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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bugter Tries it O0.

TLLY BUNTER was thinking.
It was quiteé an unusual exercise for
Billyr Bunter; but he was doing it
thoranghly now. Ha was sitting at the
table in his study, it the Remove passago at
Groyfriara, in an attitude of the deepest
roflection.

Tha study did not look comfortable. Billy
Bunter was probably the untidiest boy in the
Bemove. Buntef could do some things. He
could ¢ook—and he could eat what he cocked—
till further orders. But he could not keep a
atudy tidy, or any of hia personal possessions, in
anything liko order. His study was dusty, there

Ne, 183,

A Gomﬁfaﬁ:& School Story-Book, attractive to All Readers.

; The Editor will be obliged if you will hand thls book, when finished with, to a friend.
T, i e i il il

[Our Beaders ara informed that the characters in the lollowing Story are purely imaginary ; nd referance of allusion iz made to livi
Acius] names may be nnintentionally mentioned, but the Editor wishes it to be distiactly undemtood that no BdY s ket fl

X
Look for this sign
on the back pape of
the “GEM"
Library.

Coprright la the United States of Ameérica.

parson.

personsl refiection is Intended.

A Splendid,
Long, Complete Tale of the

Chums of Greyfriars.
—— BY ——

FRANK RICHARDS.

- A e A i o A i =l e i

wers books and papers piled on the table, and ink splashed on
the carpet, dv-t on the shelves, and a dead fire in the grate.
Bunter's surroundings were not cheerful.

Bunter had that study to himself, and no one had cven
shown any desire to share it with him.

It seemed to Bunter o long time since he had heen an
inmate of Harry Wharton's sindy. Like the I'-mfhms when
they had gone forth from the land of Egypt, Billy Bunter
looked back with great regret at the flesh-pots he had
quitted, Study No. 1 scemed like a land flowing with milk
and honey to the fat junior, now that he was thrown upon
his own resources. ] 1 )

His various attempfs to reinstate himsell in
Wharton's study bad failed.  Harry Whaz:tnn.
Frank Nugent, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
didn't want him back. They had told him so in
the plainest of plain English.

Buntor was thinking it out now. .

Onea only of late g& had sueceeded in rousing
the sympathy of Harry Wharton & Co., and of
the [i.:emm-a generally. It was when he had had
o strange attack, owing to a bump on the head,
he had lost hie memory for several days, and
the fellows, fmrgertm% what an objectionabla
bounder he was, had been very kind indeed to

him.
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Bunter had never ceased to regret recovering his memary.

But why should he not lose it ngain?  That was the idea
that was in Bunter's mind now—that was what he was think-
ing out.

He raised his head at last, and put his spectacles straight
upon his fat little nose.

“It’s & jolly good idea!” he murmured.
involves & shight deception.
I'm to blame for that. If they'd treat me decently, I'd do
the same for them. PBut when they keep a chap out of
what is really his own study, and don’t give him a chance to
get cnough to eat, and refuse, in the rudest possible way, to
make him a little advance on a postal-ovder when he's ¢x-
pecting one, then what ¢an they expect? DBeasts ™

Liilly Bunter rose to his feet.

Ile blinked round the study throuzh his big speciacles. It
was a small room—the sinallest in the passage; but anybedy
excepting Bunter could have made it comiortable enough,

Bunter had not that gift. He could make anybody's
study uncomforiable, but that wos the limit of his powers,
He thought of the armchair in Wharton's study, and
grunted peeviskly, Then he blinked out of the doorvway.

A junior was coming along the paszsage. Tt was Ficher T.
Fizh, the American boy in the Lower Fourth, Buntcr rolled
cut inte his path.

“1 say, Fish—I—I—mecan, I forget your pame!™ he ex-
claimed. * Look here, do you know who I an ¥

The American youth stopped, and stored at him.  Fizher
T. Fish had a very hgen eye, and his eye scemed to go
through Bunter like o gimlet.

“ I guess you're the fattest guy in Greylriars,”” he replicd.

“ Oh, rgaily, Fish—I mean—"

“Wever mind what you mean, Bunter! Duzz out of nty
way! I guess I want to got on!”

“PBut I want to know who I am!” said Bunter pathefi-
enlly, “I've loat my memory, you koow—-"

“Where did you lose it

“In my study—I mean—"=

“] guess you'd better look in your study for it, then!”
Fith remarked, and he gave Bunter a gentle shove that
.i:e;]t?him staggering into his doorway. * Bo-long. Jevver got
e t 1

He walked on, leaving Bunter blinking after Lin.

*“ Beast !" murmured Billy Bunter.

Fizher T. Fish disappeared into the end study.

Billy Bunler remained blipkin%‘l disconsolately aleng the
passage. He made up his mind that Fisher T. Fish was an
unbelioving beast, and hoped for better luck at the next
shot. [le wanted to try his hand, as it were, at losing his
memory before he ventured into IHarry Wharton's study
with the tale.

John Bull, of the Remove, was the next fellow to appear.
It was getting near tea-time, and most of the Remove were
likely fo come up to their studies to tea, Bull came
swinging slong the passage with his hands in his pockets.
Bunter emerged from his study, and Bull stopped just in
fime -to aveid cannoning bhim.

“ Hallo, you fat duffer!” he exclaimed.
mean by playing jack-in-the-box lilke thas!
littde game ¥

“ Game?” seid Bunier vacantly,

Bull stared at him.

“Off your rocker?™ he ashed.

i RWkEI 37

* Blessed if he isn't babbling ' said Bull, in_wonder,
“\What's the matter with you, Bunier? Are you 17"

wd I". ?h:l

“ My hat, I hope it isn't hydrophobis 1"

“T've .!-:ust my memory,” explained Bunter.

“Fht

“I've lost my memory again. You remember 1 last myw
memory through biffing my head in the swiomuing-bath?
Well, T've lost it again.”

“Ila, bha, ha!"

“(h, really, Bull——"
“ Ha, ha, ha " roared John Buall,

* Look hera—-—""
“You fat duffer!” yelled Bull
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“0Of course, it

“YWhat do vou
What's your

“If vou've lost rour
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But they can't pretend that

memory, how do you know you lost it befere? You couldn't
remember that 12

i {}h 1!-’ .

""Ha, ha, ha!?

Jobn Bull walked away, leaving Bunter feeling inglined
to kick himself. The best-laid schemes of mice and men
aften go wrong, end Bunier was evidently not built for a

plotter. e had overlocked n meozt cbyvious c¢bjection io
the stary.

Y Peoasts I he murmured.

Bolb Cherry, Mark Linler, and lLitile Wun Lung--ithe
Chines—came upstairs., Dunter resolved to try again. He
had picked up & point from Joha Bull, and he meant fo be
more careful this time.

"I sav, vou fellows—"" e began pathetically.

“ Hallo—hallo—hallo !** exclaimed Bob Cherry cheerfully,
“Avhat's the trouble 1*

“Would you mind telling me my name "

The thros juniora stared at him, astounded. Oa the ve-
cazlon when Buniler had really lost his memory owing to
shackt the truth had heen apparent. But there is an old
sitying that a lie always looks like & lie. Bunter could
affect to be as vacant as he liked, but he could not impress
the traih of a falsehood upon the juniors,

Y Your pame " zaid Mark Linley.

“Yes: I've forgotten it."

ii :'I-'i}' ]]ﬂ.t'!” .

“I—I think I've lost my memory,"” said Bunter fnintly.

“Greal Seott! Again?”

“IDnd I lose it before?” asked Bunter simply.

“%on did, my son,” said Bob Cherry. * You lost it once
—and that once was enough. You can’t be allowed to get
mio the habit of doing these things.”

“QOh, really, Cherry——"

“Iia, ha, ha! You haven't forgotten my name as well as

(X

your oW

L -[_- izt ¥

“* Ha, ha, ha !" : .

The juntors strode on, lnughing.: Bunier caught litts
Wun Lung by the sleeve as he glided by, and stopped him.

“1 say, Wun Lung, old fellow—=—"

“ Buntice, lettce me go !

“T've lost My REMOry, you Enow-—"1

“ No savvy?’

“ Would you mind telling me who I am " said Buntler,

“ No savvy Y

" Look here, Wun Lung—"

" Buntee Lknowees my name, too!” chuckled the Little
Chince.

“*You—vou heathen beast !

“How Buntee knowee me heathen
grinned Wun Lung.

The exasperated Bunier made a cut at him, and the little
Chince dodged it, and scuttled down the passage after Bob
Cherry and Linley. Bunter snérted with wrat

** Beasts !

Billy Bunter's experiment did not seem likely to be
crowned with success, He caught sight of Tom Brown in
the passage, talking to Hazeldene, and made one more
attempt.

“1 say, you fellows,” he said, “ would you mind telling
me my nameld’

“What's the joke ?"* asked Tom Brown, in surprise.

“J—I've lost my memory.”

“ My hat ¥ _

‘*Hard cheese!” zaid IHazeldene sympathetically. ** How
did 1t happen 1" .

V I—I suddenly had & sort of vacant fceling, as if T—I
had lost something.” stammered Bunter. “*1 suppose it
was—was then, you know. Would you mind telling me my

aqrr

name’ ;

“ Ceoptainly 17 said Hazeldena blandly. “ Your initials
are L. F. 1 suppose vou remember them §*2

Bunter looked puzzled.

SONLeng” he  stammerved.
for "' :

“ Lying Fathead " said Hazeldene.

M Oh, really—"

““Ha, ha, ha!" roared Tom Brown.

“ Look here, you fellows—"

“Ten't that vour name?” demanded Hazeldene.

“No, it jolly well 1s0't, and—"

¢ Fow do vou know, if you've lost your memory %

““Ha, ha, ha " = . ;

And Hazeldene and Brown went into their study, leaving
Billy Bunter blinking furiously.

if lost memolee

“3W.w.what do they stand
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hammer, *“Ohl Ow! Hellup! Keep him ofl,” yelled the fat junlor,

| Billy Bunter dashed down the corrldor at top speed, and after him rushed Alonzo Todd, brandishing the

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Only Way.

ARRY WHARTON stirred the fire in Study No. 1,
and the kettle began 1o sing. Frank Nugent had
turned the poached eggs out of the pan, and there
was guite a fragrant scent ‘in the study, Hurrce

Jamset Ram Siogh, the nabob of Bhanipur, with a smils
like unto a full-moon upeon hiz dusky visage, was cuttin

bl‘ﬂ‘ﬂ.dvﬂ.ﬂd-butkl&r. The threo chums looked very vosy an

comfortable in their brightly-lighted study.  They had
been ot football practice since afternoon school and they
had e¢xcellent appefites for tea. In case eggs and bread-
and-butter and bloater-paste should not satisfy them, there
was a. big cake on the table, which would fill up—as Nugent
EKI'IT-ESEETI it—any space that might be Ieft.

“Well, I'm hungry !” Nugent remarked, as he zat down.
“Make the ten, my son. We shall beat the Upper Fouith
in the next match !™

“ Easily !" =aid Wharton, as he poured boiling water
into tho teapot, and a fragrant scent of tea arose. *“The
‘team are in hne form 1"

“ Alonzo Todd wants to play again.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

f*The ha-ha-hafulness 1s terrific!” remarked Hurree Ram
Bingh. “The playfulness of the csteemed Todd is the
sepsonful joke I

The chums laughed as they sat down to tea. lonzo
Todd, the Duffer of Greyfriars, had been ambitious to he-
come a footballer, and by sepecial wish of the Head
Wharton had given him a chance. Buf nothing would have
induced the Remove to play the Duffer again; he was too
terrible.

Nugent poured out the tea.
of the study opened.

NEXS. " THE GREYFRIAR'S CLOWN.”
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As he was doing so, the door

A Splendid Tale of Ha
By

Billy Bunter walked in. .

The ehumsz of the Removo stared ot him. 1§ was some
time since Bunter had ceaszed to be an occupant of Study
No. 1, but he-could never be made to understand that his
company was not yearned for there. He had a way of
turning up at meal-times that was distinctly exnspecating,
for the juniors liked a chat over their tea, and Billy Bunler
always made things uncomfortable. Bunter had o way of
monaopolising the conversation, for one thing, and he had
only one topie—the wonderful abilities of William George
Bunter. And a fellow could get fed un with that in-the
long run.

“Halle I said Nugent abruptly.

‘Bunter blinked at him.

“d vou speal: to me ™ he asked.

“Yes, I.did. What do you want?"

“ Oh, really—""

“* There's the door!” Whorton sugpasted.

And Hurres Jamset Tam Singh remarked that the door-
fulness was terrific.

Bunter blinked at them indignantly.

“1 say, you fellows, I suppose a chap can come into his
own =ztudy "' he exclaimed.

Es Ell?:l?‘

“* What?”

Biily Bunter settled himsclf comfortably in the armchair
—tho armechair that anybody elze seldom had an opportunity
of é.ming when Bunter had been a regular inmate of the
study.

The three juniors waiched him with amazement. Bunter's
conlness took their broath away.

The fat jurior blinked over the fea-table.

“I'l have cggs!” he said. “ Any ham?"

"YWhat do vou want "

Wharton & Co. at Greyliriava.

FRANK RICHARDS,
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# No 't sald Wharton slowly., “There’s no ham-—and no
eggs—lor youl”

“ (Oh, really——"

“The unwelcomefulness of the hengurable Bunter is
tecrific,” Hurree Singh remarked., ' If he would take his
estoemed departure, 1t would be the boonful blessing ™

Y Oh, really, Inky—"

“ Buzz off, Buntar !"

“I'm jolly well not going to leave my own sludy," said
Bunter.

** Lack here, you young ase,’” said Harry Wharton angrily,
"“what do you moan? You know thut you changed ocut of
this study weeks ago, as well as we do.”

0k Eh?’

“You chanzed out of this study weeks ago,' shricked
Wharton. " You know that perfectly well”

“ What "

“You know vou changed——"

"¥You needn't shount,” gaid Bunter, * I'm not deaf.
know what you're t-u!i—:ing aboutk

Wharton gasped.

“ What's my what }"?

“ Name."

" MName !
rmean !t

Bunter passed 2 hand across his brow.

1 seem to remember it,”" he murmured.

The chums of the Remove lixald their eves upon him. They
were heginning to understand, and their eyes were Leginning
to gleam.

O, you scem to remember at, de youl"
Wharten ominously,

" Ye-cz,"' said BPunter slow!y,

" Your namel"

L ?Eﬁa’l

Y Oh, yvour name s Greedy Pis i

“Oh, really——"

* There's the door, Bunter.”

“Is my name Bunteri?®

Yoz, vour name's Bunter, and you're going cul,” sad
Frank Nugent. * You'd bhetter go while you've got a
chanes"™

“1'm not going out of my own siudv,’ said Dunter. “If
I changed ocut, what study did T change inte? I don'c
remember.”

“ Lost your memory again ™

“ ¥z, that must be ot

“* Ha, ha, hai”

“0Oh, really, vou fellows-——" ]

“ ook here,” oxclaimed Wharton impatiently—© look here,
Bunter, vou can't spoof us with a yarn hike that., Y our minor
—Bamny— triedd 1t on, and it wouldn't work,”

“ Wha's Sammy 7
— ¥our minor,”

“ Have I got a minor 1

“You'll have a thick ear soon,” roared Wharton exaspe-
rated. I tell you vou can't take us in, you fat duffer. You
vught to tell the truth. You're the stupidest har I've ever
come aeross.  Stop ik Y

“T zay, you fellows, I've lost my memory, vou know™

Y Last time you Jost your memory you lost your appebite,
too,” grinned Frank Nugent. I suppose it's the same this
time."

