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CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS,
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“ Look here, we're going for a splash in tha swimming-
bath,” suid Harry curtly.  * We're noi going for a feed.
We're not going to call in at thetuckshop. We're nat goiny
to cat or drink anything. So you can buzz off."

Bunter blinked at him.

" %uu’re going to the swimming-bath, you fellowa?™

(51 'EE'-”‘

““Then vou won't be spending any money ¥

“ None at sll”’ )

% Ahem ! Jin that case you might be able to mtruwa e
: s fow bob a postal-order I'm expecting to-mght,”” sau
THE FIRST CHAPTER. Bunter. “ It ahu‘:[:ld really have nuri:f; this morming, but

No Loans! i;h'e‘rﬁﬂlrlas been a deluy in the post.”
ta 1"

L] H v ] ¥
D{ gﬂ;“sﬂtﬁ'ﬁﬁ Il?'itltt his head into ilurry Wharton's : [f 1-"”:"1 could m]:!“', it fiye bﬂh—'&"_:’ - bt
study to ask the question. Harry Wharton, Frank T'll make it & thick ear 1f you don't clear out ! exclaimnd
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Nugent, and Hurres Jamsot Ram Singh wern there,  ugent wratbfully, as he made a step towards the fat junivey,
Nugent carried a bundle of towels on his arm, and Wharton  Billy Bunter dodged out into the psssago. :
was socting bathing costumes out of a box. Billy Buntey . Dut as the junicrs did not pursue him, the fab face, with
blinked at them through his big spectacles. it3 big apectecles, blinked into the doorway again in z few

“No," said Wharton hrusqugy, moments,
“I don't mind if I come with you," said Bunter, proceed- “1 pay you fellows—-" ;
ing as ii Wharton had not spoken. *“I've got nothing special Nugent grasped thoe poker, and brandished it, rushiong

to to this afternoon. I was expecting a titled friend of mine  towards the door. Billy Buuter gave a gasp of terror, and
to run *E'l‘nma in his motor-car, but he hasn't come somehow, bolted down the passage.

and— : Huﬁn’& grinned, and threw down tho poker with a clang
“ Rata ™ into the grate. )
“ Db, really, Nugont—" “ Blessed if that chap doesn’t get worse and worse ! L
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exclaimed. *'It's sim;pIy marvellous that he should expect
fellows to take in -order yarn pfter all this time.”

Harry Wharton laug g arly

* There’s one thing to be thankfgl for in regard to Bonter,”
said. ; :

L o sy e Bt

*That ot | our mow. He a be.

[ H:ﬂ, h! Q-ui“ : ¥ . 4

“The rightfulness terrific,” said Hurree Jamset %am
Singh, ﬂ:agﬂlhnh of ipur, in his weird English. *
lhﬂﬂtfﬂéneh’# of the b orablc and caddish Dunter is the
boon and the bleasing.
T Hallo, halls; hallo 1 Bob €herry, of the Remove, looked
in 24 the door. ‘' There's o hurry, you fellows; the water’s
oot in the bath yet.” iy 2 : :

“ Oh, that's Goskng, of course ! said Wharton crossly,
“ How long ia the bonndez going to be, I wonder ™

“ Hall an hour, very bkely. s have  a trot round the

The juniors left the study and went dowpstairs. The great
Ewi at Greyiriara was & very popular institution,
but it was only. at certain times during the week that it was
svailablg- to the juniors. The chums of the Remove passed
Billy Bunter 'in illm passags. Ho blinkdd at them, and was
zbout to epesk, when they tramped. downstairs, and left hin
to address the air.

“ Boasls 7 murmured Bunter,

Ha rolled alpng the passsge to the end study.

—No. 14—He knew bd would Bnd one. fellow—Jobn Bull,
of the Remove., For Jobn Bull cecupied most of his half-
holidays just mow in devoting. his attention to the school paper
—* Johr Bull Jonioxls Weekly." _

Bull was editor -of the j t‘gnper, and his post was by
no means a ainecure. He immd at an editor had resl work
te do,,and that looking after the ** Weekly ” took up a grest
deal of his time, e E .

Bull lifted his hend and frowned ss Bunter rolled in. The
fat junicr stopped snd blinked at him from a safe distance.

had inful experiences in tha editorial rcom
Bull's Weel -

He :
t:r!‘:.‘_f]'uhh Sute ) hkl{;:
- Y, —'" ha ;
3 "'Blﬁ off 12 Fan.

=] | I - L

RR
Eﬁmﬂ sny length, firsi-olnss quality. I'voe made the
fer _.] Ef: I 5.‘.“ ]
hnd T'vé vefnsed it. I've had enough of your ying
down | put of Tennyson and stories. ont the
‘ Marvel/. and working them off as your own,” growled Bull.
“Get out 1" "

I : e

sy

“The fact of the matter is, Eull: that ¥’m stony. I've been
3 L s Oy T

& ‘&

J Il grasped the inkpot, add swithed it towards

Bunter. "The Owl of the Remove back into the
just in time to avojd a stream of ink.

i " he roared. ]

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

He rolled disconsoiately down the passage, and sto Bt
the naxt door. This was the room tenanted by Bob Cherry,
m!khuliinngf and h‘i:‘un Lun;%k the Chinee. Bob Cherry wuy

who was working up, a pPrize exam., Was
gg:} in the ati‘géy. and little Wun Lung was curled up in the
armchair before the fire,

“1 say, you fellows—"" began Dunter.

Mark Linley looked up patiently from his work. The
acholarship boy was ciuﬂlfl it Greck, a subject that was as
Sapskrit or Chiness to Billy Bunter, and indeed to most of
the Remove fellows, for Greek was not in the regular curricu-
lum at Greyfriars. fat Lﬂln;ur blicked af the page that
Linley had covering wi mﬁnn that seemed to him like
wandering spidess and insects, and grunted.

“ Blessed if I know how you can_waste time over that rot,”
he remarked. 5

Mark smiled a liitle. .

“T¢ in not rot, Bunter,” ha said.

. “Well, look hers, I've been dmappointed about s postal-
order. A titled friend of mine was going to send me o remit-
tance, but therc has begn some delay in the post. Can you
lend me half-a-crown "

Linley shook his head.

(N I’m Eﬂ"l'l']* -;- 'II':I.-"

“ Make it & bob.”

“1 cannot.”

" Do yon mean to say that you haven't a bob about you?"
demanded Bunter scornfully. Billy Bunter was always in-
clined to be scornful towards the anhnim_'&!gp boy; but he
generslly kept bis scorn within Hfor Mark Linley was
a pniz;ﬂu'lly hard hitter when his quiet temper was fairly
roused.

Tre Macrer Losginy.—Ko. 160.

In that

u if you like. ¥m willing to_put in contribu--
:F:nd of i

Linley coloured.

**Yes, 1 bave more than one shilling about me,” he saide
“Well, lend me one.”

“*T cannot.”

© ““Why not!"” demanded Billy Bunter belligerently,

*1 camnot spare it." ! ;o

“But T've flready explained that I'm going to seitls thi
moment my postal-order comes,” said Bunter, *“ Didn't you
hear me i’

“ Yes, I heard vou.”

 Well, isn’t that good enough for youi™

“1'm sorry; no.” '

Bunter glared through his spectacles. According to Bunter’s
ﬂomb of view, the- mhﬂhmﬁ; fellow” ought to hawve felt

onoyred to lend to Bunter, even if he ran the risk of never

'EEE]::%% hiz money again,
(] | Eu

» you cheeky factory bounder!" he éxclaimed. “1
suppose you learned thoss. manmers in the sl you were
brought up in, didn't you?" o

Mark Linley's eyes Elmmml, and he laid down -his pen
aud rose to his feet. Billy Bunter viewed that proce msi
with alarm. There wes only one thing that could equa
Bunter's insolence, and that was his meekness when his
insolence got him mte troubla.

HI=1 sy, you know,’” he stammered, * IJ—I meant to say
I—-I always rogovded you as & chap with very pleasant
manners, you know.™ -

Linley emiled rcornfully, and sat down again, and tock no
further notice of Bunter. Theo fat junior. gavo him & doubtful
blink, and then locked at the little Chinee in the armcheir

* 1 say, Wun Lun?-.—”

The httle Celestial opened his almond eyes, and locked
slaopily at Bunter.

“Allea light,” ho murmured.

“ [zot any tini"

“No savve”

“You.see, I happen to be_hard ulp this afternoon. I'va
Leep disappointed about a remittance Afrom & titled
I‘rierhtjlr of mine. Can you lend me ten bob?”

“ INo Bavvy. '

“ Bay five bob, then*

* No savvy.” : ]

Buntor glared. That bafing reply from Won Lung left
him no opening. As a matter of fact, Wun Imvg “advvied ™
very well, but truthfulness was not one of the things he bhad

“ Look -I!ura, Wun Lupg, if you lke to lend me & hali-
CrowWn—

“ No savey.”

“ You heathen beast I'*

“ No savyy."” _

“ (lome, old chap, don't bé & ¢ad, you know. T only want
half-a-crown until ‘my Rounl-utﬂu comes this evening,” said

- been taught in China.

Bunter permmasiyely. ' Look here, I'll Jat you have back
thregi -six for it

" No mvyvy. .

“ You-—you pigailed young rotter 1™

“ No HE? !

nﬁ fellow—-""
Mark Linley rose again and opened the door. His look
wa‘ﬁhmﬁsﬁl’l - Bﬂiil\rad m:‘:erﬁt-u the passage, and the Lanca.
e fat junior ro 1 o e,
shire lad closed the door behind him,
““ Beasts ' said Billy Bunter. o
And he rolled away in zedrch of a Jender.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Spoot !

ILLY RUNTER blinked discontentedly’as he rolled out
into the Close. It was not very long since Bunter had
had his dinner, but he was hungry—at all events, he
imagined that he was hungry. Bunter was accustomed

to getting all the meals he could, in season and out of seazon.
_inﬁl Mrs, Mimble, who kept the school tuckshop, had a new
supply of jam-tarts in that day—nice and fresh, and crisp
and tagty, Those tarts haunted Billy Bunter. Until he had
raimg a.};Imn and plunged into the tarts, he felt that he could
not be *

But th“n;ppﬁem-nvﬂ wera fed up with Bunter’s borrowing
proclivities. They seemed even less inclined to lend than
ususl.

Ogilvy, end Morgan, and Treluce, and Micky Desmond
were tried in turn, and the result was nil. There was vo
cash going. _

Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth, were strolling
in the Close, and Bunter came up to them with an insinuatin
wriggle. As a rule, no Removite would have had chee
enough to atiempt to borrow of a fellow in the higher Form,
But 13illy Bunter had cheek enough for anything, especially
when he was hungry.

ii[m
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Blliy Bunter blinked at the comesiibles, They would have made his mouth water at any other time. But he
seemed to have lost his appetite along with his memory, “I don’t want any! " he sald. {Ses page 8.)

“I say, you fellows—"" he began.
* Hallo, porpoise!" said Temple.

“ Gh, roa I:!l"_'_” ) ) .

“ He wanis some exercise to take his fat down,” said Fry,
with & wink at tho others. **He's come to just tho right
packies.”

“(Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

“Chase him !’

* Oh, reall Oh—oh—oh I
Whether "Iiamph'.- Dabney & Co. guessed that Bunter wanted
to borrow, or whether they mmﬁi’ wankted a little fun, 1
doubtful, but they certainly gave Bunter some of the exereise
which he needed but did not want. i

The three of them rushed straight at the fat junior, end
a3 he turned to fly, three boots came upon him at the samao
moment.

Biff !

0w ! roared Bunter. Y Yow!®

“ila, ha, ha 1 2

“(roal " shouted Dabney. *“Go it! IPass there!™

“Yarooh!”

Bunter fed at top speed. He rushed right ioto Huwry
Wharton & Co., and stopped, with Bob Cherry grasping him
round the neck. He had nearly knocked DBob Oving.

““You ass!"” gasped Bob.
“Yow! Yah! Rescue! ORI

The Fourth-Forme.s grinned and walked away,  Billy
Dunter stood bliukinF and gasping for breath.
“Yow! I'm hurt! I'm j&mhng!” he moaned.  “ Help

e to the tuckshon!
Tee Macrer Lisgary.—No. 160.
NEXT
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“Ha, ha, ha!"

“0Oh, really, you fellows—"

“Hea, ha, ha!"

“I—I can't stand up! T—-

“Dear mel” said gob Cherry sympathoetically.  * Then
you'd better sit down.”

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

“¥ah! Ah! Qh!™ -

The Famous Four walked sway laughing. Billy Banter
sak gﬂphni on the ground, and blinking furiously aftec the

t

chums of the Remove. i

I guess you're taking a rest——hey?"’ remarked Fisher T.
Fish, g‘m American junior, as he strolled up, with his hands
in his pockets.

Bunter blinked at him.

“0Ow! I'm hurt! I—I'voe been assanlted snd battered!

I—I fesl that I shall be i1l unless T havo some refreshment
at onee. Will you help me as far as the tuckshop, Fishy®™

Fish grinned.

“Too feeble to walk—hey?" he asked. i

“V¥Yees. You could knock me down with a feather.” saud
Bunter rathetically. . .

“¥ou orine you'd roll over if T touched you with my fook
—hev?" asked Fish.

HY¥oes, I'm sure I should.”

HYep? We'll sea, 1 guess’’

And Fisher T. Fish put out & long leg and pushed Bunter
on the chest with his boot, and, sure cnough, the fat junior
rolled over backwards.

“ALONZO THE FOOTBALLER.” A S endidons CompiaiaBibssh it Shyme
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“"Ha, ha, ha ! roared Fish.

And he strolled away. Bunter sat up again and blinked.

“Ow! Beast! Yowl" :

“My dear Bunter!” exclaimed Alonze Todd, the kindly
youth who was koown as the Duffer of Greyiriars, My
dear Bunter! I—" :

“Dw! Help!” o

“I trust you are not injured, Bunter, and that tha concus-

sion of Fizh's pedal extremity has duced 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 slways
impressed upon me to help any fellow who was in ess,”
said Todd., " Pray lean on my arp.”™

“Dw! Oh! Grool”

“ My dear Bunter, you seem to be sericusly injured. Would
it be better for me to run and summon medieal attendance
and a stretcheri” suggested Alonzoa

“Groo! Nel” -

Bunter leaned heavily upon Todd's arm sa the Duffer of
Greglriars led him to the school shop,. in the corner of the
Closa behind the elms. Todd manfully bore the weight—
which was conmderable—and piloted him into the shop.

Bunter gank heavily into a chair.

Mrs. Mimble came out of her little ﬁrlﬂﬂut. Hor expres-
sion_was nbb amiable at the sight of Billy Bunter. |

“My dear Mrs. Mimble, Bunter is seriously” injured,”’ said
Todd distressfully, “ I think he reguires some refreshment
to revive him.” .

'* Jam-tarts,”" groaned Bunter.

Mrs. Mimble sniffed. )

‘' Master Bunter can heve all the jam-tarts he can pay for,"”
she said.

“"Ow! Grool”?

“My dear Mrs. Mimble, surely, in & serious case like this,
you will not stand opon so paltry a question as mere mone-
mﬁ payment?” exclaimed Todd, in astonishment.

rs. Mimble sniffed again, but vouchsafed no other reply.

“You—you lend me & bob, Todd," said Bunter faintly.
* ¥ou ¢an have it back out of my postal-order this evening.”

“I'm so sorry, Bunter———"

“‘ Make it & tanner, then."

“‘I'm so sorry, but I cannot, azs T have no monev. Tt is
an oxtrerely unlortunate concurrence of circumstances, but

Bunter sat upright on the chair.

** Do you mean to say vou're stony "’ ha growled. ’

‘" Dear me, what a md’éau recovery ' exelaimed Todd, in
astonishment. ' Yes, Bunter, 1 am indeed destitute of ready
cash—or, &3 you describe i, stony 1™

“You ass! Why couldn’t vou say so before?™

“ But you did not ask me, Bunter. ¥ou made no allusion
to money. You simply requested me to aid you as far as the
tuckshop,” said Todd, in surprise.

Bunter snorted, and stamped out of the shop. Todd locked
wfter him in the greatest amsazement. Then.a pamned expres-
sion dawned upon his face.

“Dear ma! Bunter has been deceiving me once more!l
My Uncle Benjamin would be shocked st him—indeed, dis-
gusted. I must remonstrate with Bunter.” _

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

Billy Bunter swung round with an angry soort.

“Wall, what do vou want? he growled. : :

“ My dear Bunter; you have apain relapsed into distinct
and inexcusable untruthfulness, after I had begged and im-
?lnrad of you to break yourself of the habit,” eaid Alonzo.
¢ Again, my dear Bunter, I beg and implore you—-"

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE!

Just published, a new book showing how Sandow wom
Health and Fame, beautifully illustrated, and explainin
how every man and woman can obtain robust heslth
perfect development by exercise.

SPECIAL OFFER.

Ta every reader whd writes at once a copy of this book
will bo sent free.

Address: No. 18, SANDOW HALL, BURY ETREET,
LONDON, W.C.
Tue Macwer Lierany.—No. 160.

“ Fatheod 1" '

*“1 beg and implore——""

Buff ! ) .

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

Alonzo sat down.

“Dh!” he gasped.

And the fat junior, somewhat comforted, rolled away and
left the Duffer of Greviriars sitting there.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Hurt}

“¥ SAY, yvou fellows—"

I arry Wharton & Co. grunted in chorus. There

seemed to be no getting rid of Bunter that afternoon.
“Well, what 18 3t pow?"" azked Harey. i

“P'm coming for 2 swim with you,” said Bunter, blinking
at him. ' ¥You know, I'm a dab at swimming, I'll tell you
what I'll do. Tl pwve you some tips shout swimming, if
you'll stand a’ feed afterwards.”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“0Oh, really, you know——"

“You ass!” said Harry Wharton, laughing. * You can’t
swim for toffee, and you know you cen't! You can just keep
aﬂmE}t- h:m ;}llm wuter.;’ cood ’ i i '

" Ok, course, it's no orguing with a chap who's
jealous of what a fellow can dol” nidngunhar loftily. " But

'm wijiinﬁ to pive yow some tips. Anyway, I'm going
swimming.

‘““ Better keop out of the bath—you'll be in the way.”

“1 suppose I can do as I like,”

"-YE&, ug—7""

“(Oh, rats!"

Bunter stamped away. :

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

He went into the Honse and changed into swimming cos-
ilt_lme, ond came out again with a big coat wrapped round

1.

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

" We're goin to have an exhibition, I suppose,” said
Wharton; * #.nrf somebody will have ito fsh the fat duffer
out.”

“* The fishfulness will be terrific.””

“I suppose the sss knows the water isn't in the bath yet”
aaﬁ] Nugent. ““He's not duffer enough to jump.in without

“Well, T suppose he can sesl"

“1 dom't kngw—”

“ Bunter "' called out Wharton. “ Bunter!” He ran to-
wards the fat junior. : .

Bunter had reached the deor. He Dblinked round at
Wharton, and went in.  The fat junior imagined thai the
chumy af the Remove were going to stop him, and ho counld
be very obstinate when he liked.

He hurried in, and threw off tha cloak, and took off his
spoectacles. He could not, of course, keep his glasses on in
the water, as they became opague when wetied. But without
his glasses Bunter was terribly short-sighted. The atme-
aphere became as a fog to him, and the things he could see
ha could not sea clearly.

He ran to the swimming-hath. ; :

Harry Wharton & Co. came running in. Wharton was
really alarmed about the fat junior. It seemed hardly pos-
sible that Bunter would not notice that the bath was emply
and plunge down on the tiles; but thero was no accounting
for what Bunter might do.

* Bunter I called out Harry.

“Oh, rats!”

“PDon’t jump in!" roared Harry. * There's—— Oh, he's
done it!"”

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

(vash!

“My hatt™

“Zood heavens!™

* Poor old Bunter P )

There was one cry [rom the swimming-bath—and silenca,

The junicrs’ hearts stood still for o moement.

They advanced with faltering sters to the side of the bath
and looked in. L )

Rilly Bunter lay extended on the white tiles, without sound
or motion.

“Good heavens' wmuttered Horry Wharton,
hlanching. ' He's hurt V"

“He must be!” i

“The hurtfulness i3 terrifie.”

his face

LOOK OUT FOR THE “X" IN THE “GEM" LIBRARY.




“ Bunter! - Bunter!" i

Thetre was nu~rgfsly from the fat junior.

He lay quite still, without a sound. ]

The Gra)}'frinru fellows wore accustomed to Billy Bunters
Mapoofing.” He' could pretend to be seriously burt en the
alightest occasion. But this time they felt instinctively that
it was not spoof, Bunter 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 bruiso
oa his head, and his eves weore closed.

“ Bunter, old man!”

But Bunter could nob speal. Bunter wuas insensible. It
wag ]gcnu.mu this time!

“*Is it very bad?’ called out Nugent.

:: l'esl.“hﬂ'u stunned.”

* Poor old Bunter !’

"“We must F{et a doctor to him " *excleimed Harry.
rathor, it will be guicker to tuke him to the docror.
Gosling to get his trap ready.”

“ Right-ho ! i

Nugent dashed out. Bob Cherry joined Harey, mud they
carried Bunter up out of the swinmtming-bath.

" The fat junicr neither moved nor spoke. ,

“ One of you had better call in Mr. Quelch,” said IIarry,
mn a low voice. * Ho—"' ,

T am I'I.E'l"@ {24

Mr. Quolch, the master of the Remove. came awickly np.

His face wds dack and eoncerned.

“I bave just met Nugent,” he said,  “ He soys thet Buntor
haa been hurt—that he jumped inte the bath withest neticing
that it was empty—"

"He dived in, siz.”

"Poor lad! But how—""

“"He hod his glosses off, and I suppose he coukidn't see,
satd Harvy, in distress. I never know the poor chap was
5o short-sighted as that, air. Sha!l we take him down to the
doctor’s? It will be quicker than sending for Dr. Wlirter.”

" Yes, ves, by all means!"'

Nugent came dashing 1n.

“The trap's ready.”

“ Let me help you carry hun," sard Mr. Quelch. " So fnx
as I can =ce, 15 simply stunned, and there is no grost
injury donte. But I will como with you."

“ Yoz, sir”

Bunter was carried out to the trap.

As he was placed in tho vehicle Bunter's eyes opened, and
he gave & groan.

“0Oh, my head! Ow! It aches! What's the matter?’

“It's all right, old son," =aid Harry softly. ** You've had
a bump, but we're looking after you,”

“ Lemme alone ™' _

“We'ro not going to hurt ron, old chap. Just lie on the
cushions.””

* Who arp you?"

i EhT”

“Who are vou!'" said Bunter peerishly, * Lemme alone.”

““He does not recopgnise youn without his glasses,' agid
Mr. Quelch. *“Lio liliii[‘t, Bunter. You have bruised your
head, and we ars taking you to the doctor’s.”

Billy Bunter did not reply. i

His eycs had closed, and he seemiced to be unconscious
agein. Harrv Wharton and Alonzo Todd sat with him in
the trap, and Mr, slch tonk the reins.

The vehicle dashed out of the gates of Greviviars.

A crowd of juniors stood round, and while some of them
wero touched and svmpathetic, the general feeling was ono
of suspicion and ng. -

Billy Punter's humbug was too well known, There were
few among the fellows who heard of the accident who 'believed
that Bunter was really huch.

But the fat junior was nok spoofing this time. Bunter wan
hurt, and his injury was destined to have peeuliar conse
yuences, for himself and for others.

£ ﬂl.',
Tell

iy

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Loses His Memory.
EN minutes later, Billy Bunter was in Pr. Whirter's
T gurgery, and the little medico was leaning over and
examiniag him. Alonzo Todd stood locking on with
an expression of the deepest ai;mpa!;hy on lis face.

