'ish, the American
junior, as he strolled up, with his hands in

his pockets.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Ohl I'm hurt! I—I’ve been assaulted
and battered! I—I feel that I shall be ill
unless I have some refreshment at once.
Will you help me as far as the tuckshop,
Fishy $”

I'ish grinned.

“Too feeble to walk—hey ?” he asked.

“Ye-es. You could knock me down with
a feather,” said Bunter pathetically.

“You opine you’d roll over if I touched
you with my foot—hey ?” asked Fish.

“Ye-es, I’'m sure I should.”

“Yep? We’ll see, I guess.”

And Fisher T. Fish put out a long leg
and pushed Bunter on the chest with his

The exasperated Bunter let out his right, and caught Alonzo on the end of hls

somewhat prominent nosc.
(

(See Chapler 2.)
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boot, and, sure enough, the fat junior rolled
over hackwards.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Fish.
And he strolled away. Bunter sat up

again and blinked.

“Ow! Beast! Yow!” _
“My dear Bunter!” exclaimed Alonzo

Todd, the kindly youth who was known as
the Duffer of Greyfriars. “My dear Bunter |

I

“Ow! Help!” .
“] trust you are not injured, Bunter, and

that the concussion of Fish’s pedal extremity
has produced no lasting effects,” said Alonzo,

in his long-winded way.

“Ow!| I’m seriously injured!” groaned
Bunter. “I—I say, will you help me as far
as the tuckshop, Todd?”

“ Certainly, my dear Bunter. My Uncle

Benjamin always impressed upon me to help
any fellow who was in distress,” said Todd.

“Pray lean on my arm.”

“Owl Oh! Grool” :
“My dear Bunter, you seem to be seriously
injured. Would it

be better for me to
run and summon
medical attendance
and a stretcher?”
suggested Alonzo.

“Groo! Nol”
Bunter leaned
heavily wupon

Todd’s arm as the
Dufier of Grey-
friars led him to
the school shop, in
the corner of the
Close behind the
elms. Todd man-
fully bore the
weight—which was
considerable — and
piloted him into the
shop.
Bunter
heavily
chair.
Mrs. Mimble
came out of her
little parlour. Her

sank
i1nto a
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expression was not amiable at the sight of
Billy Bunter.

“ My dear Mrs. Mimble, Bunter is seri-
ougly Injured,” said Todd distressfully. “I
:]l}mlf; he requires some refreshment to revive

im.

“Jam tarts,” groaned Bunter.

Mrs. Mimble snified.

“ Master Bunter can have all the jam tarts
he can pay for,” she said.

“Ow!l Groo!”

‘_' My dear Mrs. Mimble, surely, in a
serious case like this, you will not stand
upon so0 paltry a question as mere monetary
pa}'lilent 1" exclaimed Todd, in astonish-
ment.

Mrs. Mimble sniffed again, but vouchsafed
no other reply.
“You—you lend me a bob, Todd,” said

Bunter faintly. “You can have it back out
of my postal-order this evening.”
“I'm so sorry, Bunter e

“Make it a tanner, then.”

“I'm so sorry, but I cannot, as I have
no money. It is an extremely unfortunate
concurrence of circumstances, but i

Bunter sat upright on the chair.

“Do you mean to say you’re stony?”’ he
growled.

“Dear me, what a sudden recovery!”
exclaimed Todd, in astonishment. “Yes,
Bunter, I am indeed destitute of ready cash
—or, a8 you describe it, stony !”

“You ass! Why couldn’t you say so
before 1"

“But you did not ask me, Bunter. You
made no allusion to money. You simply

requested me to aid you as far as the tuck-
shop.” sald Todd, in surprise,

Bunter snorted, and stamped out of the
shop. Todd looked after him in the greatest

amazement. Then a pained expression
dawned upon his face.

“Dear me! Bunter has been deceiving
me once morel My Uncle Benjamin would
be shocked at him—indeed, disgusted. I
must remonstrate with Bunter.”

Todd followed the fat junior, and tapped
him on the shoulder.

Billy Bunter swung round with an angry
gnort,

“Well, what do you want?” he growled.

“My dear Bunter, you have again re-
lapsed into distinct and inexcusable un-
truthfulness, after I had begged and 1m-
plored of you to break yourself of the habit,”
said Alonzo. “Again, my dear Bunter, I
beg and implore you 4

“I'athead !”

“I beg and implore

Biff |

The exasperated Bunter let out his right,
and it caught Alonzo Todd on the end of
his somewhat prominent nose.

Alonzo sat down.

“Oh1” he gasped.

And the fat junior, somewhat comforted,
rolled away and left the Dufier of Greyfriars
sitting there.

»

THE THIRD CHAPTER

Hurt !
2 I 8AY, you fellows E _
Harry Wharton & Co. grunted in

chorus. There seemed to be no getting

rid of Bunter that afternoon.

“Well, what is it now ?” asked Harry.

“I’m coming for a swim with you,” said
Bunter, blinking at him. “You know, I'm
8 dab at swimming. I’ll tell you what _I’ll
do. I'll give you some tips about swim-
ming if you’ll stand a feed afterwards.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, really, you know

“You ass!” said Harry Wharton, laugh-
ing. “You can’t swim for toffee, and you
know you can’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 I’'m will-
ing to give you some tips. Anyway, I'm
going swimming.”

“Better keep out of the bath.
in the way.”

“1 suppose I can do as I like?”

b | ]

You’ll be

“Yes, but %
“Oh, rats!”
“Oh, rats e

Bunter stamped away.
As a matter of fact, he was an extra-
ordinarily poor swimmer, but he meant to
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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 saw him as he
made for the swimming-bath and grinned.

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

“The fishfulness will be terrific.”

“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 P

“Bunter !” called out Wharton.
““Bunter |” Ile ran towards the fat junior.
Bunter had reached the door. He

blinked 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 coat, and
took off his gpectacles. 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 accounting for what Bunter
might do.

“Bunter!” called out Harry.

“Oh, rats I”

“Don’t jump 1in!” roared Harry.
“There’s Oh, he’s done it !”

The fat junior had dived from the side

into the bath.
Crash !
“My hat!1”
“Good heavens|”
“Poor old Bunter |’
There was one cry from the swimming-

bath—and silence.

The juniors’ hearts stood still for &

moment.
They advanced with faltering steps to the

side of the bath and looked i1n.
Billy Bunter lay extended on the white

tiles, without sound or motion.

“Good heavens!” muttered Harry Whar-
ton, his face blanching. “He’s hurt!”

“He must be I”

“The hurtfulness is terrific.”

“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 pre-
tend to be seriously hurt on the slightest
occasion. But this time they felt instinc-
tively that it was not spoof. DBunter was

hurt |
Harry Wharton jumped down into the

bath.

He bent over Billy Bunter and raised his
head.

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 not speak. Bunter was

insensible. It was cenuine this time!

“Is it very bad?” called out Nugent.

“Yes, he’s stunned.”

14 Oh IH

“Poor old Bunter!”

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

“Right-ho !”

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

The fat junior neither moved nor spoke.

“One of you had better call in Mr.
Quelch,” said Harry, in & low voice.
6l Ht?-—--”

“I am here!”

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remorve,
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
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“He I};alg' (}1‘. But how "
couldn’s Sea o g!ﬂﬂses off, and I suppose he
never kney, 821d Harry, in distress. I
sighted as tihe poor chap was so short-
down to g, D86 Sir. Shall we take him
than sengjpe ooctor’s? It will be quicker

“Yos 10g to Dy, Pillbury.”

Nuge,nf ei’ by all means |”

1 Th ame dashing in

® trap’y ready.”

Quelch, « 2elp you carry him,” said Mr.
o o0F 83 T can see, he is simply
: +0d there ig no great injury done.
Ome with YOU..”

Was carrj .
As he w ried out to the trap.

eyes DPeneaE Placed in the vehicle Bunter’s

d, and he gave a groan.

11 Oh! m
the m&ttery?:}lead! Ow! It aches!

“It’s all ri

What’s

ght, old ” said Harry
Roftlyl oty = "2 son,” & ,
loc:}:li_‘ng &f‘cerm}:it::a_:E.1 8d a bump, but were
€mme alope |”
“Wﬁlre ne

. Dot going to hurt you, old chap.
J ust lie on the cushiong.” J P
Who ar

Q )
(¢ Eh 1,, you',
11 cv ho are Gufn . o h]_
L Ifmme ﬂloni” sald Bunter peevishly.
glassl:i: :;ﬂ Ges.g‘)t recognise you without his
» 841 Mr. ‘T ot
Bunter. Ir. Quelch. Lie quiet

Y?u have bruised your head, and
we are taking you to the doctor’s.”
Billy Bunter did not reply.

His eyes hag closed, and he seemed to be

unconscious again. Harry Wharton and
Alonzo Todd sat with him in the trap, and
Mr. Quelch took the reins.

The vehicle dashed out of
Greyfriars.

A crowd of juniors stood round, and while
some of them were touched and sympathetic,
the general feeling was one of gugpicion and
scoffing,

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.

the gates of

he had been 1injured.

myself to entertain revengeful
because Bunter had punched my nose.

exclaimed.
things.”

Some strange
eeemed to have come over the fat junior.

But the fat junior was not sp_oo_ﬁng this
time. Bunter was hurt, and his injury was
destined to have peculiar consequences, for
himself and for others.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Bunter Loses His Memory !

TEN minutes later, Billy Bunter was 1n
Dr.Pillbury’s surgery, and the little
medico was leaning over and examining
him. Alonzo Todd stood looking on with an

expression of the deepest sympathy on his
face.

The Duffer of Greyfriars drew Wharton
aside.
“I’m so sorry, Wharton,” he murmured.

“We’re all sorry,” said Harry.

“Yes, but I feel that I am bound to be
particularly sorry,” said Todd, “because 1
spoke quite crossly to Bunter a short time
before his accident, and I was looking for
him to punch his head when I learned that
Wharton, 1 am

shocked to have to confess that I had all?wed
feelings,
My
Uncle Benjamin ;
“Hush! He’s speaking

“Do you feel much pain, my lad?”’ asked

l”

the physician.

Bunter blinked at him.

“He wants his glasses,” cried Harry.

“Eh, what’s that?” »
“I’ve got your glasses here, old chap.

“(Glasses 1’

“Yes; here they are.”
Bunter blinked at the pair of spectacles

that Wharton held out to him. He was sit-

ting up, with a somewhat wild expression on
his face.

spectacles.

He made no motion to take the

“Look here, none of your larks!” he
“I’m not going to wear those

“But—but they’re yours.”
“Rats!”

Harry Wharton stared at him. He could
not understand Bunter in the least now.
and inexplicable change
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Dr. Pillbury took the spectacles, and
The fat

Placed them on Bunter’s nose.

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

there.

Dr. Pillbury drew Mr. Quelch into the

next room.

looking a little anxious.

“Well, doctor?’ he said.
“The boy has had a severe shock, and he

The master of the Remove was

“That is because he is still dazed from the
I have no doubt that his manner will

shock.
hecome normal in a few hours.”
Mr. Quelch nodded.
“Then I may take him back to Greyfriars
with me?”
“Certainly |”
Mr. Quelch rejoined Bunter.
“Do you feel strong enough to move?”

he asked.
Bunter blinked peevishly.
“I’'m all right,” he said.
“Does your head ache?”
“Of course it does. There’s a big lump
on it.”

.
W)
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Bunter ran to the swimming.bath. Harry Wharton & Co. came running in.
““Don’t jump In!” roared Harry.

about the fat junior.

has a very large bump on his head, which
must be kept bandaged for some time,”
sald Dr. Pillbury. “Otherwise, there is
l1ittle the matter with him. Had he been in
good condition he would have stood the
shock much better. DBut he is in a low state
from over-feeding and want of exercise.
He will not bo able to take his place in class
for a week, at least ; but I see no reason why
he should be confined to the sanatorium.
But you will use your own judgment about
that.”

“But he &eems very strange in his
manner."

H (
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......

Wharton was really alarmed
““There’s——0h | ? (See Chapter 3.)

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

The fat junior stared at him.

“Greyfriarst”

“Yes, Bunter.”

“Where’s that?”

“What?’ exclaimed Mr. Quelch, quite
staggered.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.

~Who are you?”

“I! Surely you know me, Bunter—your
Form-master, Mr. Quelch ”

“Form-master 1"

i< YBS.II



‘Bunter blinked at him, and then closed
hig eyes. He seemed to be grappling with
SOme mental problem. Mr. Quelch seemed
Very much perplexed.

“He is still suffering from shock,” said
Dr. Pillbury. “It will pass ofi I”

Billy Bunter was taken out to the trap.
EE did not speak a word while he was placed
1n t, During the drive to Greyfriars, he
looked round him curiously several times,
8 & new boy might have looked round upon
wholly new scenery.

Wharton and Todd watched him. They
were vaguely uneasy, and vaguely alarmed.
Even Alonzo Todd’s loquacity was dried up.

Bunter’s manner was strange. It would
have been like 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. Pillbury imagined. There
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 building, and
at the crowds of fellows in the Close, with
8 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,
you fellows?”

“Bunter !”
“What’s this place, I say?”
“Don’t you know Greyfriars again 1”

1 “ Greyfriars!” said Bunter, with a puzzled
ook.

“ Yes, your old school, Billy %”
Bunter looked round vacantly.

“Gammon,” said Bulstrode, the bully of
the Remove. “We know Bunter. He’s try-

L
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ing to spoof us again. Come off, Bunty !”

‘I guess so!” remarked Ifisher T. Fish.

Bunter blinked at them without speaking.

“Shut up, you chaps!” said Wharton
quietly. ‘“Bunter’s not well. He’s had an
awful crack on the head, and 1t’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 angrily.“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 only hat!” muttered Bob Cherry.
“He’s lost his memory !”

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Not Spoof !

“ Poou old Bunter !”

That was what Bob Cherry said as the
fat junior passed into the house, with his
arm linked in Harry Wharton’s.

His words were echoed by several fellows,
but Bulstrode burst into a laugh.

“You surely don’t believe him!” he ex-
claimed contemptuously. “He’s spoofing! 1
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.

“T 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! I tell you he’s hurt, and he’s
suffering from shock to the system. He’s
lost his memory.”

“Bosh !”

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.

“I guess it’s a little steep, you know,”
Figher T. Fish remarked. “Anyway, if we
don’t believe the chap, it’s his own funeral;
he’s such an awful whopper merchant |”

“You are quite right, Fish,” said Alonzo
Todd. “Bunter is certainly untruthful,

J



though I have begged
and implored of him
to become Mmore
honourable. 1 have
often wished that my
Uncle Benjamin had
an opportunity ol
speaking a few words
to him; but in the
present case I think
that Bunter

18 8in-
cere.”
“I guess it’s too
steep.” M/ ;
“Lies, of course,” /”// .
said Vernon-Smith. *ff'f/ | /
“We all know 1/
Bunter.” M 7

And so said many
more.

Meanwhile, Billy
Bunter was taken
into the house by

Harry Wharton. With his head ban-
daged up, and a still dazed and bewil-
dered expression upon his face, the fat
junior looked very curious, and it was evi-
dent 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
no attention when addressed as Bunter or
Billy.