Bunter shook his head quickly.

“0Oh, no!" he exclaimed. Tt seoms= to have had quiie
g Jdifferent effect this time; in fact, guite an opposite effect,
1'm hunery.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”"

“ Blessed if I see anvihing to cackle at. T may be seriously
ill, vou Enow, cspecially if I don't have some nourishment

: I don's
What's your pame?”’

My name’s Wharvton, you chump. What do you

siid Harey

"YWhat i3 may nameci”
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in time. I'm a rvather delicate chap, and I require constang
nourishment to keep me going at oll.  Look here, you fellows,
I'm expecting a postal-order this evening.”

“ Ha, ha, ha! ¥You haven't lorgotten that!"

! I—i—f—real]y—r—” ]

“ Look hore,” said Whartan, ** when Bunter lost his memouy
last time, he recovercd through having a burmp on the head
i the same place. The best thimg we can do to restore him
naw is to try the same means.”

**Hear, hear ! shouted Nugent.

Y 1—=I say, you fellows, I don’t think it would he any
good this time,” stammerved Billy Bunter, * You—yon zec,
the eiwrcumstaneces are dilferent, and—and——""

“ Never mind; we'll try it,” zaid Nugent.

“But I say !

“Hold him while I get the poker,”™ said Ilarry Whartan,
making a dive towards the grate,

Bunter ]umc{se:] un in alarm,

MNugent made a rush at him, and collared him holf-way {0
the door. Bunter squirmed in his grasp, yelling furviously,

“Qw-ow! Help! Murder! Yow!™

“ Hold him [" roared Wharton,

“The holdfulness is tervific.”

"¥Yow! Muorder! Help!" shricked Bunter.

“Weo've got him ™

Billy Bunter struggled desperately: but Nuogent had him
uii one side, and Hurree Jam:zet Ham Singh on the othern
They dragged hon back from the door towarls Whartan.

Wharten brandished the poker fercciously in the air.

“Shove his head down on the table, and hold it there,” ke

r!-:ﬂgimf-f]. “I'Il bring the poker down on it with Loth
paseds,

“Ha, ha, ha! All ri@'ht,”

“Yow! Heolp! You'll brain me! Yoaw!™

CRet! said Nugent elegantly. * You ean’t brain a chap
unless ha has brains, and you haven't any, Bonter, or you'd
hive shown some sign of it before now.” Go it, Whartan [7

“Yarooh! Help!™

“* Hold him !’

Bunter's head was jammed down on the table, amd, in epito
of the fat junior's straggles, Nugent and Hurree Singh Lol
him there. Wharton swung the poler in the air with bLoth
]'I.'!_HIIH-

Crash ]

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Looking for Bunfer,

RASIT!
G The poker desconded with a terrific concussion, not,
of course, upon Billy Bunter’s head, but upon a chaie
_ standingr & vard away from him. The blow made the
chair dance, but Billy Bunter roared as if ho had recoived it.
" Yow! Yarcoh! Murder! Help!™
The door was flung open. Tom Brown and Hareldone, and
Ozilvy and Skinner eame crowding in, with other fellpws
hisbund them.
“What's the matter ™
“What 1= 1t ¥
** Faith, and who's doin' the murther ¥
Bunter wrenched himself away from the chums of the
Eemove.
(11 Dw [TT

“Help '™ he roared,
What's the matter "

* Ha, ha, ha!™
“ ¥ou're not hurt,
roared  Harry Wharton,

“*8top him !
ooy,

Bunter mzde & wild break for the door.

e burst through the crowd of Removites like a {hunder-

brandishing the

helt. His weight forced a passage, ond he spun out gasping
inia the passage.

“0Ow 1 he panted. " Yow ! They're mad! Ielp! Mur-
tdor! Ow ™

“* Biop him 7
“Cedlar him

Billy Bunter broke into a wild run, amd went down the
passaga at top speed.

* But what on earth’s the matter " demanded Doatstenode,

“1Ta, ha, ha! Bunter's lost his memory again’

“ My hat ™

“And T was goirg to restore it by giving him o shock,”
Hurry Wharton explained, as he tossed the poker into tho
geate, " But he wouldn't have i,

*1l1a, ha, ha ¥

“hicar me ! exclaimed Alonzo Todid, coming along the
rassaze.  "Dear me! My dear Wharton, 15 it wossthle? Is
Bapley :;uff{-:rlug from & recurrine attack ¥

* 1o, ha! Noj; he's only spoching.”

[ trust, Wharten, that vou arve not suspecting Buntoer of
deception upon  insuffigent grounds,”” sad Tadd seriouvaly.
My Unele Beojamin alwars impreszed upon me that anc

Boe thias week's numbor of
*"THE BOYES HERALD." ld4.



ghould never be too hasty in doubting any statement, however
ramarkable,”

“Wall, Bupter's statements are a little too remarkable,'
grinned Nugent. ** He's trving to spoof us, that's all.”

1 trust that iz the case, Nugent. I trust that Bunter is
not suffering from a relapse. I think, under the cireanm-
atances, however, that it would be judicious and advisahle to
interview Bunter, and obtain an explicit statement from him
upon this subject,' said Todd, with a fine flow of language,
due to the careful training of his Uncle Benjamin.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ My dear fellowg—-""

““ Ha, ha, ha!™

Alonzo Todd departed in search of Bunter. The juniors
dispersed, laughing, and Harry Wharlon & Uo. were at liberty
to go on with their tea. Alonzo Todd’s Tace was very serious.
Todd took all things seripusly, and he bad been known to
believe even Billy Bunter's statements, which <howed an
oxtraordinary eredulousness. The other fallows never dreamed
of believing Bunter, even when he was by some mysterious
chance, telling the truth. Thal\; knew the Owl of the Remove
too well. ut it was probable that if Todd lived to the
venerable age of Methuselah, he would never lose the simple
trustfulness of his nature.

Billy Burter had disappeared from the Bemove guarters.
Under the impression that Flarry Wharton was in earnest in
the idea of applying the Fn!—mr as a cure, Dunter had fled
at top speed.  Alonzo Todd hurried downstairs after him, but
ithe Owl of tha Remove was not to be seeu. ;

“My dear S8kinner!” exclaimed Todd, giving Skinner, of
the Remove, & dig in the ribs with a bony knuckle. ** My
dear—"' X

0w ! gasped Bkinner.

“T'm so sorry, Skinner., Did T startle youI"

“Dw! You ass! You've punctured me [ '

“I'm so sorry. But have you scen Bunter? T am losking
for Bunter,” Todd explained. “ He is suffering (rom a
relapse, according to the statement he appears to have made
to Wharton, and I wish o ascertain the precise facts.' ‘

‘i Batter look in Loder’s study,' said Skinner, rubbing his
injured rib. “ You ass! If you poke me like that again-—="

“I'm so sorry! But W{El-ﬁ shouid Bunier be doing in
Loder's study " )

Skinner grinned. Loder was the worst-fempered prefect in
the school, and it seemed to Skinner an excellent joke to
send Todd inguiring into his study.

“ Loder's hiding him.” he explnined. * He knows you
want to see him, and he's hiding him in his study.™

“ My goodness!” ejaculat lonzo. )

“ 1 should advize you to walk right in and ask for him,”
s2id Skinner. ' If Loder cuts up rusty, explain to him that
he has no right to lock up juniors in his cupboard.” .

“ Oh, certamnly ! It s h.-ﬂl“lt; cruel and inconsiderate of Loder
to act 1n sach & manner. am sure my Uncle Benjamin
would regard it as extremely reprehensible.”

“I'm sure he wonld,”” asreed Skinner.

Todd ran off to the Sixth Form passage, and knocked af
Loder's door and opened i, I

Lader was at tea with Carne and Ionides, of the Bixth.
The three seniors looked at Todd in a far from cordial
manner.

“ What do yvou want " demanded Loder. .

“ Please, Loder, ['m looking for Bunter,” Todd explained
mildly.

“ Punter ! He's not here."

Tadd loocked at him reprovingly. :

“ My dear Loder, I am sorry to see you departing from
the truth. JIf yom 'hald had the advaniage of being trained
by my Uncle Benjamin—-" _

“ et out!”

* Tut, Duntor—="

+7 toll you he's not here ! velled Loder. 1

“ Exeuso me, Loder, but I have on several oveasions known
vou to depart from the strict line of "”m”".-"'-h said Todd.
i Under tha givcumstances, I am sure you will not object to
my looling in your cupboard.”™

“M-m-my eupboard " gasped Loder. i i

“Yes. f; the Head knew that you focked a junior up
in your cuphaard I am suve he would express the strongest
disapproval.™ )

The three seniors exchanged rlances, and rose to their
feet. Todd had verily ventured into the lion’s den in coming
nmong the threo blackest sheep of the Sixth. DBut the well-
known Duffer of Greyfoiars did not think of that. Ile waa
only anxious about Bitly Bunter.

“ Pray let me look in your cupboard, Toder—-~"

Lodor waved his hamd towards the cnpboard.

* Look, then!” he said. )

Tadd advameed unsuspiciously mlo the study., He orossed
to the cupboard, and the three seniers peomptly placed them-
selves hoetween bim and thefdoor.

“ Collar the cad " shouted loder,

“ My dear Loder Yow!" .

Loder, Ionides, and Carno seized the junior tozether. They
whirled him to the deor. Loder caught a pat of butter from
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the table and jammed it into Todd's face, and then tho
three seniors, with simultaneous kicks, sent the Removswe
Hyimg into the passare.

0w I roared Alonzo.

“*Ha, ha, ha!™

Todd sprawled along the passage on his hands and knees,
ITe wasz blinded with butter, He sat up dazedly, and biinked
blindly at the sethors.

“M-m-my dear fellows—"

“Tn, ha, ha!™

“T regard this unseemly proceeding as

Loder slaommed the door. Todd stagpgered to hiz fock,
wiptng the butter out of his eyes with his handkerchief.

“Doar me!” he mumnured. T eannot but regard this
condiet as ruffianly in the extreme. My Unclo Benjamin
would be shocked—nay, disgusted! T think, upen the whale,
I will not pursue my search for Bunter at present.”

And Todd hurrted away to wash the butter off his face in
the Romove dormaitery, Az he entered the dormeitory thero
was a howl of alarm from tho darkness theve.

“Ow ! Heep off, you idiot!"

“Dear me! It is Bunter! Heo is not in Loder’s study
at all! Bkinner must have been mistaken !” exclaimed Todd,
i amarement. .

“* Keop off, you ass! If vou touch me with that poker——"

Cne “IMagnet”™  on%,
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“ My dear Bunter——"

“ Hallo! Is that vou, Toddi"

“Yes, my dear Bunter! Why are vou here in the
darkness?”

“J—I thought 1t was Wharten!"” panted DBunter., ' I-—I
was hiding from the mad duffer! He was gang to brain
me with a poker! Ave you sure he's not with youl”

" Quito sure, my dear Bunter.” :

Todd turned on the lght. Dilly Bunter was sitting on a
bed, gasping for breath. The Duffer of Greyfriars Hlled lris
washstand basin with water, and procecded to wash his fave,
Then, as he towelled it, he addressed Bunter.

“ My dear Bunter, I hear that you have .a relapse—'

“RhT sand Bunter.

“You have o relapse——""

“Na, I haven't 1" saud Dunter,

“ But Wharton said—=—" .

“ Never mand what Whaiton said ! T haven't got anvthivs

of the kind?" said Billy DBuster, ~Doos it belong to
Wharton ¥
Y ERYT

Y Has lie lost one?”

Y O0ne what?" .

“Tho thing vou said T had,” said Bunter peevishiv—"a
relapse, or something, I never took anything frem the study.
Under the circumstanoss, I would scorn 1o touch anything
that belonged to Wharten or any of those beasts !

“ 1 portaindy understeod from Wharton that vou had a
relapse, Bunter, but if it is not true—"" said Todd, very
much puzzled.

“(f course it isn't!

“ Whoso was what ¥

* Tha relapas, asat”

#[—1 fear that you do not quita vnderstand me, Dunter,
T was refertfmr to a redurn of your former illnoss—loss ol
memory.”” !

“Oh, T see ! szid Bunter peevashly,
suv 20, then?"”

“ My dear Dunter——""

A viecant look came over Dunter's face.

“Eh?' he exclaimed. ** What did you call me?"”

* Buntor." .

“ Iz that my name "' sad Bunter.

“ Ve indead ! Have vou forgotten?”

“Yeu!” pasped Bunter, 'I—I've Jost my memory !

Whose was i’

“Why couldn't you

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mrs. Mimble Does Not Play Up.

LONZO TODD losked very much eoncorncd. [
towelled his Face anc refastencd hi< collay, and thioo
carne over to Bunter, with a very sympathetic expres-
gion upen his =imple face,  He saf beside Buapter on

the bed. and took his band. Dunter watched the proceeding
i some amazemnedat.

“ My dear Bunter,” said Todd, ™ pray allow me to hobl
vour hand., You may derive comfart frem dit, You have
last your memory again?'”

CWes M moeancd Dunter.

“To yvou remember my name’”

DBunter blinked at him with o far-away exprossion,

#1s 6 Wharton?"" he asked,

“Indecd it is not "

 Nugent, theni"”

“ Not at all, my poor Bunter!”
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“I think I've heard those names before,” said Bunter,
passing a hand across his brow.

“You bave indeed, Bunter! My name js Todd. ™’
H;T%El! It seems familiur, somechow, Is your other name

ry?

** No; that is Wharton’s othor nama. My Christian name
is-Alonzo. I was named after my Uncle Benjamin's hrother,
my Uncle Alewro, who unfortunately died before T was
borm. My Unclo Benjomip, however, assures me that I am
very like him,” said Todd. My rose iz very similar, and
my vowee—-"

“I'm hungry ! said Bunter.

Lt ma! The last tme yvou lost your memory you lost
your appetite—-—="

“"Huave I logd my memory before?' asked Bunter vacantly.

“Oh, certainly! We were all very sorry. I am sure,
Bunter, that the whole Remove will be very sympathetic
whent they lwarm of vour relapse,% said Todd. *'I have,
however, & plan for curing you."

"I—1 think that perhaps & good square meal would sed me
up again,’’ said Bunter, 40 & faint voloe., M Buppose we come
to the tuckshop, Todd?

" Certainly, my dear Bunter!”

Bunter rose from the bed with alacrity, and jerked bis
fat hand away from Alonza. He was all sctivity at onee.

“Como on, then " he exclaimed.

“With pleasure, my dear Bunter! I hope that amid
famihiar surroundings you may recover your mémory.”

And Bunter led the way to the tuckshep., Mrs. Mimble,
who kept that little but well-patremized establishment behind
the elms in a corner of tha Eilase, did pot look with an eve
of favour upan Billy Burnter e5 he entered. The Owl of the
Remove owed her too long an account alreadwy, and that
afternoon he had been sceking—unsuccessfully—io add a few
mora Hems to it

Bunter feil on the little counter with a moan of exhaustion.