Thoe Duffer of Greviriars deew Wharton aside.

“I'm s0 sorry, W harton," he murmuored,

* We'rp all sorry,” said Harry.

“Yes, but I-feel that I am hound to be particularly
sorey,”’ said Todd, ** because I spoke quite crossly to Buntor
a 3§urt time bofore his accident, and § was looking for
him to punch his head when I learned that he had been
injured. Wharton, I am shocked to have to confess that I
had allowed myself to entertain, revengeinl feclings, because
Buntor had punched my nose. My Uncle Benjamin e
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“ Hush! He's speaking!™ ]

“ Do you feel much pain, my lad?” asked the physicias,
Bunter blinked at him.
“ He wants his plasses,’
‘* Eh, what's that?"”

“ I've got your gluzses here, old chap.”

i Gims ?‘ll

“ Yes; here they are™ .

Bunter blinked at the paiv of spectacles that Wharton held

said Harry.

out to him. He was sitting up, with a somewhat wild ex-
pression on his face. Flo made no motion to take the
spectacles.

“ Look here, none of vour larks!"™ he exclaimieod. * I'm
not going to wear those things."”
© ' But—but they're yours.™

“ Rats!" ;

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

Dr. Whirter took the spectacles, and placed them on
Bunter's nosc. The fat junior bliuked through them, and
evidently found himgelf secing better with the aid of tho
glasses, for he allowed them to remain there.

Dr. Whirter drew AIr. t%unlch into the next room. Tho
master of the Remove was locking a little anxious.

“ Well, doctor?' he said.

*“ The boy has had a severe shock, and he has a very largo
bump on his head, which must be kept bandaged for some
time,” said Dr. Whirter. * Otherwise, there iz little the
matter with him. Had he been in good condition, he would
have stood the shock much better. But he is in a low state
from over-feeding and want of excrcise. He will not bo
ablo to take his place in class for a week, at least; but I sea
no reason why he should be confined to the sanaterium. Bub
you will use your own judgment about that.”

“ But he seemy vory strange in his manner.”

“That js beoause he is still dazed from the shock. I hava
no doubt that his manner will became nermal in a fow
hours."

Mr. Quolch nodded. . . )

“ Then 1 may take him back to Greyftiars with me?”

by C-ertainl{l!”

Br. Quelch rojoincd Bunter.

“ Do you feel strong cnough to move!” he asked,

Bunter blinked peovishiy.

“I'm all rvight," he said.

* Doca your head ache?” ; ,

* Of course it does, There’s & big lump on it." .

“ You shall have a %ﬂﬂd rest when we got back to Grey-
friars,”” said Mr. Quelch.

The fat junior stored st him.

" Greyfriars !™

“ Yeos, Bunter.”

* Where's that?" )

“ What?" exclaimed Mr. Quelch, guite staggercd.

“1 don't know what you're talking ab Who aro
rou?’” :

4 “1t Surely you Lnow.me, Bunter—your Form-master,
Mr., Quelch®’

* Form-masteri™

* Ves,"

Bunter blinked at him, and then closed his eves. He socmed
ko be grappling with some mental problem. Mr. Quelch
geemed very m perploxed. )

“ Hs is s&ill aufioring from shock,” said Dr. Whirter. * It
will paas off " :

Billy Bunter was taken out to the trap. He did not spesk
a word while ho was placed in it, During the drive to Grey-
friars, he looked round him curtously several times, as a
new boy might have Jooked round upon wholly hew scenery,

Wharton and Todd watched him. They were vaguely un-
ea.sy,da_::ti vaguely slarmed. Ewven Alonzo Tedd's loquaciiy
was dried up.

Bunter’s manner was strange. It would have been like
the fat junior to talk on in an ondless stream, and mako
the most of his injury. Put he did not. He did not open
his lips, but only looked about him with that strange ex-
pression upon his face, os if- thoughts were passing 1n lus
mind that he could herdly grasp, and could not utter,

What wds the matter with Bunter?

Wharton felt that the injury hed gone decper than Dr.
Whirter 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 follows in the Close, with a new and
startled look.

‘“Here we are sgain!" exclaimed Harry Wharton, as
chcarfully as he could,

B
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Bunter Blinked at him without rﬁpl‘i;in%.

Wharton descended from the trap, and helped Bunter down,
The fat junior looked round him with an odd, scared ex-
Dression, :

**Look here!” he exclaimed suddenly. * What's this
place you've brought me to, you fellowsi"

" Bunter [

“ Yhat's this place, I sav?”’

> Don't you know Greyiriars ug;iﬂ?"

" Greyfriars " said Bunter, with s puzzled look.

* ¥es, your old echool, Billyi™

Bunter looked round wvaeantly.
.o Gammon,” said Bulstrode, the bully of the Remove.

We know Bunter. He's trying to spodf us again, Come
off, Bunty.”

*1 guess so!” remarked Fisher T. Fish,

Bunter blinked at them without speaking.
* Shut up, you chaps|™ szaid Wharton &nietly. ! Bunter's
not well He's had ap awful crack on the head, and it's

just upset hin.  Come in, Bunter!”

He led the fat jumior towards the door.

Bunter resisted.

“Look here, I'm not going in there!”™ he exclaimed
a-.n}%l:!y. I don’t know tho place, and I'm not going in."

h‘-i?ﬂ was & buzz of amazement from the juniors crowded

romnl

Bunter's words took their breath away.

“ My only. hat!” muttered Bob Cherry. * IIe's lost his
momory 1M

————

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Not Spool!
s O0OR old Bunter!"
Thet was what Bob Cherry said, as tha fat junior
ssed, into the house, with his arm linked in Harry
“Wharton's.

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

“¥ou surely don't belicve him!" ho exclaimed com-
wmﬁtuﬂuslm “He's spoofing! I think we've had enough
of Bunfer's epoof to know it when we see it.”

“ What-ho "’ said Skinner.

Hab Cherry shook his head.

* I don't think he’s spoofing now,” he said. “ It looked
Eim!mﬂ enough. It was that bif on the bottom of the

th that did it. He's hurt his head somehow.”

* More hikely to hurt the bath."

“ Oh, rate! I tell you he's hurt, and he's suffering from
5]1{3% hi Ft];m system. He's lost his wmemory.”

" Bosh ¥ '

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

T guess it's a little steep, you know,” Fisher 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, Figh," said Alonzo Todd. ‘' Bunter
in certainly untruthful, though I have begged and implored
af himm to become move hodourable. 1 have often wished that
my Uncle Benjamin had an opportunity of speakimg v fow
words to him; but in the present case I think that Bunter
is sincere.”

1 puess it's too steep.”

" Lies, of course,” said Vernon-Smith.
Bunter.”

And so said many more,

Moanwhile, Billy Bunter was taken infc the house b
Harry Wharton. With his head bandaged up, and a still
dazed and bewildered expression upon his face, the fat junior
looked very curious, and it_wes evident that ha could
not quite get his boarings. Familiar cbjects seemed new
to him, and he did not seem, even, quitea sure of his own
name, for on move than one occasion he paid no attention
when addressed as Bunter or Billy.

If the fab junior was fing, and acting all the time, ho
was doing it remarkably welll But Wharfon did not think
ko. He weas convinced that the unfortunate Owl of the
Remove was sincere this time. The bump on lis head had
done if, and for the present, at least, the terrible shock had
shattered DBunter's memory, It was not an uncommon
CUCUTTRncS, question was—would it last? Would the
Owl of the Remove ever be himself apain?

Bunter had been as nearly intolerable as it was possiblo
for a boy to be, while in 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 thaa any other fellow .at Greyfriars, with
perhaps the ewception of Alenze Todd., But all Bunter's
sing wera forpotten now,

TRE Macrery Linkary.—No. 160.

“We all know

_that ho's lost his memory—for

“I can leave -him to you, 1 think said Mr. Quelech,
“ Tader the circumstapces, be will require looking after,

“harton.*

“ Yea sir; I'll ook affer him."

' vEI':i" EWd B :

“ ¥ou'd like to lie down for o bit, Bunter!”™ asked Wharton.

Bunter blinked at him.

“ No, I wouldn't?? he saud.

“ Will you come mmto the study??

“What study?”

“My study, or your own.”

H Na, T won'tt? _

“H'm! Will vou have something to eat?’ asked Wharton,
playing what he considered to be & trump card Bill
Bunter had never heen known to refuse an invitation:
that kind.

“1I'm not hungry,” said Bunler.

Wharton slmost staggered.

* W.w-what " he gaeped.

ik ND.”

‘' Bure, Billy®

Bunter mad?:a.a, pocvish gesture. .

' I suppose I ought to know whether I'm hungry or not!
ha exclaimed.

i YE'E'(‘S. hﬂt—hut-_‘-'—" :

“ Well, I'm not. I've got a hcadache,” said Bunter, pass-
ing his fat hand over the bandage. *How did I get this
lump on my head?"”

“You dived into the swiniming-bath when there wasn't
any water?"

‘i Oh, did 1%

“ Don’t vou remember, Billy™

“No, I don't.”

“ My word, it's genuine enoupgh,” weaid Nugent, as he
joined them. ' What are you going to do with him, Harry "

Harry Whartn‘n'mbbei his chin thoughtfully.

“ Blessed if I know !” he exclaimed.

“ Not hungry?”

T3

It'e pretty clear
tho present, at least. I've
heard of such things before. I suppose it 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 fuult—I mean,” added Wharton
hastily, “we should have been bis chums if—if things had
been different.  8till, we'll look after him.”

Bunter was blinking to and fro.

“71 say, you fellows!”" he exclaimed.

“Ves, Bunter?’

* What docs all this mean?
my hoead 7"

'T—TI've just told you!" stammersd Wharton.

“Have you?? said Bunter vacantly.

“Poor old Bunter!” murmured lj'lu%:a'nt“

“* Come to your room, Bunty,” said Wharton softly.

The fat junior made no reststance. Wharton pileted bhim
up to his study. Bunter had a small room, in the Remove
passage Lo himself. There was rogm for two, certainly, but
nobody in the BEeémove had ever shown any ambition to
share that study with Bunter., The Owl of the Remove was
not - popular-as a study-mate. More than one study had
tried him, and had found him ingufferable,

Mr. Quelch had believed that, among the Remove fellows,
surrounded by familiar -azsociations, Bunter would scon
recover.

But as the fat junier entered his own study, it was clear
that he did not recognise, it. He blinked round the room
lilta & stranger. _

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

“Tg it ?"

“¥Yes. Bit down, old chan”

Bunter gprunted.

The ﬂtugjr did not loolk very cheerful. Tt was & cold day,
but there was no fire there. . It was Billy DBunter's little
way to gpend all his pocket-money, and all the little losns
he sucgecded in rnisinﬁ, at the tuckshop, and he depended
for coals upon what he could borrow along the passage.
Bunter was untidy, too, and his study wae always in a
slovenly state. ; .

Wharton looked round it with a disapproving eye.

It certainly vwas not a cheerivl place to take an invalid
b,

“ Lool here,” he said, in o low voice, to Nugent, T think
wa'd beiter get him to bed. He may be better after lying
down for a time. Thenﬁy-.iu and the fellows can clear up the
Elu&jr ’1;:'. bit, and get a fire going, in case he wants to como

oWl

“ Right you are ! said Nugent cheerfully.

The chums of the Remove were giving up their half-
holiday to the Owl, but they did not-aven think of that.
They were guite willing toanake any sacrifice for a [ellow
in -poor Billy Buunter's state.

How did I get this bump on
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The Form-room !duur optned and Blily Bunter entered. He was clad in his night-shirt, and Ia one hand

ke carrled his

fellows!” he stammered, * [—[ heard the bell, and—and I've come down !”

oots. He looked round the room with a dazed expression on his face.

11 say, you
{See Parge ﬂ.}? :

Bunter was taken up to the dormitory. Hz made no
resistance a2 Wharton put him to bed. As a rule. Bunter
Was ﬂl‘n.'a;iva prepared to go to sleep. Afrer eafing, his
greatest fflensure lay in sleoping,

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

Several juniors came into the dormitery, impelled by
curicsity or sympathy. When they looked at Bunter their
doubts as to the gonuineness of his malady were dispelled.
He could never have acted like this if he had been sham-
ming.

“I say—what's your name ! said Bunter.

“Wharton ! said Harey quictly.

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

“¥es, I darc say, old lellow.” said Harry cheerfulls.
“I'm an old friend of youra, you know. I've known you a
!nnlg time."

“Have you " aaid Bunter doubilully,

“ Yes, quite a long time, lid.”

“I've been here Before,” said Bunter, Blinking round (he
dormitory.

“Yes; it's the dorm."

U The dorm. " repeated Thmier,

“That's it—the Remove dormitery, vou kiow."™

FOh!” said Bunter,

The Maetrr Liorany.—No. 160.
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¥ My hat ! said Bulstrode, softly. * e can't be spoofing
:ﬁ_ lf‘l:ﬂ. extent!  [e'd have given himself away hefore

tg !V

“ Yes, rather !

"“Then it's gennine! Poor old Bunter!” said Bulstrode,
and his voice was unusually soft.

— — -

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Amazing !

OHN BULL came into the Remove dormitory with a

bag in his hand. Bull's face was grave and quict.

He was sorry for Bunter—as the others were—and

suxious about him, He came up to the bedside, and
Harry Whearton glanced al the bag.

"Iz he any better ™" asked Bull.

Wharton shook his head.

“ He doesn't seem to be in much pain,”™ he replicd, “but
his memory’s gone. He doesn’t krow me. He dovan’t even
know tha dorm."

::IPunr old B;lr]i;,w!" )

aay, you fellows——

at Y{sa?h{mmr g

14 I_I_I_h

Bunter broke offl. A gleam of intelligenca had Rashed

A Splandld, Long, Complate Tals of the Chu
or umh-:uaf By FRANK RICHARDS.
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into his dazed face, but it was gone again. IHad it been a
momentary glimmer of returning memory ? 1{ so, it waa
gone, and it did not recur.

John Bull stepped to the bedside.

“ How do you feel, Bunter ¥ he asked.

if EthJ‘

“Don't you know met"

Bunter Blinked at him.

“No, I don't! Who are you i

“I'm John Bull

“0Oh. don’t be funny!”" said Bunter peevishly, .
“ I—I'm not being funny,” said Bull, rather taken aback.
I'm John Bull, von know !’

“Why don't ﬁoﬂ say you're Uncle S8am?” said Bunier
with o sniff. * you think I believe that's a real name,
you duffer?” .

Jolin Bull turned pink. He was acowstomed to chipping
on that subject, for 1t seemed comical to many fellows that
hiz name should be John Bull. But he could not be angry
with Bunter just then. Therc was n 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, I've brought you sumet}mlg to eat,
Bu'n}ﬁr.“ . -

“I'm not ry I

“Eh f“ﬂ e

“I'm not hongry !"* said Buntor.

“0Oh, draw it mild!” murmured Bulstrode,
quite swallow that "

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

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

“Took here, Bunter,” said John Bull, opening the bag,
“ I've got some of Mrs. Muuble's latest in tarts, and some
sroam puffs, and—and pork-pies! Look!™

“ Here's & beautiful savely 1" said Nugoent,

* Look at thiz plum-cake I" added Bob Cherry.

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

He shoak hiz head and turncd away.

“1 don’t want any "' he seid.

" But—but they're ripping !"

“I'm not hungry "'

* Lock at these taris!"

“ And these doughnuts!”

“Oh, take 'em away "

(1] “rhat !TJ

“1 don"t want them!”

“My hat ™ ejaculated Bulsirode.

. “The hatfulpess is terrific!” mutinured [Turree Singh.
“ The ¢steemed Bunter has completely changed his spots,
like the Ethiopian hu?ard i

“ My word, he has!™

“ Quict, you chaps!" said Wharton, “ Look here, you'd
botter buzz off. I'm going to try and get him to sleep.”

* Hush-s-bya, baby I snecred Snoop. .

Wharton's eyes gleamed, and he stepped towards Sncop.

“ Get oul, vou cad !’ he said in o low voice.

And Snoop got out.

Most of the juniors followed., Harry Wharton tucked the
bedelothes in round Bunter, and the fat junicr blinked at
liim the while.

“"You'd like to go to sleep, old fellow ¥ said Harry.

*No, I wouldn't ("

“ But—but—"

“T'm not sleepy "

L1} Hut_____”

“We cen't

“Look here, I'm not staying in bed ™ said Bunter, sud-
denly zitting up. " It's not night-time! What the dickens
should I go to bed for?” :

“You're—you're ill, you know !" said Wharton fcebly.

“T'n not ill1"

“*Well, you see—"

“Who says I'm ill?”

‘&Yﬂﬂ—}'ﬂﬂ"k‘ﬁ got a lump on your head, you Lnow,

and—"
“ Well, I'm getting url;}
“ Better lie down a bit,"”” eaid Wharton. urgingly. It
will do vou good, Bully, old chap! Lie down and go to
sleep a bit, and 1°11 stay with vou in casc you wake up, and
—and then we'll go and have a feed in the studs.”

“1 don't want & fecd in the study.”

i ﬂh !”

A T'm going to get up ™
] "'EWulf, if you reslly want to—"
ingly.

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

“ Where are my clothes "' he exclaimed. )

Wharton hended him his clothes and helped him to
dress. He did not utter a further word of remonstrance.
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said Harry hesitat-

Uader the circumstances, ho felt that it was better to allow

Bunter to have his way unguestioned.

4 Bunter was soon dressed, and he rolled towards the
oor.

Wharton followed him, and with a curicus uneasincss and
anxiety in his heart which he had never cxpected to feel
on account of Billy Bunter, lie accompanied the fat jumeor
downstairs,

[

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Must be Iil,

UGENT and the others had made a grest difference in
Bunter’s study. The room which had been the
dismallest and untidiest 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 1" he exclaimed.

“Ves, it’s not bad,” aaid Nugent, looking round with an
eve of pride. “ I must zay we've made a difference.”

“ The differentfulness s terrifioI”

“ Wheose armehair?”’ acked Wharton.

“ Mine,” seid Jodn Bull, with a grin. *'T believe Bunter
has a fancy for armchaire, so I've just wheeled it in.”

“* Good I"

* Bit down, Billy I

Bunter had not forgotten that an armchair was comfort-
able. He sank down into John Bull's well-padded arms
chair with great comfort,

" Comly, old son?”

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

“ Now, what about fea?” said Wharton.
you're ready for tea, Bally 1™

“Ehi"

“ Getting peckish?”

Bunter seemed to coneider. ]

“ Oh, I don't know !’ he eaid. *I've no appetite.”

“Poor old Bunter!”

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

* Oh, don't jaw ! sald Bunter. . )

Bob smiled a sickly smile. Bunter's peculiarly gracious
mznners had evidently undergone no change. _

There wae a tap at the door, and Alonzo Todd inserled
his head into the study. Then he came in cauticuely on tip-
toe.

 Is he better ¥ he asked, in a hushed voice.

¢ About the sawne,” said Wharton. **No need to creep
nl'imut like o ghost. He's awake, and doesn’t want to go to
sleep.”

‘ Very good, my dear Wharton.  “T was thinking,” said
Alonzo, * of reading out alowd to Bunter. It is a thing that
invalids usually hike very much. I have brmghl; a very

1 supposs

interesting volume. It 1s called ' Sherrick; or, Bit BE Bit,'
and containe many very valuable lessons to schoolboys.”
“ My dear ass—"'

“ Parhaps vou 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
goon &% he turns thoroughly mcod he dies of a painful
digease. Such a book may be very useful io Bunter—"'

“ Fathead I*

“ My dear Wharton—=""

¥ Would you like Tedd to read fo you, Bunter ™

“ Lat him begin, that's all,” said Dunter. g

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

“Myp dear Bunter,” he exclaimed, “I'm so sorry io
observe that you have no taste even for improving litera-
ture. Perhaps you would like me to read you sormne exiracts
from the *Dictionary of Scientific but Otherwise Ueeful
Facts’? Bome observations on the habits of the ichthye-
saurus of sncient times a}mpeared to me very intercsting
when I peruced them myeell, and--—7

¥ Oh, cheese it, Todd ! zaid Bob Cherry.

““ My dear Cherry—-"

o Kok that lunatic out I said Bunter,

“ Oh, dear!"” . i ]

“ Buzs off, Todd ! You bother the patient,” said 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. » I'm sure, I'm alwaye at his gervice. My Uncle

IN THE “GEM” LIBRARY.



Benjamin always impressed upon me to—- Well, very
well I am poing. You need not propel me towards the
door in that somewhat 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 Duffer of Greyfriars.

Bunter blinked at the juniors.

“1 say, you fellows, why don't you sit down " ha asked.
#1 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 exprested any concern for any-
body but himeelf.

“My only hat " murmured Nugent.

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

: Elill,yfn_'lt down! Would you like the arnichair i

“Any of you care to have the armchair?’

*My hat!"

“ Great Scott I

“"Can't you answer V"' asked Bunter.

“It's all right, old chap!" gasped Wharton. " The arm-
chair was brought here for you, because you're rocky.
That's all right.”

“Oh, all serene!”

" Ready for tea, Bunter " ) )

M Well, I'm getting” peckish, I think,” said Bunter, rub-
bing his fat hand over his forehead, as if he were not quite
cartain of 1t. I don't know., Did you =av this was my
study 1

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

“0Oh, we're standing treat!"”

*You're not standing treat,” eaid Bunter.
coming to tes in my study, I'm standing treat.”

*;:\'-l'jehahall hear about the postal-order next,” murmurdd

erry.
Bf'r‘ Eh?' exclaimed Bunter, whose ears seemed fo be un-
usually quick, in spite of the shock hiy head had received.
“What's that 7"

“7.I—1 wondered whether you were expecting a postal-
order, that's all," stammered Bob Dher?.

Biilg Bunter wrinkled his brows. he words *‘ postal-
order” seemed to touch a chord in his shattered memory,
but the effort to remember was evidently too much for hum.

Heo shook his head.

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

“VWhat 1" .

“I'm not e:tpect-m% a
“I never get postal-orders.
postal-orders that I know of.” :

The chums of the Remove stared at him blankly.

Billy Bunter, all unconsciously, was telling the truth for
ance in his life. The funiors knew that Banter was not
himeelf just mow, but they had never expeected this, or any-
thing like this.

“fIy only hat!" Bob Cherry murmured.
is better than Bunter well.”

“What-ho [

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

“It's all right. e're going to stand a feed”

“ Not to me."”

“RB-Ir-b-but why not "

Bunter shook Tniﬁ head. The juniors ejﬂ:&d at him, and
then at one another. Billy Bunter picked up the poker and
sticred the fire. Ewven that slight action added to the amaze-
ment of the chums. )

Bumter had never poked the fire before of his own free
will. He had always left that task for somebody else to do.
He would never replenish the Bre even: and even il he
were the only fellow in the roorp, he would sit calmly by it
amd let it go cut, unless somebody else put ou coals.

Bunter had me considerate; Bunter had become
independent; Bunter was thinking of others instead of
wholly of himself. Certainly, Bunter must be wvery, wvery
ill. That was how the Greyfriars’ juniors looked at it.
h“&"ﬂly hat 1" said Wharton at last. “ My only summer

at 1"

MNugent gave a start.

Y1 know I he exclaimed suddenly.

“"FEh* You know what?"'

* A dodpe -to make him remember."”

“Good ! What's the dodge?”

“ Bunter minor,"

ANSWERS
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stal-order,’” said Bunter peevishly.
There's nobody to send me
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Sammy says “ Spool.”

H ARRY WHARTON'S face h;idghtenad up.