If the fat Junior was spoofing, and acting
all the time, he was doing 1t remarkably
well. But Wharton did not think so. He
was 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 had shat-
tered Bunter’s memory. It was not an un-
common occurrence, and the question was—

would 1t last? Would the Owl of the Remove
ever be himself again?

Bunter had been as nearly intolerable as
it was possible for a boy to be while 1In
health. But Wharton forgot all that now.
He even felt that he had been a little hard
on the fat junior. As a matter of fact,
Wharton had been more patient with him
than any other fellow at Greyfriars, with

(
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Billy Bunter blinked at the comestibles. *‘ I don’t
want any | ”’ he said. “I’'m not hungry!’’ (See
Chapter 6.)

perhaps the exception of Alonzo Todd. But
all Bunter’s sins were forgotten now.

“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 7’ asked Wharton.

Bunter blinked at him.

“No, I wouldn’t,” he said.

“Will you come into the study?”

“What study 1”

“My study, or your own.”

“No, I won’t!”

“H’m![ Will you have something to eat?”
asked Wharton, playing what he considered
to be a trump card. Billy Bunter had never
been known to refuse an invitation of that
kind.”

“T’'m rot hungry,” said Bunter.

Wharton almost staggered.

“W-w-what !” he gasped. “Not hungry?”

NG,

“Sure, Billy?”

Bunter made a peevish gesture.

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

)



“Ye-e-es, but—but 4

“Well, I’'m not. I’'ve got a headache,”
said Bunter, passing his fat hand over the
bandage. “How did I get this lump on my
head 71”

“You dived into the swimming-bath when
there wasn’t any water 1"

“Oh, did 11"

“Don’t you remember, Billy ?”

“No, I don’t.”

“My word, it’s genuine enough,” said
Nugent, as he joined them. *“What are you
coing to do with him, Harry ?”

Harry Wharton rubbed his chin thought-
fully.

‘“Blessed if I know !” he exclaimed. “It’s
pretty clear that he’s lost his memory—for
the present, at least. I’ve heard of such
things before. I suppose 1t will come back
again ; but for the present ”

“Yes, that’s it ! It’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
been his chums if—if things had been
different. Still, we’ll look after him.”

Bunter was blinking to and fro.

“I say, you fellows!” he exclaimed.

“Yes, Bunter ?”

“What does all this mean?
get this bump on my head?”

“I—I’ve just told you,” stammered Whar-
ton.

“Have you?” said Bunter vacantly.

“Poor old Bunter !” murmured Nugent.

“Come to your room, Bunty,” said Whar-
ton softly.

The fat junior made no resistance. Whar-
ton piloted him up to his study. Tor the
time being, Bunter had a small room in the
Remove passage to himself. There was room
for two, certainly, but nobody in the Remove
had ever shown any ambition to share that
study with Bunter. The Owl] of the Remove
was not popular as a study-mate. Dore

than one study had tried him, and had found
him insufierable.

Mr. Quelch had believed that, among the
Remove fellows, surrounded by familiar
associations, Bunter would soon recover.

How did 1

(
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But as the fat junior entered his own
study, it was clear that he did not recognise
it. He blinked round the room like a
stranger.

“Your own study, you know,” said Harry
Wharton.

“Is 1t 1"

“Yes. Sit down, old chap.”

Bunter grunted.

The study did not look very cheerful.
It was a cold day, but there was no fire there.
It was Billy Bunter’s little way to spend all
his pocket-money, and all the little loans
he succeeded in raising, at the tuckshop, and
he depended for coals upon what he could
borrow along the passage. Bunter was un-
tidy, too, and his study was always in a
slovenly state.

Wharton looked round it with a dis-
approving eye.

It certainly was not a cheerful place to
take an invalid into.

“Look here,” he said in a low voice to
Nugent, “I think we’d better get him to bed.
He may be better after lying down for a
time. Then you and the fellows can clear
up the study a bit, 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 sacrifice for a fellow
in poor Billy Bunter’s state.

Bunter was taken up to the dormitory.
He made no resistance as Wharton put him
to bed. As a rule Bunter was always pre-
pared to go to sleep. Aiter eating, his
greatest pleasure lay in sleeping.

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

Several juniors came 1into the dormitory,
impelled by curiosity or sympathy. When
they looked at Bunter their doubts as to the
genuineness of his malady were dispelled.

He could never have acted like this if he had
heen shamming.
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“I say—what’s your name?” gaid Bunter.

“Wharton,” said Harry quietly.

“I've heard that name before,”
Bunter.

“Yes, I dare say, old fellow,” said Harry
cheerfully. “I’m an old friend of yours,
you know. I’ve known you a long time.”

“Have you?” said Bunter doubtfully.

“Yes, quite a long time, kid.”

“I’'ve been here before,” said Bunter,
blinking round the dormitory.

“Yes; 1t’s the dorm.”

“The dorm. ?” repeated Bunter.

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

“Oh!” 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!”

“Then it’s genuine! Poor old Bunter !”
sald Bulstrode, and his voige was unusually
sO1t. :

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
Amazing!
jmm BuLL came

into the Remove
dormitory with a bag
in his hand. Bull’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 7’ asked Bull.

Wharton shook his
head.

gaid

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

“Poor
Bunter |”

old

(
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“I say, you fellows P

“Yes, Bunter ?”

HI I I 2 _H

Bunter broke off. A gleam of intelligence
had flashed into his dazed face, but 1t was
gone again. Had it been a momentary
glimmer of returning memory? If so, 1%
was gone, and it did not recur.

John Bull stepped to the bedside.

“How do you feel, Bunter?”’ he asked.

(1 Eh ?H‘

“Don’t you know me?”

Bunter blinked at him.

“No, I don’t! Who are you?”

“I’m John Bull!l”

“Oh, don’t be funny!” said Bunter
peevishly.

“J—I’m not being funny,” said Bull,
rather taken aback. “I’'m John Bull, you
know.”

“Why don’t you say you’re Uncle Sam 1"
said Bunter, with a sniff. “Do you think I
believe that’s a real name, you duffer 1"

Frank looked into the room. Nugent minor—irank’s young brother—was
brandishing a clenched and somewhat grimy fist in Bunter minor’'s face.
““ Beast!’”' he roared. (See Chapter 8.)

)



John Bull turned pink. He was accus-
tomed to chipping on that subject, for it
seemed comical to many fellows that his
name should be John Bull. But he could
not be angry with Bunter just then. There
was a soft chuckle from the juniors behind
John Bull, but he did not seem to hear it.

“I—I—my name is really Bull, you
know,” he said. ‘“But never mind that.
[’ve brought you something to eat, Bunter.”

“I’m not hungry?f”

{1 Eh ?”

“I’'m not hungry I” said Bunter.

“Oh, draw it mild!” murmured Bul-
strode. “We can’t quite swallow that !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Shut up, you chaps!” said Wharton,
frowning.

“Look here, Bunter,” said John Bull,
opening the bag. “I’ve got some of Mrs.
Mimble’s latest in tarts, and some cream
puffs, and—and pork-pies! Look!”

“Here’'s a beautiful saveloy!”
Nugent.

“Look at this plum cake!” added Bob
Cherry.

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

He shook his head and turned away.

“I don’t want any!” he said.

“But—but they’re ripping I”

“I’'m not hungry !”

“Look at these tarts !”

“And these doughnuts !”

“Oh, take ’em away!”

“What !”

“I don’t want them !”

“My hat!” ejaculated Bulstrode.

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

“My word, he has!”

“Quiet, you chaps!” said Wharton.
“Look here, you’d hetter buzz ofi. I'm
going to try and get him to sleep.”

“Hush-a-bye, baby |” sneered Snoop.

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

saild

“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?”
said Harry.,

“No, I wouldn’t |”

“ But—but s

“I’'m not sleepy

“But &

“Look here, I'm not 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!” sald
Wharton feebly.

“I’'m not ill

“Well, you see

“Who says I'm 1ill7”

“You—vyou’ve got a lump on your head,
you know, and e

“Well, I’'m getting up !”

“Better lie down a bit,” said Wharton
urgingly. “It will do you good, Billy, old
chap! Lie down and go to sleep a bit, and
I’1l stay with you in case you wake up, and
—and then we’ll go and have a feed in the
study.”

“T don’t want a feed in the study.”

{4 Oh l!l

“I’m going to get up.”

“Well, if you really want to
Harry hesitatingly. '

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

“Where are my clothes ¥’ he exclaimed.

Wharton handed him his clothes and
helped him to dress. He did not utter a
further 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

IH
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Billy Bunter, he accompanied the fat junior
downstairs.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
Bunter IMust Be Il I

NUGENT and the others had made a great

difference in Bunter’s study. The
roomt, which had been the dismallest and un-
tidiest in the Remove passage, had been
newly swept and garnished. The table was
clear, and covered with a nice red cover
belonging to Study No. 1. There was a rug
on the floor, taken out of No. 14. The grate
was adorned with a brass fender borrowed
from Bulstrode’s room, and the dead ashes
had all been taken away, and there was a
cheerful fire burning.

It would not have been surprising if Billy
Bunter did not know his own study now.

Wharton looked surprised himself.

“Well, T must say this is ripping!” he
exclaimed.

“Yes, it’s not bad,” said Nugent, looking

round with an eye of pride. “I must say
we've made a difference.”

“The differentfulness is terrific |”
“Whose armchair 7’ asked Wharton.

“Mine,” said John Bull, with a grin. “I
believe Bunter has a fancy for armchairs.

80 I’ve just wheeled it in.”
“Good |”

“Sit down, Billy ”
Bunter had not forgotten that an arm-
chair was comfortable. He sank down into

John Bull’s well-padded armchair with oreat
comfort.

“Comfy, old son #”

Bunter grunted. The grunt could be
taken to mean that he was comfortable.

“Now, what about tea?” said Wharton.
“I suppose you’re ready for tea, Billy?”

0« Eh fz?l

“Getting peckish 1

Bunter seemed to consider.

“Oh, T don’t know !” he said.
appetite.”

“Poor old Bunter!”’

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

“Oh, don’t jaw I” said Bunter.

Bob smiled a sickly smile. Bunter's pecu-

“I’ve no

liarly gracious manners

undergone no change.
There was a tap at the door, and Alonzo

Todd inserted his head into the study. Then

he came in cautiously on tiptoe.
“Ts he better?’ he asked in a hushed

voice.

had evidently

“About the same,” said Wharton. “No
need to creep about like a ghost. He’s

awake, and doesn’t want to go to sleep.”

“Very good, my dear Wharton. I was
thinking,” said Alonzo, “of reading aloud
to Bunter. It isa thing that invalids usually
like very much. I have brought a very
interesting volume. It is called * Sherrick ;
or, Bit By Bit,” and contains many very
valuable lessons to schoolboys.”

“My dear ass i

“Perhaps you have never read the book,
Wharton,” said Alonzo reprovingly. “It
clearly demonstrates that a boy may be very
happy while he is reckless and wicked, and
that as soon as he turns thoroughly good he
dies of a painful disease. Such a book may
be very useful to Bunter s

“Fathead !”

“My dear Wharton &

“Would you like Todd to read to you,
Bunter 1”

“Let him begin, that’s all,” said Bunter.

Bunter’s tone could not be considered
encouraging, even by Todd. Todd did not
begin.

“My dear Bunter,” he exclaimed, “I’m so
sorry to observe that you have no taste even
for 1mproving literature. Perhaps you
would like me to read you some extracts from
the ¢ Dictionary of Scientific but Otherwise

Jseful IFacts ’? Some observations on the
habits of the ichthyosaurus of ancient times
appeared to me very interesting when T
perused them myself, and %

“Oh, cheese it, Todd !” said Bob Cherry.

“My dear Cherry 4

“Kick that lunatic out!” said Bunter.

“Oh, dear!”

“Buzz off, Todd! You bother the patient,”
sald Wharton, grinning.

“Dear me! I’m so sorry to see Bunter in
this state of mind. Perhaps, however, he
may care for me to read to him to-morrow.

( 11 )



['m sure, I'm always at his service. My
Uncle Benjamin always impressed upon me
to—— Well, very well, I am going. You
need not propel me towards the door in that
gomewhat rude manner, Bull. I am about
to take my departure, and -

But the closing door shut off the remainder
of the remarks made by the Dufier of Grey-
friars,

Bunter blinked at the juniors.

“I say, you fellows, why don’t you sit
down 7’ 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 expressed any concern for anybody but
himself.

“My only hat!” murmured Nugent.

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

“Oh, s1t down! Would you like the arm-
chair 9”

L 11 Eh lill

“Any of you care to have the armchair?”

“My hat!”

“Great Scott |”

“Can’t you answer ?” asked Bunter.

“It’s all right, old chap I” gasped Whar-
ton. “The armchair was brought here for
you, because you’re rocky. That’s all
right.”

“Oh, all serene!”

“Ready for tea, Bunter?”

“Well, I'm getting peckish, I think,” said
Bunter, rubbing his fat hand over his fore-
head, as if he were not quite certain of it.
“I don’t know. Did you say this was my
study 1"

1] YES.H

“See if there’s anything in the cupboard.”

“Oh, we’re standing treat |”
“You’re not standing treat,” said Bunter.

“If you’re coming to tea in my study, I’m
standing treat.”

“We shall hear about the postal-order
next,” murmured Bob Cherry.

“Eh1” exclaimed Bunter, whose ears
seemed to be unusually quick, in spite of

the shock his head had received. “What’s
that 1”

“I—I—I wondered whether you were
expecting a postal-order, that’s all,” stam-
mered Bob Cherry.

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

He shook his head.

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

“What 1”

“I’m not expecting a postal-order,” sald
Bunter peevishly. “I never get postal-
orders. There’s nobody to send me postal-
orders that I know of.”

The chums of the Remove stared at him
blankly.

Billy Bunter, all unconsciously, was tfll-
ing the truth for once in his life. ' The
juniors knew that Bunter was not hlmsglf
just now, but they had never expected this,
or anything like this.

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

“What-ho 1”

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

“It’s all right.
feed.”

“Not to me.”

“B-b-b-but why not?”

Bunter shook his head. The juniors gazed
at him, and then at one anothe}'. 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 free will. He had always left that
task for somebody else to do. He w:::.uld
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 ouf, unless
gomebody else put on coals.

Bunter had become considerate; Bunter
had become independent ; Bunter Was_t.hlnk-
ing of others instead of wholly of himself.
Certainly, Bunter must be very, very ill.

We’re going to stand &
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That was how the Greyfriars juniors looked
at it. “

“My hat!” said Wharton at last.
only summer hat |”
Nugent gave a start.

“I know !” he exclaimed suddenly.
“Eh? You know what?”
“A dodge—to make him remember.”

“Good | What’s the dodge 7"
“Bunter minor.”

was likely to feel if he heard that Bunter
major had had an accident. _
“Well, suppose we call him in,” he gaid.
“Good egg I”
“Bunter, old man
Billy Bunter blinked round.
“Yes. What 1s i1t?”
“Would you like to see your minor "
Bunter looked puzzled.
“My minor 1’ he repeated.

{4 h]'y

)

“Yes. Sammy, you know.”
THE EIGHTH CHAPTER “Sammy "’
Sammy Says ‘‘ Spoof I”’ “Yes. You haven’t forgotten that you’ve

ARRY WHARTON’S face brightened up.
“Of course!” he exclaimed.
He wondered that he had not thought of it
before; but the strange alteration in Billy
Bunter had occupied all his thoughts.

got & minor at Greyfriars, I suppose, have
you ?” exclaimed Frank Nugent, in astonish-
ment.