* My dear Bunter," said Todd enxicusly, ““if wou think
that a foed would =et you up——"'

“I'm sure it would!"” groaned Bunter

“What would you like? Iz there anything spceial that
vou eould faney, my Jdear Buptor ' b

“JT—1I think I might havo pork-pies to begin with.'™

*“ And what elve, my poor followi”

“ Jam-tarts.”

“How many !

“0Ohy I thick & dozen might do—say two dozen

T Very good. Pleass serve Bunter, Mrs. Mimblee He
haz had & relapse, and bas lost his memory again, and he
thinks he may recover if ke is fed.”

“[—I'm sure of i£!1"” moined the fat jurior

" Please serve Bunmter quickly, Mrs. Mimble "

Mm. Mimble wore & very grim expressfon. She was not
guite 5o mmple ay the Duffer of Greyirars.

" Master Bunter can have all that he can pay for,”” she
answered tartly.

"My dear Mrs. Mimble, &t such a time as this——"

W Neoneense, Master Todd (™

1 fear, Mrs. Mimble, that my Uncle Benjamin would
regard your conduct with the greatest disapprobation. Ilow-
evar, a3 Mra, Mimbla will not serve you for some reason
without beimg paid, Bunter, perhaps you had better see if
you have socme money,”

Burier biinked at him.

* M I—IP'm expecting & postal-order this evenine, Todd, but
until it comes [ haven't any ready cash,”™ he remarked. °1
supposs you could stand—"'

“Certaindy, my dear Bunier! T will stand with plensure
if you wish to =it down, as there = only one seat here.”

Y Ass! I mean——"'

"My dear Bunter—"

U =1 mean, my dear fellow, I mean vou can stand a hit
of a [eed now, and I will ectile up out of my postal-order,”
srid Bunter.

“I'm so sorry——

“OF course, it's certain to come ! said Bunter. ** A titled
friend of mine is sending it, and there's simply no possible
doubt ahoui, it.™

“1 do not doubt your word for o momaont, my dear Bunter,
but, vafortunately, et the present moment I have no cash,
If you have the ten shillings of mine which vou uead by
mistake, and which you were going to repay me—""

Buntar snorted.

“ Fathead "

“ My dear Bunter——"

“I=1 mean, I've forgotten all about it. I—X feel very
F?,i_r%t.” said Bunter. " Are you sure you haven't got any
tin '*

“"TI'm so sorry—""

“ Porhaps you could borrow somoe——"

Todd shook his head.

“My Umncle Benjamin always impressed upon me, my
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dear Bunter, never to borrow, and I promised him I would
not,” said the Duffer of Greyirtarg sadly.
*Well, he i=n't here now, and hwenwn}n't knop—""

J——

“Are you going to stand

Y ou shock me!
“Look heral'” roared Buntoer,
mo soma grub, or ain’t you®’ |
* Under thoe circumstances, I fear it is impossible. Perhape
Mrs. Mimble will be good emough to allow you to run a
small agcount—="

“Which T won't, not if it was ever o "' said Mrs. Mimble
emphatically. " And you'll oblige me by not coming into
my ehop and worriting & poor widow woman i1f you don't
intend to buy anything, so there —-"

“Under tho peculiar circumstances of the case, my dear
Mra. Mimble——""

Y Nonsonse, Master Todd 1"

"My dowr—-=""

Mrs. Mimble sniffed, and tarned away. TE was pretty elear
that she would never Msten to the voice of the charmer.
Tacdd turned a commiserating plance upon Bunter.

“I'm so =orry, Bunter, but the method :!.r-:mbrmpnm for
combating your relnpse is apparently impracticable,’

“ You—you aza!" grunted Bunter, sliding off the stool,
and blinking at Alonzo wrathfuily through his big speetacles.
“Y¥ou chump! What did you bring me here for, then?

1 maturzlly supposed you wished to make purchases,
and—""

' Fathead 1!

“ My dear Bunfer—"

“&illy gs! Chump! Cuckoo!™ ;

“There is, however, another method by which your lost
memory might be restored,” said Todd eagerly. “ 1 shill
ba only too happy to offer my services. Wharton's idea of
unzing the poker, to counteract the strange effect upon your
brain by a sccond shock, was really quite feasible. I ehould
be glad ta give you & shock with either a poker or 2 hammer—
perhaps a_hammer would answer the purpose better,” said.
Alonzo  thoughtfully, “If wyou are- wiling, my dear
Bunter——"

“YWou dangerous pss!” roared Dunter.

“My dear Bunter, T shall be only too nleased to try. In
fact, f‘wiil make the experiment mow, using this soda-syphon
instead of a hammer. y dear Bunter—"'

But dear Bunter had fed.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
The Unbelievers,
HJ‘LR.RY WHARTON eat up in bed, and vawned, as the

" Bunier!

clang of the rising-bell came sounding through the
MOTnIng &air. ) :
. The early sunlight was struggling in at the windows
of the Remove -i:vrmitﬂr:;.

Clang, clang, elang !

The bell was ringing with vicious emphasis, only too in-
dicative of the mm:fi ans'l[ngi the porter, waa in as he rang.

Gosling did not like early rising. The only satisfaction n
the matter, to him, was the fact that he could make others
rise also. And Gosling put a great desl of vim into the
ringing of the rising-hell,

“ Time!" zaid John Bull. :

““] believe that chap gets up specizlly early on cold
mornings to make us turn out!” grumbled Hazeldene,
" Yow!

“ Yaow-aw-aw!"

Willing or unwilling, wakeful or yawning, the Remove
had to turn out. The whole Form rolled out of bed, with
one exception. The exception was William George Buntor.
The Owl of the Remove lay blinking at the other fellows as
l.he_].r wished or dressed.

“Time to get up, fatty ! said Harry Wharton,

in I.:h?!!

“ Time to get up.™

# What " K &

“ Can't you hear the rising-bell?” bawled Bob Cherry.

Bunter blinked at him.

“ Riging-bell ! What's o rising-bell ¥ he asked.

The juniors gasped. Bob Cherry stared at Bunter blankly.

4 vour silly rocker?? he asked. ' What duffer’s game
ara you playing now '’

“(¥h, really i

“ (et up, vou fet duflee!

“1 don't think I shall rise thiz moerning,'"" said Bunter,
“Tell my father 1 can’t come down to brekker.”

“Your father!” said Nugent.

. “k'&'us. Ain't T at home?"” asked Dunter, with & wondeving
CHIK.

“ My hat !

“ He's at i again M

I4 %!:mﬁng !_ll

“My dear fellows," said Alonze Todd, looking distressed.
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'« Look here, I'm going to sleep,” sald Billy Bunter. *I— - Yow! Ooochl” The contents of the water-
’ jugs descended upon the fat juclor in one fell swoop, and Bunter was swamped! (fes page 26,)

"It is evident that Bunter has lnst his memory. We should
bhe Eent.lre-. with him. I am sure that that i3 what my Uncle
Benjamin would recommend. under the cncamstances.”

* Yes, I'll be gentle with him, if-he doesn’s get up,” =aid
Eanf.‘-hcrry. “Tarn out, vou [at duffer! Wo don't believe

" “The don't believefnlness of Bunter's esteemed lics is
tevrific.™

“ I—I .sa¥, you fellows, I—I don't know who yvou are.”

* Bunter has lost his memory, and imagines he -is at home,™
said Todd., Tt i3 veey touchine, I koow T am couched,”

*Yes, [ know you are, toa,” said Nugent, tappng s fore-
head sipmibicant]y.

“ Ha, ha, ha!" rosred the juniors.

“ My dear Mugent——"

*“I—I sav, I think I'll have my breakfast in bed,” said
Dunter, ""Let one of the footmen Dbring 1r oup, orv the
butler. T don’t mind."

“*He must have lost his memory,” said Bkinnes. " You
see. he's forgotten that he lives over a grocer’a zhop when
he's at home.™

* Ha, ha. ha!"” :

1 den't!™ roared Bunter. * You've s beast. Skinner!
Your know jolly well that T doo't live over a grocer’s shop !

* Ha, ha, ha! He's recovering his memory’”

The Bemovites roared.

“1 -Leay, you fellows. I -I<lon't know who you are’

Flarry Wharton came towards the fai junmior’s bed, with &
gvim expressign upon his countenance. That Bunter should
rall ey sepmed to be in the nature of things, He wes seldom
known to tell anything else. The juniors had learned to take
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that patientiv. DBut that he should tell perfectly obvious lirs,
and expect the fellows to believe them, was too exasperating.
The Removites felt that it was an insult to their intelligenee.

“ You've losk your memory, have you?" asked Wharton.

Billy Bunter eved the ecaptain of the Remove spprehea-
sivaly., D3ut he stuck to his guns. He never could see when
an untruth was played.ont.

“Yeoes” he stammered. " Who ave you?’

“ ¥ou fancy that vou've at honve, in your father's house,
aon’'t youd'

Y Y ep0n

“ Better fancy that Tin your father, then, and that your
father’s licking you for not getbing up in the morning,” said
Harry, tearing the bedelothes off the fat junior, and apanking
him vpon his exceedingly plump limbs,

Spank, spank, spank!

“ Yarooh!” roared Bunter, jumping up.

Snanl;, spank !

“Yow! Yoop!™

Bunter rolled out of bed on the other side, and stood zasn-
ing and blinking furioualy at Wharton across the bed.

*Ow !l he volled, *“Yow! You boast, Wharton'! You—"
“ Hallo, ha.‘lln::-, hallo! He remembers your pame now,

* Yow—ow "

Harry."
“Ha, ha. ha!" :
“Ow! Yow!l Yoop! Groa!"

Bunter gasped and suorted, but he did not get inko bed
azgain., He proceeded to dress himaelf, snorting and grunting.
all the time with suppressed indignation. His new schemes dil
not seem Lo be working out very well, so far. He had found
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enly ome believer, In Alonzo Todd. But Billy Bunter did
nat give up hope yot.
¢ Remove went down, Bunter being the last down. It
cocurred to Bunter that, as was szaid of old, the
g?ﬂp}lﬁt is 7t honoured in his own country. The Remove
it not beliove him; but the Upper Fourth might, and he
might get some sympathy among the seniors, especially with
Wing the captain of Greyfreers, and the hindest-hearted
chap in’the uE'pm' sehonl,

Temple, Dabney & Ca., of tha Upper Fourth, were stand-
ing telking in tho hall when Bunter came down. Bunter
rolled up to them with s pathotic expression on hig face, aud
they looked at him curiously.

g5 ! qaf, you fellows——"" he began.

. ple waved his hand.

% 1" he replied. ' 'We haven't any money to advance
oo postal-orders.  We know you're receiving half-a-dozen
from titled fricnds this afterncon ; but we can’t moke & loan
in advance. Wo don’t want to put capital in any scheme for
meking beaps of money. ¥ou can go further.”

“ Oh, rather " said Dabney.

Run away and play,” said Fry, “ond stop twisting your
sail;.- face up liko that ; it gives me a pain.”

“Ohb, really!” said Bunter. “I—I was going to ask you
s small favour——"'

“ No cash," said Temple,

“'Oh, rather!”

;‘ Not to give away, at alkevents,” Frv remarked.

‘T—1 don’t want any money !’

_The three Fourth Formers gave a dramatie start. They
fixed looks of the most intonse and anxious alarm on Bunter,

.1 E-nu don't want any moncy " they gasped.

o I—

" ¥eou're 1l1 1"

ad Hﬂ; I_‘_____‘IP

“ But you must be,"” paid Temple argumentatively. “Tt's
tho first timo I've seen you when you don’t want to borrow
money. Have you ever geen hium like this before, Dab

*{Oh, rather not!™

" Have you, Fry!"

* Naver,'™ said Fry cmphatically,

" You'd better see a dector,” said Templo, looking kindiy
ot Bunter. ' Perhaps vou ought to go into the sanatoriom.
It may be serious.”

ST gab, you fellows, don't play the giddy ox, vou know.
Would i‘nu mind felling me my mame?’ smid DBunter
parhetically.

“ Your what "' gasped Temple.

" My name.”’

“Name! What do vou mean?'

* I—I've forgotten it, you see!™ stammered Dunter,

Temple comprehended. A gleam shot into hiz eves.

" Oh, you've lost your memory again!™ he exclaimed,

“Yes, that's it.”

** And you want to know your namei"
" Yes, please.™
“ Mu sen,” sard Temple blandly.
veu know—Baron Munchauson.”

* Ha, ha, ha!” roarcd Fry and Dabney,

“Oh, really, Temple!"

" Your second name js Rougemont,” explained Temple,
“and 1 Ehmli- 1:1:111 must have been christened Ananias, teo.”

L] ﬂ., Ia--.:”

The Fourth Formers walked eway, laughing heartily,

" Beasts ! murmured Billy Bunter.

The fat junior looked disconsolate. He eaught sight of
Wingate of the Sixth, leaving the house, in the fresh, morn.
ing sunlight, and rolled towards him.

“ I sey, Wingate I"" he ealled out.

But the captain of Greylrinrs was pgone. Billy Bunter
yolled out into the Close after him., and saw tha ecaptain
disappear by the gate into the Head's garden. And after a
moment’s hesitation, the Owl of the Remove follewed him.

“You'vre a baron,

-

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
In the Barrow.

183 ROBIE stepped out of the French window into
the garden.
Very bright and pretty tha young rirl looked, as sha
stepped into the sunlight, T{m Head's daughter was
leinly dressed—vary differently from the time when she had
on i!!a.demﬁiaeﬂe ﬂminu, the star of.the cirens. The story
of the recovery of tha Head's lost ¢hild from the hands of the
cirous adventurcr, Lasalle, was still the talk of Greyfriars.
Wingate of the Sixth had been the means of it, and the friend-
ship which had existed between him and the civeus girl was
strengthened now that “ Mademoiselle Hosina ** had become
£l Hiu R{ﬁ:ie,“
Miss Rosie had a habit of early rising, and Wingate was
an_early riser, too. What more natural than that they
AGNET Linnary.—No. 163,
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should meet and talk cheerily for a few minutes of a morn-
ing in the Head’s garden? The talk, indeed, was simple
enough—the prospects of the little Sower-garden which Miss
Rosie had taken under her own special charge, and the foot-
ball prospects of the first eleven, of which Wingate was the
captain, and their friendship, and the circus days, and the
chango of surroundings for Miss Rosie, Dut they liked talk-
mg to one another, as youn Eedpln will,
mgate had just ran i# cap to Miss Rosio on the
arden path, when Billy Bunter srrived at the gate. The
short-sighted Junior did not see either of them, but he knew
that Wingate was there, and he opened the gate and
came 1. ingato looked round as he heard him, with an
expression of annoyance. Juniors were not allowed in the
Head's garden, excepting by special permission.

*It’'s Bunter,” said Wingate, in explanation to Miss osie,
as she glanced at the junior, ** a Remove boy."

Miss Hosia nodded. She had seen Bunter ‘befors, and she
did not like him, That was tho usual impression Bunter
made upon people, though nething would ever shake his
conviction that he had a faseinating way wih him,

“ What do you want, Bunter?™ asked Wingate,

Bunter looked at him vacantly.

¥ Did you address me?” he asked.