EYERY

ONK
TUESDAY, PENNY. J

“OF couree I'" he exclaim
He wondered that he had not thought of it before:
_but the atrange -alteration in Billy Bunter had
occupicd all his thoughts.

Bunter's minor was at Greylfriars—in the Second Form.
Bammy 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 his elder brother;
in_fact, there wna very little love lost between major and
IminoeT.

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 fransaction; both were groedy and un-
serupulous.  Urnder the circumstances, brotherly love was
not likely to flourish. And it didn’t.

The two Bunters, after the first few davs following
Bammy's arrival st Grevfriars, had seen very little of one
another. But now that Billy Bunter was 1ll, the chums
naturally suppessd that Sammy would-be sympathetic, and
if anything could bring back Billy to a recollection of old
times, sure ﬁr it would be the sight of his brother.

Even with his memory gone as it was, surely Billy could
not forget Bammy,

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

“ He must have, certainly.”

“ I should think ha would have come.”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders. He knew how much
sympathy Bunter minor was likely to feel if he lLeard that
Bunter major had had an sccident. .

“ Well, suppose we call him in,” he said.

[ 1 [;: E ,E EEE !I‘T

“ Bunter, old man—-"

Billy Bunter blinked round.

“Yes. What is it?"”

“ Would you like to see your minor?'

Bunter looked puzzled.

“ My minor !"” he repeated.

“¥Yas, Bammy, yvou kopow.”

“ Bammy " -

“%¥es. You haven't forgotten that vou've got a minor at
Greyfriars, I suppose, have you!" exclaimed Frank Nugent,
in astonishment. :

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

“Bammy ! he repeated vapuely.

“¥os. Shall I call him in "'

“ Battor fetch him, anyway,’” whispered Wharton.

talking to Billy. He doesn’t geem to understand.”

“ Right-ho! I'll have him here in a jffy.”

Frank Nugent left the studv. He had s cloud vpon his
face now. He was sincerely concerned for Billy Bunter.
If Bunter did not remember that he had a minor at Grey-
friare, his state must be very serious indeed.

‘;Eeun Bunter minori” Nugent asked every fellow he
met.

“Hasn't he been to see hie major 1" asked Balsirode, with
& sneer.

““ Not yet.”

“ Nice, affectionate family, the Bunters!”

“Well, I'm goinr to take him to see Billy. Been young
Bunter, Ogilvy ¥

“ No,"' said Opilvy,

L1} Hﬂ‘

“Taith, and he's in the Second Form-room, I belave I
satd Micky Desmond. * I saw him ge in with young
Hc:p Hi."

¢ Oh, pood ™

Frank Nugent made his war to the fags' Form-room. As
he neared the door of the Second Form-room, he heard the
loud and excited voices within, There was some disturbance
going on among the heroes of the Second, evidently.

Nugent grinned as he pushed open the deor. He knew
that Sammy Bunter was unpopular in the Second Form,
and he would not have been surprised if the Becond had
been rug'f.lz(re!:f the younger edition of the Owl of the Remove.

He loo inte the room. A group of excited fags sur-
rounded Bammy Buater, who was biinkin$ angrily through
his epectacles. He looked very like his major at that
moment—that is, as the major had been before his accident.

Mugent minor—Frank's younger brother—was brandishing
& clenched ard somewhat primmy first in Bunter minor's face.

“ Pig!" he roaved,

* Beast "' shouted Myers.

9

of the Chumes

A Splendld, Long, Complsts Tals
acs' By FRANK RICHARDS.

of Greyitnl
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“ Rotter!"

“ Fat toad!" e gy

“ My word ¥’ murmured Frank Nugent. ‘' It sounded like
the Remove talking to Billy! Ilalle, young shavers, what'y
the row here!” . .

The fags turned and glared at I‘Tul%ent major. Dicky
Nugent glared as much as the othera, Ile wa: on the bost of
terms with his major. But none of the Second liked imter-
ference from a fellow in a higher Form.

* Mind your own bizney I growled Myers,

* What's the row?i"” ) .

“ (Oh, it's this beast Bunter minov ! sa'd Dicky Nuogent.
* He's found out where we kept the prub we were going to
have for & feed—"

‘' Ha nosed it out, the heast ['*

* And be's scolled it 1"

‘ Beoffed every erumb Y

“ Ulean as o whistle—the beast!"”

“ The oad "

* The porker ™

“I—I—1 didn't, yon know ! stapumered Sammy Bunter.
**1—I came neross the pavcel under the desk just by acel-
dent, and——"*

& Liar ll:!'l

“ Chuck it! Rats!”

" 1 give you my word—"" stammered Sammy.

“* Yes, your word's worth & Jot I" said Gatty conternptuously.

“ Binter minor's wanted,” spid Frank, mterrapting the
dispute.. ** Come on, Bamuel!” T \

“1 hope it's to go to the Head for a litking,” said Gatty
viviously,

* Mo, il sn't P’ .

“Well, we're jolly. well going to lick hiw," declared Dicky
Nugent, ‘“The faut bounder’s scoffed all owr tommy, and
l'e’s going to sit up for "

“ He won't pay for the grub'™ howled Myers indignantly.
“ Come on, Sammy ! You must let him off this time, Ihe
—his brother’s ill, and Sammy’s to go and see him,” said

Frank. '

]}inkI snorted.

* He' knows his brother’s ill, but he doesn’t want to go and
toe him ™ he exclaimed. ** I told him an hour ago that Billy
wan latd ap.”

“*I--I--I do want to see him !’ said Sammy, catching at 2
straw as it were.  “ I—I fcel very anxious abiout Billy—I do
really, you koow 1" :

-I.l ﬁ&tﬁ!”-

E 1] B'D‘Sh !HI . . I

** Lock here, I'm %‘mng to sec Bil " ]

“ Come on!" exclaimed Frank Nugent, catchiug the fat
Second-Former by the arm and hureving him out of the room.

The fags made & motion to follow him. But Dicky Nugent
restrained ‘them.

Y Plenty of time,” he remarked significantly.

Which remark was not grateful or comforting to Sammy
Bunter as he rolled away with Nugent major. He was
vvidently glad, Lowever, to eseape from the dangerous pre-
vinets of the Form-room. It was a vespite, at least.

“ Where's Billy?" he nsked, as Nugent led hina te the stair-
CRSE.

“In his study.™ 2

Bunter minor looked at the staira. ] i

“1 don't know that it's worth going upstaivs,” be said.
“ It's a beastly fag climbing up a blessed staircase  Tell him
I hope lLe's better."

Nugent looked at the fat fag.

“ Don't you want to see lim?” he acked.

“Well, I don't ses that it will do him any good fto see
mee, will i7" said Samuny Bunter arpumentatively.

Nugent gave a conternptucus snifl.

“ I don’t see how it could do anybedy goed to see you™

e replied. * But you're coming to see your major, in case
]:ads.lgmid wrnfr'tu sec you. There's no accounting for tastes,
&n g maght.

“ Look liere, Nugent major——"

“ Thiy way ™

Bunter minor stood squarely on his fat little logs, and looked
st Nugent. He was 5o evidently torning over in his mind
the chances of & stceessful bolt, that Frank drew a step nearer
te im, ready to grab him.

“ Look here, MNugent major,” repeated Sammy. ¥ ¥You
fend mie a shilling, and I'll come up and see Hilly,"

“I'lt 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
Sammny, in an injured tone. ** You lend me sixpence——"

Frank grasped the fat fag by the shoulder,

“ This way, you fat worm I'* .

“ Look here, it's all spoof, you know!" exclaimed Bunter
winor, wriggling as the Removite grasped him ; ** Billy’s only
spoofing you! You know Billy! I don’t want to give hin
away, 85 he's ny major; but, as a matter of fact, he's simply

= Magrzr Lipragy.—No. 160,

pulling sour leg. He's no mere il than I am. and he's no
more lost his memory than you have."

““ He is really ill—"

o St M \ "

:‘ ﬂnd |]rr'.'5 really lost his memory—

! Rats?

Nugent changed his grip from Sommy’s shoulder to Saimmy's
car, {:;nd the fat fag gave an aponized squeal,

[} w !J:I

“ I'm not accustomed fo having wy remarks callud stufl hy
fags,” said Nugent wrathfully. ' Now, you'd beiter vouio

“ Yow-w-w-w! Leggol”’

“ Arve you comingl’

“Groo! Leggo! ORI 3 g

" Well, your ear’s coming,” said Nugent indifferently.
" You can pleasc yourself about coming elong with it.”’

And he went upsteirs, dvagging Bunter minor by the car
Theye was no doubt that SBammy's car was bound to go with
Nugent, and after one tug, Sanmy decided to go with lus
ear, He went.

—y

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Yery Brotherly.
o ¢ BAY, vou fellowg—-" i
The juniors in the study all turned towards Billy
Bunter instgntly, Billy Bunter was an invalid now, and
the centre of all attemtion, The Removites did net
seem to be able to make enough of him,

" YVaz, Bunter?’ said Wharton.

* What is it, old fellow?" esked Bob Cherry.

Bunter grunted. ; :

o ‘ﬁ_’hnt‘a that row in the passage? Bomebody’s beinw
hurst.’

It was another swrprise for the juniers. Certainly there
was & sound of sculling feet in the passage, and an occasiongl

weal, and an éjaculstion once oy twice pf "' Leggo my ear

ut Billy Bunter was not wont to be affected by trouble
befalling anybedy but hunsell. . ]

“ T—T think it'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 lis can
The fat fag was looking very savage and sulky.

*“* Here he is!"* said Frank checrfully.

“ Here's your minor, Billy " said Wharton. _

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

‘“ Oh, T hear you're ill, Billy " said SBammy ungraciously.

Bunter major blinked at him, i

i thﬁ:mrse, I konow it's all spool,’”” said Sammy.

“ Gebting deaf in your old age?' asked Sammny pleasantly,
“ Don't play the goat. I suppose you're not going to try and
take me in i

Bunter Jooked bewildered,

" Who are you?"” he asked.

Sammy staved at him. 2

“ Qh, come, that's too rich!'" e excloymed. * You've not
woing to pretend that you don't know me, 1 suppose.”

“ Who ts ¥
“ It's your winor, Billy "

“ My m-m-minor!” -

“Yes. Don't you know Lim!

“ Yes, your nem-miper!” mimicked Enmmi;r Bunter,
“ Your inan-minor! What on_ carth arc you playing this
dodge for, Billy? Are you Eﬂﬂ-il}g a {eed out of it?"

“1 don't understand you,

“ What's the little pame?”

I Ghm T* ;

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

i Axn?f.

“ Blessed if he isn't taking to repeating things like o parrot,
lilie that chap Tedd I’ exclaimed Saminy Bunter, in disgust.
* Look here, Billy, it's no good trying to pull my lep. You
can take these chaps in, but you can’t expect to take mie in,
when I was brouglt up with you.” -

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

Sammy stared round angrily at the juniors, :

“ Do you mean {o say you take m this roiten spooli’” ln
exclaimed, with a scornfal sniff. ** Bah! He's only pulling

your leg, I tell you!” o

“ Hold your tongue!" said Wharton.

4T tell you——'" i

“ Shut up, unless you want a thick ear. Don't vou know
this chap, Billy?’ asked Harry Wharton guietly aud kindly,

laying his land upon Billy Bunter's shoulder.
unter blinked at Sammy, and shook bia head,

LOOK OUT FOR THE “X" IN THE “GEM” LIBRARY.
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The little medico was lcaning over Bllly Bunter, examining him. Alonzo Todd stood looking on with an
expression of deepest sympathy on his face. * 1 am so sorry!” he murmured.  (Ses page 'E.L_ .

¥ No, I don't know him,"” ha said. “Yes, we arel!”
Sammy Bunter gave a long, low whistle. “ Because he's illY"
“ My only aunt!"” he ejaculated. “ Yas."
Bunter continued to blink at him in a doubiful, puzzled sort “ And because he's lost hiz memory ™"
of waoy. He was evidently trying to recollect something, but “ Just sol"
trying in vain. , “ But it's all spoof I'" said Sammy Bunter, in wonder.
'}311!. Sammy Bunter was far from believing that his major *Oh, ring off thatt"
was doing an;.'th;ig but acting. As Bunter's minor, and his Bammy looked at his major, and locked at the jumiora. Fis
early companion at home, he knew even more of the decep-  cyes were wide open behind his round spectacles.

tiveness of Bunter's nature than the others did. ~ And Sammy It seomod amezing to him, perfectly convinced as he was
Bunter was armed strong in disbelicf. He was not to be taken  that his major was spoofing, that the other follows could rot
. It was true this time, as it happened—but Bunter minor  see it

was not to be taken in, all the same. If Billy had periched, *Do you mean to say seriously that you believe him?i™
Bammy would %ahnhly have declined t¢ believe that he was  ho eisculated at last,
really dead. pon_one thing Sammy Bunter's mind was “ Yes, you young rotter.”
mede up—whatever Bsg,? did was a sham, and whatever ho “ But he's pulling your leg.™
said was en untruth. His belief was founded upon long and “0h, dry up!"’
intimate acquaintance with Bunter, : Sammy whistled.
Sammy watched the varying expressions upon his major's “ Look here, Billy, come off "' he exclaimed. “ Why don’t
face with a grin on his own. you own up? You know what an sss you ave, and you'll

"My sunt!” he exclaimed at last.  ** You do it well, Billy. give the show away soon—as you always do when you're
T thought it was Jour ustal swank when you said you could spoofing. Why don’t you ewn up?”
set. Lut you can act. Bunter major blinked at him.
Shut up!” said Bull . , *I don’t understend you,’ he said.
John Bull had just ﬂﬂmﬂ into the study with the things for “Look here, you're telling these’ chapa you've lost your
tea. John Bull, who had heaps of money, had expended sorae  memory——"
.I:.!Ifu l!.:-[l.:riunds very liberally 1n providing o dainty tea fox Billy Bunter locked bewildered.
. : “Lost my memory?” h ted.
Ltiah:ﬁr?had out r:ﬁ]m t&;&ga on: the table, and Sammy Bunter “ Yes. Ijk.n-:w ?:‘}u gm;mr:ﬁﬁ %
wal em with greedy cyes. “I—I haven't said I've lost memory,” sald Buntor,
| say, are you standing Billy a feed, vou chaps?” he blinking, in bewilderment. * ﬁ'tlnlg—whn ﬂr&ﬁd I said so? 1

Al i
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“Tt's all right, B:’ll:r
Wharton, " You've on
to-morrow.’”

“But [—-I-T—" )

“You get out, you hard-hearted young cad!” muid John
Bull, taling Bunter minor by the shoulder and jerking him
ta the deor. “ It won't do poor old Bunter any good,to sce
you, anyway. Travel!" A _
. Bunter minor rolled out under the grip of the sturdy
yjumoer. He blinked curiously ot John Bull in the passage.

i“ﬁﬂu really believe that %ill:,.r has lost his memory?” he
ELE | »

“ Yoz of course.”

“You dom't think it's zammon®”

“ No, you toad!”

“You're going to logk after him?

“ Certainly wao aral"

“ And feed him?¥'

“ Anything ho likes to cat—eertainiy.”

“My punt!" spid’ Sammy Bunter.
wﬂpl[]. do
them 1

“ You—vou blessed Doubting Thomas!” execlaimed John
Bull! angrily. " Get.out!"

Ha lifted his boot. _ _

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

Bump!

**YarochI'” .

‘Semmy Bunter plunged wildly forward. He rolled on the
linoleum, and then set up end glared st Jolm Bull,

“¥ou heast!”

 Beat 1M

“You rotter—' .

Jubn Bull madd & rush st him. Plump as he was, Sammy
Buonter was on hiz feet in' o moment end bolting lor the stairs.
He zeuttled down thom at'top speed, and at the -bottom of
the staircoso pauvsed, gasping for breath,

" Rotter I ke -muttered.

Johu DBull was not purruing him.. Bammy panted and
waspnd, and gosped ond panted.  When he had fully re-
vovercd his-breath e volled away, with a peculiar gleam in
hiy littlo piggy eves. Bome new idea wes evidently werking
in the brain of Bunter minor. :

I You'll be all right scom” said
v had a shock.. Yeu'll Le all right

T 8 | wonder if they
as much for me in the Second Horm if I gommoned

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
“ How's Bunter?”

OHN BULL reentered Billy Bunter's study and elosed
J the door. Nugent had spresd s white tablecloth over
the table, and the juniors were laving it for tea. EHarry
Wharton was poking the fire under the kettle. Bunter
viatchod the preparstions for tea with the same odd, absent
vxprosston upok his face,

T ray, you fcllows, let me help '™ he exclaimed.

“1t's all right, old chap! There's no cooking to do!™

“I ecan heln you lay the cloth.””

“ My hat!” )

Bunter roze from the armchair,

‘I'hey allowed him to help—they were too astonished to
o unything clse.

In o study feod Bunter had alwags been wilhng to lend
z hand with the cooking. Bunter wes a grest cook, and fond
of cooking—and in the process of cooking he would heln him-
swhf to continual little snocks. But ho had never been known
1o offer to do anything olse.

Tt was clear that there was a groat change in Buntor.

- Wharton made the tea, amud brought the teapot up to the
talle. MNugent had boiled the eggs, and a3 cheerful table it
was, with fragrant tea ond fresh czgs snd ham and oris
frosh bread-and-butter, and cakes and tarts were piled on the
tablo to fimsh with,

Thore waa a knuckly rap oh the door., and the head of
Fishor T. Fish -way proiceted into the study. The Ameriean
boy grinned round genially.

*“ Bunter better®” he asked.

*“ Just the same.” : S

“1 gucsa I'm feeling sympathetie, some,” suid Fh, *1
Cpoge 1t will be all OK. if T come in and keew Lith company
a bit.”

“ Cortainly !

“Yep? Right you are!” .

“ Had your tea!" ssked Harry, with a smile.

H Nope.'" ]

“Will you have toa with usi”

1) YEE:'-H .

“Thore's a chair.”

Fisher T, Fizh sat down.

Tae-Macrer Lisrary.—No. 16,

A minute later the door opened, and Bulstrode locked in.
Be also had o very renial expression upon-his face,

““Bunter better?™ he asked.

“ Just the same.” ;

“I'm awfully sorry for. Bunter;” zaid Bulstrode, l:!n-ml:;lﬁ
gently into the studyv., “ How do you feel, - Bunter, ol
man®’

£k E'I!'?J'

“ Feeling hetier®”

“Who wre yout’

“Eh? Oh, I'm Bulstrode—rvour old friend, vou know.!"

“Oh!

“My hat, what a- foed you've got there!” esclained Bul-
strode, gluncing at the table. *Ham and eggs and cold
chicken and ham-patties and cake amd— My word, who's
going to ¢at that blessed mountain of grub®

“Tt's a:feed for DBunter”

“Hungry, Bunter®" !

“Not very,” sajd the fat junior, Blinking.

,“ﬁ}" hat! First time T've heard him say that. I thought
T'd look in-end keen’ Bunter company for a bit,” #zid Bul-
strade blandly. “ No objection, 1 supposc!”

(11 0]1. nﬂ !I‘I

“T'H bring in oo chair for myselt.” |

-Bulstrode bropght in a chair for- himsell. He made room
at the toble by shoving Fisher T. Fish a little aside.

“ Had vour tea?® asked Nugent,

b Not yet.” ;

Ihle an ™

“"Thanks awlully ' e

The door opendd szain just ss Bulstrode started. Orilvy
of ‘the Remove looked in.  He.seemed surprised at seeing 20
many fellows in the studv:; but he grioned genially, and
nodded to all of them together.

. Banter better?” ho asked, .

“ My hat!" éxclaimed Harry Wharton,

He hed been swprised at sg much concern for Bunter. All
the follows were naturally sorry, bat it was curious that they
should call in and imguive after the Owl of the Remove in
this way. But Wherton had * tumbled ” now. The anxicus
incpuirers after Billy Bunter’s health hed seen John Bull shop-
ping in Mrs;.Mimble's ¢cstablishment, or else had spotted him
bringing in the foed. _

'fThe juniorss were lesy concorned about Bunter's state of
health than about, the feéd that was going on in the study.

“Wo'ra X rmther anxious aboyt Bunter,” Ogilvy remarked.
**1 hapo hes bettor now,”

“Hame as over.” .

“ You-chaps mind if T kept him cempany for a bit?’

The iuniors burst mito a Taugh. 3

+* Oh, come in and heve téa!™ exclaimed John Bull

Ogilvy grinned. - - : ;

“ﬂ"nﬂ, since vouw're so pressing, I will ™ he exelaimed.

And he did. 'There was no chair in the sfudy, and no room
gt the table for it if there had been one. But the junior did
not mind a little thing like that. Heo tuck 'a plate on his
knces, and sat on the costhox, .

“wWoll, ¥ must say thia is yipping-ham !’ he oxclaimed.
“I'm sorry Bunter iz seedy.  These eggs ore done to & turn |
It's rourh on Bwer—but really this is splendid I

“Ha, he, ha!” _

Tom Brown looked in at the door. Hazeldene weas with
him. They lcoked in in vather an uncertein way at the grin-
ning faces in the room.

“Bunter better?” asleed Brown,

“ Ha, ba, ha!" :

“ How's'old Bunter " asked Hazledene.

“ Ha, ha, ha!" _ : -

The two juniors colourcd, and came in. Fisher T. Fish
loocked round with & @rin.

“1 guess you heord about the feed,” he remarked.

Ilﬂ l}m_l‘i‘

“H'm!"

“Tt'z all O.K.. sonny! That's what [ came to inquire—for
Bunter, I guess,” ssid the American junior placidly. *' And
there's plenty of pralb going, 1 guess,™ :

a3t dow,’ suid John Bull, *1 can’t offer you anything
bnttgr tl'iun the Hoov to =it un, but there's plenty of grob.”

“ Burely 1" )

“Oh, all right " excluimed Tom Brown, laughing. ** Bince
you're 5o pressing=—""

‘““Ha, ha, ha!" i =

Brown und Huzledene joined the feed. The study wan
now crammed. When the door q-xipnedﬁgzti.n it knocked
against Tom Brown's avm, and jerked his Teacup, and he
soilt half his tea on the curpet.

“ Here, ook out™ he shouted. i ]

“Tht said Micky Idesmond, leoking in round the door,
“ Faith, and it's anxicus {for puor old Dunter I em intoirely,
Iz he any betthor?™

LOOK OUT FOR THE “X” IN THE “GEM” LIBRARY.



% Ha, ha, ha!” . : . .

“Bunter darling, is it iéelmi'hﬂt-ther ve are?oasked Blicky
sympathetically. * Bure, and Y'm ahxious about ye."

T ﬁ&, hﬁ, hﬂ !1'!'

“Faith, ve gossoons, and what are ye cackling about
entoirely?”” demanded Micky,

“Sgueere in,’”” said John Bull. ** The ham and eggs are
gone : but hers's some eold chicken.”

M Faith, but I came here to—"" _ _
hf‘ To inquire after Bunter. I know. 8o here's the cold
chicken."’

“You'll have to stand,” said Harry Wharton, handing
Micky a plate; # Stand close to the door, and keep the next
bounder owt.”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Faith, and T—""

“ There's' somebody already!” yelled Bob Cherry, as the
door opened about thres inches and then met Micly's foot.

A still small voice came in at the aperture:

“ My dear follows, how is Bunter®''

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘i Is Bunter better '’ repeated Alonzo Todd. rather puzzled
by the laughter in the study. “ I trust this unexpected and
apparently unsedmly merriment may be taken as an indica-
E::;E that Bunter's progress upon the whole afiords satis-

ion?'

‘“ Bunter's all right!" roarcd John DBull. *“The feed's
growing the worse for wear, but you can come in if you
¢an find room.” Hypolis

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

““Ha, ha, ha!”