Bunter rubbed his forehead, as if to recall
wandering thoughts.

Bunter’s minor was at Greyfriars—in the
Second Form. Sammy Bunter was not a
popular youth in his Form or out of it—he
was too much like his major to be popular
anywhere. Neither was he popular with hig
elder brother; in fact, there was very little
love lost between major and minor.

Sammy was a younger edition of Billy,
and so it was certain that they could not get
on well together. Both wanted to borrow
of the other; both wanted to get the better
of every transaction; both were greedy and
unscrupulous. Under the circumstances,
brotherly love was not likely to flourish.
And 1t didn’t. |

The two Bunters, after the first few days
following Sammy’s arrival at Greyfriars,
had seen very little of one another. But
now that Billy Bunter was ill, the chums
naturally supposed that Sammy would be
sympathetic, and if anything could bring
back Billy to a recollection of old times,
surely Billy could not forget Sammy.

Ifven with his memory gone as it was,
surely Billy could not forget Sammy.

“Bunter minor!” repeated Bob Cherry
“Good! It’s rather curious that he has' t
been here, as a matter of fact. He must
have heard about this.”

“He must have, certainly.”

““I should think he would have come.”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders. He
knew how much sympathy Bunter minor

Wharton.
doesn’t seem to understand.”

door.

“Sammy |” he repeated vaguely.

“Yes. Shall I call him in?”

“Better fetch him, anyway,” whispered
“No good talking to Billy. He

“Right-ho! I’ll have him here in a jiffy.”
Frank Nugent left the study. He had a

cloud upon his face now. He was sincerely
concerned for Billy Bunter. If Bunter did
not remember that he had a minor at Grey-
friars, his state must be very serious indeed.

“Seen Bunter minor?’ Nugent asked

every fellow he met.

“Hasn’t he been to see his major 1" asked

Bulstrode, with a sneer.

“Not yet.”

“Nice, affectionate family, the Bunters!”
“Well, I'm going to take him to see Billy.

Seen young Bunter, Ogilvy 1”

“No,” said Ogilvy.
“Faith, and he’s in the Second Form-
room. I belave!” said Micky Desmond. “I

saw him go in with young Hop Hi.”

“Oh, good!”
Frank Nugent made his way to the fags’

IForm-room. As he neared the door of the

Second Form-room he heard the loud and
excited voices within.

There was some dis-
turbance going on among the heroes of the
Second, evidently.

Nugent grinned as he pushed open the
He knew that Sammy Bunter was un-
popular in the Second Form, and he would
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not have been surprised if the Second had
been ragging the younger edition of the Owl
of the Remove.

He looked into the room. A group of
excited fags surrounded Sammy Bunter,
who was blinking angrily through his spec-
tacles. He looked very like his major at
that moment—that is, as the major had been
before his accident.

Nugent minor—Frank’s youngest brother
—was brandishing a clenched and somewhat
grimy fist in Bunter minor’s face.

“Pig!” he roared.

“Beast |” shouted Myers.

“Rotter |”

“Fat toad |”

“My word!” murmured Frank Nugent.
“It sounded like the Remove talking to
Billy | Hallo, young shavers, what’s the row
here 7"

The fags turned and glared at Nugent
major. Dicky Nugent glared as much as
the others. He was on the best of terms with
his major. But none of the Second liked
interference from a fellow in a higher Form.

“Mind your own bizney I” growled Myers.

“What’s the row?”

“Oh, it’s this beast Bunter minor !” said
Dicky Nugent. “He’s found out where we
kept the grub we were going to have for a
feed 4

“He nosed it out, the beast |”

“And he’s scofied it !”

“Scoffed every crumb !”

“Clean as a whistle—the beast |”
“The cad |”

“The porker!”

“I—I—I didn’t, you know!” stam-
mered Sammy Bunter. “I—I came across

ttharcel under the desk just by accident,
an 3)

“Liar |”

“Chuck it! Rats!”

“1 give you my word
Sammy.

“Yes, your word’s worth a lot!” gaid
Gatty contemptuously.

‘I - -
Bunter minor’s wanted,” said Frank,

interrupting the dispute. “ Come on,
Samuel |”

1)

stammered

(
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“I hope it’s to go to the Head for a lick-
ing,” said Gatty viciously.

“No, it isn’t [” _

“Well, we’re jolly well going to lick him,”
declared Dicky Nugent. “The fat
bounder’s scoffed all our tommy, and he’s
going to sit up for it.”

“He won’t pay for the grub!” howled

Myers i1ndignantly. .
“Come on, Sammy! You must let him

off this time, Dick. His brother’s ill, and
Sammy’s to go and see him,” said Frank.

Dicky snorted.

“He knows his brother’s ill, but he
doesn’t want to go and see him!’’ he ex-
claimed. “I told him an hour ago that
Billy was laid up.”

“J]—I—I—I do want to see him!” said
Sammy, catching at a straw, as it were. “I
—I feel very anxious about Billy—I do

really, you know !”
“Rats|”
“Bosh I”

“Look here, I’m going to see Billy
“Come on!” exclaimed Frank Nugent,

catching the fat Second-IFormer by the arm

and hurrying him out of the room.
The fags made a motion to follow him.

But Dicky Nugent restrained them. |
“Plenty of time,” he remarked signifi-

cantly.
Which remark was not grateful or com-

forting to Sammy Bunter as he rolled away
with Nugent major. He was evidently
glad, however, to escape from the dangerous
precincts of the IForm-room. It was a
respite, at least.

“Where’s Billy?” he asked as Nugent led
him to the staircase.

“In his study.”
Bunter minor looked at the stairs.

“I don’t know that it’s worth going up-
stairs,” he said. “It’s a beastly fag climb-
ing up a blessed staircase. Tell him I hope

he’s better.”
Nugent looked at the fat fag.
“Don’t you want to see him ?” he asked.
“Well, T don’t see that it will do him

any good to see me, will 1t7” said Sammy
Bunter argumentatively.

)
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Nugent gave a contemptuous sniff.

“I don’t see how it could do anybody good
to see you,” he replied. ‘“But you’re com-
Ing to see your major, in case he should
want to see you. There’s no accounting
for tastes, and he might.”

“Look here, Nugent major

“This way |”
~Bunter minor stood squarely on his fat
little legs, and looked at Nugent. He was
80 evidently turning over in his mind the
chances of a successful bolt that Frank drew
& step nearer to him, ready to grab him.

“Look here, Nugent major,” repeated
Sammy. “You lend me a shilling, and I’ll
come up and see Billy.”

))

‘““Don’t you know this chap ? *’ asked
Harry Wharton.
Sammy and shook his head.
don’t know him,”’ he said.

=
W

“I'll lend you a thick ear if you don’t
come, you toad !”

“I’m short of tin. Billy owes me a lot of
money,” said Sammy, in an injured tone.
“You lend me sixpence 3

Frank grasped the fat fag by the shoulder.

“This way, you fat worm |”

“Look here, it’s all spoof, you know |” ex-
claimed Bunter minor, wriggling as the
Removite grasped him. “Billy’s only spoof-
ing you! You know Billy! I don’t want
to give him away, as he’s my major ; but, as
a matter of fact, he’s simply pulling your
lee. He’s no more ill than I am, and he’s
no more lost his memory than you have.”

“He is really 1ill :

IH

“Stuft |”
“And he’s really
lost his memory

blinked at
““No, |

(See Chapter 9.)

Bunter
“Rats |”

Nugent changed
his grip from
Sammy’s shoulder to
Sammy’s ear, and
the fat fag gave an
agonised squeal.

{1 OW [H

“I’m not accus-
tomed to having my
remarks called stufi
by fags,” said
Nugent wrathfully.

== T
% ~ “Now, you’d better
L= 17
== come
: Yow-w-w-w! Leg-
)
= ¥
= Are vou com-
- . L
= = ' mgrl
= ‘Groo!  Leggo!
' Oh!”

“Well, your ear’s
coming” said
N ugent indiffer-
ently. “You can
please yourself about
coming along with
1t.” ;

And he went up-
stailrs, dragging
Bunter minor by the



ear. There was no doubt that Sammy’s ear
was bound to go with Nugent, and after one
tug Sammy decided to go with his ear. He
went.

THE NINTH CHAPTER
Very Brotherly !

“I 8AY, you fellows 3

The juniors in the study all turned
towards Billy Bunter instantly. Billy
Bunter was an invalid now, and the centre
of all attention. The Removites did not
seem to be able to make enough of him.

“Yes, Bunter ?’ said \Wharton.

“What 1s it, old fellow?’ asked Bob
Cherry.

Bunter grunted.

“What’s that row in the passage? Some-
body’s being hurt.”

It was another surprise for the juniors.
Certainly there was a sound of scuffling feet
in the passage, and an occasional squeal,
and an ejaculation once or twice of “Leggo
my ear |”

But Billy Bunter was not wont to be
afiected by trouble befalling anybody but
himself.

“I—I think i1t’s Nugent bringing your
minor,” said Harry, a little awkwardly.

He opened the door of the study.

Nugent marched Bunter minor in, with
a grip on his ear. The fat fag was looking
very savage and sulky.

“Here he is!” said Frank cheerfully.

“Here’s your minor, Billy!” said Whar-
ton.

Billy Bunter blinked at his minor. His
minor blinked back at him, with very little
of brotherly love in his looks.

“Oh, I hear you’re ill, Billy!”’ said
Sammy ungraciously.

Bunter major blinked at him.

“Of course, I know it’s all spoof,” said
Sammy.

11 Eh ?"

“Getting deaf in your old age?’ asked
Sammy pleasantly. “Don’t play the goat.

I suppose you’re not going to try and take
me 1n !”

Bunter looked hewildered.
“Who are you?” he acked.
Sammy stared at him.

“Oh, come, that’s too rich |” he exclaimed.
“You’re not going to pretend that you don’t
know me, I suppose.”

“Who is 1t 1”

“It’s your minor, Billy!”

“My m-m-minor |”

“Yes. Don’t you know him?”

“Yes, your m-m-minor!” mimicked
Sammy Bunter. “Your m-m-minor! What
on earth are you playing this dodge for,
Billy? Are you getting a feed out of it?”

“Y don’t understand you.”

“What’s the little game?”

“Game 1"

“Yes. What axe have you got to grind?”

6 AIE ?H .

“Blessed if he isn’t taking to repeating
things like a parrot, like that chap Todd!”
exclaimed Sammy Bunter, in disgust.
“Look here, Billy, it’s no good trying to
pull my leg. You can take these chaps in,
but you can’t expect to take me in, when I
was brought up with you.”

“A prophet is never without honour
except in his own country,” murmured
Nugent.

Sammy stared
juniors. _ _

“Do you mean to say you take In this
rotten spoof 1’ he exclaimed, with a scorn-
ful snifi. “Bah!| He’s only pulling your
leg, I tell you!”

“Hold your tongue !” said Wharton.

“I tell you 7 _

“Shut up, unless you want a thick ear.
Don’t you know this chap, Bllly?” asl_;ed
Harry Wharton quietly and kindly, laying
his hand upon Billy Bunter’s shoulder.

Bunter blinked at Sammy, and shook hia

head. '
“No, I don’t know him,” he said.

Sammy Bunter gave a long, low whistle.

“My only aunt!’”’ he ejaculated.

Bunter continued to blink at him In a
doubtful, puzzled sort of way. He was evi-
dently trying to recollect something, but
trying in vain. 3. '

But Sammy Bunter was far from believ-
ing that his major was doing anything but
acting. As Bunter’s minor, and his early
companion at home, he knew even more of

round angrily at the
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the decoptiveness v it
of Bunter’s nature T i :,4:. AN L AMLL LLAE, LR
than the others

did. And Sammy e '
Bunter was armed
strong in disbelief.
He was not to be
taken in. It was
true this time, as
it happened—but
Bunter minor was
not to be taken
in, all the same.
If Billy had
perished, Sammy
would  probably
have declined to
believe that he was
really dead. Upon
one thing Sammy
Bunter’s mind
was made up—
whatever Billy did
was & sham, and
whatever he said

JE Qb A _untruth. ““| wonder if Bunter would care for this beef tea? '’ asked Alonzo Todd.
His belief was

“ Let’s look at it.”” Alonzo held out a can containing a smoky-looking

founded upon long liquid. ““1 made it myself,”” he said. (See Chapter 20.)
and intimate
acquaintance with his major and his ways. “ And because he’s lost his memory 1”
Sammy watched the varying expressions “Just sol”
upon his major’s face with a grin on his “But it’s all spoof |” said Sammy Bunter,
own. in wonder.
“My aunt |” he exclaimed at last. “You “Oh, ring off that!”

do it well, Billy. T thought it was your
usual swank when you said you could act.

But you can act.” behind his round spectacles.
“Shut up 1” said Bull. It seemed amazing to him, perfectly con-
John Bull had just come into the study vinced as he was that his major was spoof-:
with the things for tea. John Bull, who ing, that the other fellows could not see it.
had heaps of money, had expended some of “Do you mean to say seriously that you

his funds very liberally in providing a believe him?” he ejaculated at last.
dainty tea for Bunter. “Yes, you young rotter.”

He turned out the things on the table, “But he’s pulling your leg.”
and Sammy DBunter watched them with “Oh, dry up!”

—8ammy looked at his major, and looked
at the juniors. His eyes were wide open

greedy eyes. Sammy whistled.
“I say, are you standing Billy a feed, you “Look here, Billy, come ofi!” he ex-
chaps?’ he exclaimed. claimed. “Why don’t you own up? You
“Yes, wo are!” know what an ass you are, and you’ll give
“Because he’s 1111 the show away soon—as you always do when
¥ Yes." you’re spoofing. Why don’t you own up 1"

U )



Bunter major blinked at him.

“I don’t understand you,” he said.

“Look here, you’re telling these chaps
vou’'ve lost your memory o

Billy Bunter looked bewildered.

“Lost my memory ?” he repeated.

“Yes. Iknow it’s gammon !”

“I—I haven’t said I’ve lost my memory,”
sald Bunter, blinking in bewilderment.
“Who—who said I said so? I 4

“It’s all right, Billy! You'll be all
right soon,” said Wharton. “You’ve only

had a shock. You’ll be all right to-
morrow."”

“But I—I—I i

“You get out, you hard-hearted young

cad !” sald John Bull, taking Bunter minor
by the shoulder and jerking him to the door.
“It won’t do poor old Bunter any good to see
you, anyway. Travell”

Bunter minor rolled out under the grip
of the sturdy junior. He blinked curiously
at John Bull in the passage.

“You really believe that Billy has lost his
memory ¥’ he asked.

“Yes, of course.”

“You don’t think it’s gammon ?”

“No, you toad !”

“You’re going to look after him 1”

“Certainly we are!”

“And feed him ¢”

“Anything he likes to eat—certainly.”

“My aunt!” said Sammy Bunter. “I
wonder if they would do as much for me in
the Second Form if I gammoned them ?”

“You—jyou blessed Doubting Thomas !”
exclaimed John Bull angrily. “Get out!”

He lifted his boot.

Sammy Bunter gave a yelp of alarm and
started to run. John Bull’s boot smote him
behind and changed his run into a jump.

Bump !