“ Yes, you young duifer,”

“Is my name Bunter ™

Wingate almost staggered. Miss Rosic locked curiously at
the fa¢ junior, It scemed to her that the boy must be out
of hiz mind.

“1s your name DBunter?" vepcated Wingate dazedly,
“What's this? What rot are you talking? I =suppoze you
know your own name,'

“1 don't, vou know,

[ 1] ‘vhﬂt !FF

“I—Tve lott my memory.”

Wingate looked hard at the fat junior. Ho krew all about
Bunter’s havg lost his memory onece, But he did not believe
it this time.

“ Don't talk nensense,” he said.  ** Get out of this garden |

Bunter blinked round him vacantly,

“Is thizs o gardem?'’ he asked.

“What I gasped Wingate,

“Is this & garden?"” he asked.

N i Pur me !” murmured Miss Rosle. % What an absuyd

uh‘r I.'F'

W [=T"ve lost my memaory,’” stammered Bunter.

Go out of this garden, Bunter.” said Wingata very
distinetly.

Bunter bhnked Tound him.

* Where shall I go?" he asked,

“ Back to the houss.”

“* What’s 2_house {

That quesMon was too much for Wingate. 1Te made a
quick step towards the Owl of the Remove, and Bunter started
back, trampling into the shrubbery,

Miss Rosie laid a detaining hand upon Wingate's arm.
Tho captain of Greyfriars remembered himself, and un-
clenched his fist,

“The young duffer’s trying to humbug me, for some
reason !’ he exclaimed. “ He lost his memory once, owing
to a is!'l-:rcll:. asnd now he's teying to make out he's lost it
again.

“I--Tve really lost if,=Wingate——''

* Ah, you know my name, however I*

Buanter reddened.

“ I—I—well, vou see—"

" Get out of this garden,” said Wingate angrily,

“What for!"” demanded Bunter.

“You know ‘gerfa::t-lyl well that juniors are not allowed in
the Head’s garden,” said Wingate sharply. He was flushed
with annovance, as he saw a row of junior heads alomg the
gutu_.,l ;-.-at{-l:ing ihe svene with amused grins. “Go out at
once !

““1s this the Heads garden®" asked Bunter,

“*You know 1t 1. Go out at once.™

“Who's the Head 1’

“ What "’

" Whe's the Head ¥ asked Bunter vacantly,

“ ¥You—you—-"

““Ha, ha, ha 1"

It was a laugh from the Juniors at the gate. Wingatas
looked over towards them. ~ But for the presence of Misg
Rosie, he would have taken Bunter by the collar and SWUng
him out of the garden in a very short time.

Lut he did not wish to give any exhibition of that sort
before Miss Rosie. He signed to Harry Wharton & Co. to
come info the garden.

" Bunter seems to have made up his mind to play the fool
here,”” he said.  **Will you fellows take him away 7"

1] “"ha_t_hﬂ !':_i

You sea—"
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il aﬂ._'fé i‘nu fellows—""

“ Don't hurt him,” said Wingate. *Just take him away ™

“ Right-ho ™

Miss Rosie and Wingate walked down the garden. Billy
Bunter stood amid a eircle of juniors, blinking at them appre-
hensively through his big spectacles,

£ 1-—1 say, you fellows——"" he began,

" This way, Bunter.”

“M-m-my name's not Bunter!

4 This way, Ananias !

(14 I_I__ i

" Here, shove him in the barrow and wheel him out [V
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

There was a shout of approval at once.

H Hear, hear 1™

“ Shove him in "

“Hasa, ha, hal"

“w! I say. you fellows—— TYow!"

* Ha, ha, ha "

Billy Bunter was promptly collared.

The gardener had left & wheelburrow, with a tub half full
of soil in it, standing by the side of the garden-path. The
juniors swung Bunter into the air, and in a8 moment he was
planted in the tub.

The [at junior struggled vioclently.

“Ow! Teggo! Lemmo ouct! Yah!

““ Ha, ha, ha ™

“Keep guict, Bunter.”

“Yow! I won't—oh—ow!"

“Tie his arms!"

“ Good !

“Yow! I won't be tied! Yah! Yaroch!™

Bunter said that he would not be tied; but: that did not
make any difference. Hu:: was tied all the same.

He siuut‘tﬂ&, gasping, in the barrel, only his head showing
above the top rim. He blinked furiously at the juniors.

“Yow! Lemme out! Yah!"

¥ Ha, ha, ha !"

“ Wheal him out.”

¥ Ot he goos.”

¥ Bhove away 1"

Harry Wharton raised the handles of the barrow, and
shoved away., The barrow moved off down the path, & crowd
of laughing juniors following.

Bunter panted and snorted in the barrow, but thersa was
ne escape for him,  He squirmed round the barrel, wiping
up a congiderable quoantity of earth with his clothes,

]—"

Healp 1™

“ Lemme out ! he roared,
“ Ha, ha, ha "
HVow! T—— Yah! Yaroop !

% Ha, ha, ha!"

¥ Wheel him oui I

* Ha, ha, ha 1™

The juniors velled with laughter as they followed the
harrow. Right down to the gate Wharton rushed it, and
Nugent held the gate open for tha barrow to pass through.
Billv Bunter was rushed through into the Close.

“Yow !" he roared.  Help! Oh!™

In his struggles he overturned the barrow., The tub shot
out, and Billy Bunter shot out with it.

ump !

“Ow! Yow! Yarooh!" roared the Owl of the Remove.

And the juniors yelled.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

e ——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Sudden Cure.

HERE were signs of wear and tear about Billy Bunter
when he turned up in the Remove Form-room for
morning lessons. The fat junior seemed quite *done
in,” as he would have called it, by the experiencez he

had gone through in the Head's garden. But the Artful
Dodgor of the Remove was far from giving wp his idea. If
the Iiemove were unbelieving, and the seniors sceptical, thera
yremained the masters; and if he could convinea his own
Ferm-master, or the Head, that he had lost his memaory,
Bunter folt that it would be * all serene.” If he could get
excused lessons, that was something, at all events, to the
lazicst slacker in Greyiriars.

My, Quelch, the master of the Remove, did not look a
promising subjeck for deception, certainly. Bunmtor had tried
1‘Ellt-rllﬂ1]|1LIlblI1 on him, with lamentable results to Bunter.
Bunter had tried him with almost every excuse for shirking
work, but excuses were of little avail with the inflexiblo
Form-master. .

But if Bunter lost his memory again,. even Mr. Quolch was
bound to unbend. Bunter knew that he had been wvery
concerned on the last oecaszion.

Billy Bunler came into the Form-room a little late. The
boys were already in thor places, and Mr. Quelch looked
round sharr-l;.r a5 the late-comer came in.

“ Bunter I he rapped out.
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.T_he Owl of the Remove walked straight on without

reg’]‘yin . 5

T. %uelch stared mt him In astonishmént. He ~was

accustomed to peculiar little manners and customs from Billy

Bunter; but open disrespect of this sort guite took the

Remove-master’'s breath away.

i B'LI ﬂtﬂl" lu

Bunter rolled on.

“My hat!"” murmured Harry Wharton. "“The young ass
iz pl.%iing hiz tricks on Quelchy ! He will be scalped.”

“The ma1pfu1nass will be terrific 1"

“ ! Bunter ! :

Bunter took no motice. Mr. Quelch strode towards him,
and grasped him by the shoulder, and shook him.

“ Bunter, what do you mean?"

£l Eh lil”

“ How dare yon not reply to me?"

“ What 7" i =

“1 spoke to you three times, Bunter.

“ Certainly not.”™

“Then why did you not anawer me, boy*"

#J]—Jo—— ‘Who are you, sir?”

“What! You know who I am.”

“I1—1 don't, sir,"" said Bunter, blinking at him vacantly.
1 don’t remember ever socing vou befors, sir."

Mr. lch looked searchingly at him., For a moment he
feared t Bunter was reslly suffering from s relapse, and
that his memory had gone again,

But one look’ at Bunter's furtive mouth and :‘niﬂ% eves
convinced him of what way really the case—that the Owl of
glli_a Remove was attempting to make capital out of his lste
illnpas.

‘* Bunter,”” he said, in ominous tones, ' you had better be
careful what you say! T am not to be deceived.”

“1 don't know you, sir.”

“1 am your Form-master.”

Bunter blinked at him.

“ What's a Form-master, sir?"

Mr. Quelch compresied his lips.

“1 don't know this place,” said DBunter, blinking round
the Form-room. * Who are all these fellows? I'vo never
seen them bhefore.™

* Bunter 1™

“ 15 this a school, sir?"

** Yes, Bunter, this is a school.™

1 auigmse I belong to it, as I'm here,” said Bunter, with
a puzzled look. *Would you mind telling me my pame,
sie?

" Bunter.”

“ Bunter, sir? I—I thought it was—was Wharton or
something.” said DBilly Bunter. “ T can't remembor.”

““Bo you have lost your memory again, Bunter?'

“JI—1 foar so, sir.”’

“ What is the cause of iti'

“I—I don’t know,” said Bunter.. “I—I think it may be
due to overwork, sir, and to having too little nourishment,
SirT.

“I do not think that can be the cause, Bunter. You are
uite sure that you have lost your memory ! asked Mr.
uelch quietly.

** Yaz, sir.”

* You do not remember my name "

1] H'CI-,. -Eil‘.”

“ Nor your own name?"

L4 NG,. airl‘l‘i

The Remove held their breath. Bunter's nerve astounded
them—but his stupidity surprised them still morg. All of
them could see that Mr. Queleh did not in the least believe
his claim to have lost his memory once more, and that the
fat junier had not the elightest chance of tonvincing the
Form-master of it. But Bunter could pet see it: and he
went blindly on.

“If that is true, Bunter, it is o very serious case,” said
Mr. Quelch, in the same quiet, ominous tone. ' But we
must establish the truth. You have forgotten your own
name, and that vou ars at school ¥’

“ Quite, sir " said Bunter blankly.

“Very welll We will see how far this boss of memor
extends,” said Mr. Quelch. "I do not wish to run the riui
of being unjust to you, Bunter, although I am convinced
that you are attempting to deceive me!”

* (Oh, really, sir——"'

“I understand, Bunter, that your late attack was caused
by & shock, owing to your diving into the swimming-bath
whan 1t was empty.”

“¥ gan’t remember, sir "

*“ ¥ou were ill for some little time.”

“Was I, sir?"

Bunter was well upon his guard. Keen as Mr. Quelch

9

Are vou deaf ¥’
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was, it was not easy for him to cateh the Owl of the Remove
aapping. _

‘ But this time,"” resumed Mr. Quelch, “the attack seams
to Ika:r'ﬂ- come of its own accord, without any shocl to bring
i onl!”

“ It looke like it, sir.”*

I suppose you forget to get up this morning, when the
vising-bedl went, Bunter ¥

* Yes, sint!

“But you did not forget to come down td breakiast. I
{fmﬂ:hﬂ seoing you at the breakiast-table,” said Mr.

el

“ I—I was hungry, air.”

“Oh! You were hungry "

“Yes, sir._ 1 never really get enough to eat here, you
know, sir. T've got a delicate constitution, and it needs
keeping up, sir l”

“It 13 gearly an hour since brealkfast,” said Mr. Quelch,
looking at the Form-room elock. * How does it happen,
Bunter, that you remember that you were hungry then, if
you have lost your memory, and do not romember oven
your own name?'’

Bunter stammered.

“I—I—1I forget, sir. As a matier of fact, eir, T wasn't
lmngrj'-—_thut i3 to say, I don’'t know whether I was hungry
or not, sir! I do not remember coming down to brealfest
at all, sir, as a matter of fact!”

* Bunter "

“I don't, sir. I should have stayed in bed if Wharton
hada't pushed me out, and——"

“Ah! Wharton made you get up, did he "

“ Yeap, sir. He—"'

**You rememnber that 3"

“Xes, sir—no, sir—I mean no, sir, of course. I haven't
the slightest necollection of it, sir 1" said Bunter.

The Remove giggled. They could not help it.  Billy
Bunter was funny when he was floundering in self-contea-
dictions,  Mr. auelﬂh’s braw pgrew very stern, and ho
reached a cane off his desk.

“Bunter! Yon have contradicted yourself in & way that
shows conclusively that this story of yours is a fabrieation "
he exclaimed.

“Ch, really, sir—"

‘: Elﬂid out your hand 1"

Y Hold out wour hand!” thundered Mr. Quelch. And
Billy Bunter gave a-startled jump, and held ont hiz hand.

Thwacl:t !

The cane rang upon his fat palm. Bunter gave & snort of
arguish.

L Grm .!.'Il]

“ Do you remember your name now " asked Mr. Quetch.

“(rroo! Mo, sir! roo '

“Hold out your other hand!"

“ M, really, sir 4
"1 am going to cure vou of this loss of memory, Bunter,
in case it chould grow u{;)nn you,” said Mr. Quelch. “ 1 am
going to cane you until you remember your name. Hold

out your other hand, please !*

“I—=I—— If you pleaze, sir, I—I think I remember it
now," gasped the fat junior. “ M-m-my name's Bunter, sir.
It—it came into my mind like a Aash ™

"}[n, ha, ha ! roared the Remaove.

“ Bilence, please!” said Mr. Quelch.
attempted to deceive me. You are & bad and lazy boy, and
4 disgrace to your Form. If you make any attempt of this
kind again, the punizhment will be really severe. Go to
your place "

And Billy Bunter went disconsclately te his place, rubbing
his fat hand. He wisely resolved to leave Mr. Quelch out of
his little scheme after that.

THE EIGHTH CHAT'TER.
Eggs-actly.

“"Bunter, vou have

. Y dear Wharton—"
M “What about Hazeldene " said Harry Wharton.

“ My dear——"

“ He has been improving lately,"” Harry Wharton
continued, talking to Bob Cherrv, and apparently obvious
of the fact that Alonzo Todd was trying to make himself
heard. ** He might be able to keep goal. And then, Marjorie
is coming to see the match, and she would be pleased to
gee him playing I
- " Wharton——"

““Hallo, Todd! Tid vou speak

Todd blinked at Wharton dubiously. The Remove had
come out of their Form-room, and most of them were chat-
ting in the passage. :

Y, Wharton, 1 speke several times,” gaid Todd. *1I

TFre Miawer Linrany.—No. 163,

was beginning {o fear that there was something wrong wilh
your auricular nerves, my dear Wharten 1"

* No; I'm not deaf, only bored !" said Wharton blandly.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry. -

“1 have an idea, Wharton——""

“ Whose "7 3

MMy own,'” said Tedd, who never saw a joke under any
circumstances, " You remember Benson's circus, which waos
hera last weel 37

“¥Yes, rather!”?

“You recall the clown, whose feals of juggling clicited
considerable aﬁ:‘:plauw from the audience ¥

“ Did they ¥

“They did.”

*“He was a funny heggar, and he fuggled balls and things
all right,”” said Bob Cherry. ** He couldn’t have juggled

Jaw-eracking words like you do, '_I‘{:dd e

“ My dear Cherry——"

*Well, what about him?"* asked Harry Wharton.
talking footer !™

** ' 30 sorry, my dear Wharton. But you have probably
noticed that I have a very sure hand——"

L L) E_h ‘.i-H

“And a very sure eye—'*

“ What 7"’

It has occurred to me," said Todd modestly, “ihat I
shiould miake an excellent juggler if I were to practise !”