¥ A< a matter of fact, I have brought Bunter some beel-
tea, 3o I should be oblized if you would admit me o 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 Jooked
round the study in surprise.

“Dear me! You are guite crowded ! :

“ Yes: all-these chaps came to-inguire for Bunter."

“How exceodingly pratifving to know that so many of
poor dear Bunter's Form-fellows are so anxions about him,”
said Alonzo, with o beaming smile. *'1 see that Bunter has
somewhat recovered his appetite. "I wonder if he would care
for the beel-teal™

“ Let's look st 1t."

Alonzo held out 2 can contaiming a smoky-looking liguid.

“1 mhade it myself,” he said. **The can has boen used
to keop sardimes in, the sardines were getting very high,
gy I threw them away. 4 fear that a sli lft flavour was left
in the can, but I do not think that that will affect the
nutritiousness of the beeftea. I obtained a large piece of
boef, and I have boiled it over the firo in the can. Jones
minor mischievously poured in a little ink, but not sufficient,
I think, to exercise any deleterious influence over the beof-
toa, I am sure that it will do Bunter a great deal of good.
WPI;!I::'I ﬂ'uu like to taste 1t, Bunter?"

[ ‘f“

" M%r dear Bunter—"" '

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

"My desr Cherry—>-"

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

* The ﬂ]ig;ht smell 15 merely dus to the remnant of
sardines—"" "

* Ha, ha, hal”

Nugent gently led the Duffer of Greylriars to the door
and led him out. Then ho closed the door. As he did so
Rtusse]l and Morgan of the Remove come raciap up the

passsge.
“Hold on !’ exclaimed Russoll breathlessly, as Nogent was
shutting the deor. ** How's Bunter® :

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“How's Bunder? Look out!" panted Morzan.

Nugent locked the door. The two juniors outside tried
the handle, and then kicked. Then Eussell bawled throuzh
the kevhole:

“I say! How's Bunter®”

*Oh, Bunter's getting on ell right ! chuckled Boh Cherry,

“The getting onfulness iy terrific, my esteemed chum !

“We'd like to sit with him & bit—""

* Ha, ha, ha!”

* No room—you're too late,” said Nugent, theough the
kevhole, ** Full—standing room only! Money returned at
the box-office.””

**Ha, ha, ha!l”

ERussell and Morgan kicked at the door, and vetired baffied.
And during the next-half-hour 3 dozen or move fellows came
slong the Remove passage and tried the door, and found it
locked, and inguired anxiously after Bunter's health through
the keyhole, and kindly offered to sit with him. The kind
offors being deelined with thanks, the anxious inquirers
kicked at the door—very inconsiderately, considering how
anxious they were for Bunter's health—and retired growling.
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Sammy Bunter Loses Hizs Memory——

AMMY BUNTER paused in the e, with & gleam
in his little round eyes. Ths idea that had Hashed
into his brain was working there. Bammy Bunter was
very like his elder brother, but he was sharper in many

things, His wits were keener, and moved mdre quiokly.
Sammy was far from believing in the reality of Billy Bunter's
attack. He regarded the fat junior as having made thinga
very gasy and comfortable for himself by the simple process
of " pammoning "' the Remove.

Sammy wo never hava ocxpected such a dodge to
gueeeed. But it had sueceaded with the Remove, who ware
koenar follows upon the whole than the fagd in the Becond.
‘And fellows who disliked Bunter, fellows who hadn't been
able to tolerates him well, hggd railicd round Bunter ill, and
were looking after him, and giving him o really royal time.
The dodge that had worked with the Remove—why shouldn's
it work with the Second?

That was Sammy Bunter's idea.

Sammy had not lived long enough yot to learn by ex-
perience that the truth, however strange it may seem, gets
itzolf believed somehow, while a lie, though never so
plausible ~imposes upon nobody for long. ]

It seemed to Sammy Bunter a first-class wheere, and if
‘_'Ef-llﬂjl' had worked it why shouldn't he? Sammy considered
himself as bwing very much smarter than Bally. Indeed,
he thought he had seen flaws in Bunter's action, ﬂmuﬁ»ﬂ\ it
had imposed upon the ova. He felt that he could have
kept up the * garmon ' much better.

rue, it seemed unlikely that the Second-Formers would

be sympathetic towards him, even il he were ill. But it
geemed quite as wuhlikely that the Removites would prove
sympathetio towards Billy, yet they had so proved.

Undoubtedly it wes s good dodge, and if Billy made a
aiw-;:—m of it why not Sammy? That was how Bamrmy looked
at 1t.

“It's a jolly good wheeze!" Sammy murmured to him-
self. **The only thing is, how am I to get a shock to the
system to destroy my memory without hurting myself?’

That was an important point.

No prospect of feeding wounld have induced Sammy. Bunter
to gigg'himself head first into & swimming-bath, as his major

one.’

He could walk into a dpor or & wall and bump hiz head,
but it would have to be a sovere bump to make the fags
believe in its terrible effects. .

Bammy was turning the matter over in his mind when
Lmilqr. the prefect, came along the passape, Loder scowled
ad him,

BSammy had not offended Toder in any way., Loder
scowled for & reason totally unconnected with SBammy. Blue
Smoke, the favourite for the (Great Bwindell Handicap, had
come in ninth or tenth instead of fir, and Loder owed M.
Cobb, of the Cross Eeys, about five pounds in conssguence,
Betting on races was one of Loder’s smusements, indulged
in secret, and he found it, like most fellows, & very expensiva
one, though he was always just aE;\:\ing' to set matters right
by bringing off a coup on & * dead cert."

It was really not Bammy Bunter's fault that Blue Smoka
had come in teath. Hammy Bunter had never even heard
of Blue Smoke, or even of the Great Swindell Handicap.
But he was handy to cuff, =0 Loder cuffed him.

Sammy set up A roar.

“Yow!"

“ You fat young cub!” growled Loder. * Don't hang about
the passages. Do you hear? Go out and et some exercise.™
hﬁrﬁd he ruffed Sammy Bunter & second time, harder than
the hrat.

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

Loder stared at him angrily.

“ Get up, you young fool!” 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
Enst- of it. Loder of the Sixth bad solved the difficulty for

lmi

“Get up, you fat sottor! Don't lie there malingering.”

Saminy 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 bo injured.

“ et up, you oub!™

o reply.

“'Hang it all, let him alone, you bully "' oaxelaimed Dicky
Nugent, ranning forward, Dicky Nugent was only o fag
in the Second, but he had nerve enough to check a whola
army of prefects,
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Loder glared at him. .

** He's shamming !'* he exclaimed.

Sammy. Bunter groaned. - . v

“¥ouw've hut him ™ exclaimed Nugent mmor.

“Rot! I just flicked him."’

“It's poly young Bunter,”” rvemarked (atty.

u Wnlf he's not going to be kicked when he's down, even
Fatty DBunser,” said Dick Nugent.. ** Let him alone, i_mdf:r.
or TNl yell out to Wingate.”

Eoder gritted his teeth. Wingate, the ca
was in his study, and he was not on the best of torms with
the prefect. Thero was no telling whether he' might not take
ihe feg's side in the dispute.

“You'd Iwtter get that fat humbug away from here,” ex-
claimed Loder. * He's only pretendme to hurt,”

And he stfbde into his study and slammed the door.

Dick and Gatty raised up Bunter migor. It was not an
easy task, for the fet fog was very heavy, and he did not
zive them the slightest assistance. ﬁn threw hiz whole weizht
npon them as they raised him, and they fairly staggered undey

it.

My word ! saad Gatty. ' He must be hart, alter all !

“t Looks like it.""

* Loder's &2 heast 1™

* Bunter! Bammy!" : .

Sammy Bunter did not speak. His eves were tightly closed.
Only 4 faint moan Em&pod}_]frum his lips.

ick Nugent looked anxious, .

*“He may be badly hurt,” he said. '*¥You know what's
happened to his major through getting a vapon the head. I
dare say they have weak heads in the Bunter family.’””

* Shouldn't wonder. What are you geing to do with him?’

" et him to the Form-room."

And Nugent and Gatty half led and half carried Sammy
Buntor to the Form-room. There was s vell from the Second-
Yorn fags es thay brought him in.

** Here he ig 1™

‘““ Hare's the fat bounder It

ain of the school,
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ot him [
round for vengeance. Dichy Nugent

* Nugent minor’s

Amd the [ags crow
waved them back.

** Hold on!"" he exclaimed,

There- was a shout at once.

* Collar him 1 _ i )

“ Hold en,.] say!" exclaimed Dicky Nugent, pushing back
the exeibed fags. ** Thete's something the matter with him.
Loder haé heen going for him, and Bunter minor fainted or
something.””

* Phaw I'’

' What's the matter " ) ]

41 don’t know. Oply his major hes been ill through getting
» bump on the upapper, and hus gone off his rocker.
Perhaps——'*

* He's coming to!" exclanned Gatiy,

Sumymy Bunier's eyes opened,

The' fags, hushed with alarm and surprise, gatheved round
almost ig silence. They pazed in wonder and interest ab
Sammy Bunter.

The fat fag blinked threugh his speclacles with an unsceing
BHEo.

* Where am 1" he moaned,

“ You're here,” said Gatty:

This was pretty cvident, withoni Gaity saving so.
Nugent frowned him down, and replied:

' In the Scennd Forme-room, Sanumy.”

i Eh?“

* You're i the Form-room.™

* What Form-room?"

“ Eh? The Second Form—your own Form."

“ M% Formi? L haven't any Forin"

* What i

Sheer amozement held Dicky Nugent silent.  Sammy
Buuter rolled his little round eyes behind his spectacles.

“Where am If" he gasped. * What's this place?”

“ Gireyfriars.”

“ Qreyfriars! I've mever heard of it.”

The juniors could only stare. The truth burst upon them
all at once. Sammy Bunter, like his major, had lost s
NIemaory. e i
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
And Recovers Ii.

ICKY NUGENT gave a long, low whistle. Gatty ejacu-
lated "My hat!” Myers gasped. The rvest of the
Becond Form fellows stared %aiaukly. 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. “*H this
doesn't take the cake! All through that beast Loder giving
him a cuff.”

Tt wasn't & very hard one, either,” said Gatty.

“No. He may have bumped his head on the-Boor in fall-
ing, though.”

Mwvers ran his fingers over Bunter minot's head.

“ There isn’'t any bump here,” he remarked.

* No bump "

* Nathing et all.”

“ Bump might he inside,” sugpested Myers sagely. “T1've
heard about concussion producing internal injuries, you know.
1 nugpm;c that means a bump inside.”

(1] HE .FT

“ Look here, young Nugent——"*

* Let me lookee ! .

It was the soft voice of Hop Hi, the ?:mnn'er brother of
Wun Lung, of the Remove. Little Hop Hi pushed hiz way
through the fags, hiy almond eyes blinking curiously. (‘hana-
man as be was, Hop Hi was very popular in the S8ccond IForm.
H_qégh q;lhm:t-cd pocket-money may have had something to do
with it.

“VYou can look at him if you hke,”” said Dicky Nugent.
** He scems to be quite off his rocker, like Billy.”

Sammy blinked at them. ; :

“* What's this place i he repeated, just as if he had nob
asked the question belore,

Y Groyiriars,” ssid Gatty.

“Ja it a aol 7

“My hat! Yes™

RIeT
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“You fellows helong to iti"

*Of course !

“How did I come herei"

My word! Y¥You'vae been here a long fime.™

“ {--1 feel & pain 1in iy hes .I‘” gald Sammy Bunter, passin
g htg ]:mnd over-his brow. ' Has—has anything hoppen
to met’

“You've had o cuff.,”

“0Oh! I—I—I suffer very much.””

“ Velly stlange,” murmured Hop Hi, * Buntee miree losse
memoler, likee Buntee majee,””

“Yeg" sad Dicky Nugent., * 71 suppose thev're a weak-
leaded farmly. Only Bunter major had a fearful buomp an
s napper, and Sammy doesn't seem to have a mark at all.™

! Boones makee mark,’” sard Hop Hi. * Me whackee with
clicket stumpee.”

“ Keoep that mantac off " yelled Bammy Bunter. * Yoo
Chinese ass!'”

“*Ha, ha, ha!l"

“Hold on, Hop Hil” exclaimed Nugent minor. *W:

dan’t want uim marked, you young chump. What =illy notion
have you got in your noddle?”

* Buntee minee no forget me Chinee.”

“Oh!" exclaimed Gatty suspiciously, *“That's sa! Tf he's
I:i-st his memory, how does he know a Chines from auylidy
clea ™

“ Buntee minee explainee.”

“I—I don’t know him,”" stammered Sammy. * I've never
soen him before. Oh, my head! The awiul pain !

And S8smmy pressed a fat hand to his forehead,

The fags Jooked at Bunter minor very suspiciously now,
They could sce that the cunning little Chinee did not helicve
in. the genuinencss of his attack, and Hop Hi's doubt was
spreading to: themselves, :

-After all, it was very curious that Sammy Bunter shoulld
lose his memory on the very same day that Billy had los
his, and from so trifling & cause.

And tho fags remembered what & determined snd vnrepien-
tant spoofer Bammy Bunter was, quite equalling his elder
hrother in that line.

Sammy gquailed & little.
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Billy's “ gammom,”™ as ho considered i, bad gone down
without raising & doubt. He was much cleverer than Billy,
and the Becond Form were covtainly not any more brainy
lha_:; tlhe Remove. Surely he ought to have succecded quiie
easily ! :

But he saw that theve were breakers ahead now. The Junks
the fags cast upon him were suspicious and unsympathetic, ’

“ORY proaped Bawimy, “The fearful pain! Oh! Ao
"'m %0 hangry !

“Hungry, are you ¥ said Gulty.

“Yos, feavfully. Oh, I think perhaps I might recover sy
memory if I had a really good blow-out ! groaned Samny.

Ok gaid Nugent minor.

“ Vally luff on Buntes mines,' anid Hop 111

ai Ii"m ‘ll‘l‘

“* Buntee minee no lemembel himszelf or him name," =eid
Ifop Hi. *“* He not able to take logisteled lettel.”

A registered lotter for Bunter minor?”

“He no able signee narmeo now."

Sanmuny Bunter started. He looked into the zolemn, sericus
face &1 the little Chinee which was full of sympathetic con-
Cari.

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

1t was too provoking. '

“ I suppose 1t will have to be given back io the postman,'
remarked Mryers,

“ 1 suppose so0."

* Oh ! grosned Bunter minor, “ 0Oh, the awiul paint I—
I—1 feel as if 1 can remewnber something now.
Who am L#"

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

“0Oh, ves, of course! I—I—I'm E-:nn'm%' Bunter "' ox-
claimed mmy, blinking at the joniors. * I—Fve had a
fearful shock. I—1 forgoi everything. But—but it's ail
ecoming back now. The—the pain is going.”

“ Iy at ¥’

“¥es. Oh, deur, I've had a fearful time ! groaned Sammy.
 I—] forgot evorsthing fromt the moment Loder knocked ma

own." ;

G“Hﬂw do you know 1t waz Loder il you forgot®’ asked
atty.

“J—T—T've just remembered it

“ Blersed if T don't believe he was spooling all along !™
exclaimed Gatty. ‘‘Tt's just one of his rotten tricks.”

“ Look hore, Gatty——""

** The fat fraund!”

“1sn't he just like lis snajor. the hoomdey $7?

“I—I think I'd better go and get that ropistered Joiier,™
mumbled Sammy. I dou't want it fo be piven back to the
prostinan.”

' Allea lightee.“ murmured lop 115 ' No lettep.™

“ What I

“*No legiateled lottoe.'

. Bammy Bunter glared at bhim through hiz speetacios with

tha glara of g bamlislk. The cunning of the little Celestial

fawned upon him, and it enraged him so much that he coulil

havdly keop from speinging at the grmming IHop Hi.

TF'H gu—you heathen volter! ho yelled. ** Yeu'se bern
ing !

oMo no lel!” said ¥lop Il warmly. *“ Me say i Bunteo
minee losce memoly, Buntes mivee no sble signee for legis-
tulad lettee. No say legistolod loitee comoe™

The fags burat into a roar.

ol 1ha' e he 1 yelled Dick N

girly caugnt ™ yelle why Mugont.

“You Jilen.tljﬁan u'»::-t!l{ﬂr.'“ = .

“ Buntee minee lecover memoly,™ said Haop 15 malicious)y.
Y Me so plad.” 2

* Ha, ha, ha!" ;

I Ii-unt'?r m:;mr} roxped, la=i! if il_ ho i_tm-rihTu }m}in in hiz head
1360 el rned, L Ak 12 lak lingers to s for el

“Ow! The pa'm{} Oh!" £ o

“My hat " ejaculated Dicky Nugent.
hu}'!-!t'?” Ow! T Ifecl

" Xes. Uw! eel very strange. Who--who ar 5
mumbled Bunter minor, 4 ¢ you

“* What "

i %ﬁmt ;5 this place '

“ This place " murmured Dicky, dazed by the impudence
of the fat fag. “ My only summer bonnet ! jym,‘am Ent fry-
mg to .?bo-af ug ovoer again, are you B

"I=—I don't seom to remoemberae—*

“ I'll make you seem to vemember, thep,” roared Dicky.
Y Pump him ! :r:i"u'll se¢ if we can bump his memory back,”

““Ha, ha, ha

“Ow! Yow! It's all right; I remembor now 1
“ Bump him " = '
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“I—=I remember [" , , ;

“ You remember a fittle too lete'" grinned Dicky Nugent.
“We'll give you the bumpmg all the same. It -may aave you
Arom losing vour memory again.”

Bump !

1 Y'Dll'ﬁr llll

Bump!

i le}h !!! .

““Ha, ha, ha!”

And Sammy Bunter had the bumping. -

Apparently it had the effect rzﬁ_inf-ad by Nugemt minor,
for after that bumping in the %-:-mg-mm;- Sammy  Bunter
showed no signs whatever of losing his memory.

T - rm

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Another Surprise from Buater,

L ALLO, hallo, halla! Who's that?”
“That” was a ragged urchin who was tramping
upr to the School House across the Close of Greyinars.
e was & decidedly dirty and unkempt youth, and
had avidéntly been on tramp for & lo tiq;l&, but what he
wanted at riars was not clear, unless he had come in
ta bog. And in that case he must have been very keen to
dodge the vigllance of Gosling, the porter.

A group of juniore on the School House stepz stared at
Elim,h Bulstrode, who was among them, burst into a scoffing
augh.

A blessed hngg;.r.
“zosiing ought to be
gates.’

“¥es, rather!” maid Skinner.
heve, we'll make the young rotter run the gauntlet in the
Close. Give him a lesson about coming in here to beg.”

“Food " exclaimed Snoop.

*No, you won't!" said Elizh Cherry.

Bulstrode & Chn. ﬁiared at him.

“ Who'll stop va Y3 demanded Bulstrode belligerently.

“T'll try,” said Boli Cherry, facing the bully of the Igemm'a
calmly. *Ves, 1 know gml can lick me, Bulsirode, but I
can put up a jolly good hght every time, and if you want to
take it on again, I'm ready.”

“ Yook here, Cherry—"'

“tAnd I'm to back you up, Cherry," exclaimed Tom
Brown, of New Zealand. * Nobody is EOINg to bump or rag
that iggor little bounder while I'm here.”

E;::- ind your own business, young Frozen Mutton !"' snapped

TIIAE.

* It's my business, {69,"” said Harry Wharton, coming outr
“Han&sﬁafi that kir.lm u!s_lfmnieé l':: therse will ba I!:e- ToOw. dI
suppose he-has no right here, s not going to be ragged.
He looks as if he’:nlgﬂ.d a hard time of it, Egyn‘ngay." o

O eourss, you are bornd to ioterfera ! sneered Bulstrode.

“ Yos,'" said Wharton quietly, " 1'm bound to interfere to
stop u;; rotten cowardly ying, whenever [ get an oppor-
t’lm -

Bu y turned crimson.

“ 1 don't want to hurt the kid—"" he began.

“ Let him alone, then!"

Tho ¢ urchin had coms up to the steps. His keen
oves weore looking out sharply suspiciously from a dirty
face with sheggy browe.

Probebly if the juniors had wanted to rag him, they
would have found it ‘difficult to catch himn,

A do you want heret” demanded Snoop.

. " If you gents will "elp & poor lad——"' bezan the urchin,
1o the regular whining voice of the mendicant.

‘* Rats! Buzz off !’

“ Beggimg isn't ellowed here," said Bulstrode;
uuqht to be locked up. Get out!l”

“* Here! Hallo, you kid1!”

It was o voice ¢alling from a window,

The little hegﬁqr looked up, and so did the Removites.
The fa¢ faco of Billy Bunter appeared at the window,

The fat junior blinked down at the beggar.

" This way!"” be. called out. i

The boy was not slow to take the hint. He ran towards
the window, and stopped under it, holding his cap to catch
what might be thrown out.

‘* Yes, nir, thank you, sir,"” he said,

Tﬁmﬁ juniors stared in emazement as Bunter felt in his
pockets. ,

Biily .Bunter, -in a state of health, had never been known
to give anything away. That he should part with money
to a ar wag astounding. - e had already thrown a
rumber of coins from the window that very morning to an
ancient pedlar who had wandered inte the Close.

In losing his memory, Billy Bunter seemed fo have lost
hi~ original nature as well. He was feeling in his pockets
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and no mistake !” he exclaimed.
sacked for letting him get in at the

“Let's rtag him! Look

(43 "E"Gu

tor money. Bunter was supposed to be stony, -but he ap-
parently had some money in his pockets, Bunter was not
always s0 short of money as he affected to be.

The little tramp locked u Eagerl,yh. . )

“fre y'are, sir!’" he ca out, holding out his cap.

Bunter threw out a coin. _

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

Ancther and another coin followed.

“* Thank vou, sir."

Bunter blinked at the bezgar boy. : ;

“ I'm sincerely sorry [ can't give vou any move,” he said.
* That's all I have a{-out. me. And I'm not expecting any,
either, unfortunutely.” _

sad the

“Thank vou kindly, sir.
tramp, . o

And he slipped his unexpected pains into some recess of
his rags, and started towards the gates.

Bulstrode made 2 movement to follow him. 5

“Look hers, he can't be allowed to get away with that
money !"" he exelaimed.

“It's only a few shillings."

“ But Bunter is off lus rocker, or he wouldn't have given
it to him."

“ I'll make it up to Bunter," said Harry Wharton quietly.

Bulstrode growled. Ase a matter of fact, he was not at all
concernad about Bunter's loss, but he wanted un excuse for
ragging the tramp. ] . ]

“Hallo, Gossy’'s after him!" exclaimed Skinner, with
malicious glee. .

Wharton compressed his lips.

As the beggar-lad neared ates, Gosling had come out
of his lodge, with & big stick inhis hand. Gosling had been
careless in allowing the little tramyp to enter, but he evidently
mesnt to.make up for it as the intruder went out. 2

The burly porter stood beside the gate. with the stick
grasped in his hand. The boy could not escape without pass-
m% within reach of hum.

he wvoung tramp halted.

“ Qossy'es poing to make him sit up!"' chuckled Snoop.

“ 0Oh, shut up, vou cad!” said Wharton. * What harm
has the kid ever done g-::-u‘r’ I suppose he couldn’t help
being born & begger, could he?"’

“* Oh, you're always siding with some rotter, Wharton."

I never side with wou,” said Wharton.

d there was a laugh at Snoop's expense.

“ Well, he's golng to get a lamming now, &t any rate,”
said Bulstrode, 'with & spiteful sneer at Wharton,

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

The boy stood ready to dodge.

Harry Wharton ran down the steps, and ran across to the

ates.

“ Goaling " he called out. * Gosling!"

The school porter looked across at him.