“Yarooh |”

Sammy Bunter plunged wildly forward.
He rolled on the linoleum, and then sat up
and glared at John Bull.

“You beast!”

“Scat !”

“You rotter i

John Bull made a rush at him. Plump
as he was, Sammy Bunter was on his feet

(

in a moment and bolting for the stairs. He
scuttled down them at top speed, and at the
bottom of the staircase paused, gasping for
breath.

“Rotter |” he muttered.

John Bull was not pursuing him. Sammy
panted and gasped, and gasped and panted.
When he had fully recovered his breath he
rolled away, with a peculiar gleam in his
little piggy eyes. Some new 1dea was
evidently working in the brain of Bunter

minor.

THE TENTH CHAPTER
‘¢ How’s Bunter ? *’

oHN BuLL re-entered Billy Bunter’s study
J and closed the door. Nugent had
spread a white tablecloth over the table, and
the juniors were laying it for tea. Harry
Wharton was poking the fire under the
kettle. Bunter watched the preparations for
tea with the same odd, absent expression

upon his face.
“I say, you fellows, let me help!” he

exclaimed.

“It’s all right, old chap!
cooking to do!”

“I can help you lay the cloth.”

“My hat!”

Bunter rose from the armchair.

They allowed him to help—they were too

astonished to do anything else.

In a study feed Bunter had always been
willing to lend a hand with the cooking.
Bunter was a great cook, and fond of cook-
ing—and in the process of cooking he would
help himself to continual little snacks. But
he had never been known to offer to do any-

thing else.
It was clear that there was a great change

in Bunter.

Wharton made the tea, and brought the
teapot up to the table. Nugent had boiled
the egos, and a cheerful table it was, with
fragrant tea and fresh eggs, and ham and
crisp, fresh bread-and-butter, and cakes and
tarts were piled on the table to finish with.

There was a knuckly rap on the door,
and the head of Fisher T. Fish was projected
into the study. The American boy grinned
round genially.

)
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Greyfriars

. 11
7

HE Concert Hall is fairly packed
With masters and with fellows ;
And Horace Coker’s voice so cracked,
And Bull’s deep-throated bellows
Thunder upon reluctant ears,
And make us groan in chorus ;
But soon the hall resounds with cheers,
When Nugent stands before us.

For Franky has a splendid voice,
Both mellow and melodious ;

[t makes his listeners rejoice—
Comparisons are odious !

To hear him warble, “ Drake Goes West,”
And likewise * Annie Laurie,”

[s to be favourably impressed :
And when he stops, we're sorry !

Then Billy Bunter stands and sings
In a most squeaky treble,
A song about the pies and things
Prepared by Mrs. Kebble.
But, ere he reaches the refrain,
The missiles fly incessantly ;
And Bunter bolts, with yelps of pain—
“ Yarooo! [I'll come back presently!”

And so the happy hours speed by
With many jests and joliities ;
Even the masters are not shy
To join our gay frivolities.
And when to bed we yawn our way
(Though very loth to do so)
Bunter is proudly heard to say
That he’s a new Caruso !

Frivolities

“Bunter better 7’ he asked.

‘“Just the same.”

“I guess I'm feeling sympathetic some,”
said Fish. “I s’pose it will be all 0.K. if
I come in and keep him company a bit?#"

“Certainly 1”

“Yep? Right you are!l”

“Had your tea?’ asked Harry, with a
smile.

“Nope.”

“Will you have tea with us?”

{1 YEP.”

“There’s a chair.”

IFisher T. I'ish sat down.

A minute later the door opened, and Bul-
strode looked in. He also had a very genial
expression upon his face.

“Bunter better 7’ he asked.

“Just the same.”

“I’m awfully sorry for Bunter,” said Bul-
strode, coming gently into the study. “How
do you feel, Bunter. old man?”

“Fh1”

“Feeling better?”

“Who are you?”

“Fh? Oh, I’'m Bulstrode—your old
friend, you know !”

i O]] l”

“My hat, what a feed you’ve got there
exclaimed Bulstrode, glancing at the table.
“Ham and eggs and cold chicken and ham
patties and cake and My word, who’s
ooing to eat that blessed mountain of grub?”

“It’s a feed for Bunter.”

“Hungry, Bunter?”

“Not very,” said the fat junior, blinking.

“My hat! First time I’ve heard him say
that. I thought I’d look in and keep Bunter

company for a bit,” said Bulstrode blandly.
“No objection, I suppose?”

“Oh, no!”

“I’ll bring in a chair for myself.”

Bulstrode brought in a chair for himself.
He made room at the table by shoving Fisher
T. IFish a little aside.

“Had your tea?” asked Nugent.

“Not yet.”

“Pile in |”

“Thanks awfully 1”

The door opened again just as Bulstrode
started. Ogilvy of the Remove looked in.

)
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Ho seemed surprised at seeing so many
fellows in the study ; but he grinned genially
and nodded to all of them together.

“Bunter better 1” he asked.
“My hat1” exclaimed Harry Wharton.

He had been surprised at so much con-
cern for Bunter. All the fellows were natur-
ally sorry, but it was curious that they
should call in and inquire after the Owl of
the Remove in this way. But Wharton
had “tumbled ” now. The anxious inquirers
after Billy Bunter’s health had seen John
Bull shopping in Mrs. Mimble’s establisgh-
ment, or else had spotted him bringing in
the food.

The juniors were less concerned about
Bunter’s state of health than about the feed
that was going on in the study.

“We’re all rather anxious about Bunter,”
Ogilvy remarked. “I hope he’s better now.”

“Same as ever.”

“You chums mind if I kept him company
for a bit?”

The juniors burst into a laugh.

“Oh, come in and have tea!” exclaimed
John Bull.

Ogilvy grinned.

“Well, since you’re go pressing, I willl”
he exclaimed.

And he did. There was no chair in the
study, and no room at the table for it if
there had been one. But the junior did
not mind a little thing like that. He took
a plate on his knees and sat on the coal-
box.

“Well, I must say this is ripping ham!”
he exclaimed. “I’m sorry Bunter is seedy.
These eggs are done to a turn! It’s rough
on Bunter—but really this is splendid !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Tom Brown loocked in at the door. Hazel-
dene was with him. They locked in in rather
an uncertain way at the grinning faces in
the room.

“Bunter better 1’ asked Brown.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“How’s old Bunter 1’ asked Hazeldene.

'The two juniors coloured and came in.
Fisher T. Fish looked round with & grin.

(Continucd on page 81.)
(

Doctor Snow Meets His Double!

A DARING JEST AT GREYFRIARS
SCHOOL

HE year 1666 is memorable for the
Great Fire of London—and the
Great Jape of Greyfriars! At Grey-
friars itself the Great Jape takes priority
over the Great Fire! It was truly a merry
jest, and this was the manner of it. On a
drear December day, when the snow lay deep
in the ancient Close, a number of Lower
School juniors conceived the brilliant but
daring notion of designing a snowman, 1I
faithful imitation of Dr. Snow, the head-
master of that period.

Now, Dr. Snow was a stout, schﬁ'!ﬂrly
gentleman, whose favourite hobby was birch-
ing boys black and blue. He ruled Grey-
friars with a rod of iron—or, rather, with
a rod of birch-twigs—and he was severely
“down on” japes of any description.
Glancing one morning from his study win-
dow, he was startled by the apparition of
himself, which stood glaring at ]1in:1_fr0m
the Close. Hurrying out to investigate,
Dr. Snow found himself face to face with
his “ double ”—a life-size model of himself,
perfectly fashioned by the skilful hands of
the juniors. e

There was really no need for those young
rascals to have affixed a placard to the
snowman, bearing the Head’s name; 1t Wa8
only too obvious whom the statue was 8Up-
posed to represent. The stern and far from
beautiful features; the large spectacles and
quaint hat; the prominent bulge In the
vicinity of the waistcoat; and the protrud-
ing birch-rod—all proclaimed Dr. Snow!

In a state bordering upon apoplexy he
stood and surveyed his ‘“ double,”” while the
perpetrators of the jape discreetly took to
their heels. Finally, the infuriated Head
committed assault and battery upon the
snowman, pounding it with his fists till 1t
was utterly demolished. He would have
liked to commit assault and battery upon
the merry japers also, but, fortunately for
them, their identities were never discovered !

)
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(Conlinued from page 80.)

“I guess you heard about the feed,” he
remarked.

““Ahem

“It’s all O.K., sonny! That’s what I
came to inquire—for Bunter, I guess,” said
the American junior placidly. “ And there’s
plenty of grub going, I guess.”

“Sit down,” sald John Bull. “I can’t ofier
you anything better than the floor to sit on,
but there’s plenty of grub.”

“Surely |”

“Oh, all right!” exclaimed Tom Brown,
laughing. “Since you’re so pressing &

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Brown and Hazel-
dene joined the feed.
The study was now
crammed. When the
door opened again
it knocked against
Tom Brown’s arm,
and jerked his tea-
cup, and he spilt ‘
half his tea on the [I//f|
carpet. At

‘“Here, look out!” il
he shouted. |

“Eh?” said Micky
Desmond, looking in
round the door.
“Faith, and it’s
anxious for poor old
Bunter I am i

N

1N-

toirely. Is he any

betther 3" <)
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bunter, darling,
18 1t feeling betther
ye are?” asked Micky sympathetically.
“Sure, and I’m anxious about ye.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“IFaith, ye gossoons, and what are ye
cackling ahout entoirely ?” demanded Micky.

“Squeeze in,” said John Bull. “The ham

and eggs are gone; but here’s some cold
chicken.”

“I"aith, but I came here to

“To Inquire after Bunter, I know.
here’s the cold chicken.”

“You’ll have to stand,” said Harry Whar-
H (

L}

S0

8]

ton, handing Micky a plate. “Stand close
to the door, and keep the next bounder out.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Faith, and I—”

“There’s somebody already!” yelled Bob
Cherry, as the door opened about three
inches and then met Micky’s foot.

A still small voice came in at the aperture:

“My dear fellows, how is Bunter?”
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Don’t you know Marjorie, Bunter ? *’ asked Harry. Bunicr, blinking hard at
the fair face of the girl, shook his head.

(See Chapler 14.)

“Is Bunter better?’ repeated Alonzo
Todd, rather puzzled by the laughter in the
study. “I trust this unexpected and appar-
ently unseemly merriment may be taken as
an indication that Bunter’s progress upon
the whole afiords satisfaction "

“Bunter’s all right!” roared John Bull.
“The feed’s growing the worse for wear,
but you can come in if you can find room.”

“My dear Bull, I was not thinking of the
feed e

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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= As a matter of fact, I have brought Bun-
ter some beef-tea, so I should be obliged if
you would admit me to the study,” said
Alonzo. “My Uncle Benjamin always recom-
mended beef-tea in case of illness. I have
made some.”

“Bring him in, Micky.”

Micky moved aside, and Alonzo squeezed
in. He looked round the study in surprise.

“Dear me! You are quite crowded "

“Yes; all these chaps came to inquire for
Bunter.”

“How exceedingly gratifying to know that
so many of poor dear Bunter’s Form-fellows
are so anxious about him,” said Alonzo,
with a beaming smile. “I see that Bunter
has somewhat recovered his appetite. I
wonder 1f he would care for the beef-tea "

“Let’s look at 1t.”

Alonzo held out a can containing a smoky-
looking liquid.

“I made 1t myself,” he said. “The can
has been used to keep sardines in, but the
sardines were getting very high, so I threw
them away. I fear that a slight flavour
was left in the can, but I do not think that
that will afiect the nutritiousness of the
beef-tea. I obtained a large piece of beef,
and I have boiled it over the fire in the can.
Jones minor mischievously poured in a little
ink, but not sufficient, I think, to exercise
any deleterious influence over the beef-tea.
I am sure that it will do Bunter a great
deal of good. Would you like to taste it,
Bunter 1"

14 Ugh !H

“My dear Bunter

“Buzz off, Todd, old son! Take the beef-
tea away and bury 1t, and put something
heavy on the grave so that it can’t get out !”

“My dear Cherry i

“I guess it niffs,” remarked Fisher T.
Fish.

“The slight smell is merely due to the
remnant of sardines i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Nugent led the Duffer of Greyfriars to
the door and let him out. Then he closed
the door. As he did so Russell and Morgan,
of the Remove, came racing up the paszape.

“Hold on!” exzclaimed Russell breath-

(
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lessly, as Nugent was shutting the door.

“How’s Bunter?”
“Ha, ha, hal”
“How’s Bunter?

Morgan. _
Nugent locked the door. The two juniors

outside tried the handle, and then kicked.
Then Russell bawled through the keyhole.

“I say! How’s Bunter?”

“Oh, Bunter’s getting on all right!”
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“The getting onfulness is terrific, my
esteemed chum |”

“We’d like to sit with him a bit

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No room—you’re too late,” said Nugent
through the keyhole. “Full—standing room
only! Money returned at the box-office.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Russell and Morgan kicked at the door,
and retired bafled. And during the next
half-hour a dozen or more fellows came along
the Remove passage and tried the door, and
found it locked, and inquired anxiously
after Bunter’s health through the keyhole,
and kindly offered to sit with him. The kind
offers being declined with thanks, the
anxious inquirers kicked at the door—very
inconsiderately, considering how anxious
they were for Bunter’s health—and retired

growling.

Look out!” panted

"

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
Sammy Bunter Loses His Memory I

SAMMY BuNTER paused in the passage with

a gleam in his little round eyes. The
idea that had flashed into his brain was
working there. Sammy Bunter was very like
his brother, but he was sharper in many
things. His wits were keener, and moved
more quickly. Sammy was far from believ-
ing in the reality of Billy Bunter’s attack.
He regarded the fat junior as having made
things very easy and comfortable for himself
by the simple process of “gammoning ” the
Remove.

Sammy would never have expected such a
dodge to succeed. But it had succeeded with
the Remove, who were keener fellows upon
the whole than the fags in the Second. And
fellows who disliked Bunter, fellows who
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hadp’t been able to tolerate him well, had
rallied _round Bunter ill, and were looking
after him, and giving him a really royal

time. The dodge that had worked with the
Remove—why shouldn’t it work with the
Second 1

That was Sammy Bunter’s idea.

Sammy had not lived long enough yet to
learn by experience that the truth, however
strange 1t may seem, pgets itself believed
somehow, while a lie, though never so
plausible, imposes upon nobody for long.

It seemed to Sammy Bunter a first-class
wheeze, and if Billy had worked it, why
shf::uuldn’t he? Sammy considered himself as
being very much smarter than Billy.
Indeed, he thought he had seen flaws in
Bunter’s action, though it had imposed
upon the Remove. He felt that he could
have kept up the “gammon ” much better.

True, it seemed unlikely that the Second-
Formers would be sympathetic towards him,
even 1f. he were ill. But it had seemed quite
a8 unlikely that the Removites would prove
sympathetic towards Billy, yet they had
80 proved.

Undoubtedly it was a good dodge, and if
Billy made a success of it, why not Sammy !
Th{at was how Sammy looked at it.

‘It’s a jolly good wheeze !” Sammy mur-
mured to himself. “The only thing is, how
am I to get a shock to the system to destroy
my memory without hurting myself 3”

TThut was an important point.

No propect of feeding would have induced
Sammy Bunter to fling himself head-first
Into a swimming-bath, as his major had
done.