Lk L’i:,’ hﬂ.t !rH :

“1 think that 1f I were to practise a little, I should ba
able to add a very interesling item to the entertainments
you sometimes give,” said Todd. ' It was sceing the clown
in Benson's eirgus that made me think of it, You will
remeamber that he was able to keep six eggs in the air with-
out breaking any of them |V

* My hat—Alonzo the clown

“ My dear Cherry—--"'

““Ha, ha, hal”

“Well, I should think you would make & ripping clown,
in some ways, if not in others,” said Whatton gravely. “ A
clown has to be a véry funny merchant. Well, you wouldn't
have to male up for the part!”

“Ahem ! If you would be kind encugh to lend me some
cricket-balls to practise with, my dear Wharton, I should
ke very much obliged, and 1 shoulds not be reluctant to
perform whenever the Renmiove Dramatic Society gives an
entertainment.’”’

Harry Wharton [aughed.

“Y've ﬂ-ﬂl-{‘ one cricket-ball,” he replied.
that with pleasure !

“Why not praciize with egps?”’ asked Bolb Cherry.

“Unfortunately, I have no eggs !

“That's all right—Mrs. Mimble sells them "

“But my Uncle Benjaniin has alwavs impressed upon
me naver to be extravagant,” said Todd. * If the eggs
should, perchance, break, 1t would be a waste, and my Tlncle
Benjanin says, ‘ waste not, want not,” my dear Cherry.”

“But Mra Mimble has got some special old eggs that she
sells cheap,” said Bob, ' when her egpgs have been new-laid
for a whole {erm, she sells them off at any prica they will
fetch. You could get six of that kind for twopence 1"

YTt 15 a very good idea, Cherry, and I am grateful to
yvou for suggesting it,"” said Todd, with a beaming smile.
“1 shall certainly take advantage of this most seasonable
suggestion.”

“You s2e,” said Bob Cherey gravely, ' if you're going io
juggle with eggs, you'd better practise with eggs. They're
a different shupe and weight from ericket-balls,”

Y Quite 50, my dear Cherry™

“ {30 ahead, then !

‘" There 15 ooe small dificulty——-"

“ Mot at all. A clever chap lilte you ecan alwavs over-
come difficuities!”

** Yeas, bhute——

“ My dear Todd, you were simply born to be a clown.
When you lay in the innocent cradle of childhood, destiny
had already marked you out for a Jjuggler. Buzz off "

“ But——""

" Good-bye

“There is a slight difficulty,” persisted Todd. ¥ Mrs,
Mimble would sell me six old eggs for twopence, but e

*They'd be guite good enough ™

“ But I have not twopenee !’

“Oh, I see! Ha, ha, ha !’

“1f vou would have the extreme kindness to make me o
loan of that moderate amount, I would unfeilingly repay
it when I receive another remittance, either from my parents
or from my Uncle Benjanun.”™

“Here vou are!™

“Thank you so much.”

* Puzr oft 1"

“T'm

“Y¥You can have
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Todd threw flve eggs up into the alr at once and tried to juggle with them. But the eggs were not Lo

- —— e e ——— h o s T gt e e e = e o ¢ s

be juggled with, They descended in all directions but Todd's, and there was a sudden yell from Bllly

Buater.

. Yop ! ?

(See Page 12.]

Alonze Todd departed with the two penniss in his hand.
Harry Wharton looked at hig chum with a grin.

“ Yoy ass, Bob! What are you going to make him juggle
with ezgs fort He'll smother imselt with them "

Bob Cherry roared. . _

‘ Quickest way of curing him,” he replied. “ Todd the
Daffer iz troyble encugh; but Todd the Juggler would bo
the Thing too-Mach !

““Ha, ha, ba ! . .

Alanzo Todd, quite ignorant af DBoh's kindly motives,
hurvied out into the Close, and rushed across to the tuck-
shop. Dilly Bunter sighted him as he went, and sheouted
alter hin.

“ Todd-—I say, Todd, I'll come with you.” _

Todd did not evon hear. He ran right on, and dis-
appeared into Mrs Mimble's little establishment.  Billy
Buntor followed him as fast as his fat little legs could geo.
He rolled breathlessly inte the tuckshop. X

Todd had just completed the purchase of six exfremely
ancient eggs lor twopence. He was taking up the bag when
Bunter came panting in.

‘I say, Todd --"

“ My dear Buntar—-""

“1 don't mind having some——

“Khi

“1f you're having tarts--

“I'm not, my dear Bunter.”

Tur Magwer Ligrany.—No. 163,
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Y Well, dough-nuts, then -~

“Mwv dear Bunter, I have purchased six egpy from Mra.
Blimbla, bot--—-"

“1I'll help you ecoli "em,” gaid Bunter eagerly. *°I ¢hould
just like = little snack before dinner, and poached egpgs
always give me an appetite. Come up to my stedy, and 'l
get come coal fromn Wharton's room, and--- "

“ But the egygs are not for cocking, Bunter.”

“You're not going to cat them raw, I suppose?”’

“Oh, certainly not! 1 am poing to jugele with them.”

“To what ¥’ gasped Bunter.

“ Jugele," saxd Todd, with a beaming amile. * I have
discovared, Tlanter, that I have some skill ae a juggler, and
my Unele Denjammin always imprested upon me that one
should never neglect one’s talents. I am about to practies
with these eups -

Age ! :

“1 am eare that — ="

% ou'll gmash Tom 7

Todd sliook his head,

H Mot at all, iny dear Bunter-not at all! The clown at
Benson's circus was able to keep six eggs o the air without
breaking one; amd, without personal conceit or vainglory,

may say that T am a mare brainy chap than a circua
clown. Do vou not think 2o, my dear Bunter*"

“ Jook hore.—-"

“You may watch me," said Toedd, going out into the

" THE GREYFRIAR'S CLOWN," A Seiendid Tals of Mercy Wharion & Co. at.Greyfiiars.
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Cloze. " [t may be worth watching, my dear Dunter.™
H Champ M
“Ahem! My dear—7

“Well, can I have the ezgs if you don't break ‘em?
aslied Bunter,

“ Oh, certainly !

“Halla! What's the little game ™' asked several voices,
as Todd laid the paper bag <own on the ground and picked
up the egus. 2

“ A jugzbing trick, my dear fellows,"” Todd explained,

““ My hat!

*Tocdd a juggler ?"

“Jugging, more like 1

“Ia, ha, ha "

“ My dear fellows—"

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Go it, Todd ™ roared Morgan.
watching, lock you.
napper 1"

‘' Ha, he, ha!"

The fellows stocd round to watch.

Bunter stood nearest, blinking at the amateur jupgler.
Bunter did not know how very cheaply Todd had obtained
those cggs. Ilad he known, even Bunter would net have
been anxious to obtain pos:ession of them.

“* Buck up, Todd !

“ Pile in !

“0On the ball 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Todd began to jupgle.

He tossed one egpr into the air and caught if, and then
another, and caught that. The juniors gave him an
enchuraging cheer.

Billy Bunter watched him anxiously. He was very
nervoius about those eggs; they were to be his property if
they weren't broken.

1 say, Todd, that's splendid " he exelaimed. * That's
enough to prove what a splendid juggler you are. Can I
have the eggs now ™

“Myv dear Bunter—""

“Go on, Todd,” ehouted Ogilvy.

“ Pile in, Toddy I'

Todd went on. Five eggs now went into the air at
once, and Todd tried to juggle with them. But the egps
were not to be juggled with, They descended in all direc-

tions but Todd's; gnd there was a sudden yell from Billy
Bunter.

Squelch !

i Yﬂw |r.'l

“'Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Ogilve. * Bunter's got it."

The egg had smashed fairiy upon Bunter's head. It ran
down ower the fat junior's face, and the smel]l of that
egg—

There were no words in Johneon's, Walker's, or Webster's
dictlonaries to describe it. We shall leave it undescribed.

“My hat!" gasped Russell. “*I'm off 1"

“The ege's off I'" gasped Skinner. “So am I Run for
your lives 1™

" Run !’

The juniors bolted.

“This will be worth
Ten to one he busts the egpgs on his

“ Keep it up !”

o tlaroo ™ roared Bunter. “Yow! I'm suffoeating!
Yah! I'm eticky! Yow! Yah! Oh!™

“Iuh ! gaeped Todd, * The—the smell of that epg is
far from pleasant, my dear Bunter. l-—— Oh--ah "’

“"Yow! Look here—"
But Todd did not stay to look. He bolted after the rest,
Billy Bunter was left to negotiate with the egr unassicted.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Not a Doormat !
T HERE was a sound of loud splashing in the bath-room.

The juniors who heard it grinned joyously, Billy
Bunter was woshing off the effects of Alonzo’s
juggling. Bunter had stipulated that he was to have
the eggs if they weren't broken. This one was broken, and
he had had it, all the same, but he was not ple,a.sp.&. 1t
required a great deal of washing to get rid of that clinging
eug and ite still more clinging odour. When Billy Bunter
came <downstairs at last he was greeted by a shout of
laughter,
“Got over it asked Bob Cherry.
‘““Ha, ha, ha 1"
* Would you like to sce some more jugg]lng?"
** How did you like the egg, Bunter i’
Bally Bunter blinked at the juniors.
“Egg " he repeated vacantly.
“* The egg Alonzo dropped on you.™
* Alonzo! Who's Alonze ¥’
is Eh 513
“What's an egg "’
Tre MaaNET LIBRARY.—No. 163.
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“ My hat!" roared Bulstrode. “"He'a at 1t again, pre-
tending his memaory's gone. Chuck it, vou silly, fat duffer |"'
“The sillyfulness Qgthﬂ‘ esteemed fat duffer is tervihc !l
said Hurree 8ingh. “The chuckfulness of the rotien wheeze
would be the esteemed boonful blessing !
“ Chuck it, Bunter "
(1] Etll?’:'
“ Ring off, you plump chump [
# ] puess vou've run that thin
gald Fisher T. Fish. * Go rou
“1I don't understand.™
N "HI rucss you do, you fat guy! Ring on a new number,
o
““What's a wheeze ¥
“Ha, ha, ha !
“Who are you "
“I guess I'm Figher T. Fish—-some."
“Who am L[
“Eh? You?"
“Yes, L" said Bunter vacantly.
“0h, you're an escaped {unatic!”
“(Oh, dear "
“Ha, ha, ha I" _
“No, he ian't,”” said Bob Cherry. “You're a doormad,
Bunter! We wipe our feet on you. Hpread the decrmat
out, C;,'{-u chans !"
] l:":d

inte the ground, Bunter,”
for a new wheeze."

HWhoe am It

“ Ha, ha, ha "

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Collar him I

Billy Bunter made a rush to escape, but he was too lafe.
Tliia ]:thing' juniors surrounded him, and he was promptly
collated,

“I—I say—-"" roared Bunter. “Leggo! I remgember
now——""

** Wo, you don't | eaid Bob Cherry grimly.
doarmat 1"

“Wep !

"1 eny

“Ha, ha, ha !

Bunter was plumped down on the ficor.

The juniors jammed their boots vpon him, and wiped
them deliberately over Bunter's jacket and waisteoat and
trousera, : '

The fat junior yelled and squirmed,

If Billy Bunter had really lost hizs memory as entirely as
he pretended, it was not to Ee supposed that he remembered
whether he was a doormat or not. Therefore, Bob Cherry
felt quite within his rights in proposing that he should be
uszed as one,

Used as one he certainly was.

The fat junicr’s roars soon brought & crawd af fellows to
the spot, but they did not come to the rescue of the Owl of
the Bemove. They looked on dnd Jaughed.

“ Ay hat! What's the row?"” exclaimed Wingate, of the
Bixth, coming out of his etudy,

“ All sercne !'* eaid Bulstrode,
afain,’”

“ The young rascal 1"

“ Ha doesn’'t remember whether he's a deormat or not,™
explained Nugent, with a grin.

““What " )

“ 8o we're wiping our feet on him till he remembere.”

The Greyfriars captain noedded.

*“ Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Yeou are =

¥

“ Bunter's lost his memory

“Yaw !  shricked Bunter. “Ow! Help! Murder!
Rescue !

“ Ha, ha, ha "

“ Recovered your memory vet, Bunter ¥

3 Yarmh !!J‘

“The yarcohfulness of the esteemed Bunter is
terrific '

“Yow "

“ Ha. ha, ha !

“ Tell us when you feel better, Bunter.”

“Yarooch! COh!™

“ Founcd your memory "’

“ Yos!" yelled Bunter.

“ Are you axloormat "’

“N-n-no !’

“ Do you remember whether you are or not?

“Yow! Yes"

“What's your name "’

“Yow-wow ! Buntez."

“H'n! Yow-wow sounds curious as a Christian nawme,”
eaid Bulstrode dubiously.

“Ha, ha, ha "

Y Cheese  if, now!”

truly

HOh! Ow!

I—I remoembor !

gatd HHarry Wharton, laughing.

Beo this wook'as
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¥ Mind, Bunty, you'll get il in the meck every tima you try
to enoof us, eo look out.”

]5!51}' Bunter stagrorad to his feef,

He was looking very dusty and dishevelled, and his face
was dirty and smudged, and his head a tousled mass of un-
tidy ludip.

e Winked furiously at the juniors. They stood round him
poaving with laughter.

3 You rotterg=——"

* Ha, ha, ha!”

# Beasts 1"

* Ha, ha, ha ™

My dear fellows,” exclaimed Alonza Todd reprovingly,
# T canoob but consider that you are somewhat hard on
Bunter. Unpleazani as Bunter 15, I think——"'

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Pray come with me, my dear Bunter," zaid Todd, oller-
ing his arm to the Owl of the Remove. “ Allow me to assist
you. Unpleasant and untruthful as you arve, Bunter, I wish
to help vou, and—"

“ Beast !"

13 E]l g

Bunter rollad away without further reply, leaving Alenzo
Todd starivg affer him more in sorrow than in anger, and
the juniors velling.

—'-‘H

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

How It [s Done.
¥ IS5 ROSIE ™
The givl started. =
It was a voioe she did not know, and it roused
her from a reverie, as she stood in the IHead's
garden in the bright spring sunshine.

She looked quickly round.

Alonzo Todd came towards her, raising his cap as he came,
Ho caught his foot in a trailing root as he did so0, and stum-
bled forward, gnd fell upon his hends and knees at Miss
Bosio's feak

Tho girl started back in surpriee, not unmixed with alarmn.

T Ow!” gasped Todd, " 1'm so sorry! I'm sure I beg
vour pardon, Miss Rozie! I ossure vou I did not do that on
purpose !’

Bosie smiled a little. As Todd had come s tervific cropper
on the hard gravel path, she hardly needed assuring that he
had not done it on purpose.

The Duffer of Greyfriars serambled to his fect, and dusted
the knees of his trousers, and rubbed his aching hands.

“1'm so sorry ! he said.

“ Dear me!" said Miss Rosie.
me?”

“ Yes, Miss Boste, if you pleage 1"

* What is it
. UT trost you will not regard what I am f:uing to say as
impertinence,” seid Todd earnestly. * My Uncle Benjamin
bhes always impressed upon me never to be guilty of anythin
of that sort, and I have continually striven to render myse
worthy of the valuable instructions bestowed upon me by my
vevered avuncular relative.'