“It's all right, Master Wharton! I've pgot thas von
ound! You ses that he don't dodge, Master Wharton, a
I'l paste 'im! I'll teach him to come in ‘ers with his
lmgsn.r‘a tricks. Wot I say is this 'ere—he's goin' to get
a "iding."

i Rﬂtﬁ !1'!

“ Hey?" said Gosling.

“ Let him alone!™

The school porter stared blankly at Wharton. Why the
handsome, well-dressed captrin of the Remove should inter-
fare on behalf of a ragged little ragamufin was a mystery to
the porter. Gosling's pnncll::le was to “ chivvy " unybody
who had the misfortune to be st his mercy, and any other
course of conduct he was wont to regard as * humbug."”

“ Look 'ere. Master Wharton!" he exclaimed, “%‘i’at I
exys is this "ere—that brat iz goin' to 'ave & lickin' for
?En:irﬁ in "ere, and if you intorferes, I'll report wer 1o the

il

“ Report away!" said Harry.
him."”

“ Look "ere!™ - . o

“Cut off, lnd!" sald Harpy, pointing to the gates. “T'I
stop this chap!™ .

he boy locked at him queerly.

“Thanky, young master,”’ he said: “you're a good sort”

And he cut off towards the gates, |

Gosling van straight at him with brandished stick. Ilavey
Vharton ran in, caught the porter’s wrist, and twisted the
stick away, flinging it to the ground. _

* Master Wharton, I'll report ver!"” roarved Gosling.

" (3h, report, and be hanged!™

“ Waot I says is this 'ere——"'

¢ Rats " _

The beggar bovy had vanizhed, Iarry Wharton walked
back to the schoolhouse.

You're a gent, sir,”

o

“ You're not going to touch
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" Bife,’ thd conguering hero comes!” mmiggered- Snoop.
Wharton lmh:'e?'l at him. '
“ Do you want & thick eari” he asked.
- Bnoap backed away.
*“ N-n-n-o thanks!
* Then shut up.” .
And Snoop shut up. Gosling, with a face like a thunder-
cloud, stumped over to the Head's Aiouse, to keep his promize
of roporting Wharton for his interference.

o

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Buater Does Not Know Marjorie,

ARRY WHARTON looked in at Billy Bunter's study
a little later., The fat junior was still staring vacantly
out of the window. _ = ' '

He turned round, and blinked at Wharten as the
laiter came in. His brows were puckered up in a puzzled.
p&l"‘p-]ﬂnlﬂd eXDTeesion.

* Feel better, Bunter?’ asked Harry.

“I'm all right.*

“ Hungry ¥

Bunter blinked at him.

“* How can I be hungry, when we've only lately had tea®"
ha said. T can't keep on eating all the time, can 17"

Harry Wharton mlﬁd It was clear that Billy Bunter's
memory had not returned yet.

iy O:{ say, this placa zeems familiar, somehow,” said
Bunter, looking round with a bewildered expression.

** It's your, study, R ) .

Bunter padsed his hand over his head. He winced as his
fat fingers came into contact with the bump thore.

“ Dh, you say I belong to this school?"

" Yes, rather.”

“ And I've been here a long timoi"

“ You were here before I came.”

“1 can’t understand it. What were those fellows down
there staring at when I was throwing some tin to the

baggar™?

Hir Wharton hesitated.

" Well, you seo, you used not to—to give much money
lmﬁh he remacked slowly.

i I '“E‘H .

“ You must be stony now, Billy. Shall -1 lend you some-
thingj"

“ Monay, do you mean?"’

"Yes; a few e

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

“ Mo, thanks!™ ssid DBunter. * You eee, I don't know
when I should be able to repay st. I don’t expect to get any
fin?"”

“ You might got a postal-order?" suggested Harry.

:: E-]TI'H'IM expecting ome.”’

“ 36 1 won't take a loan, thanks! Hallo, who's that?”

Hazeldone of the Remove looked in at the cdoow: He
watched Billy Bunter curionsly, and the fat junior blinked
at him with equal curiosity,

“ Who's that?’ he asked.

“That's Hazeldene.'® y

“Oh, is it? I don't know him.” :

“Well, I'm EIazeI’," said Hazeldene, with a laugh., * You
know me now. Isn't he any botter, Wharton?! Doesn't he
remernber anything vet.”

Wharton shook his head. _

“ Bammy's been playing the same dodge in the Second
Form,” said Hazeldene, with a grin. ' He's pretending to
bave lost his memory.” '

“ Billy's not pretending.” ;

*“ Mo, bub Sammy was. I ﬁ%%r;usa he thought ha would
make & good thing out of it Second have been bump-
mg him, and his memory’s coma back,™

Wharton laughed.

* Serve him right!”

*“ But that i=n’t what 1 carae to tell vou,”’ said Hazeldene,
“ My sister’s come over to see me with Clara. Look here,
Dunter knows her. Tle's a rotten little ead, snd I never
liked him speakimg to Marjorie, but under the circumstances
I think perhaps she may help to recall his silly memory.”

“ Good!” excluimed Harry Wharton,

-Billy Bunter started a littlee. The name of Marjoric
mmrlt-gEd ta recall something to his mind. Wharton was wetch-
ing him.

% You know Marjorie, Billy?” he said.

Bunter looked strangely perplexed.

 Marjorie!” he repeated. :

"Em; Hazeldene's sister—of Clilf Heouse, you know."

L] -H-D-”

“ ¥You don't remember??

“I seen to know the name," erid Bunter, with evident
distress.  ** But—but—"
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* Let hum see her,"” said Hazeldene,

“{Zood! Where are they now®"”

Wi In my Eiuﬂ@l'f’

“ Come on, Billy " .
Wharton linked his arm through Bunter™, and led him

down the Remove . - Marjorie Hazeldene and Clars
ware 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 etiguette among the Greyfriars fellows
when a fellow had lady visitors. .

The two girls looked very, fresh aond rosy safter their
walk in the cold wind frdm OClLE House. There was a
kettle singing on the fire, and a cloth on the table. Hazel-
dene was making some® pronarations for tea; buf, as Hazel-
dene was in & perpetusl state of ' hard-up,” his preparations
were not very extensive, But he waa doing his best. Except
when he was on good terms with Vernon Bmith, the Bounder
of Greyfriars—Hdzoldene—was pever flush of ;money. -He
hed an allowance as large as most of the jumiors, but he
was always in debt. . _

Nugent was.in the study, too, telking to the ﬁ'w‘.!& Wiharton
dropped a whisper to kim as he entered, and Nugent nodded
and quictly departed. ;

Marjorie snd Clara had been teld about Billy Bunter's
misfortune. They looked curiously at the fat junior as Whar-
ton brought him in. They knew the untruthiulness of
the Owl of the Remove so well thet, without heng suspi-
cious, they did not believe in lis ‘sincerity this time,. unless
it was made :clear to them that it wes genuine. Miss Clara,
indepd, was smiling with open scepticiam.

“ So poor Bunter is ill¥’ ahe said. y o

“Yes,"” said Harry. “He dived into the swimming-bath,
and bumped hig head on the tiles. There wasn’t any water
in it, you know.” .
£ “ Poor Bunter!” said Marjorie poftly. “ What o dreadiul

ruise,"” _

“ The worst of it in that the sliock had made Lim lose his
memmory,’”’ said Harry. )

““Poesn't he rememboer anything **

“ Nothing."”

“ Poor Bunter." : :

“ ¥ daresay it will como back,'’ said Harey. “ T hoped that
seeing you would meke a difference. Don't you know Mar-
jorie, Bunter "’ . .

Bunter wes blinking hard at the fair face of the givl.

He shook his head.

“Ja that—Marjorie?”

“VYas, I am Marjorie,”” szid the girl with a sweel swile.
“ Don't you know me, Billy? You surcly cem remember
ma "

Anocther shake of the head. :

“ And you don’t remember mcf” ssked Miss Clara.

“ No. I'm sincercly sorry.’’

Miss Clara’s eyes danced. - "

“ Don't: you remember that I owe you Bve shillings?” she
asked,

“0Oh, Clarat™ . )

But Bunter shook his head still. o y

“ Neo,’* he said. “Do you? Did I lend you five shillings?’

Miss Clara was nm‘::i»"!umw], if not convinced. The old
Bunter would have claimed those five : shillings without
seruple, whethor they were dun to him or mot. ‘It was quio
elear that o great change had come over Bumter.

“ It's genuine ann'ugh, * gaid Hazeldene,

“It looks like it,” admitted Miss Clara. * But Bunter
w3 always snch a—g—g—r-""

“ Liar ** soid Hazeldene cheerfully.

© Btory-teller ™ anid Miss Clava. ; s

“ But you can see that he is ill pow,” said Marjorie gently.
“3 am wvery, very sorry, Bunter. I hope it will soon be nll
right."”
& Thank you,” said Bunter.

Frank Nugent came into the study. He had a little bundio
under his arm, and Hazeldone grinned as he saw it. :
“There are your things, Heaxzel,'" said Frank carelessly.

“ Thanks. Tes will be ready in & minute. You fellows are
staying ¥’
* Certainly.” 2
And a very cheerful party sat down to tea in Hazeldene's
study. Billy Bunter was looking very cheerful, quite as
much so as tho otherst There was still a bewildered ox-
ression lingering in his ¢yes, but the pain was almost gone
rom his damaged head, and he was cheering up wondurfally.
Just as tea was commencing—the sccond tea that after-
noon for Wharton and Nugent—Trotter put his head in at
the door.
' Master Wharton "ere '
“Yes," said Hazeldene, * What do yvou wanti™
“'Kad wants to sec 'im in 'is study, plemso.”
Wharton rose with a vexed look,
17
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* I'n coming,” he said,
Merjorio looked mnu&rlﬁd. , i
"1 hope it is not trouble," she said.
“ Well, I hope not, It's a row with Gosling.”
¥ Your tea will got cold,” said Clara Trevlyn.
¥ Oh, that's all right; I've had tes once. Qo on; don't
wait for me. I'll bo back g3 'soon as [ can,” said Wharion.
And he left the study, and made his way to the Heads
arters with considerable inward musgivings. It was evident
that Gosling had reported him, and that he was to be called

over the coals for his interference with the schiool porter.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Gosling Does Not Understand [t.

R. LOCKE turned a curious look upen Wharton as he
entered the dreaded apartment, where * swishings”
were dealt out to wrongdoers, Wharton did not feel
like o wrongdoer, and he held his head very high.

. Gosling was standing in the Head's study with his hat
i‘“ E:s hund, and a decidedly unpleasant expression upon his
ace,

Gosling was fecling very annoyed. o folf that he lad
been interfered with and ﬁﬂut{*d-y tle Lad a right to lay his
stick about s little ragamufiin if Lie wished; at sll evonts,
that was his opinion. Wharton's interference in the matter
ho regarded as quite uncalled-for; and Gosling was nursing
& gricvance,

“I zent for you, Wharton," said the Flead,
made a complaint ageinst you,"

“I expected him to do so, sir.”

“Oh; you thought he would come to mo!™

“I thought very likely lie would, siv,”™ said Harry with a

seornful glance at the dogged. Gosling. 1 hope you will

not hia.i'l:ln me, sir.

" Gosling declares that you have interfered with him in
the excoution of his duty, Wharton.”

I did not intend to do that, sir.”

Wobt I says it this “erc—yon did do it! said Gosling.
B That's wot I say!"

© That will do, Gosling; I am apeaking to Wharton now."”

" }"es, sir; hut——*

‘It appesrs that a beggar had gained admittance o the
grounds,” said Dr. I.n}l::iﬂ, without taking sny notice of
Gozling, “and he eame up to the honse to beg, and someonc
gaqrgi him mcﬁey.”

“ Yes, sir; Bunter was very generois to the kid.*

The Head started, R

* Bunter I

€ He's ill, sir,” Wharton sdded, by way of cxplanation.

Any genorosity on the part of Billy Bunter called for an
explanation. i

he Hcead smiled slightly.
“And the boy was leaving when Gosling found him, and
was about to punish him for entering the prounds, when you

g

interfered ?

“¥Yeq, sir," said Wharton. “ e was a poor kid, sir, and
looked as if he never got enough to ent. I didn’t want to
gce him licked."

A Corrible-locking, little beast, 'e was, sir,” eaid Gos-
]1:}%-. “lArf starved and dirty. He wanted a licking 1"
he Head looked curiously at Gosling.

* Half starved?”’ he repeated inquiringly.

. Xes, sir,” said Gosling, * famished, I should say—simply
orrid!  Disgrageful that sich’ should be allowed to framp
erround the country!™

“It is certainly disgraceful that any boy should be half
starved. in any country,” the Head agreed. ** But it does not
secm to me 8 reason for punishing him.”

“ Oh, them sort would steal as soon as look at you, sir.”

" Did ho steal anything "'

" Ho never had a chanee, sic™

“Did he try to?”

“Well, no. He didn’t "ave a chanee”

““Wharton, you appear to have interfeved with Gaaling, and
prevonted him from administering the chastisement he in-
tended to this boyi"

“Yes, gir”’

“Why did ‘you do it?"

* Becanse—"" Wharton Lesitated.

* Well, Whartea?” . )

The Head's face was inscrutable; his voice betrayed no-

ﬂung.ecﬂut Wharton had no doubt that he was angry,
i ause it seemed rotten to ek the poor, little wretdh,
said Harry. '"He was s kid about my own age, sir,
and he'd had awful luck, compared with me, I thought
it would be a shame to lick him."

“Ho you interfered with Gosling ™

# Yes, sic.”

 Knowing that he would report you to me, and that I
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“ Gosling las

‘lil',"

should probably punish you for doterfering with him in the
exeeution of hiz duty®” :

_ Wharton was silent for & moment. Gosling indulged in
an anticipatory grin. In his mind's eye, the surly Greyiriars
]i:]&rf(:r could alrcady gee Harry Wharton wincing under the

sh of the canec.

“Wellt"" said the Head curtly.

1 don’t know that I thought all that oul, siv,” said Harry,
* but—but it wouldn't have made any difference if I had, sir.”

“ You would have risked the pumshment?”

14 .E.FE'E-. E[t‘lp”

- And you ure prepared to be caned for your act?”

‘I am ready, sir,” said Wharton quietly,

The [ead siniled.

. Vevy pood, Wharton. T am wery glad to see that there
15 & boy in my school who is prepared to do & good und
manly action at the risk of being punished for it. Gosling,
I am glad you have reported Wharton's conduct to me—not
because he deserves punishment, for he does not—but becausa
it shows me that he is & noble lad, and because it will make
me  extremely distrustful of your reperts in future.”

Gosling almost staggered.

Wharton opened Ins eyes wide in surprise. He had been
far from expecting to hear those words from Dr. Locke.

I am very glad you acted as you did, Wharton,” said
the Head, ** 1 have questioned you, simply to establish what
really bapnened. Gosling, I am shoc with you!"

“Ho ! ;L[;slmr] Gosling.  * Me, sir? I—I was goin' to
thrash the beggar brat, sir!" Wot [ says is this "ere—"

“ ¥You nced not ssy anything. You were going to act in-
considevately and craclly, and Master Wharton stopped you.
I should have stopped you if I had been present.”

Gosling could only gasp.

“ You may go, Wharton,"” said the Head kindly, * I shall
not forget your conduct; I shall remember it in your favour.”

“VYou ore vory d, sr.”

Wharton thanked the Head and left the study, feeling a
very great semse of relicl. He had not felt in the wrong;
but be had fully exnected to be caned. He had never ex-
rected the Head to take 50 much trouble to get at the bottom
of the affair, and to lool at it m ths way he did.

Gosling would gladly have followed Wharton out; but
Dr. Locke was not quite done with him yet.

“Remain &2 moment, Gosling,”™ he said, as the porter
stumbled towards the door

“ ¥es, aiv,” said Gosling feebly.

**1 hone, Gosling, that upon reflection you will see that
Wharton was right, and that you were totally in the wrong.

“Wot 1 s 3

“* Never mind what vou say. Listen to what I say; my
time is wvaluable," said the Heg.d. “It 18 your duty,
Ciosling, to keep bad or suspicious characters from en-
tering the precincts of the school But it is  your
duty to do so in & firm but & kind manner, and never to eet
a brutal or & bullying part. Towards the unfortunate, in
particular, you should always endeavour to be specially kind
and considerate —- especially in the case of persons who
natarally, cannot be held to blame for their uofortunate

position,"’
Gosling could only gasp. All this was news to him.
“80 1 hope, (rodling, that you will take this lesson to

Leart,” said the Head. * You may
Goaling went. He almost staggered as he walked.away.
Hea reached his lodge in a dazed state. It was not till he
was there that he was able to ind his voice. " Then he found
B h. and said things; and it waa just as well for Gosling
that Dr. Locke did not hear what he said, otherwise
Gosling's employmont as school porier of Greyiriars would
probably have come to & very sudden termination.

Eﬂ fre

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

Music Wanted,

o ALLO hallo—hallo! Licked ™’

Bob Cherry had joined the tea-party in Hazel
densa's study. Bob Cherry was not likely to remain
leng in ignorance of the fact that Marjorie was at

Groyiriars. He grected Harry Wharton with that cheerful
question as he came into the study. _

“Was it bad " asked Marjorie sympathetically.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ Mo ' he sald.

“Got off 1" asked Nugent.

“Yoz: the Head's o brick! ¥He's ragged Goossy and et
mo off 1" said Harry cheerfully. “1It's all right!”

“I'm so glad!" said Marjorie softly:

Nugent had explained the circumstancea to her during
Harry's absence, end Harry was more than ever of a hero
in Marjorie's €yes in consequence. And the look of kind
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regard that she gave him would have coneoled him even if
he had been caned by the Head.
T " Well, vou're lucky!”
tea? It's not quite cold.™
FT anﬂ-”
“I'm jolly glad!” said Bunter. “I saw vou, you know,
from %'Ililﬂ window. That porter chap is n beast ! What's his
I Tra

“ Rosling.”

"1 seemn to remember tho name,' said Bunfer, with the old
puzzled look ereeping back into his eves.

Wharton looked at him keenly. Was Bunter's memory
slowly but surely coming back

It was possible.

gald Hazeldenoe. “Ilave somo

M ¥ou'd rementher it all in time, Billy,” said Frawl
?:!ugein.t “PDon't worry! Look here, Harry, I've got an
ides I’

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

“Well, Frank?" said Harry.

MNugent lowered hjs veice.

“You know they say that music has charms to scothe the
satage breast?'" said Nugent. " Well;, suppose that music
mnigtt have the effect of bringing Bunter's memory back?
It's quito possible! Some song, you know, that he used fo
know awfully well, might set the works going agnin, or
whatever it is that's needed.”

Wharton nodded thoughtfully. He fully believed that the
only way to restore Bunter was to wake, somehow, old
asspcistions in his mind.

“Jolly good idea!" exclaimed a voice at the door.

Joha Bull cams dn with hiz handa in his* pockets, as
usual. He took them out, however, as he saw that there
were girls present.

*“ Halla I'" he exclaimed. * Excuse my poppin
heard what you said ss I passed. That idea
Bunter by means of music is lil‘.ﬂ%lj" ripping I’

“"Glad you think so!” said Frank, rether drily. He
suspected what wan mmin%-.

“¥es," seid Bull genially, “it's eplendid! I shall be
only too pleased to pﬂy the poor chap a few tunes on my
concertina-——"

"Rﬂfﬂ!

“A few cerefully selected, stirring melodies,” said Bull
obstinately. * You don’t know what effect they might have™

** Fatal, perhaps !’ suggeated Bob Cherry.

" Look here, Cherry—""

It would be rotten to take such an advanta? of Buntor
itn l&ia present state 1™ said Nugent, with a shake of the
sad.

“ Bunter, old man,"”  said John Bull, after glaring at
Nugent, * would you care to hear some music #'*

" Certainly !"" said Bunter.

‘““Bhall I play my concertina to you?"

" Thank you verg much.'

“My hat!" ejaculated Wharton. ““He's jolly well last
his memory to tha last atom! If he remembered DBull’s
concertina, he wouldn't ask him to play it I

“Look here, Wharton——"*

“1 say, you fellows, I think it's a %ﬂ-ﬂﬂ idea to have some
music,”” said Bunter. " Of course, [ don’t want it unless
the other fellows do.*

“H'm! We bar concertines,” said Nugent. “My idea
was, for Wharton and Marjorie to sing their duet. Bunter's
heard them sing it heaps of times, and he knows it by heart.
It might work the oracle, you know.”

' Battor try the concertine.’

“Oh, blow the concertina [™

“Look here, Nugent—-"

" Good—the duet!” exclaimed Bob Cherry eagerly. * Tt
will be a treet for all of us to hear Marjoric sing, whether
it does Bunter any good or not.”

Marjorie laughed. She had a fervent admirer of all her
powers in Bob Cherry. If hor singing had been very much
worse than it was, Bob would have considered it as lnaving
Tetrazzinl’s quite in the shade. But, as a matter of foct,
Marjorie had a very clear and sweet voice, and sang very
nharmm]gly.

“Well, you'll want an accompaniment to sing to,” zaid
John Bull. “1 can play concertina accompaniments first-
rafe.””

“{Oh, rats!"

“ Look here, Hazeldene—-"

“T'll accompany you on the comb and paper, if you like,"”
said Bob Cherry.

“We can manage without that,"wsaid Harry, loughing.
“It's all right, Bull, concertinas are barred. You can go
snd play to utton—he's the only chap who can stand it.’

Dotton was the deaf- fellow in the Remove. But it was

on record that even Dutton had suffered pangs from Bull's
concertina.
John Bull grunted.
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" Well, I don’t know that I want to play,” he majd. “1I
sheald like to educate You chaps in musical taste, that's all.”
“Hg, ha, ha!”
o Will you sing, Marjorie?" nsked Harry Wharton.
If you all wish—certainly !
““Hear, hear |

Billy Bunter blinked at Marjoric as she stood up to sing
the duct with Harry Wharton. The duet was ' Tell Me
What Is Love,” & voery pretty and catching mnrf, which
suited the two admirably. At more than one school concert
they had delivered it, amid great applawse, and Bunter
knew it almost as well as they did, though he could not have
sung & note of it. The fat junior had no voice—thoungh,
uatil his loss of memory, hie had always copsidered himself
what he called & “*dab’ at singing.

“" Tell me—tell me what is love—
That sets the world a-sighing,
That makes a maiden shyly me[

Or dima her cyes with crying 1’

Marjorie's sweet voice swolled softly through the study.

Billy Bunter gavo a great start ag he listened.

The juniors wero watching him. It was evident that the
melody touched some hidden chord in Bunter's dszed and
confused brain,

The fat junior listencd wilh intent ears ss the duct was
continued.

Hearry Wharton's decper voice rang out:

““Oh, love it ia whene'er it comes,
The boon that all are needing ;
Though wilful maidens often frown

When lovers, troe, are plesding I*

Then the two fresh yourg veices were blended together.

Az the ]ast strains died away, Bunter rose from his
seat. The juniors” eyes wero fixed upon him.

* Bunter, old man "

i Jo-]—"" Bunter stammered. *'I—I remember——"'

He sank back into tho chair again, and” his eyes wero
closed. '

Wharton sprang forward. :

But Bunter's eves opened immediately, and there was the
same vacant atare in them.

“ Bunter—you remember {*

L 13 Eh ?!F‘

*You remember now "

“I—1 don't understand.”

Wharton drew back, deeply di:apgoi sd. For & momenf
he knew, memory had flickered in_ Billy' Bunteér's mind—it.;
dead chords had been touched with life; but it had only

boan for & moment.

All was blank again now.

Bunter sat in the chair,. with the eame perplexed look
haunting his eyes, until the tine 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 Clif House with
Marjorie and Clara. John DBuoll remained wikth Bunter.