He could walk into a door or a wall and
bump his head, but it would have to be a
severe bump to make the fags believe in its
terrible efiects.

Sammy was turning the matter over in
bis mind when Loder, the prefect, came

along the passage. Loder scowled at him.
Sammy had not offended Loder in any
way. Loder scowled for a reason totally
unconnected with Sammy. Blue Smoke, the
favourite for the Great Swindell Handicap,
had come in ninth or tenth instead of first,
and Loder owed Mr. Cobb, of the Cross Keys,

(
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about five pounds in consequence. Betting
on races was one of Loder’s amusements,
indulged in secret, and he found it, like
most fellows, a very expensive one, though
he was always just going to set matters right
by bringing off a coup on a “dead cert.”

It was really not Sammy Bunter’s fault
that Blue Smoke had come in tenth.
Sammy Bunter had never even heard of
Blue Smoke, or even of the Great Swindell
Handicap. But he was handy to cufi, so
Loder cufied him.

Sammy set up a roar.

! '&TDW l”

“You fat young cub!” growled Loder.
“Don’t hang about the passages. Do you
hear? Go and get some exercise.”

And he cufied Sammy Bunter a second
time, harder than the first.

Sammy Bunter gave a wild, ringing
shriek and dropped to the floor.

Loder stared at him angrily.

“Get up, you young fool I” he shouted.

Sammy Bunter lay quite still. He had
caught sight of Dicky Nugent and Gatty, of
the Second Form, coming down the passage.
It was Sammy’s chance, and he made the
most of it. Loder, of the Sixth, had solved
the difficulty for him.

“(Get up, you fat rotter! Don’t lie there
malingering.”

Sammy Bunter did not move or speak.

Loder stirred him with his foot. He did
not know Sammy Bunter’s “wheeze,” but
he knew that he was pretending to be
injured.

“Get up, you cub

No reply.

“Hang it all, let him alone, you bully !”
exclaimed Dicky Nugent, running forward.

Dicky Nugent was only a fag in the
Second, but he had nerve enough to cheek
a whole army of prefects.

Loder glared at him.

“He’s shamming !” he exclaimed.

Sammy Bunter groaned.

“You’ve hurt him!” exclaimed Nugent
mI1nor.

“Rot! T just flicked him.”

“It’s only young Bunter,”

Gatty.
)
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Marjorie’s sweet voice sweiled softly through
thestudy. Billy gave a great start as he listened.
(See Chapter 14.)

“Well, he’s not going to be kicked when
he’s down, even Fatty Bunter,” said Dick
Nugent. “Let him alone, Loder, or I’ll
yell out to Wingate.”

Loder gritted his teeth. Wingate, the
captain of the school, was in his study, and
he was not on the best of terms with the
prefect. There was no telling whether he
might not take the fag’s side in the dispute.

“You’d better get that fat humbug away
from here,” exclaimed Loder. “He’s only
pretending to be hurt.”

And he strode into his study and slammed
the door.

Dick and Gatty raised up Bunter minor.
It was not an easy task, for the fat fag was
very heavy, and he did not give them the
slightest assistance. He threw his whole
weight upon them as they raised him, and
they fairly steggered under it.

“My word!” said Gatty. “He must be
hurt, after all !” '

'}
i

“Looks like it.”

“Loder’s a beast 1”

B u n it o il
Sammy ”

S a m my Bunter
did not speak. His
eyes were tightly
closed. Only a faint
moan escaped from
his lips.

Dick Nugent
looked anxious.

“He may be
badly hurt,” he
said. “You know

what’s happened to
his major through
cetting a rap on the
head. I dare say

they have weak heads
in the DBunter

family.”

‘““ Shouldn’t won-
der. What are you
going to do with
him 7”

« Get him to the

Form-room.”
And Nugent and

Gatty half led and half carried Sammy
Bunter to the IForm-room. There was a
yell from the Form fags as they brought
him in.

“Here he i1g!”

“Here’s the fat bounder !”

“Nugent minor’s got him !”
And the fags crowded round for ven-

geance. Dicky Nugent waved them back.
There was a shout at once.

“Collar him 1" :
“Hold on, I say!” exclaimed Dicky

Nugent, pushing back the excited fags.
“There’s something the matter with him.
Loder has been going for him, and Bunter
minor fainted or something.”

“Phew !”

“YWhat’s the matter?”
“I don’t know. Only his major has been

ill through getting a bump on the napper.
and has gone ofi his rocker. Perhaps i
“Ho’s coming to!”” exclaimed Gatty.

)




Sammy Bunter’s eyes opened.

The fags, hushed with alarm and sur-
prise, gathered round almost in silence.
They gazed in wonder and interest at
Sammy Bunter.

The fat fag blinked through his spectacles
with an unseeing paze.

“Where am 17’ he moaned.

“You're here.” said Gatty.

This was pretty evident, without Gatty
saying so. Dicky Nugent frowned him
down, and replied :

“In the Second Form-room, Sammy.”

11 El],?”

“You’re in  the Form-room 1”

“What Form-room 9"

“Eh? The Second Form—your own
Form.”

“My Form? I haven’t any Form.”

“What1”

Sheer amazement held Dicky Nugent
silent. Sammy Bunter rolled his little round
eyes behind his spectacles.

“Where am I?” he gasped. “What’s this
place?”

“Greyfriars.”

“Greyfriars! I’ve never heard of it.”

The juniors could only stare. The truth
burst upon them all at once. Sammy
Bunter, like his major, had lost his memory.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
And Recovers It I

DICK‘E’ NUGENT gave a long, low whistle.

Gatty ejaculated “My hat!” Myers
gasped. The rest of the Second Form fellows
stared blankly. It was amazing. Sammy
Bunter had lost his memory, just like his
major. Loss of memory appeared to run in
the Bunter family.

“Well, my word |” said Nugent minor at
last. “If this doesn’t take the cake! All
through that beast Loder giving him a cufi.”

“It wasn’t a very hard one, either,” said
Gatty.

“No. He may have bumped his head on
the floor in falling, though.”

Myers ran his fingers over Bunter minor’s
head.

“There isn’t any bump here,” he re-
marked.

“No bump 1”

“Nothing at all.”

“Bump might be inside,” suggested
Myers sagely. ‘“I’ve heard about concussion
producing internal injuries, you know. 1
suppose that means a bump inside.”

0l ASS l”‘

“Look here, young Nugent——"

“Let me lookee |”

It was the soft voice of Hop Hi, the
younger brother of Wun Lung, of the
Remove. Little Hop Hi pushed his way
through the fags, his almond eyes blinking
curiously. Chinaman as he was, Hop Hi was
very popular in the Second Form. His un-
limited pocket-money may have had some-
thing to do with it.

“You can look at him if you like,” said
Dicky Nugent. “He seems to be quite off
his rocker, like Billy.”

Sammy blinked at them.

‘““What’s this place?” he repeated, just as
if he had not asked the question before.

“Greyfriars,” said Gatty.

“Is it a school?”

“My hat| Yes.”

“You fellows belong to it 1"

“0Of course!”

“How did I come here?”

“My word! You’ve been here a long
time.”

“T—] feel a pain in my head,” said
Sammy Bunter, passing his fat hand over
his brow. “Has—has anything happened
to me?”

“You’'ve had a cufi.”

“Oh! I—I—I sufier very much.”

“Velly stlange,” murmured Hop Hi,
“ Buntes minee losee memolee, likee Buntee
majee.”

“Yes,” said Dicky Nugent. “I suppose
they’re a weak-headed family. Only Bunter
major had e fearful bump on his napper,
and Sammy doesn’t seem to have a mark at
all.”

“ SQoonee makee mark,” said Hop Hi. “Me
whackee with clicket stumpes.”

“Keep that maniac off!” yelled Sammy
Bunter. “You Chinese ass!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Hold on, Hop Hi!” exclaimed Nugent




1:ni11{ir::I “We don’t want him
marked, you young chump.
W’ha-t silly no’grion have yopu
got 1n your noddle %’

“Bunter minee no forget me
Chinee.”

" Oh1” exclaimed Gatty sus-
piciously. “That’s so! If
he’s lost his memory, how does he know a
Chinee from anybody else 1”

“Buntee minee explainee.”

“I—I don’t know him,” stammered
Sammy. “I’ve never seen him before. Oh,
my head! The awful pain !”

And Sammy pressed a fat hand to his
forehead.

The fags looked at Bunter minor very
suspiciously now. They could see that the
cunning little Chinee did not believe in the
Zzenuineness of his attack, and Hop Hi’s
doubt was spreading to themselves.

After all, it was very curious that Sammy
Bunter should lose his memory on the very
same day that Billy had lost his, and from so
trifling a cause.

And the fags remembered what a deter-
mined and unrepentant spoofer Sammy
Bunter was, quite equalling his elder
brother in that line.

{

Grind — crash — saw — wail — howl |

Sammy quailed a

Bull was trying to wake the little.

Johnny

lost chords of memory. It really seemed Billy’s “ g a m-

as if he were trying to wake the dead. yyon.” as he con-
)

sidered it, had gone
down without rais-
ing a doubt. He
was much cleverer
than Billy, and the
Second IForm were
certainly mnot any
more brainy than the
Remove. Surely he
ought to have suc-
ceeded quite easily!l

But he saw that
there were breakers
ahead now. The
looks the fags cast
upon him were sus-
picious and unsym-

(See Chapter 15.)

pathetic.

“Oh!”  groaned
Sammy. ‘‘The fear-
ful pain! Oh! And

I’m so hungry!”

“Hungry, are
you 7’ said Gatty.

“Y o5, fearfully.
Oh, I think perhaps
I might recover my memory if I had a really
good blow-out!” groaned Sammy.

“Oh 1” said Nugent minor.

“Velly lufi on Buntee minee,” said Hop
Hi.

i Hlm l”‘

“Buntee minee no lemembel himself or
him name,” said Hop Hi. “He not able to

take legisteled lettel.”
“A registered letter for Bunter minor %"

“He no able signee namee now.”

Sammy Bunter started. He looked into
the solemn, serious face of the little Chinee,
which was full of sympathetic concern.

A registered letter for him—a remittance
from home, of course. He had been expect-
ing, or, at least, hoping for one for a long
time. And it had come now, just when he
had lost his memory, and could not, of
courge, recover it all of a sudden for the
sake of getting hold of his remittance.

&6 )



It was too provoking.

“I suppose it will have to be given back to
the postman,” remarked Myers. |

“I suppose 50.”

“Oh!” groaned Bunter minor. ‘“Oh, the
awful pain! I-—I—I feel as if I can remem-
ber something now. I—I Who am I 7"

“You’re Bunter minor,” said Dick Nugent
suspiciously.

“Oh, yes, of course! I—I—I'm Sammy
Bunter I” exclaimed Sammy, blinking at the
juniors. “J—I’ve had a fearful shock. I—I
forgot everything. But—but it’s all coming
back now. The—the pain is going.”

“Is it 7”

“Yes. Oh, dear, I’ve had a fearful time!”
groaned Sammy. “I—I forgot everything
from the moment Loder knocked me down.”

“How do you know it was Loder if you
forgot1” asked Gatty.

“I—I—I've just remembered it.”

“Blessed if I don’t believe he was spoofing
all along!” exclaimed Gatty. “It’s just one
of his rotten tricks.” '

“ Look here, Gatty

“The fat fraud!”

“Isn’t he just
bounder }”

“I—I think I’d better go and get that
registered letter,” mumbled Sammy. “I

don’t want it to be given back to the post-
man.”

“ Allee lightee,” murmured Hop Hi. “No
lettee.”

“What?”

“No legisteled lettee.”

Sammy Bunter glared at him throuch his
spectacles with the glare of a basilisk. The
cunning of the little Celestial dawned upon
him, and it enraged him so much that he
could hardly keep from springing at the
grinning Hop Hi.

“You—you heathen rotter!” he yelled.
“You’ve been lying !”

“Me no lie!” said Hop Hi warmly. “Me
say 1f Buntee minee losee memoly, Buntee
minee no able signee for legistled lettee. No
say legisteled lettee comee.”

The fags burst into a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Fairly caught!” yelled Dicky Nugent.
(
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like his major, the
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You heathen rotter |”

“Buntee minee lecover memoly,” said Hop
Hi maliciously. “Me so glad.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter minor groaned, as if the terrible
pain in his head had returned. He pressed
his fat fingers to his forehead.

“Ow! The pain! Oh!”

“My hat!”’ ejaculated Dicky Nugent.
“It's come back, has 1t 1"

“Yes. Ow! I—I feel very strange. Who
—who are you?”’ mumbled Bunter minor.

“What 1”

“What is this place?”

“This place!” murmured Dicky, dazed
by the impudence of the fat fag. “My only
summer bonnet! You’re not trying to spoof
us over again, are you?”

“J—I don’t seem to remember

“I’ll make you seem to remember, then,”
roared Dicky. “Bump him! We’'ll see 1f we
can bump his memory back.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow! Yow! It’s all right; I remember
now !”

“Bump him!”

“I—I remember !”

“You remember a little too late,” grinned
Dicky Nugent. “We’ll give you the bump-
ing all the same. It may save you from
losing your memory again.”

Bump !

11 YOW l?l

Bump |

“Yarooh !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And Sammy Bunter had the bumping.

Apparently it had the efiect predicted by
Nugent minor, for after that bumping in the
Form-room Sammy Bunter showed no signs
whatever of losing his memory.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
Visitors from Cliff House.

Hmm- WrarTON looked in at Billy Bun-
ter’s study a little later. The fat
junior was 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 expres-
sion.

“I‘eel better, Bunter 9" asked Harry.

“I'm all right.”

“Hungry 1”

Bunter blinked at him.

“How can I be hungry when we’ve only
lately had tea?” he said. “I can’t keep on
eating all the time, can 19"

Harry Wharton smiled. It was clear that
Billy Bunter’s memory had not returned
yet.

*“I—I say, this place seems familiar, some-
how,” sald Bunter, looking 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 contact
with the bump there.

“Oh, you say I belong to this school

“Yes, rather.”

“And I’ve been here a long time %”

“You were here before I came.”

“I can’t understand it.”

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

“Money, do you mean 7’

“Yes; a few bob!”

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

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

“You might get a postal-order 7’ suggested
Harry.

“I’m not expecting one.”

€l Oh !"

“So 1 won’t take a loan, thanks! Hallo,
who’s that?”

Hazeldene, of the Remove, looked in at
the door. He watched Billy DBunter
curiously, and the fat junior blinked at him
with equzal curiosity.

“Who’s that 1” he asked.

“That’s Hazeldene.”

“Oh, isit? 1 don’t know him.”

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

Wharton shook his head.

“Sammy’s been playing the same dodge
in the Second IForm,” said Hazeldene, with
a grin. “He’s pretending to have lost /18
memory.”

“Billy’s not pretending.”

“No, but Sammy was. I suppose he
thought he would make a good thing out of
it. The Second have been bumping him, and
his memory’s come back.”

Wharton laughed.

“Serve him right 1”

““But that isn’t what I came to tell you,”
said Hazeldene. “My sister’s come over to
see me with Clara. Look here, Bunter knows
her. He’s a rotten little cad, and I never
liked him speaking to Marjorie, but under
the circumstances I think perhaps she may
help to recall his silly memory.”

“Good I” exclaimed Harry Wharton.