Miss Rosie stared. 8he had never heard Todd's wonderful
flow of language before, and so it came as a surprise to her.
4 I—1 beg your pardon !" she faltered.

““I am about to ask vou a personal favour,” said Todd.
1t is a fact, i3 it not, that you once belonged to Signor
Benson's ¢ircus, dliss Rosie ¥’

The girl nodded.

* Thank you 50 much! You will remember that there was
a clown attached to the circus, Miss Rosie, a most comical ia-
dividual.”

id ?E!‘L‘J

“1 have an ambition to emulate that estimable and
humorous gentleman,’ said Alonzg Todd. I thought that
perhaps it might be possible for me to join the eircus during
the vacation, and got some practice in the arena, and at the
same time to turn an honest penny. I am somewhat in need
of monay, as I have lent all my ready eash to Bunter, and I
wish to make an annuael subscription to the Society for Pro-
viding Niggers with Knickerbockers, a socicty of which my
Unele Benjamin is president.'”

“ Indecd I

“ Porhaps you would be kind enough to give me a recoin-
mendation to Bignor Benson, whom you know so well,” Tod:
suggested. -

Mizz Rosie similed

“ I-=I am nfraid T could not do that,” she said.  * Besides,
I have never seen you porform.”™

“That is casily remedied, madam,” sawd Todd. I will
give you an exhibition of my powers il you care to zatizfv
yoursell upon that point.™

“ But——"'

“There 15 & brick which the elown in vour cireus used fo
perform," said Todd. * It was a trick of wulking upon his

" Did you wish to speak to

hands.™
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! Yes, but—" g

*I am convinced that T could do it very well. If is trua
that I have never tried, but I have a feeling that I could do
thiz vory well indeed." ) |

Miss Rosie laughed. She could not help it.

My dear child—""

Todd blinked at her.

“ Excose me, Miss Rosie, but T think I am the same age a8
voursclf, or very nearly,” he said. ** As a man—or, at leaat,
ai';dhﬁlr?nging' to tha masculine gender—I may be considersd
older.

il But____._'* .

“ 1 should be very pleased indaed to give you an exampla

of my powers. I will walk upon my hands slong thia garden-
yutlgﬁi yvou would care to see me do so”
'L I.“'. LX)

“ Bay no more; I will do it at once. DBut pray excuse me;
I have forgotten to introduce mysclf. Todd—Alonze Theo-
philus Tadd, of the Lower Fourth Form, Miss Rosis."

g Eut_Fl‘

* Pray allow mc fo demonstrate fo vou my powers as an
acrobat, and vou will be quite assured that T am a person
suitable to recommend to Signor Benson, ™

i But_FT‘

But Alonzo Theophilus Todd was not listening. e backed
away to a short distance, and placed his cap on the ground.

Misa Rosie watched him in wonder.

Tadd put his hands flat en the ground. They were a geod
size, and lovked equal to supporting him, if he could manege
the balancing part of the business.

He threw hiz legs into the air.

Ax a natural result, he went right over, and sprawled at
full length on the gravel-path. Miss Rosie bhurst into an irve-
sistible ripple of laughter

* Ha, ha, ha!” ; ;
Todd sat up, looking rather dazed. He did not guite know
Te¢ blushed as ho saw the girl's laugh-

what had happegned.

ing face. .
Dear me, how very odd!" exclaimed Alonze. 1 think

I muszt have lost my balance that time, Miss Rosie”

“ Jla, ha! I think you must have, Master Todd."
“I will tey again”
* But—""

“ Pray excuse me for my apparent rudeness in interruptin
vou, Miss Rosie, but my Uncle Benjamin always impress
upon me that if at first you do not succeed, you should try,
try, try ag%ijn " said Todd.

“ But—-

*'I will now demonstrate how 1t should be dope.”

The Duffer of Greylriars placed his hands upon the gravel
arpain. This time he elevated his feet in the air more
cautiously, ond assumed an inverted position, his legs lash-
ing about wildly in the air.

13 mspect was 50 ubterly comical thet Miss Rosie shrisked
with laughter. Articles of all gorts were pouring out of
Taodd's pockets upon the parden.path. His face was crimson
with exertion, and he panted for breath.

Wingate came through the gate in the garden, and looked
at t}tm peculiar figure of the Duffer of Greyfriars in amaze-
ment.

“ Todd " he pasped.

Crash !

Todd startled, lost hix balance onces again, and crashed
down, and hiz boots went through a glass frame.

Crasli-nsh !

“ Oh, dear!”

Wingate dashed up.  Todd sat up, and blinked in dismay at
the broken glasz. The captain of Greviriars prasped him
by the collar, and dragred him to his feet.

** Todd " he thundered.

“Ow! Yeses! Owl”

“ What are vou doing here®'

“rroc! Pray do not hold my collar so tightly, my dear
Wingate. The compression of the throttle interferes natur-
ally with the ease of arvticulation, and Ow! Ah! Yah!™

Wingate shook the Duffar of Greyfriars viclently.

* Groo! Ow! Oh!™

“ What siliy nonsense are you up to here!” shouted Win-

gate. i 2 ;

Y Groo! T was demonstrating to Misa Rosie that T should
be suitable {o veemnmend to SEirnor Benson as an assistang
elown 1"

“ You youny ass——-"
“ My dezr Wingate—groo—"" . .
Y You-you stlly youny ass!” said Winpate, in a fierce

whi&&?l‘.
“ My dear—ow !

Wingate holf carried Lall dragged the Duffer of Greyfriars
to the garden gate, i

[+
nmt‘.-‘n.lt- Greyiriars.
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“ Qh, do not hurt him, pleage?’ ciied Miss Rosie.

“ Very, well, Rosic!” said Wingate. ]

Heo jerked Todd over the gate, and i:lll'ﬂpﬁgd him on the
other side,*and then shook 8 warning fist at hm.

“Cut off " he exclaimed.

“ My dear Wingate——"

“Huzz off 1" roared Wingate.

“Under the circumsfances—"

Wingate made a movement to open the gate. The Duffer
of Greyfriars darted off at top speed, and Wingate returned
laughing to Miss Rosie. i I

*“What an extraovdinary boy, George 7 the givl exclaimed.
* Who=—what i3 he?" ; :

“Oh," spid Wingate, ** it’s coly Alonzo!"

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
Poor Bunier!

Oh, dear!"” .
Marjoric Hazeldene and Miss Clara Trevelyan, her
friend, Etﬂ-FEed in the lane. The girl chums of Cliff
Hounse did not hke Willam George Bunier. The moment
they siphted his fat figure coning along Friacdale Lane, they
halted, and wished they had taken szome other direction for
thew hitle walhk,

Bunter would heve been surprised if he had known, Truly,
the pirls had given him the meost unequivocal signs that they
did not like him, DBut Billy Bunter cheerfully concluded
that that was unl}y COFRess.

dﬂ

& IT 1= Bunter ™

That he really Iailed to fascinate any member of the gentle
tex, Bunter could not and would not believe.

His evident behief that he was a fascinating fellow was quite
rnough in itself to make any girl dislike him: bot Lunter
‘was s obluse as he was conceited,

He caught sizht of the girls at the same moment as they
saw_ him, and e came vight on towards them. They ex-
changed glances. Much as they failed to appreciate Buntor,
they did not want to appear actually to avoul him: they
would noet hurt even Bunter's feelings if they eould help it.

* R_E&r me!" said Marjorie. ©* What shall we do 7

* Run away IV sugpested Miss Clara.

Marjorie laughed.

“He is %ﬁiﬂj‘ to speak to us,”’ said Miss Clara. ** I cannot
really stand him, Marjorie. I know 1 shall be rude to him."

Marjorie hesitated,

U Well, just say good-afierncon politely, and walk right
on,'"" she sugrestegd.

“*But he will join ne?

“Then wo'll walk fast.”

“He's suro to follow.”

“Then we'll walk faster.
oo fat, you know.™

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

And the girls walked on, dotermined to get vid of the
ﬂ}nﬂxmus Owl of the Greyiriars Hemove on those easy

rms.

But, to their surprise, Bunter did not bear down upon
them in his usual woy, and did not even raise his cap.

" He doesn't scom to know,” said Miss Clara in surprise.

““His sight iz very bad.”

“ But he should know us at ;-

He can’t walk very fast: le's

this distance.”

“Perhaps he knows w
don't want to speak to him,’
said Marjorie. * Ho may hbe
ﬁng to pais ug unrecognised,
woeause he knows we don't
like him."

Miss Clara sniffed.

_“That wouldn't be much
like Bunter,” she said.

“Well, no; it wouldn't.”

Bunter rolled on without &
eign - of recogoition, till ho
wns cloze fo the two girls,
and then he stopped and
blinked at them through his
big- eneetacles,

“1 beg your pardon,” he
:aid; “'but can you tell ma
whether there 1w a  rchouol
about here called Grey-
friars "

_ The iwe girls stared at him
in  blank amazement. He
was speaking to them as if
they were two entire:
strangers, and as if he had
never sgen ihe school ho be.
longed to. No wonder they
were amazed.
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“ Whewhat ¥ stammered Marjorie.

“What do you woean?"’ exclaimed Mizs Clarva.

Y I—I"ve lost my memory,” explained Bunter., 1 Jon't
know you, and I've even férgotten my own name.  It's
torrible !

“Oh, dear!™

“* Poor Bunter!" said Marjorie softly.

The two gwls of ClLff House had scen Bunier boelove,
when he had lost his memory, and they lmagined at anee
that the fat junior had had a relapse into his former stramgo
state. It did not cress their nmunds for a moment shat
he was * spoohng.”

*h, dear; I'm so sorvy,” said Mu.'r;im‘i{-.
indeed lost your memory again, Bunter?

" Wos—I mepn—did 1 ever loze it before ™ acked Iilly
Bunter, blinking round him in a dazed, lost sort of wav.

* Certainly you did,” said Marjorie.

L‘I“ We saw you, and you didn't remember us’ zald Miss

ArA.

“ Have I cver scen you belore, thent"

“Yez; I am Clara-—this is Marjorie,™

Billy Bunter blinked at thew.

Y I=I"mm wvery happy to meet you, I'm sure,” he saul
* Under the circomstapces, I'm sure you will forgive me
for having forgotten you.”™

¥ ¥es, ecerfainly,” seid Marjorie softly. " I'm veiy sorvy
to 58 ¥Ou like this again. Is there anything we can dJdo for
you f

Bunter looked rdund forlornly.

“I—1 don't know where T am,” he sptd. 1 have a
vague idea that I belong to a schocl or sometinng. Perhaps
ou can tell me. Ilave vou ever heawd of a school named

reyliriars ¥

* My poor fellow! Wes; that is the school you belong to."

“ 0, dear!™  Dunter pressed his hand to his forchead.
“T wigh I could remember! I must have wandered sway
from the scheol, I supposc.”™

“ Indeed, wou wmust. It is a helf-holiday at Greyiviars
this afternoon, the same 23 at our school,” saad Marjorne;
“so that does not matter—you will not have missed any
lessons, I was thionking of calling 1in at Greyfriavs to sec

“*Mayve you

my brother. Shell we talte you there?"”
* ¥ea, please.”
“ Come with us, then'
“ (h, thank vyou." . _
Bunter turi and walked with the two givls, Marjome

and Clars, on cither side of him.

The two girls werp very sympathetic. They were not
able to soo that Dunter was playing a part. They might have
uessed it, but for s previous attack. DBut that, as they
ad known for certain, was genuine enough. They had no
reason -ta suspect thet the fat Jumor was reviving i for
reagons of his own.

Bunter enjoved himself as he was taken back to Greyfiriure,
He liked being made much of by the girls. It was & grati-
fication that did not often fall to hia lot; for the fat
junior, whe was given to being sulky if he was neglected,
and over-familizr if he was treated with kindoess, was not
popular with the girls, But now that he was supposed to
be ill, Marjorie and Clara
Erﬁ as kind as they could

They reached the gates of
Greyiriars.

As Marjorie and Clara
walked in with Billy Bunter,
there were many eyes npon
them at once,

“[lallo, hallo, hallo! px-
claimed Bob Cherry, who had
just come out of the house in
his football things, with a
oot on. ' Marjorie !

“ Here, where are  vou
gome*  shouted  Wharkon,
who  was hewding  for  the
footer-ground with a ball
under his arm.

s Maorjorie!”

“¥es; but you're wanted
te play.™

“You see—""

“The TUpper
walting for us!”

Y Let ‘em waitl" saul Dob
Cherry.

“Took herg—-''

But Bob was gone. Ha
rashed down towards the

ates lo meet the girls of

liff House.

Fourth are
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Billy Bunter was dressed in cap and gown, and was stalklng across the Close with great digalty of manner.
“My hat!’? exclaimed Harry Whartos. “ He's got into Quelchy's things 1™ (8es page 20.)

They %‘r{‘ﬂm] him with sweet smiles.

“Bo glad to see you!” Bob exelaimed. ' Will vou come
and see the mateh ? Your brother's keeping goal, Marjorie.”

“Yee, We lave found Bunter—"

“Yeu: ho's lost his memory again, and was wandering
Eha]aft,.’ the lanes,”” said Miss Clara. *“ We've. brought him

ark.

L "

*Oh, that's all right,” he said, ¢'s only spoofing,™

“(3h, veally, L'Imgr':':y? A L, moofing

Y ITa, ha; he remembers my name ! roared Bob Cherry.

“I1-I ger flashes of memory now and then,” stammered
Bunter., **l—ch, I've got an awful ache in my head, Ow "

“Door Bunter,” said Marjorie softly.

Bob Cherry grew crimzon with indignation.

HIts all rat 17 he exclaimed. * He's lying —he's alwaye
lying, you know. It would give him a pain if he were to
tell the truth—wouldn't it, Bunter(”

“0h, my lLead !

“ Poor Bunter ' said Marjorie.

Bob Cherry looked at her aghast,

“You—you don't mean to ray that you believe him " he
gasped.

“Of comse T do!™

i ¥ou believe Bunter?” stammered Bob Cherry.

‘He i3 ill 1" said Marjorie, :

“He's all right!™"

TrE Mae¥eET Lisrany.—No. 163,

“ Ha's lost his memory ! exclaimed Misz Clara severely.
“How can he be all right if he has lost his memory i

“But he hasn't!”

“ Really—=—"" said Marjorie.

“He's only spoofing; any of the fellows will tell you
z0!"" exelaimed Bob Cherry, quite teken aback,

Marjorie shook her head,

“1 cannot think so!" she exclaimed.
that Bunter could be so baze as that.”

Bunter winced for a moment.

*0h, Bunter's mcan enough for anything”
Chevry. ' Ain't vou, Bunter?i"

“0Oh, really—"

“ Coming to see the matech, Marjorie?' asked Harry
Wharton, running up. ‘‘ Bob, you chump, buck ap—Temple
won't weit any longor!"

“Won't some of you look elter Bunter " asked Marjorie,

“ Look after Bunter!" cxclaimed Wharton in astonish-
ment, ‘' Bunfer doesn't want any locking after, does hei™

“Heo 15 1017

* Bunter ill | What's the matter with him " asked Harry
Wharton, turning his glance upen the Owl of the Hemove,
who mmmediately strove to -::aﬁoup an agonised expression
upon his fat face.