The sturdy junior hed said that he would stay with the
Owl of the Remove till Harry Wharton came back. Ie
stood at the window, watching the juniors in the dusk as
they crossed to the gates with the twe girls,  Harry
Wharton and his chams were not hkely to be back for an
hour at least.

John Bull smiled to himself as he turned back towards
Buntcr. The fat junior gazed at him with dull and unin-
quiring €yes.

“ Bunter, old man, you liked that song?™

" Yes," said Bunter.

“FYou'd like to hear my concertina ¥7

“ Certainly, if you like,” zaid Buntcr amicably.

John Bull looked out of the study. He did not want to
leave Bunter nlene. It was best for the fat junior not to he
left too much to himself, under the f.-em:linr circumstances,
and Bull had promised Wharton to look after him.

Fisher T. Fish came strolling along the
easy, American saunter. o gave %ﬁhq
st-:t.;:l&ﬂd as the sturdy jumior spoke to him.

‘““Come in a minute, Fishy, will you 7't

“Yep.”

“ Busy 7" asked John Bull.

H Nopa.™

“Will you stay with Bunter o few minutes, while I go to
my study to fetch something? I've promised Wharton not
to leave him alone.”

(1] YEF.'F

assapge, with his
ull o nod, and
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Y Thanks"”
Fisher T. Fish strolled into the study. Ha sat on the

table, amd swung his long legs, and talked cheerfully to
Bunter. -

John Bull hurried along to Remove passage to No, 14, He
bad gone for his concerting.

e —

THE SEYENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Music Not Wanted,

ISBHER T. FISH was atill talking when John Bull re-
turned to Hazeldene's study, and Eilly Bunter was
atill in the armchair. Bunter was not replying; but
that did not matter at all to Fisher T. Fish. He

talked becouse he found 8 charm in the sound of his own
veice ; 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!” he was saying.
“If you lost your memory in New York, Bunter, T reckon
wo've got specialista tHat would fix you up with a new one
within two hours! Yes, siz!”

“0Oh, ggod !" said John Bull, with a grin, as he came in.
“Or, 1 suppose you could apply to the New York detectives
if you lost your memory, an the;r" et it back for you."

“ Yep,” said Fisher 1. Fish, * I—E mean—-""

“Ha, ha, hal*

“Y guess Wﬁ'lﬁ_?ﬁ(:k over there!” said Fisher T, Fish.
“I guess—— (Gee! What have you got there?”

" My concertina.”

* You'ro not going to play it ?”

*No—I'm carrying it about just for exercise,” said Bull
sarcoatically. )

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

I guess you're off, anyway—off your silly chump!™ said
Buyll. “I'm starting, anyway. You'd like to heav the con-
certina, Buntar?’

“‘Y&li. IIIIH-H'EI'L" g

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

T guess T slide,” he soid. *“ When you turn on the music
it's time to varkoose the ranch. But ain't it rather hard on
Bunter?"'

“Oh, buzz off !"

L I uﬂu__‘lj

Bull opened the concertina.

e was an agonised wail from the dreaded instrument,
and [isher T. Fish promptly bolted. Ho slammed the door
aftec him, and ran.

John Bull naid no heed.

The beloved howl of his concertina was like a spur fo hini
He sawed the instrument up and down and in and out, to
the accompamment of wild howls and sgueals.

Billy Bunier eat bolt upright in the chair.

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

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

Grind—crash—saw—wail—howl !

“Oh!" said Bunter. )

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

* MNo,"' smd Bunter.

“ You'll recu%niae it soon,” said Bull, sawing away.

*Ia it a tune:™

[1] Eh ?:“?

“Is it a tune?' asked ‘Bunter.

* Loock here——" :

“Would you mind stopping ¥’

“What?

“It's awlful!™

“ Hey?” . . .

“It gives me & pein n the bead,” said Buntey apologetic-
ally. “I'm not very well, you know., You might chuek it,
old man."

Bull shook his head. y

“ That shows it's working,” he soul,

Billy Bunter looked puzzled.

“W’Z:-rking? I don’t understand voun.” .

“Working on your mind,” explained Bull. *It's touching
the chords of memory, As soon ags you've listened to it a
little while longer you'll be all right—you'll vemember every-
thing. Take my word for it.” .

“J—I—I'd rather lose my memory, thank youl!’
mered Bunter.

“ Oh, Tot!" ;

Saw—saw—grind—wail !

“Oh dear!”

Tux Macrer Lisgrary.—No. 160.
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“ YWhat do you feel Iike now, Bunter?™
sawhat T
5 it doing you good®™

“Ow! No! i

“ Be patient,” said John Bull. “You must consider this
a5 a pleasant sort of medical treatment, you know."

“ Pleasant "' pasped Bunter,

“ That's it."'

Groo—grind—yaup—howl !

“0Oh, oh! Stop! I—I'll get out!”

“ Now, lock here, Bunter—"'

The deor of the study was flung open. Bulstrodoe and Tom
Brown and [ish and Russell and several more fellows rushed
tumultuously in. John Bull lowered the conceriina for a
moment, stanng in an annoyed way at the intruders.

“YWhat do vou want?' he demanded.

* You ams!™

“¥You fathead!™

M Look here—"" began DBull.

“Stop it!"” roared Bulstrode furiously.

* Btop what?'

" That horrid row!” g

"};{mk here, I'm pleying fo Bunter, and he's enjoyidg it

“Y¥ah! Are vou enjoying if, Bunter?' roared the juniors,

“Vow! No!®

“ Isn't it awfull™

“ Fearful 1" :

*It's & treatment,” said Bull, “I'm trying to wake the
chords of memory, By means of music, Buntor may be
restored—'"

“Well, he won't be restored by that horeible row !"

"1 guess not.”

# Chuck it

John Bull set hizs lips firmly, and started again. There
was a roar of angry protest from the Removites. The dis-
cordanes of Bull's concertina could be heard the whole length
of the Remove passage,

" Chugk it!" yelled Bulstrode.

He led & 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 Aocr
of the study in the mudst of & struggling, goasping crowd.

*Collar him "

" Bauash him !

" Bamp him [

The bght was a terrific one. John Bull was as tooerh as
nails, and he was as aogry as any fellows there. He rolled
about the study in his desperate resistunce, drnqlg:ina' hiw
assailants with him. All hands were needed to keen the
sturdy junior dewn. The concerfina—the cause of the strife
—had rolled unheeded upon the heavthirug.

But it was not unheeded for long. Billy Bunier caught
sight of it, and, whethor it woke a chord in his memory or
not, whether he- remembered previous tortures with that io-
strument or didn’t remembor them, he acted promptly.

While the terrific combat was going on Bunter pountced
upon the concertina and crammed 1t into the fire.

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

Bunter kerd it weoll poked, and in & couple of minutes that
unfortunate concertina was t:st praying for. But Bunter
coptinued piving it savage pokes to make sure of it.

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

“"Where's the concertina !’ gasped John Ball

Bulstrode staggered up.

“Pon't Iet him get. 16! Ha, ha, ha! CGood old Dunter!
He's burning it!"

Bunter grinned. .

* He won't play that rotten thing again!™ he remavked.

“Ha. ha, ha!"

John Bull stared in dismay at his flaming muosical instru-
ment. There was no saving it now. Had Bunter been in 2
normal state of health he would have been knocked fring
by the angry musician. DBut Bull, however angry he was
conld not hit a fellow in Benter's state. He simply glured
at him.

“You fat villain!"’ he roared.

45 :I[I.H-, ha, ha ! yelled the juriors.

* T'vo stopped that a%ful row, anyway,” said Bunter.

* ¥eou—you——->"

**Ha, ha, hat”

 Chuck the bounder out!" gasped Bulstrods,

John Bull was collared again. With the united efforts of
the juniors he was hurled forth, breathless, into the passage.
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Y1 guess we can look after Bunter,” panted Fisher T. Fish.
“Bﬁtlltﬂr’s a tramp! He'a settled that rotten thing for
gw IJ!

And he slammed the door.

The juniors roaved with laughter as they watched the
remaing of the concertina flare away. There would ke no
more dizeord extracted from that dreaded instrument.

Billy Bunter's losy of memory had gaimed him the sym-
pathy of all the Remove. But his latest exploit made him

pular as well. The Removites felt that a fellow who had
Eﬁmt John Bull’s concertinag deserved well of the Form.

A— p—

THE EIGETEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise in ike Form-.room.

ILLY BUNTER was taken up to bed that night very
B tendeorvly by the chums of the Remove.

Mr.- Quelch came into the Remove dormitery to ses

lights out, and he locked at Dunter as he lay in bed.

Mr. Quelch was very much puzzled by Bunter’s state. The

doctor from Friavdale had been to see him during the evening,

but ho could only say that Bunter was still suffermg from
shoek to the system, and hope for the beat.

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

* Good-night, sic !

“1)o you know who I am, Buuteri'

i I"-'D. sip”

“You do not recognise me?™™

A pain!u’!lﬁ perplexed look came into Bunter’s eyes, and
he wrinkled his brows in an effort to remember. _

“ Never mind!” said Mr. Lgelﬁh hastily. 1 will speak
to you again in the morning, Bunter. ¥You will not neglect
him, Wharton "' :

“ Certainly not, sir !

Mr. Quelch extinguished the light and retired.

There was a buzz of discuzsion umong the Removites after
he had gone. Bunter’s euricus condition intsrested them all,
but there was not a fellow left now who thought that the
fat junior was shamming, It wss only too evident that
Bunter’s unhappy attack was genune. ]

“My deny fellows," Alonzo Todd's still amall voice was
heard to chserve, ' I really wish some of vou could suggest
something that could be done for Bunter.”

“T'va an idea,”” saud Bulstrede.

“What is it, my dear Bulstrode? Personally, I should be
willing to do anything.”

‘“ Suppose you were to sit by his bedside and hold his hand
ol might?” suggested Bulstrode, with perfect gravity. 1
think he would fipd that very comforting.”

“Tho you really think s asked Alonzo.

[ T8 ]J‘m sure “E‘ ltr“.

**In that case, I should be perfectly willing to do so. M
Uncle Benjamin always impressed me to help the a1
or unfortunate in every possible way,  said Todd, "' It would
be a great plessure to me,”

“It's a ripping wheeze !" eaid Bkinner. " It’s done in all
the ‘ Little Georgie' hooks. When little Georgie stops boing
had and happy, and turns good and dies, there's always some-
body sits by his bed and holds his hand while he snnffa out.”
o t is a very coarse way of putting it, Skinner. *Bnuff-
ing out’ 18 & far from elegant’ ex ion, and I am sure you
will not find it either in ‘8herrick’ or ‘Bit by Bit,* or in
‘Bt. Fathead’s’ or the 'World of Feols.’ I fear, Skinner,
that you are too much addicted to slang, and 1 beg &nd im-
plore you not to let this habit grow on you,'

“ Rats 1"

“My dear Skinner——""

“Took here, Todd,” said Bulstrode, “ Bunter's suffering
all the time you're taiking. Aren't you going to sit by his
bed and comfort him ¥

“0Oh, certainly !’

And Alonzoe jumped out of bed. :

Thera was a yell of laughter in the dormitory as the Duffer
of Greyfriars was heard to turn out.

“Ha, ha, ha!*’ ]

“71 fail to =ee the cause of risibility,”” =aid Todd.
directed against me, my dear schoolfellows?"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“My dear Chervy—"

*“Ha, ha, ha!” ; -

1 shall cortainly Lokl Bunter's hand the whole night if
ho withes it,”’ =aid Alonzo Todd firmly. ** Bunter, my dear
fellow, shall I hold your hand, and speak to you gently at
mtervals ¥

“You ass!"

i E]I?TT

“I0 you start pulling my leg, you azs, you'll get g thick
ear ! srowled the invalid.

* My dear Bunter, I did not mean to pull your leg,” said
Todd, in astonishment. "1 was suggesting holding vour

“1s it
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“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Oh, shut up ™

“ My dear Bunter——'"

* Oh, go to bed, fathead I'*

Alonzo went back to bed. Under the circumstances, he Jid
not see how he could sit by Billy Bunter's bed and liold hLis
hand.  Bunter did not encourage him. Besides, Alonzo
realised that hiz feet would get very cold.

. Billy Bunter slept soundly that night, and he was still sleep-
lnﬁ_ soundly when the rising-bell clanged out in the morning.
he fat junior did not wake,

Harry Wharton locked at him when he turned out The
fat junior was slecping very peacefully, and Whartun decided
not to waks him.

** He won't have to attend clasees this morning,” he ve-
marked. “ He may se well have his sleep out. It may do
lim good,"

1 suppose Quelechy will let him cff,” Bob Cheny re-
marked.

“I' explain ts ?u&leh; don't make a row, vou fellows,
Let Bunter sleep as long as he likes ™

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

Harry Wharton oxplained to Mr. Quelch at the breakfast-
table, as the Remove-master noted Bunter's absent place,

The Form-master n n reply.

“ Quite right, Wharton ; let him sleep, by all means.™

The juniors went into the clazs-room at the usual hour,
Bunter's place being vacant. There was an nousual gravily
on the Remove that mm'nin;g i

Bunter's empty place in the Form reminded them of the
fat junmior, and of his curious state, quite as much as his
presence could have done. i

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

“ 1s Banter all right, sic?"”" asked Wharton, when the Form-
master returned.

“ He is still na-luEE, Wharton."

“ Thank you, &ir!

The juniors wers dismissed at eleven o’elock for the usual
recess, Me Quelch went to speak to the Head, and when tho
Remove reassembled for lessoms, the Form-master hed not
yet ratumedé- o

Bunter had not appeared. . i

‘ Blessed if it i.snP# all right being a !i:ddy invalid 1" gaid
Ogilvy. ** Bunter is geiting out of all the work.™

g }'{ith, and ye're right!” said Micky Desmond. ' I'll get
somebody to punch my and make me lose my memory—-
¥arcoh! You spalpesn!" ;
hia_head.

He yvelled as Ogilvy ra
1at did you do that for? roared

' Faith, you goasoon!
Micky. ) . i

“ Well, you azked for it!"” zaid Ogilvy,
vour memory yeti'”

I T sl harar omd %

* Sha iva you & harder one?

** Ha, flal,%m!"jr

" Faith, and I—" .

Mitky Desmond doubled his Gsfs. The Forme-room door
ap-anﬁng, and thore was a general alarm.

e ?E !Hl

But it was not the Form-master. _ _

It was Billy Bunter who entered. He had evidently just
visernr, and he was still in his pightshirt, his head still han-
daged. He carried Lis boots in one hand, and he looked round
the Form-room with a dared expression.

Wharton ran to him.

“ Billy 1

i I—{ say, vou fellows,” stammered Bunter, * I-—1 leard
the bell, and—"" He broke off.

Wharton understood. Bunter had heard the bell for classes,
and it hed touched some chord in his dazed mind. He had
got up, and come to the class-room.

. L‘F}’ word "' said Nugent. ** If Quelch comes back—""

* Come back tomthe dormitory, Billy,” said Wharton gently,

 But—but—"'

T Uﬂ-"!"l:-" 1

Mr. Quelch entered the Form-reom. He staved in nmnaze-
ment at Bunter. Uﬁrtajnl:.r it waz an unusuel sight in the
Femove Form-room. A junior in his mightshirt had aszaredly
never been seen there before.

“D;aar me " exclaimed My, Queleli. " Wh-what does this
mean ¥

“ Bunter's come down, sir!"” said Wharion helplessly.

" Take him back to the deorimitory.” =

Wharton led Iil-lc]fi' Bunter from the veom. The fai junmor
went quietly, dazedly. But there seamed to be a new glean
of intelligence in his face, Was the dormant memory waking
up at last?
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THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Sammy Wants His Whack.

AMMY BUNTER came info the Remove dormiiory

immediately after classes were dismizsed that niomming.

The fat fag blinked round, and then came over to bis

major's . Bily Bunter wus lyinz back on a hean of
nillows, staring at the ceiling.

' I an' Bi!i}' !n

Bunter turncd his head snd blinked at his miner without
speaking.

“I'm alone here.” said Sarmmy,

“Who are you!"" ssked Billy Bunter,

“Oh, don't gammon me ! eaid Sammy peevishly., * You
know jolly well who ¥ am, as well as I know who you are—
the biggest spoofer at Greyfriavs. I tell you I'm alone here,
and you cah tell the truth,™

1 don't understand you."

“Y¥ou zee, I'm not teken in with this gommon," Sammy
exgial}nfﬂ. 1 know you ave spoofing the fiemwe L

!

it | suppose you're deing pretty well ocut of ity went on
Sammy, “ or you wouldn't be knepmg it up 50 long.  Blessed
if I know how you're deing it. You've taken in your Form-
master as well asr your friends. I never thought vou
Lad it in you, Billy, really1™

And Bunter minor blinked at his major in unwilling admira-
tion.

Rilly Bunter was watching him all the time with the same
puzzled stare, without uttering & word. Ha seamed to be
trving 1o follow his minor's rewarks, bul without being able
to understand them.

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

“1 don't understand you."

Bammy anorted.

* Oh, come off " he exclaimed contemptucusly. * Laock
Lere, come out into the open, Don't keep it up with me.
It's all in the family, ain't it?"

Billy Bunter blinked at hira silonthy, .

“ T daro say I can help you with the dodge,' said Sammy.
“ I've tried 1t myself in the Ssecond Form, but somehow it
didn't work. That little Clinese beast, Hop Hi, bowled me
vut, the little rotter. But you're going strong, and I think
say E;lg}lt to lot & brother share in the loot.”

B

“I suppose you're piling up grub, or borrowing money, or
romething," s.a{d Zammy. ** ﬁﬁ‘ra not taking aligtlhis trouble
ior nothing, or merely to miss lessons, are you?'

“ 1 don't know."

“ Now, lock heve, Billy, I've told you I admit voun do it

well, so chuck it now!” Barmimy explained impatiently.
“ Can’t you sec it’s not wanted with me? I'm not going to
give vou away, and you ean trust me. Besides, you can't
take me in, anyway "’
. Bunter did not speak. Hia minor surveyed him with grow.
ing wrath. According to Samwy, Billy Bunter was permisting
in a useless deception, instead of trusting his minor, and
Sammy was getting very exasperated.

* Look here,”" eaid SBammy, raising his voice—'"' look here,
Billy, I'm Eet_tinq fed up with thisl Ave vou going to lst me
mmte the wheeze?'

** I don't understand you!"

* You—you whopping crammer! Do you want me to yank

u out of that b ».and mop up the Roor with you?®" roared

Inmy.
Billy Bunter only blinked.
Bammy laid hold of the bedclothes,
* Mow, then, you're coming out!” he exclaimed.
can't own up to your own minor, vou're
shown up. You always wero n pig,

3 F I yon

,ﬁlng :ﬂ:r be _'p:illy l:rell

1Ly, Eryi O Heep

: ﬂll;ng.l: lﬁ} youreelf instead of letting ﬂﬂﬂthgr f-:l]d“'l.‘g have hilhsr
whae

“ Leggo !" exclaimed Billy, clutehing at the clothes.

“¥Yah! Rats!™ &

Bammy Bunter yanked al the bedclothes, and they cama off.
Bunter rolled out of bed after them, and laid hold of his
minor. Excepting for the big bump bandaged up on his head,
ﬂ“i Hu? !u:rim Efdhis tmenmr;ﬂ Bug!er mullg nglti; I:nfe natllud ill.

e certmnly did not scem 1l as ho went for the fat fagp who
Tiad jerked his bedclothes b, "

Enmp! £ ] Hed f

amnmy Bunter ro on the floor, with Billy sprawlin
over him. Billy wag not a light weight, and Sammy roared.

“Ow! Yow! Yah! Gﬂrg:nl?!f’ & d J
_ " Hallo, hallo, ballo " exclaimed Bob Cherry, as ho came
in with Harry Wharton and John Bull. ~ *What the
dickens—'" :

“What's the row?" exclaimed Wharton,

“It's Bammy "

“Sammy, you young raseal -—-"
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“Yow! Help! Yopp! OL!

The chume of the Remove roshed forward, and dragred
Billy Bunter off 8ammy. Bunter was pommelling hiz minoc
i the most business-liké manner.

“Lemme get at him "' roared Baonker.

"l‘ip‘}'a, hold on 1"

““He's had enough."

Sammy Bunter staggered {o his (enl,

“Ow! Ow! he gasped. “Yow! I T .

“What <id you come here bothering Bilir for?” e
manded Wharton sternly.  * You know he's pol well.”

“Gamrmon ! roared Sammy,

“ Look here. you young ase-— -
11 only wanfed o whaek in the loct.” snorfed Hammw.
“He went for me. He's only gammoning vou. Ile's no
mare lost his memory than I've lost mine. Yah!™

* Oh, get out !

- H you let him take you in, you're a sob of chaups.

“ Qutside !"" gaid Bob Cheryy.

te took the Iat fag by the eur, and led him. squealing, lo
the doorway. There he helped him into the passaxe with
hi« boot, and Bammy Bunter rolled awar.

Bunter ‘major sat on his bed, gasping. Affer {lin excite-
ment of the tusela with his minor, he wzs breathless and
exhausted.

* You're not hurt, Billy ¥ asked Wharton anxiouslr,
Bunter 1l)ut hin glasses straight.
“No,” ha panted. “I-X'm tired.

e+

The soung leact

pulled tho bedclothes off me. Ia it time Lo get up vet?”
HIt's half-past twelve.”
“Oh! I'd better drees, then "

‘' Let me help you.”

The chums of the Remove helped Billy Bunter to dres,
The fat junior went-downstairs with thom, and he was eyed
with great curiosity by all who saw him. Several of the
Sixth, whe had heard of his queer atate, looked at him with

reat anterest. The eeniors were as slow to believe in

unter's illness as were the juniors. Loder, the prefect,
etopped him in the passage.

“ Bunter 't he exclaimed.

Billy Buntar blinked at him.

" Look here, Bunter. I.hear that you're fooling vour
Form with goma lis about losing your memory,” said Loder,
m{?]]lﬂshq?rhte woy., “*Yeou can't impoze on me, vou know.”

“You know whe I am, well cnough.””

“I don't know you.'

" You don't know my name?"

“No,’! said Bunter.

“Well, you've nerve enonugls® said Loder, in astonish-
ment. ' How long are you going to keep fhis rot up,
Buntar ¥

“71 don't understand vou.'

Loder Frowned angrily, and reached outb for Bunter's ear,
Hgﬂ;rg Wharton stepped forward, and knocked his hand
asida.

‘“ None of that,"” he said qnistly.

Laoder glared at him.

“Wharton! How dare vou interfers with me?”

':" You're not ing to tonch Billy while he's in this ztate,”
sald Harry Wharton quietly, but resolutely. * iHe's put
friends to protect him while he's ill, at any rate.”

Loder laughed scoffingly.

“ He's only fooling you, you young idiot ! This 15 another
of his lies, that's all’ :

“1 thought eo at first,” said Bob Cherry; *but it isn't,
It'a I":{:numa enough.”

£11 t !""“

“ Well, let him alona, anrway,” enid Wharfon.

“I shall please myself about that,” said Leder.

And he made a motion towards the fat junior. Bunter
promplly” elid behind Wharton. The latter did not budge
an inch. He faced the towering eenior with his fists
clenched.

* Line up, you chaps ™ said Harry quietly.

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

Mr. Quelch paused. He glanced after Loder, and glanced
at the juniors, bui made no remark on the subject of the
hostile attitude he had observed them in.

* Bunter,” he said, I hope vou feel better,”

I feel all cight, 21e.”

“You are excused lessons for the present," [smid Me.
Guelch. * You will please yourself about coming to the
class-room or not.'’

“ Thank you, sir."