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

“You know Marjorie, Billy ?” he said.

Bunter looked strangely perplexed.

“Marjorie I’’ he repeated.

“Yes; Hazeldene’s sister—of Clifi House,
you know.”

111 N"D."G.”

“You don’t remember 9"

“T seem to know the name,” said Bunter,
with evident distress. “But—but 3

“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. Mar-
jorie Hazeldene and Clara were In Hazel’s
study. Bulstrode and Tom Brown, who also
shared that room, had left it to Hazeldene
for the occasion, as was the general etiquette
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 Cliff
House. There was a kettle singing on the
fire, and a cloth on the table. Hazeldene
was making some preparations for tea ; but,
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as Hazeldene was in a perpetual state of
‘““hard-up,” his preparations were not very
oxtensive. But he was doing his best.
Except when he was on good terms with
Vernon Smith—the Bounder of Greyfriars
—Hazeldene was never flush of money. He
had an allowance as large as most of the
juniors, but he was always in debt.

Nugent was in the study, too, talking to
the girls. Wharton dropped a whisper to
him as he entered, and Nugent nodded and
quietly departed.

Marjorie and Clara had been told about
Billy Bunter’s misfortune. They looked
curiously at the fat junior as Wharton
brought him in. They knew the untruthful-
ness of the Owl of the Remove so well that,
without being suspicious, they did not
believe in his sincerity this time, unless 1t
was made clear to them that it was genuine.
Miss Clara, indeed, was smiling with open
scepticism.

“So poor Bunter is 1l1?’ she said.

“Yes,” said Harry. “He dived into the
swimming-bath, and bumped his head on the
tiles. There wasn’t any water 1n 1t, you
know.”

“Poor Bunter!” said Marjorie softly.
* What a dreadiul bruise!”

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

“Doesn’t he remember anything?”

“Nothing.”

“Poor Bunter !”

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

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

He shook his head.

“Isg 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 you don’t remember mel”’ asked
Migs Clzara.

“No. I’m sincerely sorry.”

Miss Clara’s eyes danced.

“Don’t you remember that 1 owe you five
shillings 7 she asked.

“Oh, Clara!”

But Bunter shook his head still.

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

Miss Clara was nonplussed, 1f 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 preat change had come over
Bunter.

“It’s genuine enough,” said Hazeldene.

“It looks like it,” admitted Miss Clara.
“But Bunter was always such a—a—a 4

“Story-teller !” said Miss Clara.

“Liar !” said Hazeldene cheerfully.

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

“Thank you,” said Bunter.

Frank Nugent came into the study. He
had a little bundle under his arm, and
Hazeldene grinned as he saw 1t. _

“There are your things, Hazel,” said
I'rank carelessly. :

“Thanks. Tea will be ready in a minute.
You fellows are staying?”

“Certainly.”

And 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 hewilderf;d
expression lingering in his eyes, but the pain
was almost gone from his damaged head.
and he was cheering up wonderfully.

Just as tea was commencing—the second
tea that afternoon for Wharton and Nugent
—Bob Cherry put his head in at the door

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
Music Wanted!
”H.ﬁxLLo—-hallo—-lm]lo "7 _

Bob Cherry joined the tea-party 1n
Hazeldene’s study. He was not likely to
remain long in ignorance of the fact that
Marjorie was at Greyfriars.

With the addition of Bob Cherry’s cheer-
ful conversation, tea was a very merry meal.
Billy Bunter seemed to enjoy himself as
much as anybody. Frank Nugent, looking
at him, lowered his voice.
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“Look here, Harry —about Bunter. I've
got an idea |”

Tea was finished, and Bunter was put
into the armchair before the fire. He was
very comfortable there, and he stretched out
his fat leg over the fender, and blinked at
the fire, quite in his old way.

“Well, I'rank 7” said Harry.

“You know they say that music has
charms to soothe the savage breast?’ said
Nugent. “Well, suppose that music might
have the effect of bringing Bunter’s memory
back? Tt’s quite possible! Some song, you
know, that he used to
know awfully well
might set the works
going  again,  Or
whatever it is that’s

needecl.”

Wharton nodded
thoughtfully. H e
fully believed that

the only way to re-
store Bunter was to
wake somehow old

dies,” said Bull obstinately. “You don’t
know what efiect they might have.”
“TFatal, perhaps!” suggested Bob Cherry.
“Look here, Cherry -
“Tt would be rotten to take such an advan-
tage of Bunter in his present state!” said

Nugent, with a shake of the head.
“Bunter, old man,” said John Bull, after

glaring at Nugent, “ would you care to hear
some music ?”
“Certainly !” said Bunter.
“Shall T play my concertina to you?”
“Thank you very much.”

associations in his
mind.

“Jolly good idea !”
exclaimed a voice at

the door.

John Bull came in
with his hands in his
pockets, as usual, He
took them out, how-
ever, as he saw that
there were girls
present.

“Hallo!” he ex-
claimed. “Excuse
my popping in, but I
heard what you said as I passed. That idea
of restoring Bunter by means of music is
simply ripping !”

“Glad you think so!” said Frank, rather
drily. He suspected what wasg coming.

“Yes,” said Bull genially, “it’s splendid !
I shall be only too pleased to play the poor
chap a few tunes on my concertina =

“Rats 1”
“A few carefully selected, stirring maelo-
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!‘fir. Quelch stared in amazement at Bunter.
sight in the Remove Form-room.
never been seen there before !

Certainly it was an unusual
pyjamas has assuredly
(Ses Chapter 16.)

A junior in his

“My hat!’’ ejaculated Wharton. “He’s
jolly well lost his memory to the last atom !
If he remembered Bull’s concertina, he

wouldn’t ask him to play 1t !”

“Look here, Wharton "

“I say, you fellows, I think it’s a good
idea to have some music,” said Bunter. “Of

course, I don’t want i1t unless the other
fellows do.”

1 Hlm l
)
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Nug.ent_. “My idea was for Wharton and
MarJor}e to sing their duet. Bunter’s heard
them sing it heaps of times, and he knows
1t by heart. Tt might work the oracle, you
know.”

*“ Better try the concertina.”

““Oh, blow the concertina !”

“Look here, Nugent——"

“Good—the duet |” exclaimed Bob Cherry
eagerly. “It will be a treat for all of us to
hear Marjorie sing, whether it does Bunter
any good or not.”

Marjorie laughed. She had a fervent
admirer of all her powers in Bob Cherry.
If her singing had been very much worse
than it was Bob would have considered it
as leaving Tetrazzini’s quite in the shade.
But, as a matter of fact, Marjorie had a very
clear and sweet voice, and sang very charm-
ingly.

“Well, you’ll want an accompaniment
to sing to,” said John Bull. “I can play
concertina accompaniments first-rate.”

“Oh, rats!”

“Look here, Hazeldene——"

“I'll accompany you on the comb and
paper, 1f you like,” said Bob Cherry.

“We can manage without that,”” said
Harry, laughing. “It’s all right, Bull, con-
certinas are barred. You can go and play
to Dutton. He’s the only chap who can
stand 1t.”

Dutton was the deaf fellow in the Remove.
But it was on record that even Dutton had
suffered pangs irom Bull’s concertina.

John Bull grunted.

“Well, I don’t know that I want to play,”
he said., “I should like to educate you
chaps in musical taste, that’s all.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Will you sing, Marjorie?” asked Harry
Wharton.

“If you all wish—<certainly !”

“Hear, hear !”

Billy Bunter blinked at Marjorie as ghe
stood up to sing the duet with Harry Whar-
ton. The duet was “Tell Me What is Love.”
a very pretty end catching little song,
which suited the two admirably, At more
than one echool concert they had delivered
it, amid great appleuse, and Bunter knew
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it almost as well as they did, though he
could not have sung a note of it. The fat
junior had no voice, though, until his loss
of memory, he had always considered himself
what he called a “dab ” at singing.

“Tell me—tell me what is love—
That sets the world a-sighing,
That makes a maiden shyly smile,
Or dims her eye with crying?”

Marjorie’s sweet voice swelled softly

through the study.
Billy Bunter gave a great start as he

listened.

The juniors were watching him. It was
evident that the melody touched some hidden
chord in Bunter’s dazed and confused brain.

The fat junior listened with intent ears
as the duet was continued.

Harry Wharton’s deeper voice rang out:

“Oh, love it is whene’er it comes,
The boon that all are needing,
Though wilful maidens often frown
When lovers true are pleading I”

Then the two fresh young voices were
blended together.

As the last strains died away, Bunter rose
from his seat. The juniors’ eyes were fixed

upon him.

“ Bunter, old man !”

“I—I ” Bunter stammered. “I—I
remember =

He sank back into the chair again, and
his ayes were closed.

Wharton sprang forward.

But Bunter’s eyes opened immediately,
and there was the same vacant stare in them.

“ Bunter—you remember %"

14 Eh?!?

“You remember now ?”

“I—I1 don’t understand.”

Wharton drew back, deeply disappointed.
For a2 moment, he knew, memory had
flickered in Billy Bunter’s mind—the dead
chords had besen touched with life ; but it had
only been for a moment.

All was blank again now.

Punter sat in the chair, with the same

)



perplexed look haunting his eyes, until the
time came when Marjorie and Clara had to
go. The girls bade him good-bye kindly
and gently. They were very sorry for
Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. walked home to
Cliff House with Marjorie and Clara. John
Bull remained with Bunter.

The sturdy junior had said that he would
stay with the Owl of the Remove till Harry
Wharton came back. He stood at the win-
dow, watching the juniors in the dusk as
they crossed to the gates with the two girls.
Harry Wharton and his chums were not
likely to be back for an hour at least.

John Bull smiled to himself as he turned
back towards Bunter. The fat junior gazed
at him with dull and uninquiring eyes.

“Bunter, old man, you liked that song?”
“Yes,” said Bunter.

“You’d like to hear my concertina 1”

“Certainly, if you like,” said Bunter
amicably. |

John Bull looked out of the study. He
did not want to leave Bunter alone. It was
best for the fat junior not to be left too
much to himself under the peculiar circum-

stances, and Bull had promised Wharton to
look after him.

Fisher T. Fish came strolling along the
passage, with his easy American saunter.
He gave John Bull a nod, and stopped as
the sturdy junior spoke to him.

“Come in a minute, Fishy, will you $”
i« YEP-”
“Busy ?’’ asked John Bull.

“Nope.”
“Will you stay with Bunter a few

minutes while I go to my study to fetch

something? I’ve promised Wharton not to
leave him alone.”
1 Yep.”

“Thanks.”
Fisher T. Figh strolled into the study.

He sat on the table and swung his long legs,
and talked cheerfully to Bunter.

John Bull hurried along to Remove pas-
sage to No. 14, He had gone for his con-
certina.

f
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER
Muslc Not Wanted !

1suEr T. Fism was still talking when
John Bull returned to Hazeldene’s
study, and Billy Bunter was still in the arm-
chair. Bunter was not replying; but that
did not matter at all to Fisher T. Fish. He
talked because he found a charm in the
gsound of his own voice; and if the charm
was not perceptible to others, that was not
Fish’s fault, and did not worry him in the
least.

“I guess we can do things over there!l”
he was saying. “If you lost your memory 1n
New York, Bunter, I reckon we’ve got
specialists that would fix you up with a new
one within two hours! Yes, sir!”

““Oh, good I” said John Bull, with a grin,
as he came in. “Or I suppose you could
apply to the New York detectives, if you lost
your memory, and they’d get it back for
you.”

“Yep,” said Fisher “I—I1
mean 7

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I guess we’re slick over therel!” said
Fisher T. IFish. “I guess Gee! What
have you got there?”

“My concertina.”

“You’re not going to play 1t1”

“No; I’'m carrying it about just for exer-
cise,” said Bull sarcastically.

“I guess I'm off if you start that,” said
Fish.

“I guess you’re off anyway—off your silly
chump !” said Bull. “I’m starting, anyway.
You’d like to hear the concertina, Bunter ?7”

“Yes, please.”

Fisher T. Fish slid off the table. He could
stand many things, but he could not stand
the musical endeavours of his study-mate.

“I guess I slide,” he said. “When you
turn on the music it’s time to vamoose the
ranch. But ain’t it rather hard on

Bunter 1"

“Oh, buzz off I”
H‘I gu%s )}

Bull opened the concertina.

There was an agonised wail from the

dreaded instrument, and Fisher T. Fish
)

T. Fish.




promptly bolted. He slammed the door after

him and ran.
John Bull paid no heed.

The beloved howl of his concertina was like
a spur to him. He sawed the instrument up
and down and in and out, to the accompani-
ment of wild howls and squeals.

Billy Bunter sat bolt upright in the chair.

There was no doubt that the music had
some effect upon him. To judge by the
expression of his face, it was not a pleasant
effect.

But John Bull did not observe that. He
was trying to wake the chords of memory.
It really seemed as if he were trying to wake
the dead.

Grind—crash—saw—wail—howl |

“Oh!” said Bunter.

“You know the tune?” asked Bull, with a
beaming smile.

“No,” said Bunter.

“You’ll recognise 1t soon,” said Bull, saw-
ing away.

“Is it a tune?”

11 Eh ?H‘

“Is 1t a tune?” asked Bunter.

“Look here e

“Would you mind stopping 1"

i "Vhat ?H

“It’s awful I”

{1 He}, ?H‘

“It gives me a pain in the head,” said
Bunter apologetically. “I’m not very well,
you know. You might chuck it, old man.”

Bull shook his head.

“That shows it’s working,” he said.

Billy Bunter looked puzzled.

“Working? I don’t understand you.”

“Working on your mind,” explained
Bull. “It’s touching the chords of memory.
As soon as you’ve listened to it a little while
longer you’ll be all right—you’ll remember
everything. Take my word for it.”

“I—I—1I’d rather lose my memory, thank
vou !” stammered Bunter.

“Oh, rot!”

Saw—saw—pgrind—wail |

“Oh, dear!”

“What do you feel like now, Bunter 9”

i Awful lll

“Is 1t doing you good ?”
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“Ow! Nol”

“Be patient,” said John Bull. “You
must consider this as a pleasant sort of
medical treatment, you know.”

“Pleasant 1’ gasped Bunter.

“That’s 1t.”

Groo—grind—yaup—howl |

“Oh, oh! Stop! I—I’ll get out!”

“Now, look here, Bunter——"

The door of the study was flung open.
Bulstrode and Tom Brown and Fish and
Russell and several more fellows rushed
tumultuously in. John Bull lowered the con-
certina for a moment, staring in an annoyed
way at the intruders.

“What do you want?’ he demanded.

“You ass!”

“You fathead !”

“Look here ’’ began Bull.

“Stop it !” roared Bulstrode furiously.

“Stop what?”

“That horrid row!”

“Look here, I’m playing to Bunter, and
he’s enjoying it i

“Yah! Are you enjoying it, Bunter?”
roared the juniors.

“Yow! No!”

“Isn’t 1t awful I”

“Fearful I”

“It’s a treatment,” said Bull. “I'm try-
ing to wake the chords of memory. By
means of music, Bunter may be restored

1

“Well, he won’t be restored by that hor-
rible row!”

“I guess not.”

“Chuck it !”

John Bull set his lips firmly, and started
again. There was a roar of angry protest
from the Removites. The discordance of
Bull’s concertina could be heard the whole
length of the Remove passage.