** His memory is lost again.”

“Ha, ha! Has he been springing that on you, too? He's

I could not think

said Bob
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Ybeen trying to make uvs believe it said Wharton, hwghing,
“It's only spoof.”
“1 don't think so, Harev.” X
“ You don't believe the young bounder, do you?™
“¥Yes, I do!™
* Oh, come now—" 5y
% [—I"ve lost my memory,” suid Bunter feebly.
fng very queer’ ;
“Poor Bunter!” said Clara softly. ) i
“QOh, hang it all!” exclaimed Whartor angrily. “ Tlis
is too rich! He basn’t lost his' memory any more than I
have I'" '
“My dear Harry; you can seo for I'{nur'ﬁ-?!l'. Wity should

he Prntend to have lost his memory if he hasn't really lost
it ¥

“T'm freel

“ He's teying to spoof us, you know. He wants {o geb
let off lessons, and. to got lumself fed up and looked after,
He's an artful dodger!’

“1 Am mare it & genuine.”

“But it fan't! He—" ) ]

“ You had: bettor po and play your football,”” said Misa
Clara severely. ** We ‘will look after Bunter, as he scems
to have no friends here™ ]

“It is very hard upon Bunter, to have no friends to look
after him when he's 1l,” said Ml.ll.riurie scathingly,

Wharton and Bob Cherry exchanged glances of dismay.
The pretence Bunier was keepimg up was go transparent to
them  that they could not understand the success of the fat
junior in imposing upsn tho girls.

Y Look here——"" began Wharton.

There was a yell frem the direction of the feotball ficll;
the walting ,],}ln::{‘rs wWere growimg very unpaticnt

S Buck up, there !

“Wharton! Cherry I

# Temple won't wait!”

“Hurry up !

“I—1 =zay, wo can't stop,” said Havry Wharton hurriedly.

“You're going to see the match, aren’t you? We're playing
an Upper Fourth team. Haeel's keeping goal for ua.™
(2] :But____rr

Hurry up, there! roared Wugent from the field.

“ Buck up; you're late!”

B" Your had betber go,'" sald Marjoric. © We will ook after
wntes,”

“ But he's lying—T tell you—"

““ Harry up, there!"

“ [ do not think Bunter iz deceiving us
somnewlhat coldly, * It i3 not lLike you 1o be s0 sus ieIous,

arry. But po—your friends are walting—we will look
after Bunter,™

There was ne Lielp for it. Wharton and Bob Cherey would
have jumped on the fat junior with a great deal of pleasure:
El.llt- they could not do go in the presence of Marvjoric and

ara.

They had to go, and leave Bunter in clover—a suceessful
spoofcr. The fat junior grinned after them as they ran
towards the footbull ground.

RBilly Bunter felt thet he had scored this time.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Minor Looks After Buater Major.
MARJ‘DR]E HAZELDENE turned to Billy Bunter

" said Marjorie

with a sympathetic exprission upon her sweet face,

The grin insteptly venished from Bunter's fat fea-

turcs, to be replaced with an expression of martye-
Like suffering.

“ Do you %ﬁ-&] any pain now?' Marjorie asked soltly.

DBunter passed a fat hand over his head in & dazed, hope.
less sort of way.

“ Thero is a dreadful, aching feeling here,”” he zaid, " alswo
B pain—a sharp pain as if red-hiot needles were being driven
in by—by steam-hammers.”

“Oh dear!

“Then there 15 a sort of—of throbhing in my brain,’’ said
Bunter, “uss if—as if [ woro being—being given electrie
shocks, vou know.'

* How terrible!"

“But I c¢an bear it,”" said Buonter bravely. *T have no
doubt I am in a very bad way, and that I shall inost likely
die very shortly. DBut I am not afraid.”

“Oh dear”

T fecl as if a little food would buck me up," said Bunfer
feebly. *I have forgotton to eat anything to-day.”

“ Come,” said Maerjorie,

She put her arm pontly through Billy Dunted's and led
lum i the direction of the tuckshop.

Miss Clara rapped on the counter, and Mra. Mimble cama
out of her little parlour. Bhe gave Billy Bunter a far-from-
kind lock. . ]

Marjorie had extracted a shilling from her litle purse,

Tae Magwer Lierary.—No. 163,

end Miss Clara had a slxpence. The girls were willing to
spend what they had in looking ofter poor Bunter.

The [at junior’s cyes glistened, Truly he wasz scoving now,

# What would you like?” asked Marjorie gentiyv.

*Oh, I—I think I counld pechaps cat & pork-pie!”

# Give Dunter o porkpie, Mrs. Mimble, please.”

ai 1&!&31 ]'I':IiEE-" . .

Billy Bunter started operations on the pork-pie.

A fat faco in spectacles, very like Bunter's owe, looked
in at the tuckshop. It belonged to Bammy DBunter, Rilly
Dunter's minor—a worthy minor of a worthy major.

Sammy's eves glistencd bchind his big spectacies asx he
saw his major engaged with the pork-pie. He rame o
the shop and nudged his brother uader the arm.

“ Halves!" he whispered.

Billy Bunter looked st him.

*Who are you?" he asked. .

¥ Dear me,” murmured Miss Clara, *he docsn't know lus
own brother [

Sammy chuckled.

“No gummon, Illy ! he vemarked. " ¥You know
I am well endush.”

Sammy, be it mentioned, knew his major far ton well to
bolieve a word he might say on any subject. He had never
bolieved in Dunter's previous attack, which was really
genuine. He was not hkely to believe in thiz one.

Y Go away,” said Banter. 1 don't know you."

“I'm Saromy."

' Bammy what?"

“ Bunter !" :

“Oh, I've mever heard the name before!” said Billv
Bunter vaguely. ** Another pork-pie, pleasze—I feel os il [
could est another onc.”

“I'm hungry, too,” said Sammy.

*0Dh, go away!”

S Halves, you asg? Sammy whispered in Lis brother's
ear. “I'll pive you away, uny sure ay B gum, otherwise,
You'd better recognise me—sharp!™

Bunter's oyes glistened with anger. But he realized that
it would be better to * recognise™ Bammy. His mino's
word ageinst him might raise doubts even in Murjorie’s
mi_:iid. ospecially after what Wharton and Bob Cherry had
said.

“Is this rcally my broilier?” ke asked, blinking at
MMarjorie.

“You, indeed it 3™

“Then may I give him a pork-piet™

¢ Oh, certainly 1"

“There you are, Sammy." N

Sammy grinned, and wired into the porkpic. SBammy
had an appetite &5 unearthly a3 his major’s, and ho was
always ready and eager to eat.

Bunter finished his pio, and loocked round, like Alexander
sirphing for fresh worlds to conguer.

YL=I feel as if I werve reviving a little,” he muormured.
“I-=1 think I conld eat a little morse.”

“8p do L" said Sammy, sotlo voce. *f Halves!™

5 You grecdy yvoung heast!” murmured Bunter.

S EhY smd Bammy loudly., ““ What did you say®

Billy Bunter did not reply.

Marjorie ordered more tuck, to the extent of her shilling
and Miss Ulara's sixpence. :

Buater hel himsolf—and so did Bunter minor.  As
much as Bally took, Bummy took; and his major did not
dare to say him nay.

There was very little brotherly love in the looks Rilly
Bunter cazt upon Sammy. But Sammy did not ecwec
Summy was aflter the loaves and fishes, so to speak, and
nothing else mattered to him just then.

The tuck was Bnished. )

S I—1 fee! as if I could eat some jam-tartz,” ssid Bunter
faintly, I huve a {ecling that they might do me good.”

Marjorie coloured.

“1 have no moere money,"” she said. T am sorry. Would
vouu care to come home to UhE House to tea witn us,
Buntee ¥

“¥eou, do!" snid (Clara.

“Me, too!” suid SBsmmy, under his breath.

Bunter blinked with delicht. He had never been asked
over to Ul House by lumsell before. When he had gone,
he had poone with other fellows who wore invited—goenerally
adding himself to the party without being asked.

Tru?}' he was scoring now,

“Oh, youre very good!” he sad. “I should
Iightutt”

“Then do come!™

“Perhaps I'd better come, toos, io see my brother home
aratn,’” Hammy Bunter remarked. Y It won't be sqfe for
him to be out alone in his—ahem '—his present state™

Bunter glared at him.

who
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41 shell be ail right,” he muttered.

SBammy shook his head. :

" No, you won't, Billy, You wen’t be all right alone
when you've lost your Mmemory. You migl;t; magineg you
were zomebody else, yvou know, ond go off in the wrong
direction entirely.”

And Sammy grinned.

“I—I shouldn’t. I—'* e b

“Billy, old man, you are under my ecare now,”” sud
Sammy seriously. “I'm going to stick to you like a leceh.”

Bunter breathed hard t?imugh his nose. He would gl_nd];?
have fallem upon his cheerfunl minor just then and smitten
him hip and thigh. _

“¥es, Sammy had better come, to zee you home,”” said
Marjorie, **We may, as well po now. should like .to
epeak to my brother before we go, so we will wait till half-
time.”’

“ ¥Yesz, rather!” saad Miss Clara. s =

They left the tuckzhop and walked down to the junior
tooter-Held.

It waz close upon half-time now; and a moment or two
ere the whistle went Hayry Wharton scored the first goal
of the mutch.

There was a roar from the Remove crowd.

“zoal 1M

“ Brave, Wharten !

“Hurray "

Then the whistle rang out, :

The players trooped off the field, most of them -;ﬂmmﬁ
towdrds the girls. Hazeldene kissed his sister on the' chee
in an indifferent way, like & chap going through a duty,
which caused other fellows present to mavvel. .

“We're not waiting,” said Mavjorie.  “ Bunter is ill
peral—"

Hazeldene chuckled.

*“*Jh, he's spoofing!” he sad.

“ Playving the giddy poat!™ said Frank Nugent.

Marjorie shook her head.

“I do not think s0,” she said, “1 am sure you are all
mistaken. We are taking Bunter back with us to Chff
House to fea.™

**(Jh, Mariorie "

“{Oh, Claral”

“ My hat!” .

“The fat bounder! Fe's taken you inl!”

“There isn't a word of truth i i, Marjorie”

“"He's gammoning 1™

“Tt's all rot!™ ) i

But Marjorie and Clara were not to be convinced. Femi-
nine minds, as is well known, are guite mmpervious to argu-
ment. i

“1 know you zll dislike Bunter," said Marjorie. I dare
zay vou have eause, but I think you have let it prejudice
vou this time."”

“ Exactly " said Miss Clara.

“J am sure Bunter speaks the truth new. You yourselves
believed him when he lost his memory before,’ said Mar-
jorie a little reproachiully. ) ) .

“PBut it was genuine that time,” said Harvy Wharton.
“It wae the result of & biff on the head. He hasn't had
any biff thie time.'” e

“Tt's a relapse,’”” saad Marjorie.

“Tt's spoof, my dear Q‘lrl i

“He's taking you m ™ -

“The takingfulness of the esteemed and rotten Bunter is
terrifie.”

“0Oh. I say, you fellowg—=" . )

1 should not like to belicve that, even of Bunter,” said
Marvjorie. .

Wharton smiled in a hopeless way. Marjorie would not
like to believe that; therefore she would not believe it
That was feminine logic!

“Wea are taking him home to tea, and Sammy is coming
to see him home,”” satd Marjoric. ‘' Good-bye!”

i Bub___" :

“Time, vou fellows!" called out Coker of the Fifth, who
was refereping the mateh,

There was a gencral movement, The inferval was up!

“Well, good-bye, Marjorie!” said Harry Wharton,
“ You'll E‘mn:{i Bunter out in time.”

“I don’t think s0.”

“ Good-bye, sis!™

The juniors trooped back to the field of play.

Marjorie and Clara turned away with the Bunters, major
and minor,

Billy Bunter grinmed with satisfaction. He was scoring
more than ever. The only blot on his enjovment was the
company of his minor. But at CLlf House there was likely
to be plenty to eat for both.

Even Sammy nced not ba a trouble to him there! Traly
thoe Owl of the Remove seemed to be bocked for a good
time. He was safe to impose upon the girls, so long as he
was careful to play his part well. And Sammy would back
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him up—sc long as there was something for S8ammy to gain
by doang it

The precious pair walked off with the girls in high feather.

Harry Wharton glanced after them from the foothall-field
in greal dispust. ]

* Fancy Marjorie being token in by that fat spoofer!” Bob
Cherry exclaimed, in great wrath. *“Oh, won’t I punch
hirn prezently I'*

“The punchfulness will be terrifie!” _ :

“We'll—we'll squash him '™ said John Bull, with a snort.
“The fat bounder! Of course, the givls can't see through
bim as we canl” :

“ By Jove, he deserves anvthing we can do—even to John
Bull playing his coneertina to him !”* said Tom Brown.

“ Look here, Brown—--""

“Han, ha, hal”

“ Line up, then !

“0On the ball!* -

And the second half of the match commenced, and in the
hurry and rush of the footer the juniors forgot sbout Billy
Bustter and the latest .example of his artiul dodging.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Pgs In Clover.
M I83 PENELOPE PRIMROSE, the Head of Chiff House

College for Girls, looked surprised. _
Marjorie and Clara were coming 1n at the garden
gate, and they were not alone. Miss Primrose wau}d
not have been surprised if she had seen Harry Wharton & Co.
with the two girls, for Marjorie and Clara were great friends
with the chuns of Greyiriars. But the companions the girls
now had surprised the Head of Clif House. RBilly Bunter
was not a desirable companion for anybody, and Bammy was
as likgeﬁilty as one pea is like another, So Miss Primnrose was
surprised.
“::ﬂea,r me!"” said Miss Primrose, as the girls came up the
.
: Mauarjorie coloured a hitile. ] ] .
“We have brought Bunter to tes, Miss Primrose,” she
saicl,
** Dear me!” _
“We—we arc allowed to have guests to tes, dear Miss
Primrose,"” said Marjome timidly.
**Yes, certainly ; but——"" Miss Primrose remembered her
courtesy in ume. ‘‘How do you do, Master Bunter?
Bunier blinked at her abeently. He was getting practised
in his part now, and did not forget that he had lost his
Memaory. ) N
H {f gﬂeli! mlease, Miss Primrose, Bunter 13 ill."
e '1 E J_I:‘.l
“¥Yes. You remember about his losing his memory, after
& shock to his head?"
ik ‘:.hr "E‘ﬂ-.“ ; :
“He bas had a relapse, and has lost his memory again.’
““Oh, poor Bunter!™ said Miss Primrose, with genuine aym-

thy.

PR %he other boys are busy playing football, and we thought
we would look alter Bunter,’’ said Marjorie. ** His younger
brother has come to take him home after tea."”

Miss Primrose smiled benignly. _

*Quite right. Very right and good of you, my dear girls.
I hope always to see you ready and willing to succour the
afflicted.” :

* Thank yeu, dear Miss Primrose "

“Come in, my deara. I will order a very nice tea for you
in the little schoolroom, and perhaps I will join you later,”
spid Miss Primrose graciously.

“ Thank vou, so much!” )

The two Bunters exchanged glances, The glances said that
they were in elover, and expressed mutual congratulation.
Drotherly love was not a strong point in the Bunter family,
but at this moment Billy and Sammy felt for once that they
did not dislike one ancther.