Bunter rolled cut into the Closs with the chums of the
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Remove. He grunted several times, as if there were some-
thj::g on his mind, Finally, he looked at Harry Wharton in
s sidelong way.

*I1—1I eay, you know—""

“¥Yes, Billy ¥ gaid Wharton at once.

“I—I—I'm hungry.” _ _ .

The chums of the Remove exchanged glances of eatis.
faction. As Bunter had missed his breakfsst by staying in
bed, it was not surprising that he was hungry. But to hear
him say eo was like hesring the voice of the old, Bunter. It
was a eign that he was recovering; at all events, the juniors
hoped wo.

*This way to the tuckshop,” said Nugent,

“Come on, Billy !’

i B | 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 Alonte Todd, calling out
from the door of the School House—" my dear fellowe, I
have something very important to eay to you—"'

* Another time, Toddy.” . 4

mihla, Wharton! My Uncle Benjamin always im-

upon me never ut off strikin e iron while i
P to put off striking the i il it
was hot till to-morrow while it could be ddne to-day—""

But the. rest of the wisdom Alonro had imbibed from his

Uncle Benjamin was loet as the Remove chums piloted

Billy Bunfer away towards the school shop.

I —

THE TWENTIETH CHAPIER.
Todd Has a Plan.

ARRY WHARTON & CO. marched Bunter into Mre.
Mimble'a little shop, and planted him upon & high
atool at the counter. 'Mrs. Mimble, for once, met

- Bunter with an agreeable look. Billy Bunter was her
best and her worst customer. The besty because he was
willing to give unlimited orders; the worst, becouse he never

id for anything if he could help it. But Mrs, Mimble

ad heard ﬂf Bunter's misfortune, and her kindly heart had
beén -moved—even to the extent of letting him have half a
dozen tarte on credit if they had been required. But they
were not required. Wharton ‘was in funds. .

“ What would you like, Billy 1" he asked, * It's my treat,
Mrs. Mimble."

" Yes, Master Wharton.”” ;

Bunter cast.one of his old looke round the little tuckshop.

" T—1I think I'll begin with some pork-pies,”” he remarked.

The juniors grin Bunter did not eay he would begin
with a pork-pie, but with some pork-pies. It was quite the
old Bunter. 1

' Pork-pies, please, Mras. Mimble.”

The geod dame hended 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 occasion, at least,

Ha wired into ithe pork-pies, as he would have expreseed
it, with great energy, and they vanished at a record rate of

specd.
Pi Goocd old Bunter! murmured Beb Cherry. " He's
. getting to be himself again.”

“VYes rather.”

“The ratherfulness is terrific!" murmured Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh. ““It is the great and boonful pleasure to see
the ceteemed Bunter resumefully becoming more like his old
and esteemed self.”

“ And he 1-—— By Jove!” . .

Thera was Yo doubt about that. The third pork-pie was
already gone, and the fourth was following fast.

“My dear Wharton—"" .

Alonzo Todd came rushing into the tuckshop breathlegsly.
The Duffer of Greyiriare was evidently spurred on by 'Eﬁ:kmv

idea.

“ Halle, hallo, hallo! Have a pork-pie?”

“Thank you very much; Cherry; but no. As I, ghall
shortly be coneuming my regular midday meal, I must not
eat o pork-pie now. Uncle Benjamin always impressed
upon me very much to be rfe:.:tl:;r 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 deletericus an
effect upon the digestion as a pork-pie.”

“(30 hon! Have a dictionary !"’ _

“ My dear Wharton! To come to business,” said Alonzo,
“T have hit upon o eplendid plan for curing Bunter. I will
e;:Plain it to you. I remember, my Unele Benjamin—-»"

‘Yeo:; we know you remember him, Todd. You've men-
tioned him before ™

“My dear Wharton—-"

“Have a bun, Toddy "

“Thank you very much, Cherry, but I fear the resulis
upen my internal orgavisation. As 1 was saying, I have a
eplendid—"" o

“Internal orgamsation?”
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“ALONZO THE FOOTBALLER.”

ONE
PENNY.

RVERY o i
i L
“Noi aeplendid plan, Nugent. About Bunter-—"
“Have some caraway seeds, Todd 1™
* Thank you, no. My plan—" ,
“ Will you have -some cherry-slonesl” meked Nugenk

;:fpiﬁs eat them—other magpies.”’ '

“ My dear Nugent—--""
“ 1 eay, you fellows, I.think I'l] have some pudding now,"
said Bunter.

“ Richard’a himself again "’ murmured Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha " .

i “Pu;]ding for Bunter, Mry. Mimble. Give him eprthing

a wante.'" _

“ Vee, Master Wharton.” 4

"Vou are very kind to Bunter,” esid Alonzo Todd, ' but
I hardly think that this ie the beet way to restore his lost
memory. I think that my plap iz much the better. 1 hava

een reading s scientific medical k on the subject of
contusions, concussions, and shocks to the system.
“How good! Will you have some dough-nuts "

“Thank vou, no, not just before dinper. As I ramark&-gl,
nty Unele ienjamin alwaye eautioned .me to be careful m
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 complete, is by no means an unusual
result of such an sceident. But what I wigh to direct your
attention to specially is this—that many cases have been
known in which 8 memory, lost through e concuesion upon
iite head, has been resto III:n,'g.-ar means of another concusesion.”

“My hat!” ; .
* “8uch cases ars by no means rare,” said Todd. “ In thie
Look I am referring to, Dr. Sofles. givuiﬂ.ﬂvaral well-known
cases that have come under his experience in hospitals.
There was & famous case of a patient in his hogpital who
entively forgot hiz name, and where he had come from. I&
turned ]nut nf;azr:nrﬁs thjnl: the man was_a well-known
criminal, want v the police,” -

* Niee convenient loss of memury,” shid Bab Cherry.

* There waa another casc in his awn knowledge of a page
boy who was t‘!:ﬂ,mw;rha-:i3 with o five-pound note to chpnge, and
who was utterly unshle to accounmt [or the change, owing
te a sudden loss of memory.”

“Go hon!” " o

“ Many more sich convincing -cases are cited in this
bool,” said Todd earnestly, **and Dr. Scftes mentions the
undoubted and extremely interesting fact that loss of memory
through one concussion has been knmown to be cured by
another concussion on a different spot. Thus, therc was a man
who was found with his hand in the ¥Oﬂkﬁt~ of s coat in &
cloak-room. He cxplained that he hed fallen and knocked his
liead, end had beer in o dazed state, and did not know whet
he was doing. The owner of the coat thereupon struck him
violently upon the nose. and the man immcdiately recovered
and tnui his &u;’mr!um"

S Ha, ha, hat” ) : !

1 say, you fellows, I think I might try the tarts,’ said
Billy Bunter. )

“Good old Banter! Go it

“ Now, my dear form-fcllows,” went on Alonzo Todd,
“ Bunter has lost his memory through a concussion between
bis head and the bath floor. My idea is that another similar
conoussion would cure him. I suggest, therefore, tahng
Bunter to a awimming-bath end dropping him in, head frstl™?

il w:hﬂt 1”-
“The sccond concussion would probably undo the work

-::r_t'i the ﬁrgt, .I?nd reatore our dear friond Bunter quite to him-
I: 13 Mi :
m."I"lw juniors stared at the Duffer of Greyfriars. They could

b
n

do no else., They had not expected this wisdem, even
from the Duffcr. :

“Well, you assi” said Bob Cherry at last,

“ My dear Cherry—"

“ You fathcad—"

“ My dear Wherlon——"*

“You chumpful duffer!”

“ My dear Inky—"" ]

Billy Bunter was blinking at Alonzo through his spectacles,
and ho had ceazed eating the jam tarts for a imoment. He
had taken up a couple of themi—one in cach hand—but not
to cat. He was blinking at the Duffer of Greyiriars with a

deadly blink.

e Y{.ru’re talking about me?’ he, esked. .

“ Yes, my dear Bunter. 1 have a plan for restoving your
Jost memory,”’ said Todd, with a beaming smile, * by drop-
ping you, head first, into the swimming-bath. I hope—"

“You—you chump ™

“ My dear Bunter—" :

“ I—I'll teach you to make plans for me!® gasped Bunfer.
“}—J—-—Take that! And that!*

Whiz! Biff Iaff!

“Yarooh!" yelled Alonzo.

Splen
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The tarts smote him one in cach cye, one after the other,
and Alonze Todd staggered back with & wild yelL

“Groo! Oh! Yah! Ughl"

“You fathcad !’

“" Ha, ha, ha!”

Alonzo Todd, blinded by jam, pouged the sticky substance
out of his eyes. He blin:liéd frantically at the juniors with
avclida trying to stick tegether.

“0Dh! Ow! My dear Bunter!

Biff! Diff! :

Tarts smote Alonro richt and left. Billy Bunter was very
reckless with the tarts, probably becauwse Wharton was foot.
ing the bill. Alonzo Todd made a dash for the door. Another
tart hiffed on the back of hizs neck, end another clung
lovingly to his car as he rushed out.

The chums of the Remove rosred with laughter. Billy
Bunter turned to his feeding again, and kept on stcadily
till the bell rang for dinngr. When the juniors went into the
dining-room, Alonze Todd was there, and he blinked at
them reproachfully. But he did not make any more sugges-
tions for restoring DBilly Buhter’s memory.

| —

_—

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
A Sudden Surprise.

FTER #chool that day, Harry Wharton & Co. tock Rilly
Bunter in chavpe when they came out of tho forin-raom.
There beon o fall of rain, and the ground was not
in a fit state for footer practice. Billy Bunter had

shown little sign of improvement during the day, and the
chums of the Kemaove felt that they had to look after him.

“* Hungry, Billy?" Nugent agked.

“* Yo, r?ith-n-r,' said Dunter.

It was clear that the Owl ¢f the Bemove was recovering
although his memory had not como back. The jumiors had
begun to think thet it never would come back.

unter had becn in this stronpe state now for a long

time, and lus form-fellows were ceasing to expect a change.

And, as several of the Remove obscrved, 1t wasn't w%mll:;
dasirable that Dilly Bunfor should recover.

Bunter now was a much more decent fellow than id:e Bunter
of old; and by losing the memory of what he had heen, he
was onabled to make & fresh start, and to turn over an
entirely new leaf.

Certainly ho was muelr easier to get on with now that he
was not trying to borrow money of cvery fellow who had
any and to insinusate himself into every feed that wusz stood
i the lower school at Greyiriars,

“Come to tho tuck-shop?” said Wharton,

“ Right you are!" _

‘Billy Bunter sat in Mrs. Mimble's sh-::gl and consumed
another fecd. He did guite as well as he had donc on the
previcus day.

The rain was falling [ast as the juniors were about to leave
the little shop, to cut acroas Close to the school hounse
They turned up the collars of their coats. Billv Dunter
blinked out into the rain and drew back his heud like =&
snail withdrawing its horna,

“ It's jolly wet,”" he romarked. i

“Yea; we ghall have to run.”

"I say, you fellows—" '

“Go o, Billy,"

“ I don’t want to get wet, yon know,”

Harry Wharton laughed.

** Nene of us do,” he replied
t::‘:t.. Billy. We ¢an run.
i !’

“¥Yoa; but I'say, couldn't one of you cut across first and
get an umbrella ?' seid Billy Bunter.

The chums of tha Remove looked at him.

This was the old Bunter, with a venpeance.
matter if they went out inic the rain and were wetted so
long as an umbrolle was fetohed for him. It was ihe Billy
Bunter of eld, with a vengeance! His memory was not
coming back, but his original nsture was.

P ‘;‘t’?:ll, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.

“Come, make a yun for it,” said Harry Wharton briefly.

“* Oth, mall;r, you know, I don’t frel fit to run, just after
ﬁ&tlnﬁa, and I've had & good blow-out, too,” said Billy Bunter.

“I'll get an umbrella, then," said Wharton guictly. ** ¥You
fellows may as well stay, and I'll bring wours at the samo
time." -

4 0Oh, rata!™ said Bob Cherry. " Let Bunter 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. _

Y Ge it, thon,' said Harey., " Live him whatever e wants
to-day, Mrs. Mimble, and charge it to me.”

“¥eog, Master Wharton.”

Bunter resumed lis scat on the stool af the counter, arnd
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“"But we sha'n"t pel very
Come on, and make o dash for

It did not

recommenced ;quans upon the tarts. The chums of {he

Eemove dashed across the Close with their collars turned
“?I" and ran into the school house, .

here were & crowd of juniors in the house, looking but

disconscuately at the rain. The days were lengthening now,

and they were looking forward to & run out aftcr school.

But the rein stopped ell that.
£

“I guess we could up & game of footer in the common-
room, remarked Fisher T. Fush.

“X could show you how
we p’ia}r footer over there”™

“Rats! Wo know how you play footer,” said Frank
Nugent. * 5till, it's not s bad idea to have & punt about m
the common-room, if we don’t make too much row and bring
in the prefects.”

“I've got & ball," said John Bull

(48 G EEE r?!

Bull brought down a footer, and the juniors closed the
deor of the common-room, and lined up for sides. As nearly
all the Remove were there, and o grest many of the Upper
Fourth, the teams werc very strong in_ numbers, like the
old-fashioned sides at Rugby. It was the fun the juniors
were after, not scientific football.

The game wis pDON Zoln stmnﬁae . .

The fireplace was one goal, sand the window at the opposito
end of the common-room was the other; and pgoals were
Frequently kicked, with dicastrous results to the dizmond
panes of the window. Bat as breakages were slways charged
to the juniors responsible for them thet was not a serious
matter; it meant items on bills, but not lickings.

The game was getling fast and furious, when the door of
the common-room opened.

Billy Bunter ontered. X .

The fat junior stood and blinked in snrprise at the scené
of uproar. As he stood there, the ball had been pasced
aoross with a whiz, and it was shooting straight for Bunter.
Thera was s vell of warning as Fish, for whom the ball was
intended, miszed it by yards. © The ball had bounced high,
and before Bunter understood what the wvell mcant, it had
struck him on the chin with a violent shock.

"The fat iun_.iﬂ-r staggercd back and fell

 Btop play!” shouted Wharton.

e juniors crowded round Bunter. =

Harry Wharton was the firat. He raised the fat jumiof
in his arms. The concussion of the footer had not buen liard
encugh to hurt anybody, but Bunter, alwavs clumsy, had
struck his head against the wainscot as he fell.

The Owl of the Remove lay quite still.

My hat!” said Nugent in dismay. *He's hart?'

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

“ Oh, shut up, Bulstrode!™

“ He's hurt!™ said Wharton. . : ;

There was concern in ¢very face. Undor ordinary cireum-
stances, no one would have cared much, for the Hemove
were a tough crowd, snd accustomed to giving and receiving
hard knocks. - But Bunter was not well now. nter already
hed a'bip bumn on his head, and had lost his memory, and
ltlhm was no telling what harm & now shock might do to

k.

“ Billy," said Harry a5 he raised the fat junior’s head.
1 Bii]ly, old man!"

Billy Bunter did not reply.

He was unconacious.

“My word!” said Nugent. “ It “‘was only a tap, too—it
wouldn't have sent anybody elsc off. Poor old Bunter:”

“ Tha noorfulness of the old Bunter is terrifio!"”

““Help me get him up to the mud{,“ said Wharton. * We'll
Iook after him there, and bathe his head. It's only a tap, but
if he doesn’t come to et onco, we shall have to send for thp
doctor.”

“Right you are!”

Three juniors teok up the Owl of the Remove. In the
midst of o crowd of them, he was carried up to the Remcve
passage without exciting attention, snd put in the arm-chair
iz Harry Wharton's study.

Nugent fotehed 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 crowi-
ing juniors. *“* Wedon't want to suffocate him. Keep back '™

]J'm 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 opencd, and he blinked at Wharton dazedly
without his spectacles. |

Harry drew s deen brealh of relief.

*“He's coming tol'

“ Thank goodness!™

* The thankfulness is terrific.'”

Bunter blinked at the chums of the Remove. He did not
seem to be able to make out where he was, or what had
happened to him.
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#1—I eay ™ ha pas

“Lia still, Billy! You're all right{"” said Havry Wharton
Fﬂm!yi{t t‘:“fuu'm had o bump on the napper, but you'll be
ali right!

* ]=—I—It was vour fault!”

11 Eh?” )

_ * It was all youy fault. T suppose there wasn't any water
in the bath!™

** The—the bath ! .

“ Yes,” said Bunter pecvishly. “I shouldn't have c¢ome
such & cropper if there had been any water there, 1 511]?%0:60-
I should have seen it was ewmpty if you rotters hadn't been
chasing after me.”

The juniors staved blankly at Billy Bunter. Head he lost

19 memory agein. o was he mad—or what?

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER,
Alonxo was Right,

ARRY WHARTON wassilent for a full minute, lovking
J—I steadiastly at the fat junior. He was too surprised for

waords.

Billy Bunter was prowling, end fecling the bump on
his head. He, too, seemed to be in & dezed state, but his
wWits wore refulning.,

“ What's oll this water over me for?" he demanded.

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

Bunter grunfed,

“Well, vou nught give a chap a towel, then;" he said dis-
agreeably.

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

* Where are my gias&ta?”

‘" Hera you arel'

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

*I've got an awful bump on my head ¥’ he growled,
aches fearfully. The pain won't be gone for days, Yow!"

" The bump hurte?” asked Harry.

“¥es, awfully! Ow! Do-you think you wouldn't be
hurt hﬁ bumping your head on the Hoor of a bath?’ demanded
Billy Buntcr.

' Bot—but—""

"I—1 eay, how did I come to have these clothes on?”
exclaimed Bunter, looking down at his fat person in_astonish-
In}'li?.t;_ * I wes in my swimming thinpgs when I'dived into tha

RLEI.

* ¥ ou—yon—-—"

* o you mean to say ihat vou dressed me, while I was
off ' demended Bunter. * What a silly frick] More sense
to shove me in bed, I shonld think.”

The junicrs exchanged glances,

ﬁ.ﬁazmg &8 it was, there was no doubt as to what had hap-

pened.

Billy Bunter had woke up from his second insensibility with

is memory restored; there had been an element of truth,
abter all, in the ceemingly absurd theory which Alonzo Todd

ad extracted from his scientific hook.  For not only had
Bunter recovered his memory, but all that had happened
ili?ﬂm the accident in the swimming-bath was a blank to

He had taken up hig life again, as it wer
whera it had broken off, when he was stunne
the bath. .

What had happened since was lost.

It was amazing, but the fact.

TI:I& hiuuiﬂra h&rﬂl:,_r knew how ié} e!pI!a.l'n, But that there
mus some explanation wae evident, for Bunter was begin-
ning to look alarfneﬂ. N beg

“ Look here, you fellows," he exclaimed, " what does this
mean? I su;}ﬁ;ﬁ@ I was stunned when I fell into the bath,
wasn't I7 T don’t remember anything since,”

“¥es,' said Wharton.

** What did you dvess mic for?"?

g o E'D“I'.F.'—},

" Why didn’t you get a doctor?”

N Shra it e £ Tock: ftie

* NWice chaps you ave to lock after a chap, T must zay )™
snorted Bunter, E;r quite his old manner. * Il&ight have ﬁ;en
brained, I suppose, and you wouldn't care twopence. TLook
II:EWEuhMG any letters come for me while T've been lying

ere?

“ Letteys:"

* Yes, I'm expecting a postal-order.”

The joniors could not restrein a chuekle. Tt was the old
ﬁ“ttf'l‘, quite himzelf again; there was no mistake about

1 '

Bunter blinked at them indignantly.

“Blessed if 1 can gee ahytling to cackle at!” he growled.
“I'm expeeting eeveral posial-orders, as-o matter of fact, one
Tur Maicner Linrary.—No. 160,
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“ Good old Bunter ! ‘ ;

** Look here, you fellows, how long have I been lying hevel"
demanded Bunter, with"a vague uneasiness-in his manner,

" Only 8 few minutes,” said Wharten.

“Oh! It seems ]Dﬂ.fﬁ'l‘ somehow,”’ said Bunter. ‘' Bome
guﬁ‘er has pubt that calendar on to Thursday. It's Wednes-
Ej"n'"

He was blinking at the little movable cardboard calendar
n;l _i}m mantelpiece, just in front of him. Wharton glanced
at i

“ It is Thureday,” he said.

Bunter snorted.

* What's the pood of talking rot like that?’ he demandcd.
“ Do you think fdm‘:’t. know which day of the week it ia?"

Wharton coloured:

“* It's Thursday, Billy,” he said, ss genily as he could.
" You've been ill!"

“IN?* repeated Bunter. )

" Yea After that biff in the swimming-bath, you lost your
memaory.”

Bunter stared at him.

" Lost my memory!"

[ 1] Ym!"

“ What rot ™

" Look here, Bunter—**

* I know jolly well I never lost my memory,” said Bunter
peevishly. ** You're trying to pull my leg. hat rot1"

“You did lose it,” =aid Harry quietly, though the un-
pleasant manner of the fat junior wes ing & great strain
upon his temper. * You forget all of us, N'.Ir'li even your awn
name. You have been %e:w,ng about tho school knowing
nothing of what happened before that bump io the bath.”

Billy Bunter looked incredulous.

* Oh, deaw it mild!"" he exclaimed. 5

“Tt's true, Punter,” =aid Alonze Tedd, coming forward.
** I assure you, my dear Bunter, that the agecount ton has
nnparted to you is correct in every particular. Wharton 1

meapable of departing from the straight path of striet veracity,
my dear Bunter!”

' Oh, cheese it!" !

* Ahem! What has happened, my dear Bunter, has carvied
out a suggestion ntada by m . It was my plan to restore
your memory by a sscond shook similar to the first—and my
idea was to drop you head first into the swimming-bath when
there wes no water in it, of course. By this means—"'

“You—you beast "' gesped the Owl of the Remeve,

“* My dear Bunter—"'

“ You denperons lunatic—""

“ Ahera ! y plan has been carried cut by chance. The
football biffed you in the common-room—h'm!—I anean it
smote your chin with a concussion of considerable viclence,
and you were hurled to the 8gor, your head coming into con-
tact with the wainscot-—""

“ l.ock herg—-"

“ This second shock has a;:s;nrently reatored you, and it
hears out the scientific theory elaborated in the volume of Dr
Softes, entitled * Amazing Recoveries of Patients Attended
bF MFE’B!I 1 :

“ Oh, buze off, Toddy "’ said Harry Wharkon. ** Cheese it !
You don’t want to Bunter ill again, you know. 1 heawl
of a man onca who was talked to death.”

“ My dear Wharton—"" :

Alenzo was EEHHF' pushed into the passage. The news had
passed round by this time that Billy Bunter had recoverad,
and fcllows were crowding from.far and near to sece Lim.
Among the rest came Sammy Bunter of the Second Forn.

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

“* 3o you've come round,” said Bammy.

“ Yes,” growled Billy.

* Did they find you out

‘" Eh

“Did you chaps bowl him out?’ asked Sammy. *“Of
ﬁﬂ._:-i"ge’].:'la new that it was pammon all along. I told you so,

idn't L

“ You did,"” said Hayvy Wharton,  * Bat it wasn't gammean
—it was genuine, and Billy has recovered, You oupit to be
glad, you young rascall”

Sammy Bunter sniffed.

“Oh, T wasn't taken in, you see. I know Billy has Leen
livingr like a fhghling-cock ever since he lost his memery ;
but what has he dropped it for, if you hadn’t Bevled him out?
Did you loze your nerve, Billy "’
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“EL? said Bunter.
do you mean?”’

“Well, the fellows have beon standing you unlimited feeds,
and moking a lot of you," said Sammy. * course, that
waz your DLittle goine. Bubt why have you chucked if,” without
heing found out?’ )

Billy Buuter blinked at Sammy in dismay. Bammy's dis-
beliel in lLis strange attack did not trouhle Billy at all. 1t
wins another refllection bthat was worvving lum.