“Chuck it !” yelled Bulstrode.

He led a rush at the sturdy junior. John
Bull’s concertina was dragged away. Bull
put up his fists and hit out. But he was
overwhelmed by numbers, and he rolled on
the floor of the study in the midst of a
struggling. gasping crowd.

“Collar him !”

“Smash him |”

)



“Bump him |”

The fight was a terrific one.
John Bull was as tough as nails,
and he was as angry as any
~ fellows there. He rolled about
the study in his desperate resist-
ance, dragging his assailants
with him. All hands were
needed to keep the sturdy junior
down. The concertina — the
cause of the strife—had rolled
unheeded upon the heartrug.

But it was not unheeded for
long. Billy Bunter caught sight
of 1t, and, whether it woke a
chord of memory or not, whether
he remembered previous tortures
with that instrument or didn’t
remember them, he acted
promptly.

While the terrific combat was
going on Bunter pounced upon
the concertina and
crammed it into the
fire.

He beat it down
into the midst of the
red cinders with the
poker, and the con-
certina was soon
blazing away
merrily.

Bunter kept it well
poked, and in a
couple of minutes that unfortunate con-
certina was past praying for. But Bunter
continued giving it savage pokes to make
sure of 1t.

Meanwhile, John Bull was fighting hard.
So strong was the junior and so determined
that he tore himself free of the odds against
him at last and staggered to his feet. The
burning concertina was sending showers of
sparks up the chimney.

“Where’s the concertina?’ gasped John
Bull.
Bulstrode staggered up.

“Don’t let him get it| Ha, ha, ha! Good
old Bunter! He’s burning it!”
Bunter grinned.

‘“He won’t play that rotten thing again!”
(

llowl

Sammy Bunter rolled on the floor, with
Billy sprawling all over him.
not a light weight, and Sammy roared.

Wow |

99

Billy was

Yah ! Gerroff 1"
(See Chapter 117.)

he remarked
rimly.

. “Hz, ha, ha!”
John Bull stared

in dismay at his

flaming  musical

There was no saving 1t now.

instrument.
Had Bunter been in a normal state of

health he would have been knocked flying by

the angry musician. But Bull, however

angry he was, could not hit a fellow in

Bunter’s state. He simply glared at him.
“You fat villain !” he roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

il I_I__I )

“I’ve stopped that awful row, anyway,”
said Bunter.

“You—ryou

“Chuck the bounder out!” gasped Bul-
strode.

John Bull was collared again. With the
united efforts of the juniors he was hurled
forth, breathless, into the passage.

)
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“I guess we can look after Bunter,”
Panted Fisher T. Fish. “Bunter’s a trump |
He’s settled that rotten thing for good |”

And he slammed the door.

The juniors roared with laughter as they
watched the remains of the concertina flare
away. There would be no more discord
extracted from that dreaded 1nstrument.

Billy Bunter’s loss of memory had gained
him the sympathy of all the Remove. But
his latest exploit made him popular as well.
The Removites felt that a fellow who had
burnt John Bull’s concertina deserved well

of the Form.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER
A Surprise in the Form-room

BILLY BuNTER was taken up to bed that
night very tenderly by the chums of the
Remove.

Mr. Quelch came into the Remove dormi-
tory to see lights out, and he looked at Bun-
ter as he lay in bed. Mr. Quelch was very
much puzzled by Bunter’s state. The doctor
from Friardale had been to see him during
the evening, but he could only say that Bun-
ter was still suffering from shock to the
system, and hope for the best.

“Good-night, Bunter !” said Mr. Quelch.

“Good-night, sir!”

“Do you know who I am, Bunter 1”

“No, sir.”’

“You do not recognise me?”

A painfully perplexed look came into Bun-
ter’s eyes, and he wrinkled his brows in an
effort to remember.

“Never mind |” said Mr. Quelch hastily.
“I will speak to you agzin in the morning,
Bunter. You will not neglect him, Whar-
ton 7”

“Certainly not, sir!”

Mr. Quelch extinguished the light and
retired.

There was a buzz of discussion among the
Removites after he had gone. Bunter’s
curious condition interested them all, but
there was not a fellow left now who thought
that the fat junior was shamming. It was

only too evident that Bunter’s unhappy
attack was genuine,

(
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“My dear fellows,” Alonzo Todd’s still
small voice was heard to observe, “I really
wish some of you could suggest something
that could be done for Bunter.”

“I’ve an i1dea,” said Bulstrode.

“What 18 1t, my dear Bulstrode? Person-
ally, I should be willing to do anything.”

“Suppose you were to sit by his bedside
and hold his hand all night 7” suggested Bul-
strode, with perfect gravity. “I think he
would find that very comforting.”

““Do you really think so0?” asked Alonzo.

“I’m sure of it.”

“In that case, I should be perfectly will-
ing to do so. My Uncle Benjamin always
impressed upon me to help the sick or un-
fortunate in every possible way,” said Todd.
“It would be a great pleasure to me.”

“It’s a ripping wheeze!” said Skinner.
“It’s done in all the ‘ Little Georgie ’ books.
When Iittle Georgie stops being bad and
happy, and turns good and dies, there’s
always somebody sits by his bed and holds
his hand while he snufis out.” |

“That is a very coarse way of putting 1t,
Skinner. ‘ Snuffing out’ is a far from
elegant expression, and I am sure you will
not find it either in ¢ Sherrick ’ or ¢ Bit by
Bit,” or in ¢ St. Fathead’s > or the ¢ World
of FFools.” I fear, Skinner, that you are to0
much addicted to slang, and I beg and
implore you not to let this habit grow on
you.”

‘“Rats |”

“My dear Skinner =

“Look here, Todd,” said Bulstrode,
“Bunter’s suffering all the time you’re talk-
ing. Aren’t you going to sit by his bed and
comfort him ?”

“Oh, certainly!”

And Alonzo jumped out of bed. |

There was a yell of laughter in the dormi-
tory as the Duffer of Greyfriars was heard
to turn oqut.

“Ha, ha, hal” _

“T fail to see the cause of risibility,” said
Todd. “Is it directed against me, my dear
schoolfellows 7”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“My dear Cherry

“Ha, ha, ha!”

)
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“T ghall certainly hold Bunter’s hand the
whole night if he wishes it,” said Alonzo
Todd firmly. “Bunter, my dear fellow,
shall I hold your hand, and speak to you
gently at intervals?”

“You ass|”

{1 Eh ?"

“If you start pulling my leg, you ass,
you’ll get a thick ear I” growled the invalid.

“My dear Bunter, I did not mean to pull
your leg,” said Todd, in astonishment. “I
was suggesting holding your hand.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, shut up !”

“My dear Bunter

“Oh, go to bed, fathead "

Alonzo went back to bed. Under the cir-
cumstances, he did not see how he could sit
by Billy Bunter’s bed and hold his hand.
Bunter did not encourage him. Besides,
Alodnzo realised that his feet would get very
cold.

Billy Bunter slept soundly that night, and
he was still sleeping soundly when the
rising-bell clanged out in the morning.

The fat junior did not walke.

Harry Wharton looked at him when he
turned out. The fat junior was sleeping
very peacefully, and Wharton decided not
to wake him.

“He won’t have to attend classes this
morning,” he remarked. “He may as well
have his sleep out. It may do him good.”

“I suppose Quelchy will let him off,” Bob
Cherry remarked.

“I’ll explain to Quelch. Don’t make a
row, you fellows. Let Bunter sleep as long
as he likes.”

And the Removites were very quiet in
dressing. The Form went down and left
Billy Bunter still fast asleep.

Harry Wharton explained to Mr. Quelch

at the breakfast-table, as the Remove-master
noted Bunter’s absence.

The Form-master nodded in reply.

“Quite right, Wharton. Let him sleep,
by all means.”

The juniors went into the class-room at
the usual hour, Bunter’s place being vacant.
There was an unusual gravity on the Remove
that morning.

2
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Bunter’s empty place in the Form re-
minded them of the fat junior, and of his
curious state, quite ags much as his presence
could have done.

Mr. Quelch left th¢ Form-room during
lessons for a short time, to go up to the
dormitory and look at Bunter.

“Is Bunter all right, sir3” asked Whar-
ton, when the IForm-master returned.

“He is still asleep, Wharton.”

“Thank you, sir!”’

The juniors were dismissed at eleven
o’clock for the usual recess. Mr. Quelch
went to speak to the Head, and when the
Remove reassembled for lessons the Form-
master had not yet returned.

Bunter had not appeared.

“Blessed if it isn’t all right being a giddy
invalid |” said Oglivy. “Bunter is getting
out of all the work.”

“Faith, and ye’re right!” said Micky
Desmond. “I’ll get somebody to punch my
head and make me lose my memory
Yarooh! You spalpeen!”

He yelled as Ogilvy rapped his head.

“Faith, you gossoon! What did you do
that for?” roared Micky.

“Well, you asked for it!” said Ogilvy.
“Have you lost your memory yet 1"

“You—you »

“Shall T give you a harder one 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“TFaith, and I 7

Micky Desmond doubled his fists. The
Form-room door opened, and there was a

general alarm.

“Cavel”

But it was not the Form-master.

It was Billy Bunter who entered. He had
evidently just risen, and he was still in his
pyjamas, his head still bandaged. He
carried his boots in one hand, and he looked
round the Form-room with a dazed expres-
S101.

Wharton ran to him.

“Billy !”

“T—I say, you fellows,” stammered Bun-
ter, “I—I heard the bell and ” He broke
ofi.

Wharton understood. Bunter had heard
the bell for classes, and it had touched some

) G



chord in his dazed mind.
and come to the olass-room.

“My wordl” said Nugent. “If Quelch
cames back ”

“Come back to the dormitory, Billy,” said
Wharton gently,

“ But—but

“Cave |”

Mr. Quelch entered the Form-room. He
stared in amazement at Bunter. Certainly
1t was an unusual sight in the Remove Form-

He had got up,

1)

room. A junior in his pyjamas had
assuredly never been seen there before.
“Dear mel” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Wh-what does this mean 7"

“Bunter’s come down, sir!” said Whar-
ton helplessly

“Take him back to the dormitory.”

Wharton led Billy Bunter from the room.
The fat junior went quietly, dazedly. But
there seemed to be a new gleam of intelligencs

in his face. Was the dormant memory
waking up at last?

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER
Sammy Gets His Whack |

S AMMY BUNTER came into the Remove dor-

mitory after classes were dismissed
that morning. The fat fag blinked round,
and then came over to his major’s bed. Billy
Bunter was lying back on a heap of pillows,
staring at the ceiling.

““I say, Billy!”

Bunter turned his head and blinked at his
minor without speaking.

“I’m alone here,” said Sammy.

“Who are you?” asked Billy Bunter.

“Oh, don’t gammon me!” gaid Sammy
peevishly “You know jolly well who I am,
as well as I know who you are—the biggest
epoofer at Greyiriars. I tell you I’m alone
here, and you can tell the truth.”

“I don’t understand you.”

“You see, I’'m not taken in with this
gammon,” Sammy explained. “I know you
are spoofing the Remove |”

14 Oh !H‘

“I suppose you’re doing pretty well out
of 1t,” went on Sammy, “or you wouldn’t
be keeping it up eo long. Blessed if T know
how you’re doing it. You’ve taken in your

(
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Form-master as well as your friends. I
never thought you had it in you, Billy,
really I”

And Bunter minor blinked at his major
1in unwilling admiration.

Billy Bunter was watching him all the
time with the same puzzled stare, without
uttering a word. He seemed to be trying to
follow his minor’s remarks, but without
being able to understand them. _

“But there’s no need to keep it up with
me,” went on Sammy. “You don’t think
I'd give you away, do you?”

“I don’t understand you.”

Sammy snorted.

“Oh, come off I” he exclaimed contempt-
uously. “Look here, come out into the open.
Don’t keep it up with me. It’s all in the
family, ain’t it?”

Biliy Bunter blinked at him silently.

“I dare say I can help you with the
dodge,” said Sammy “I’ve tried it myself
in the Second Form, but somehow it didn't
work. That little Chinese beast, Hop }?:11
bowled me out, the little rotter. But you're
going strong, and I think you ought to let a
brother share in the loot.”

(11 Eh ?.‘H

“I guppose you’re piling up grub, or bor-
rowing money, or something,” said Sammy-
“You’re not taking all this trouble for
nothing, or merely to miss lessons, are you

“I don’t know.”

“Now, look here, Billy. I’ve told you ,];
admit you do it well, so chuck 1t ?OWI
Sammy explained impatiently “Can’t you
see it’s not wanted with me? I’m not going
to give you away, and you can trust mo.
Besides, you can’t take me in, anyway |

Bunter did not speak. His minor Sur-
veyed him with growing wrath. _Ac_mrqlﬂg
to Sammy, Billy Bunter was persisting 11t &
useless deception, instead of trusting his
minor, and Sammy was getting Very
exasperated.

“Look here,” said Sammy, raising his
voice—*look here, Billy, I’m getting fed up
with this! Are you going to let me 1nto
the wheeze 9"

““I don’t understand you.”

“You—you whopping crammer |

)

Do you
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“Tll teach you to make plans for me ! ”

Bunter. “‘ |—]—take that! And that!?”’
Boff ! Biff |

(See Chaptcr 18.)

want me to yank you out of bed, and mop up
the floor with you?” roared Sammy.

Billy Bunter only blinked.

Sammy laid hold of the bedclothes.

“Now, then, you’re coming out!” he ex-
claimed. “If you can’t own up to your own
minor, you’re going to be jolly well shown
up! You always were a pig, Billy, trying
to keep things to yourself instead of letting
another fellow have his whack 1”

“Leggo!” exclaimed Billy, clutching at
the clothes.

“Yah! Rats!”

Sammy Bunter yanked at the bedclothes,
and they came ofi. Bunter rolled out of bed
after them, and laid hold of his minor.
Excepting for the big bump bandaged up on
his head and the loss of his memory, Bunter
could not be called ill. IHe certainly did not

gasped
Whiz |
Tarts smote Alonzo right and left.

seem ill as he went for the fat fag who had
jerked his bedclothes ofi.

Bump !

Sammy Bunter rolled on the floor, with
Billy sprawling over him. Billy was not a
light weight, and Sammy roared.

“Ow!l Yow! Yah! Gerrofi!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, as he came in with Harry Wharton
and John Bull. “What the dickens——"

“What’s the row?’ exclaimed Wharton.

“It’s Sammy !”

“Sammy, you young rascal

“Yow! Help! Yopp! Oh!”

The chums of the Remove rushed forward,
and dragged Billy Bunter off Sammy. Bun-
ter was pommelling his minor in the most
business-like manner.

“Lemme get at him !” roared Bunter.

1)




“Here, hold on |”
“He’s hag enough.”

%Imell]y Bunf’er staggered to his feet.
Wi Ow!” he gasped. “Yow! I—I
What did you come here bothering

?illy for?” demanded Wharton sternly.
You know he’s not well.”

1)
Gammon I” rogred Sammy.

:: Look here, you young ass——"
I—I only wanted a whack in the loot,”
snorted Samn:_ny. “He went for me. He’s
only gdmmoning you. He’s no more lost

hiaﬂmemory than I've lost mine. Yah |”
Oh, get out |”

“If you let him tak .. ;
of chumPsl Why J B”}'ou In, you're a set

“Qutside I” said Bob Cherry.