His thoughts were quite visible in his face, and the chums
of the RRemove burst into an irresistible roar of laughter,
Billy Buntor did not know, till SBammy had told him, that Le
bad Leen hiving hke o fighting-cock while his memory was
it and his look showed only too plain that if he had known
1t he would not have been in such a hurey to recover. It
el ot occurred to the fat junior, under the cireumstances, Lo
coneenl the fact that his memory hind returned simply be-
ruuse lie had not known that it was ever lost &l he was told,
It was an opportunity for * spooling ™ such as would naver
lk:vcur} twice an o lifetime; and Billy Bunter had allowed it o
prinss hin,

' I—1 say, you fellows ! stammered Buntey, * [—"

“ Ha, ba, ha ™

“You wero an ass ' szaid Samumy, with beotherly frank-
ness. " You might have kept it wp for 8 weels, or for the
whole blessed teem ! I'd have Lielped you-—-1 offered to, if
yvou'd let me take my whack in the loot— Ow!”

Billy Bunter, thoroughly exaspevated, loj oub a fat fist, and
Sannny staggered to tﬁn door,  Nugent pushed him out and
closed the door after him. illy Bunter blinked at the chums
at the Remweve in an uncerfain sort of wav,

“ Living like a fighting-cock! What
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Y I—T say, you fellows—="" 2 .

They knew what was coming.  Ilis changing expressions
had given him away before he began. )

Bunter worked up an expression of intense suffering.,

“I—T say, you fellows! I—T feel very strange, I—I think
I'mt having a relapse. I—I think DI'in losing my memovy
again |’

The juniors roared.

** Ha, hn, ha !’

“ 0Oh, really, vou fellows——'

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“I=I forget whe you arc!’ :aid Bunfer. # I—I don't

vecognise you, Wharton, I don’t even know vour name—I
Ireun—

The juniors simply shvicked.

* Liook here, you beasiz ! roarsd Bunter,

““Ha, ha, ha!"

‘* Baasts 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!'"

And the juniors walked away, still Jaugling. Billy Bunter
glared after them and snocvted. But he did not lose his
memory again.  He might keep it up his sleeve, as it were, ex
a card to lnyed on some more favournble cccasion in the
future==but for the present il wes uwseless,  There was no
svinpathy left now for poor old Bunfor !

¥

T tell you—"

THE EXD.

{dnctler splendid, loag, complde fale of Hearry Wharton & Co. next
Tueaday, entitled ; “ ALONEZQ THE FOOFEALLER™ by Frank
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Wolves of the Deep.

By SIDNEY DREW.

% The Story of a Great Conspiracy, introducing Ferrers Lord and Ching-Lung.
¥
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READ THIS FIRST,

Ferrers Lord in the possessor of a pawerlul submarine, called
#The Lord of the Desp." Oune night the model iz stolen from him by
Eichael Scaroff, & Russlan. Ferrers Lord, accompaaled by his friend,
Rupert Thurston. setsount on the track of the Ruossian, They take
train for Dover, bot oo the way & bullat comes whizzing through the
carriage window, and later on the traio is wrecked. Lord declares
it to be Scaroff's handiwork. They reach Dover, and board a yacht
called the * Vielat,” belanging to Ferrers Lord, but they have not
gone far before & terrific gale comes on.

(Now go on with the story.)

The Storm—The Strange Yessel and the Stranger Demand
=Flred on in Mid-Changel.

The darkncss was intense oven a dozen vards ahead; but
+he millignaire’s keen e¢yes soon r?"E‘EW accustomed to the
sloom. His cap, torn from iz head, went Gying aft: but he
pever sticved from his posttion. Two men, instead of one,
were stroining at the w}ilL‘El, and twe move stationed in the
chnins, :

With the gale dead in her tecth, the little yacht made poor
Theadway. A few distant lights fickerad both to port and
atarbonrd, for the Channe! was crowded with ships, errers
Lord looked round suddenly. 2

“ How long do you think this will lasgt, BMr. Crane?”

“1 ¢nnnot eny, sir; perhaps an hour or so. It came sud-
denly, and so I expect it will go suddenly. I haven't scen a
atarmn rise so quickly for years, It came like a West Indian
hurricanc.’” )

He slaggered back, and for a moment lis heart stood
«till. Like a trumpet-call Ferrors Lord's clear voice rang
loud sbove tha gale:

Tur Macuer Linrany.—No. 160

“ Helty hard down, you fools I
_He was obeyed only just in time. A dark, shapeless mass,
like a swimming dragon with a hundred glowing oyes, slid
past them--a huge P. and O. liner that had come out of the
darkoess like a ghost., Bhe vanished, without seeing or
caring, and a mountain of water deluged the little yacht,
whose bowsprit had almost scraped her towering side,

“A near thing!" eald the oflicer hoarsely. ** Hadn't we
[‘.:etrtﬁ' slacken speed, air?”

* ﬂ.ir

The yacht's head went slowly round, and once more she
battled with the gale, Blie pitched and tossed like 2 cork in
o millrace: but her etout engines thrashed away merrily,
imi{l drove her on slowly but surely. Ferrers Lord went
b el

Thurslon was sleeping like a child, [or the drug had done
its work. Ferrers rd dashed the spray from his cyes,
and, opening a drawer, took out an envelopa. He laid its
contenta—a chart—upon the tible, nnd bent eagerly over it
T'or n good half-hour he sat there in silence, his forehead
puckered, and then, relocking the drawer, went outf.

When he reached the deck the gale had dwindled,, but it
was still blowing strongly, Fate eeewmed against him ot every
turn. He looked up at the sky, and saw that the meon was
beginning to gleam dimly through the clouds. Three bells
sounded musically as he mounted the bridge, and hie knew
1t was hall-past one. Michael Scaroff had [}]'arad his cards
well, and was at least four hours ahead by noew, probably
nearly five.

The millionaira bit his lips. The Russian would ba almost
it Paris by this time, and would be well on his way to
Berlin before the vacht steamed into Calais Harbour. Ferrers
Lord had given up all hope of recovering the model. It was

LOOK OUT FOR THE “X” IN THE "GEM" LIBRARY.



not that which urged bhinr on, but the mad craving to revenge

ﬂ;maeif upon the wan who bad robbed him of the {ruit of his
1tter toil,

He knew that Bearoff would Build & vessel similar to the
Lord of the Deep, unlesz he could be checked in time, and he
knew alsa that once he had planted hia foot on Russian soil
Scaroff would be safe.

It seemed madness to follow now, but the millionaive’s
ﬂciﬁged spifit would not allow him to turn back. There was
still & chance that Bcaroff would fancy himself safe from

rsuit, and stay ‘the night in Paris. It was & poor chance,

t it was the only chance. The moment the Russian crossed
the frontier the chago was ended, and he could snap hie fingers
st Ferrers Lord, For in hely 'Russ:'a,. that land of tyranny

and upﬁrﬁsinn, Michael Scaroffl was a prince, and he was.
above t

e law,

All this passed through the millionaire’s mind in a fash;
bat he decided to take the slight shadow of a chance that
Scaroff would sleep-in Paris. The night grew brighter as
he stared ahead, watching for the first glimpse of the lights
of Calais Harbour. He guessed that their were a geod nine
miles away vet, but the yacht was tra:relgéﬁ faster.

It rained heavily still, and the wind moaned weirdly through
the cordage. He called 1o the officer;

“How far out are we?”

“ About eight knots. sir. We couldnt do much against
a winl like that, Leook there, sir, right to port 1

Fervers Lord turned eageriv, and peered in the direction
of the officer’s extrnded arm,

"1 ges nothing,” he said.

" Neither do I, sir, now; but there's a vessel there, for
I've seen ber several times. Her smoke blew right across
us before we nearly ran foul of the liner. I ecan’t make her
out, Bha's been to etarboard. to port, ahead, and abaft of
us. I can’t make her ovt at all. Tl Er,‘u her o call, sir.”

He tugged at the cord, and the shrill hoot of the siren
echoed hoarsely through the etorm. There was no reply.

“¥ou mmst have heen mistaken,” said Ferrers iurd.

dreading some pew disaster. ; _
“I'Hl swear I'm not, sir. Look, sir] There she is, right
ritfed his

ghead ! Can't you emell her smoke 1

The millicnaire saw her ae the elouds broke, and
teeth. Heo smoke bezt into his face, almost blinding him;
but he caught a glimpze of a low-lying hull, and nothing
ware, exvept a2 few short spers. 8he carried no lights.

"“What do you make of her, Crane " he asked.

- "1 don't know, =ir. Bhe's got a mighty good turn- of
gpoed,  French torpede-boat destroyer, I should say.”

“I hope 0. Lend me your glass.”

"* Why do you bopo so, ¢ir?'" agked the sstonished officor.

The millicnaire made no reply, but he was strangely un-
mtgi. He focussed the glass upon the unknown vessel. A
Aash shot through the darknese, and something went hissing
.over his head. Then come the crash of a gun.

The glass fe'! from the millionzire’s hand, and in the dim
light officer and owner staved open-mounthed at rach other.

“They lired at us!” gasped Crane.  * That gun was
shotted, P'll sweay ** .

“ It was,”' said Ferrers Lurd, “ Harng the human flend I

Every sailor was on deck by this time, and the black faces
of the atokers wera thrst ansiously ahove the aft-com-
panion. Before an order could be givon the vnknown wessel
was beside them,

“Heave to !’ cried a groff voice.

Ferrers Lord caught the officer by the arm.

" Serve out the rifles,” he eaid, “ while I talk to them.
They have fired upon me, and it's my right to defend myself.
‘-‘Jm:-:‘,m time in getting the gun owt, while I see what they
want,

The officer desconded the steps at o bonnd, Silently the
little bow-chaser was run out; silently the startled sailors
took the rifles that were ssed from hand to hand. Lord’s
voico rang through the gloom.

“Who are you? What right have you to stop me on the
high scas?”

roar of langhter antwered him,

“¥ou don’t call this the high seas, do you? Lika every
other Britisher, you think you can boss the waves, T su pose ;
but it will be more heslthy for you to stop a hit. E\rhmt’ﬂ
the name of your boat. and where are you going 8

Ferrers Lord gritted his teeth. Tha man spoke with an
overdone Yankes twanE, but the millionsire’s skilled cars
told him that tho speaker was neither Englishman nor an
American. He was eithor & Pole or a Russman,

““What has that to do with you?” ha ssid angrily. “1
vefuse to answer Get ovt of my way before T assert my
vights and fire into you.™

The moon broke through the clouds and sent down a fAood
of light. Ferrers Lord raw that tho vessel below him was
decked all over except amidships. Bhe was crowded with men
ond two tapering twelve.pounder guns wera trained fore &n
aft. The smoke poured from her as she kept pace with the
Jittle yacht,

«: " Come,” said the man on her brdge, "don't be a fool !
I don't want to hurt you, i I can EI'F-IF it. Tle best thing you
Tue Macrrr Ligrary.—No. 160,
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oan do iz to turn your nose round and slip back to Dover.

I'm here to keep you out of Calais for an hour or two, and
I mean to do it, if I have to blow you to Davy Jones.”

Micheel Scaroff again. He had conmtested” every inch of
the way, both on land and sea. The millionsire was mad
with rage. Even in the crowded Channel, patrolled by cruisera
as 8 London street is patrolled by police, this man’s hirelings
had 1_:1;1-9{] to stop him h{l_fm'ce against t.i:m law of all nutions.
Passion almost choked him, for he felt that resistance was
almost hopaless.

“ ¥ou had better take my advice, and slow down," said the
captain of the unknown vessel,  with a laugh. It may be
piracy, but the pay makes it worth the nsk. 1 can sfeam
twenty-eight knots, and will take some catching, Don't
move, please; I've got you covered I

Ferrers Lord saw a nifle pointed at his heart, and ground
his tecth. The amazed sailors weve listening cagerly to all
:.Il}lgf was said. A pirate in the Channel! - It seemed incre-

L,

* You'll swing for this!" growled Ferrers Lowd.

' That's my own affair, I'm getting a bit impatient, I
give you exactly two minutes to make up your mind to stop
and be senstble. If you're not open te reason, I'll draw o
and bore a hole through you, VYou bet, I'm in dead earnest.™

Ferrers Lord clenched his hands and bit his lips.

“ A minute 18 up!" said the mocking wvoice. “I'm sorry
to_burry you in sny way. Show a light here I"

Till now the vessel had boen in darliness, but a couple of
electric lamps flashed out in her riggini. The man stood,
]m;atch in hand, and Fervers Lord fixed his keon eves upon

im.

He was tall, and dressed in dgliataning oilsking. He raised
his head, and the light fell full upon his bearded face. The
willionsire gave a start, and jerked his srm swiltly down-
wards.

“*TFime !"” cried the man.

A red flash shot from the millionaive's hand, followed hy
the spiteful crack of his iit'le revolver. With a shrill ery the
man reeled, crashed against the flimsy rail, and fell headlon
to the deck. Ferrers Lord tuggeéd over tho indicator, an
tha bell in the enginc-room mrf. “ Full speed ahead !

“ Rockets I shouted Ferrers Lord, ** Fire!" e

Heo threw himself flat down, and a hail of bullets whisticd
over him. A dozen rifles spat out their lexden contents into
the erowded ranks of Scaroff’s mercenaries. The little yacht
leapt ahead. The quickness of the thing scemed to have
pam'lgaed these modern pirates for only s slrngﬁh'ng volle
was fired. The steersman went down, with a bullet throug
his spine, and Crane dashed to the wheal,

Rocket after rocket went hissing up into the sky, telling
of & vessel in distress. Shouts of rage sounded from Lohind,
but the yacht was gaining with every boeat of her scrows

A shell came shrieking past the Vielet, but it was aimed
too high, and ity thunderous rosr died sway upon the wind.

“ Moro s I'" erted the millionaire, through the speaking-
tuba.,  “ Burn everything, anything, and scréw down the
valves! Blow the beilers out of her, if you can!"

- Great messes of waste, soaked in oil, were flung iuto the
furneces by the sweating stokers. The throb of the engines
shook the little vessel from stem to stern. Ferrera Lord
looked through the night-glass, and groaned. The panic was
over, and the pursucr was chuwrning madly in puisuit, leaving
& streaming wake behind her, _

The yacht rere on every surge, but the pursuer secmed (o
cut through them like a knpife. The roughnoss of the sea
made it difficult to fire with any accuracy; but her gun
crashed out again, and another sholl hissed past.

“ More steam !” shouted Ferrers Lord frantically, ** She

uickly, the chasn

i3 doing half as much again as wo ave i’

He realised that,.if help did not eome
would be a short one. Raocket after rocket shot wp, and
burst into spangles of stars. He looked shead, and uttered
a cry of delight. : :

Three lights in a triangle loomed slowly oot of the darkness
—red, white, and pgreen. - Their distancoe apart, and their
height above the water, showed that they belonged to soma
.L?.lrg'a vessel. cir pursuer saw them, too, and fired o last

o,

There was & blinding flach, & doafonin
sudden silence. The little yacht heeled over as the wind
swept the blinding sinoke away.

Ferrera Lord looked back with 'a shiver. The whesl was
gone, and the waves were scething through the gaping raila

voar, and then a

aft. Abaft the funnel three men lay in huddled heaps. With
the wheel the plucky steersmen had vanished, swallowed by
the sea he loved so well.

The millionaire’s heart turned sick, and his head swam., A
long beam of light shot over the waves, and rested upon the

shattered yacht, Bhe was moving round in & e, like a
bird with a broken wing. Her engines came to a standstill,
27
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The rescuer came rushing out of tho darkness—a mighty
batﬂeahn% A boat waz lowered, and danced ovor the waves,
manned by brawny British tars. B

“* What's the row hera?” coed a boyish voice. * What are
vou wasting rockets and powder for? Are vou disabled "

Ferrers Lord was calm now.

“{'an you come aboard 7"’ he said-quietly,

“Certainly ! It's a bit ticklish in & sea like this, but T
suppose I'll mapa:fe_ it. Sling me a line " -

e m{ung_mld y mounted the rope as cleverly as s monkey.
Tho mflionaire met him.

““I have been fired on,” he said, © with the British flag
Arving at mi:ﬁrunk. " The captain was killed by the shell, thas
took the wheel out of va and knacked aver those men.”

The middy gasped with astonishment,

“Jupiter ! Fired at! Here's a game ! Wait, and I'll send
vol help. We saw a lug a little while ago, and ‘s rocket will
]:-rm%‘ i_l:;ﬁr up. She went north-west, sh? Great Scott ! Pull,

u

you bﬂﬂ: ult "
Ho dropped b mio the boat, and like wildfirg the story
spread, and the battleship buzzed like a hive of hees. The

boat returned as the ironclad’s funnels spat out streams of
amoke. Bhe tore away, workmg her searchlight. A sccowdl
light ansiwwered it from the west, a third frem the nerth.
Tha yacht's pursuet was between three hres,

doctor cama in the boat, but the men weve past all

human aid, A Jittle tug danced merrily over the water, and
took the Vielet in tow, Forrers Lord and tho surgeon paced
tha together.

- “This is tha mest mystericus thing I ever heard." said
the dootor. “If I hadn't seen it with my own eves T would
not havoe believed b, Of course we ars almost sure to capture
the vessel, for every civilised port will be clozed against her,
or, rather, they will watch for her everywhere.”

“A vessel i3 easily disguised,” answered Ferrerzs Lowd.
“ She was gortainly a torpedo-hoat destroyer, and such boats
are not usually private property. The mian I bowled -over
spoke like an American, or tried fo do so. It will be difficuli
to prove anything if she happens to be the property of sonue
Government.”' :

“That is s0; but it’s an vugly business.”

“ Clome hglmv,” said the millionaire, * and have a smoke.

have a frie ere who has foohshly broken his armm.
pently. The young man vawned deowsily and robbed Ias
* Almost, Rupert. This 15 a friend of mune—-Flect-Surgeon
“ Then yon have been chatting while T was asleep,”™ said
133
the disabled yaéht, steamed into the harbour,
“ Como in ! he cried.
“ You are Monsteur Fervers Lord *" he sud
a telegram in his han
have orders from the
Inch by inch Ferrers

stuppose he is awake by this time." ,
Forrers Lord entered the eabin first, and shook Thurston
eves, He had slept through everything.
“ Aren't we in Calaia yet?"” ho asked.
White—Mv. Hupert Thurston. Suppose we have a bottle of
wine aml tallk of othor things.”
Thurston. * ¥You look pretty wet.”
* Certainly we have, and [ am a bit soaked. Ah, here's
the wine ! ] .
(ilasses were filled and cigavs bighted es the tug, towing
Ferrers Lord was in the act of sipping bis wine when a
knock sounded wpon the eabin-door.
A man with a pointed black beard stepped softly in and
looked round him.
“ That is my name. What can T do for you "
The man was holding
“1 am sorry,” he
aaid in Fronch, ‘but I
London police to arrest
you."”
Lord rose, clutching at
the arm of his chair.

“ Arrest me¥  Arve
you mgd‘.‘ On what
charge ¥’

“Tor forging the
name of Minﬁmei. Bear-
off to a cheque for fif-
tesn thousand ﬁoupda
on the Anglo-Russian
Bank. Now, boys!”

Ferrers Lord reeled
back as if stunned.
The cabin was filled
with gendarmes; the
handtuffs clicked upon
his  wrists, Michael
Scaroff Lad played
another winning card.
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- Ferrers Lovd clenched: his menacted hands, and paced the
little cabin like a caged tiger.

2 What does it mean?” cried Thurston. *“"“Arvesied! Is
the fellow mad ™

' It means that we are beaten, my friend," said the millions
aire; ““that the Russian fiand has had his own names forged
and impersonated me somehow at the bank., It means that
I am to kick my heels helplessly in & French gagl, while his
special train carries him comfortably over the frontier into
safety. Wea avo beaten, Rupert, at least, for a time. Go to
the Hritish Consul,at once, and tell’ him Fervers Lovd needs
him. T will wire to my bankers and my Paris agents. They
will fre¢ me with apologies in a few hours. I am ready,
mspector,’’

He nodded to the amazed doctor and Thurston, and went
out, followed by the gendarmes. Though weak and ill,
Thurston ﬁmlled himself together to carry out his mission to
the British Censul

The news that the Violet had been fived on by an unknown
vessel, and that its owner, Fervers Lord, the great Enplish
Enl'[mnmm, had been arrested for forgerv, spread like wild-

18 '

The morning papevs were full of it, and crowds gatheved
at tho harbour to stare at the damaged yacht.

At nina n’:-!qcl: a closed carriage drove down to the harbour.
It contained 'errers Lord and Rupert Thuraton.

The polica had released the millionaire, with ample
apologies, and apologies hed alse been telegraphed from
Acotland Yunrd.

The whole charﬁe agamnst him had broken down, for at
the very moment the chegue had been passed over the connter
by the man who bore such a strange resemblance to the well.
known millionaire, Fervors Lord hud boen recomnised at
Burnhamu Railway Station by a dozen people.

By this time all Calais knew of it, and ax Feerers Lond
croszed the pangway of the Dover packel, a loud burst of
cheeving filled the alr,
HHE hm% }E}mn_ !:Eli hia clqthcrs.da.ml was fanltlessly dresaed,

¢ rawsed his silk het again and sgain, and, taking Rupeet’
arm, hurried into the suloon, M ? & Tupns
At Dover there was another cxcited crowd anxiously wait-
ing for the boat. Dozens of cameras were held in readiness,
ard dozons of newspaper mon jostled cach othor for Lhe
privilege of being the first to interview the man wha had breen
the victim of such a series of amuazing adventares.

But Fervers Lord had telezvaphed his wishes alveadv, amd
a cordon of police kept the people back and guarded  the
statuan.

During the passage aeross the Channel he had hardly :

o 1 . ¥ spoken

a '?ID"]L but, Témn;’mu ﬁTi: t]la.;] his face was grave and sEern,
e lay back among the cushions of .the reserved cary

and lighted a cigar, TSR

*“We have made a very bad start, Bupert. ™ i E
ing the silence, el e bt

“In fact, & regular hash of things,” answered ]

. : Ik, . 18 ¥oun
ﬂann “ o :{i{m]‘_krt!név. dI_am beginning to ook upon thiE
Hussian as a kind of Gend incarnate—a human T W
is to be done 7" S A

“Get the boat fnished at goce, We can manage it in o

weck, There 13 o
doubt that Scaroff
will start to work
his lmn}rﬂdiainly. Wo
are not  stopping  in
Jonden, but gging
North at once, to »
little willa south of
Scarborough. The
lord of the Deep is
almost _there by  this
time. It is an out-of.
the-way little place on
one of my estates, and
the people are devoted
to me, so there is no
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«“ ALONZO THE
FOOTBALLER.”

Not to be cutdone In & bid
for fame Alonzo talkes to

;E?tsfﬁi;};:?nggﬁ& ﬁhdﬁ: :'PI‘ of our prepara.
astpous were they not so tons leaking  out.
funny. Have you scen what

N.B.—Don't miss the “ X" g the papers sny about

inthe GEM Library. this "

(Another grand, long Thaial-
nrent of this theliling serfal
rtory  next geak, Order
_fﬂﬂr copy of THE MAGNET
fBRARY [n advante. Price
Cas Penmy.)

ERaa m——— FUETS PRy I A T R ST

Agents for Austratia : Gordon & Gotoh, Ltd,, Meibousse,
Town, and Johannesburg ; Cansda:
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HAMILTON,

“The Dark Lantern.”

L! BRARY A stirring new Story of the Boyhood of Charles Peace,

“The Grammar School Dreamer.” *
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