He took the fat fag by the ear, and led
him, squealing, to the doorway. There he
helped him into the passage with his boot
and Sammy Bunter rolled away. |

Bunter major sat on his bed, gasping.
After the excitement of the tussle with his
minor, he was breathless and exhausted.

“You’re not hurt, Billy 7’ asked Wharton
anxiously.

Eu_nter put his glasses straight.

No,” he panted. “I—I’m tired. The
young beast pulled the bedclothes off me.
Is it time to get up yet?”

“It’s half-past twelve.”

“Oh! TI’d better dress then ]”

“Let me help you.”

The chums of the Remove helped Billy
Bupter to dress. The fat junior went down-
stal_ra with them, and he wasg eyed with great
curiosity by all who saw him. Several of
the Sixth, who had heard of his queer state,
loolfed at him with great interest. The
seniors were 2s slow to believe in Bunter’s
1llness as were the juniors. Loder, the
prefect, stopped him in the passage.

“Bunter |” he exclaimed.

Billy Bunter blinked at him.

" Look here, Bunter. I hear that you’re
fooling your Form with some lie about losing
your memory,” said Loder, in his polite
way. “You can’t impose on me, you know.”

{i Eh ?H ¢

“You know who I am, well enough.”

“I don’t know you.”

“You don’t know my name $”

“No,” said Bunter.

“Well, you’ve nerve enough,” said Loder,
in astonishment. “How long are you going
to keep this rot up, Bunter ?”

“I don’t understand you.”

Loder frowned angrily, and reached out
for Bunter’s ear. Harry Wharton stepped
forward, and knocked his hand aside.

“None of that,” he said quietly.

Loder glared at him.

“Wharton! How dare you interfere with
me 7"

“You’re not going to touch Billy while
he’s in this state,” said Harry Wharton
quietly but resolutely. “He’s got friends
to protect him—ihile he’s ill, at any rate.”

Loder laughed scoffingly. '

“He’s only fooling you, you young idiot!
This is another of his lies, that’s all.”

“I thought so at first,” said Bob Cherry;
“but it isn’t. It’s genuine enough.”

(11 Rﬂt l” -

“Well, let him alone, anyway,” said
Wharton. |

“I ghall please myself about that,” said
Loder.

And he made a motion towards the fat
junior. Bunter promptly slid behind Whar-
ton. The latter did not budge an imfh. .He
faced the towering senior with his fists
clenched.

“Line up,
quietly.

Five or six of the Remove lined up. Loder
breathed hard with anger; but just then
Mr. Quelch came along the passage, and tlfe
prefect, muttering something beneath his
breath, went into his study.

Mr. Quelch paused. He glanced after
Loder and glanced at the juniors, but made
no remark on the subject of the hostile atti-
tude he had observed them 1n.

“Bunter,” he said, “I hope you feel

better.”

“I feel all right, sir.”

“You are excused lessons for the present,”
sald Mr. Quelch. “You will please your-
self about coming to the class-room or not.”

“Thank you, sir.”

you chaps!” said Harry
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Bunter rolled out into the Close with the
chums of the Remove. He grunted several
times, as if there were something on his
mind. I‘inally, he looked at Harry Wharton
in a sidelong way.

“I—I say, you know

“Yes, Billy ?” said Wharton at once.

“I—I—I'm hungry.”

The chums of the Remove exchanged
glances of satisfaction. As Bunter had
missed his breakfast by staying in bed, it
was not surprising that he was hungry. But
to hear him say so was like hearing the
voice of the old Bunter. It was a sign that
he was recovering ; at all events, the juniors
hoped so.

“This way to the tuckshop,” said Nugent.

“Come on, Billy!”

“I—I say, you fellows, I—I don’t think
I’ve got any money ¥

“That’s all right, Billy. It’s my treat.”

“My dear fellows,” exclaimed Alonzo
Todd, calling out from the door of the
School House—“my dear fellows, I have
something very important to say to you 4

“Another time, Toddy.”
~ “Impossible, Wharton! My Uncle Ben-
Jamin always impressed upon me never to
put off striking the iron while it was hot
till to-morrow while it could be done to-
day iy

But the rest of the wisdom Alonzo had
imbibed from his Uncle Benjamin was lost
as the Remove chums piloted Billy Bunter
away towards the school shop.

»

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER
Todd Has a Plan

I__IARP:Y WHARTON & Co. marched Bunter

into Mrs. Mimble’s little shop, and
planted him upon a high stool at the counter.
Mrs. Mimble, for once, met Bunter with an
agreeable look. Billy Bunter was her best
and her worst customer. The best, because
he was willing to give unlimited orders ; the
worst, because he never paid for anything
1f he could help it. But Mrs. Mimble had
heard of Bunter’s misfortune, and her
kindly heart had been moved—even to the
extent of letting him have half a dozen tarts
on credit 1f they had been required. But
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they were not required. Wharton was in
funds.

“What would you like, Billy?’ he asked.
“It’s my treat, Mrs. Mimble.”

“Yes, Master Wharton.”

Bunter cast one of his old looks round the
little tuckshop.

“I—I think I’ll begin with some pork-
pies,” he remarked.

The juniors grinned. Bunter did not say
he would begin with a pork-pie, but with
some pork-pies. It was quite the old Bunter.

“Pork-pies, please, Mrs. Mimble.”

The good dame handed out the pork-pies.

Bunter commenced operations upon them.

The fat junior might have lost his
memory, but he had not lost his appetite—
on this ocasion, at least.

He wired into the pork-pies, as he would
have expressed it, with great energy, and
they vanished at a record rate of speed.

“Good old Bunter!” murmured Bob
Cherry. “He’s getting to be himself
again.”

“Yes, rather.”

“The ratherfulness is terrific |” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “It is the
great and boonful pleasure to see the
esteemed Bunter resumefully becoming more
like his old and esteemed seli.”

“And he i1s - By Jove!”

There was no doubt about that. The
third pork-pie was already gone, and the
fourth was following fast.

“My dear Wharton 4

Alonzo Todd came rushing into the tuck-
shop breathlessly. The Dufifer of Greyfriars
was evidently spurred on by a new idea.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Have a pork-pie?”

“Thank you very much, Cherry; but no.
As I shall shortly be consuming my regular
midday meal, I must not eat a pork-pie now.
My Uncle Benjamin always impressed upon

me very much to be perfectly regular in my
meals.”

“Have a jam-tart, then?” said Nugent.

“My dear Nugent, a jam-tart, taken
immediately before dinner, would, in all
probability, exercise as deleterious an effect
upon the digestion as a pork-pie.”

“Go hon| Have a dictionary !”’

)

<



> I\’ij df_mr Wharton! To come to busi-
ness,” sald Alonzo, “I have hit upon 4

splendid plan for curing Bunter. I will

explain it to you. I remember my Uncle
Benjamin—"

: 2 :fes; we I:'.now you remember him, Todd.
You've mentioned him before.”

“My dear Wharton i

“Have a blln, ngdy?n

“Thank you very much, Cherry, but I fear

the results upon my internal organisation.
As I was saying I have a splendid 4
“Internal organisation §”

“No; a splendid plan, Nugent. About
Bunter i

“Have some caraway seeds, Todd?”

“Thank you, no. My plan i

“Will you have some cherry-stones?”
asked Nugent. “Magpies eat them—other
magpies.”

“My dear Nugent 3

“I say, you fellows, I think I'll have some
pudding now,” said Bunter.

“Richard’s himself again!” murmured
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Pudding for Bunter,
Give him anything he wants.”

“Yes, Master Wharton.”

“You are very kind to Bunter,” said
Alonzo Todd, “but I hardly think that this
1s the best way to restore his lost memory.
I think that my plan is much the better.
I have been reading a scientific medical
book on the subject of contusions, concus-
sions, and shocks to the system.”

“How good! Will you have some dough-
nuts?”

“Thank you, no; not just before dinner.
As I remarked, my Uncle Benjamin always
cautioned me to be careful in that respect.
I have studied the subject of injury to the
brain by means of violent concussions, and
I find that loss of memory, more or less com-
plete, is by no means an unusual result of
such an accident. But what I wish to direct
your attention to specially is this—that
many cases have been known in which a
memory, lost through a concussion upon the
head, has been restored by means of another

concuesion.”

Mrs. Mimble.

(

“My hat|”

“Such cases are by no means rare,” said
Todd. “In this book I am referring to,
Dr. Softes gives several well-known cases
that have come under his experience in hos-
pitals. There was a famous case of a patient
in his hospital who entirely forgot his name,
and where he had come from. It turned out
afterwards that the man was a well-known
criminal, wanted by the police.”

“Nice convenient loss of memory,” said
Bob Cherry.

“There was another case in his own know-
ledge of a page-boy who was entrusted with
a five-pound note to change, and who was
utterly unable to account for the change,
owing to a sudden loss of memory.”

“Go hon I”

“Many more such convincing cases are
cited in this book,” said Todd earnestly,
“and Dr. Softes mentions the undoubted
and extremely interesting fact that loss of
memory through one concussion has been
known to be cured by another concussion
on a different spot. Thus, there was a man
who was found with his hand in the po_cket
of a coat in a cloak-room. Hbe explained
that he had fallen and knocked his head,
and had been in a dazed state, and did not
know what he was doing. The owner of the
coat thereupon struck him violently upon
the nose, and the man immediately
recovered and took his departure.”

“] say, you fellows, I think I might try

the tarts,” said Billy Bunter.
“Good old Bunter! Go it!”

“Now, my dear Form-fellows,” went oD
Alonzo Todd, “Bunter has lost his memory
through a concussion between his head and
the bath floor. My idea is that another
similar concussion would cure him. I
suggest, therefore, taking Bunter to a EWIH]J:
ming-bath and dropping him in, head first |

i What?ﬂ

“The second concussion would probably
undo the work of the first, and restore our
dear friend Bunter quite to himself,” said
Todd.

The juniors stared at the Duffer of Grey-
friars. They could do nothing else. They

(Continued on page 103.)
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THE PILLOW FIGHT!

HE darkness deepens in the dorm,
Tense is the midnight silence ;
The dreaming youths in Temple’s form
Have not a thought of violence.
When suddenly, all unaware,
Rush Harry Wharton’s raiders,
Brandishing pillows in the air—
A host of keen invaders!

The curtain rises on the fray,
And all is noise and bustle ;
A raid!” cries Temple, in dismay,
“Turn out, you fellows—hustle |’
Fourth-formers, bounding from their beds,
Are soon seen smiting busily ;
And the Removites duck their heads,
Or reel and stagger dizzily |

But Wharton rallies all his men,

“ Now, comrades! all together!”
His strength is as the strength of ten,
The fiercest blows he’ll weather.

Boldly he darts into the fray,
Knocks Fry into the fender,

Where Temple joins him, sad to say,
With gasp of *“ We surrender |

And now the victors bid farewell
To the defeated mortals ;

And from the dorm they dash pell-mell
With chuckles and with chortles.

“ Another feather in our cap1”
Cries Harry Wharton merrily ;

“ It was a really ripping scrap 1
And all exclaim, “ Yea, verily 1 ”
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(Continu<d from page 102.)

had not expected this wisdom, even from
the Dufier.

“Well, you ass?”’ said Bob Cherry at last.

“My dear Cherry 2

“You fathead ”

“My dear Wharton

“You chumpful duffer!”

“My dear Inky s

Billy Bunter was blinking at Alonzo
through his spectacles, and he had ceased
eating the jam tarts for a moment. He had
taken up & couple of them—one in each hand
—but not to eat. He was blinking at the
Duffer of Greyiriars with a deadly blink.

“You’re talking about me?”’ he asked.

“Yes, my dear Bunter. I have a plan for
restoring your lost memory,” said Todd,
with a beaming smile, “by dropping you,
heand first, into the ewimming-bath. I
hope——"

“You—you chump !”

“My dear Bunter

“I—I’ll teach you to make plans for me !”

"

rl

gasped Bunter. “I—I Take that!
And that!”
Whiz! Bifi! Bifil

“Yarooh |” yelled Alonzo.

The tarts smote him one in each eye, one
after the other, and Alonzo Todd staggered
back, with a wild yell.

“Grool Oh! Yah! Ughl!”

“You fathead I”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Alonzo Todd, blinded by jam, gouged
the sticky substance out of his eyes. He
blinked frantically at the juniors with eye-
lids trying to stick together.

“Oh! Ow! My dear Bunter | I—”

Bifi | Biff !

Tarts smote Alonzo right and left. Billy
Bunter was very reckless with the tarts,
probably because Wharton was footing the
bill. Alonzo Todd made a dash for the door.
Another tart biffed on the back of his neck,
and another clung lovingly to his ear as
he rushed out.

The chums of the Remove roared with
laughter. Billy Bunter turned to his feceding
again, and kept on steadily till the bell
rang for dinner. When the juniors went

)



into the dining-room, Alonzo Todd was
there, and he blinked at them reproachfully.
But he did not make any more suggestions
for restoring Billy Bunter’s memory.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER
A Sudden Surprise !

AFTER school that 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 prac-
tice. Billy Bunter had shown little sign of
improvement during the day, and the chums
of the Remove felt that they had to look
after him_

“Hungry, Billy * Nugent asked.

“Yes, rather,” said Bunter.

It was clear that the Owl of the Remove
Was recovering, although his memory had
nq_t come back. The juniors had begun to
think that it never would come back.

Bunter had been in this strange state now
for a long time, and his Form-fellows were
teasing 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
to make a fresh start and to turn over an
entirely new leaf.

Certainly he was much easier to get on
With now that he was not trying to borrow
money of every fellow who had any, and
to 10sinuate himself into every feed that was
St(.‘:?d 1n the lower school at Greyfriars.

. Come to the tuckshop ” said Wharton.

Right you are!”

Billy Bunter sat in Mrs. Mimble’s shop
and consumed another feed. He did quite
as well ag he had done on the previous day.

he rain was falling fast as the juniors
Were about to leave the little shop to cut
?fﬁmss the Close to the School House. They
ﬁll‘ned up the collars of their coats. Billy
bunter' blinked out into the rain and drew
hiiiahm head like a snail withdrawing its

“It’s jolly wet,” he remarked.
104

“Yes; we shall have to run.”

“I say, you fellows 4

“Go on, Billy.”

“I don’t want to get wet, you know.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

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

“Yes; but I say, couldn’t one of you cut
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 Billy
Bunter of old, with a vengeance! His
memory was not coming back, but his
original nature was.

“Well, my hat I” said Bob Cherry.

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

“Oh, really, you know, I don’t feel fit to
run just after eating, and I’ve had a cood
blow-out, too,” said Billy Bunter.

“T’ll get an umbrella, then,” said Whar-
ton quietly. “You fellows may as _Wellnstf-t}’.
and I’ll bring yours at the same time.

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

“Well, perhaps I could go a few more
tarts,” said Billy Bunter thoughtfully.

“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 atoo! at
the counter, and recommenced operations
upon 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 1n the
house, looking out disconsolately at the rain.

“T guess we could get up a game of footer
in the Common-room,” remarked Fisher
T. Fish. “I could show you how we play
footer over there.”

“Rats! We know how you play footer,”
said Frank Nugent. “Still, it’s not a bad
idea to have a punt about in the Common-




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

)



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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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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