They entered the house, and were taken into the littlo
schoolroom—a vosy room adjoining the large one, and where
the girls often had tea to themselves. There was a cheérful
fire burning. and the room looked very cosy.

* Rt down, Bunrer,' said Marjorie, pulling ouk an arin-
chair for Billy Bunter. The fat junior blinked and sank into
the chair,

“ Do you feel better now?” ]

“ Just a little berter,”” sald Bunter Ia.mthr.

*“The pains are not =0 bad?i"”

“ Mot quite so bod.”

“ 1 am so glad, % said Marjorie simply.

The zirl’s kind svepathy would have made anyone but
Billy Bunter feel thoroughly ashamed of himaelf.

But Bunter was not in the least troubled that way, He
stretched out his fat legs on the {ender, and toasted the woles
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of his boots, and blinked st tho FAre with fat satisfaction.
Em?m:r Bunter sat on the end of the fender. The two girls
busled themselves with preFa.tatic-na or tea.
The Bunters wera left alone for a few minutes at a tim
whila the necdful things were being brought in. In one o
e intervals Sammy leaned over to his major and whispered

1tm,
B_’];Tf;::y always have meringues hero at tea-time, T believe,

iy .

“Yes," enid Bunter, " You let 'em alone. I'm fond of
meringues.”

Sammy grinned unpleaszantly,

“ Halves " ho roplied.

*“ Look here, Sammy !’

" Helves or nothing,” said Sammy.
itp all the meringues, there will be a row.
Et:en%” 3

* You gready young rotter ™

" What ?ri—m ;l.'n:ru?'g

" Well, I'm here on a-special invitation !” grunted Bunter,
* But you-—."

“Rats! You're here bocause vou've humbupged the

“Mand, of you puzzle
I'm on in that

ii.r " anid Bammiy coolly, “‘Hlesqeﬂ if T know how you da it.
"limrﬂamlclw? chaps don’t believe mm you this time”

L = I'l

i R:-Iml;!:: H

The window of
waol-room was opon, and Billy Bunter would
bave given a great deal to pitch his minor head first out of
it into tho rhedodendrons,

“ Look here, you young sweep,' he said, in o deep, savage
whisper. . * I'll simply smash you for this when we get back
to Greyfriars."

4 R&“ !FI

“I'—-rn—"

Words failed Billy Bunter. Ha cast a quick blink round
to make sure that the room was empty, save for the two nf
them, and then seized his younger brother by the ear. Sammy
pmm;l‘:lt.l:.r retorted by elutehing him and jamming him back
into the chair,

They glared at one another furiously, and at the same
moment tho door opened and Miss Clara vame in with a tray
of nrmqult'.

The girl looked wt the brothers, and gave a little cry.

ammy recovered his prezsence of mind in a second.

“Ia that better, Dilly, old son!" he asked, affectionately
smoothing Billy Bunter's hair with a gentls hand,

Billy took the cue immediately.

“Yes," he gaid. * Thanks, so much, Sammy.”

Y Is Bunter worse®" asked Clara anxiously, coming towards
them when she had deposited the crockery on the tea-table.

_ “0h, o slight pain in the head,” said Sammy, T was trys
b the effect of a little massage, wasn't I, Billy ¥

"Yes!" gasped Bunter.

“Do you fool botter. now 7?

“"Yas, thank yvou, Sammy."”

Bammy sat down on the fender again, and Miss Clara pava
him a bright, appreving glance.

“How nice {o have euch a kind, alfectionate brother,”
she said.

Hammy simpered.

M ¥Wes, ws—it's jolly nice!” gasped Billy Bunter, ™ Awfully
nuga! I—I—wa got on so jolly well at hoine, you know,
They—they cull us the insepirables.”

“Might take us for twins, if Billy was & bit better-looking,”
Bammy remarked,

Miss Clara laughed, and went on laying the tes. Marjorio
cama in, laden with dainties, which made the twe Dunters’
open their eyes wide, and made their mouths water.

The table was drawn up nearer the fire, and the two girls
sat down to it, Marjorie presiding gracefully, with the teapot
in her chargo.

“ No, don't move, Bunter,” she said.
wait on you, aren't we, Clara ™™

"'(h, rather,” said Miss Clara,

:: Eﬂ& Sed, FME ATC an Iinv;lﬂ—-"

nd we're going to look after you,” said Miss Clara.

¥ Good ™ smid Bunter. ) Hlara

_Bunter liked being looked after. To eat without the exer
tion of shelping himself—that was the seventh heaven to
Buntor. :

The girls helped the two Bunters liberally.

Bunter's loss of memory hed evidently not been accom-
panied by loss of appétite this time. The way ha travelled
through the good things was amazing. It was not unparal-
feled, however, for SBammy Bunter paralleled it.

But everything comes to an end, and even Billy and Sammy
Bunter had had enough to eat at. last. '

Th:n Bunter rolled back in the armchair, with a contented
grun

He bhad eaten till it seemod top much exertion to attempt
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to, move, and he only wanted to eit in the armchair, and bask
befors the fire, and talk.

“Feel better?' asked Clara.

I Yo, thank youl™

! One more cake?"

3 E—nn thanks |

' Quite sure T’

Bunter cast a i-:miging glance st the cake. Tt tempted him,
and he would gladly have tackled it. But hs knew that he
could not. The spirit was willing, but the

o guita sare !’ fo asped.

o la;e Fou niee ancf comfy " asked Barjorie,
X }"EE-”

* Like a cushion?”

. " Well, perhaps » oushion behind my bead would be an
improvoment,’’ gaid Billy Bunter, with & sybaritic grunt of
contentment.

Marjorie al‘randg‘eﬂ the cushions.

Bunter blinked at her. It was borne In u
how fond Marjorie must be of him, though she had never
shown a sign of it before. Bunter knew how fond ho would
have had to be of anybody before e would have taken the
trouble to get a cushion.

** This is very comfy,” he murmured.

“1'm so glad!™

#1—I feel that I could recover if T had you always to loak
after me, Marjoric,” said Billy Bunter, with & Kiling look
that was rather spoiled by his big, round spectacles.

Do you really ™ said Marjorie simply. " Well, T supposo

irls can look after sick and weak peop E{EH'-EII' than boys can.

t’s more 1 their line,”

“ I suppose that's it,” said Bunter.
looking after me, as.a matter of fact,”

Marjorie gave him a changed look,

“Tio thev?' she said.

* ¥es, rather. I fancy I'm rather popular with the givls,”
said Bunter fatuously. * Youw know, thoy don't like long-
legged chaps, or dandified chape like Wharten, It's always
one of us well-made, medinm-sized fellows.”

“ Really?”

S L k wo shall h : good-b

Y Dear me think wa shall have to sa -bya now."
said Marjorie, although five minutes ago shg had rmt:.!' thousht
of sayving gpood-bve. 't is getting quite—auite late.”

_ MOk, ne,” said Banter, with another killing look. * Let's
stay a little longer. It's so ripping here in the gloaming!”

Marjorie rose, and lighted the gas,

Bunter blinked like an owl in Jl.'gl.f.‘ studden light.

“ J=1 say—"" he remarked.

“Time we said good-bye" sald Mise Clara.
will apon be better, Bunter,”

“¥Yes, I hope 30, said Bunter.

" Miss U'rimrose will be expecting us, Marjorie,”

" Yes, indeed, Clara."

The two girls looked at one another, and looked at Billy
Bunter, The fat junior was still reclining in the armechair,
and showed no intention whatever of moving.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Cad!
M ARJORIE looked puzzled and annoyed.

It was time for Bunter to go, especially as he had
started upon his old caddish ways; that, too, causing
Marjorie to suspeet, m spite of hersslf, that his latest

loss of memory was perhoaps, after all, as Wharton had
declared, ' spoof.”

But Bunter showed no sign of intending to go. He might
have been a limpet clinging to a rock by the way he stuck
to the armchair,

Bammy Dunter, too, seemed quite eomfortable whers ho
was, and prepared Lo stay as long as his major did,

** Bunter, ahem !"" said Marjorie,

“* ¥es, Marjorie”

* ¥You won't be home before dark.™

* Oh, that's all right,” said Bunter. * No need to get in
before dark, you know. Wo can stay out after dusk if we
ltke, when we come to Cliff House, you see., Old Quelch
knows we're all vight here.”

“ You might lose your way home after dack ™

Y Qammy will look after me."

“ But—bup——""'

“1I'm nob going to desert vou so socon, after vou've stond
me such & stunmng feed,” said Bunter. * Do come and sit
down, -Ihlar_lﬂrie."

“ But—"

T want Lo talk fo vou, vou know."

Marjorie did not sit down. Bhe cast a helpless glance at
Clara, How ever had she been so stupid as to ask a fellow
like Bunter to tea? She could hardly understand now,

“ Dear me " murmured Miss Clara. “ Won't you be tired
if you get in late, Bunter?"

flesh waz weak.

n his mind
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“0h, ror couldn’t call it late, you know."
“ Are the roads quite safe after dark”
“Oh, yes, quita-aafe,”

* But—but——""
“ Do sit down I said Tunter, “Tt's so much more comiy
talking if you're sitting down. I =ay, Marjovie, ['ve pot a

proposition to make.™
ok L bY

“I'm thinking of getting up an excursion,” said Bunter.
“1'm expecting o postal-order this weel, from a titled friend
of ming, and so 1 shall be in funds. I was thinking of a picnic
on the island in the yiver—the haunled island, you know.™

Y Indeed ! said Marjorie eokllv.

“ ¥Yes, You'll come, won't you ™

“1 fear I could not do so."

Y 8afl 1" said Billy Bunter. “I'm nob going to ask the
fellows, I'm going just to make a comfy little party of three
—you and Clare and myself. We don’t want Wharton and
Hob Cherry and Nugent and the rvest spohing the afterncon,
de we?! I'l Jaok after you two girls like anything, and 1
jromise you a ripmng time."

“We oould not come."

Y Certainly not P* seid Clara.

Bunter blinked at them with a knowing loak.

“0h, nonsense " he said, ** The other fellows ave not here
now, 50 you needn’t be 30 shy about it. Now, confess thal
you want to comoe.”’

*We don't,” said Miss Clara. L

" In fact, nothing would induce us to come,” =ald Marjorie,
with a face like ice.

“ O, T—I say, vou know——

“We will sce you as far as the gate now,’
" ¥ou must really go now, Bunter,
longer.”

ven Billy Bunter was not proof
in sguch plain ferms. He rose slow
feet,

It was getting dark row, and the shadows of ihe trees fell
thickly in the garden as the girls left the house with the two
juniors. Marjorie and Clara walked down the garden path
to the gate with them. )

They were as polite as they could be, but they were fecling
fh'ﬁ'&l’(iflf intensely angyy and anneyed.  Billy Bunter fre-
quently had that effcet upon girls, even while he was, as he
believed, aimplg' fascinating them. :

‘They reached the gate. SBammy went out into tha voad,
Bunter held out a fat hand for Marjorie to shake,

“ Thank vou so much for a jolly good time,” he simperod.

Marjorie barely touched his band. Miss Clara did not
appear to notice it at all.  Billy Bunter thought they were
VOry ooy, 2

" Good-bye, dears?” he zaid.

The girly drew back.

Bunter smiled. In spite of this oxtreme coyness, he was
quite certain that he ]I‘:a.d efferted a thorough * mash,” as
he would have called it. He made a movement forward, and
eaught Marjorie's hand again. He spproached his fat face to
here, with tll-.e evident intention of Lissing her pood-bye,

Marjorie gave & little ery.

Hardly knowing what she was doing, she struck the fat
ace with her hand, a ringing smack that sounded lhike a
pistol-shot.

Bunter staggered back,

“Ow " he gasped. - -

Toven Billy ﬁuntcr could not nustake thas for coyneoss.

Ho roalised that he had made & mistake. He blinked in
angry dismay at the girl, who was pale with anger.

“You coward I said Marjorie. ' You wretched, cowardly,
fat wreteh ! If Harry were here I would azsk him to beat
you, ™
) Oy 17

“Farry is here " auid o voiee from the dush of the lane.

‘Wharton and Bob Cherry and Frank Mugent had just com
up. They did not speak to Billy Bunter; they grasped him.

Hunter atru%g]ed. i

HMalra the beast awav!" szaid Harry.

“Ow! Yow! Yah!™

Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent whisked the fat junior away
into the lane. Sammy did not come fo the rescue of his
clder brother. He had already taken to hia hecls

“T'm so sorry if that ead has been ruwde to you,” said
[farey. 2

Marjorie tried to Jaugh. ) ‘

“ 1t was nothing,” she said. “He is so stupid, he may
have theught that he was making himscll agrecable. I am
afraid T was very rough myself.”

** Serve him right !”

* Don't hurt him, 1Marey,” said Marjorie, a litile alarmed
by the look on Harrv's faca., ' Dan't ]}r-.r. them hurt him."

Wharton was stlent. Marjorie laid 4 hand on his shoulder.

* Harry, don’t let them."

“Oh, all right "

“Heo 1a only stupid, after all; he does not know how un-
peasant he s

“Very well, Marjorie. We thought vou might have some
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treuble with the cad, and that's why we came along. I =up-
jrose it's no good teling you again that he's only %een g
tending to losta his memory,””

“We have found that out, Harey ™

% Oh, you've found it out 1

" Yes; he forgot to keep it up.  He has hean talking about
pienics on the asland, just as if he remembered overything.
1f he had lost his memory he woulds't have remembered the
haunted island, would he 3"

1 suppose not.’

“*He 13 & very bad boy, T am afraid,” said Marjorie. “1
shall never trust him again. Goeod-bye, Harey !"

* Good-bya 1™

Harry Wharton raised his cap, and the girls ran up the path
to the house, and Whaston followed his chums. Bunter was
n‘r&gﬂr]mg i their %1‘3.3[: in the dusky lane, on the verge of
a desp-flowing ditch.

“Ow! Wow! VYawl? voaved the ful juwmior
I shall calch cold! ¥ah!™

* Hallo, halle, hallo! Shall we piteh bim in, Iarry #*

Whartan shook his head.

“Torzol

* No
" Bump him, then §**
“Ow! Yew! I won't be bumped! Yah!™

* Ne,” said Harry.
* What then /' azked Boh.

‘' Nothing.”
Baob Cherry glaved.
* Nothing ! What Jdo you mean? Tho fat beast has toen

rucle te Marjorie. He's going to be punished.”
“!E;Im-jmie asked me to let the beast off.”
[ X1 .H_t LE ]
*I said 1 would.” .
Vob Cherry grunted, and released the fut junier,
*{ut off, you rotter " he said.
““{3h, really, Cherry—=" ) ) .
Bob Cherry raised his boot. Billy Bunter disappeared into
ihe dusk of tho lane.

[ el

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Canpoon (i the Cushion.

ARRY WHARTON % 0, did not speak to Bunter egain
when they saw him at Greyfviars. They wonld not
touch him, because Marjorie had made Harry promise
not to do so. But they would not speak to hm. They

folt that they could not tolerate the Owl of the Remove eny
more at close quarkers. g .

Bunter blinked at them indignantly several times. Bunter
had a long memaory for offences against himsell, and a short
one for offences he committed.  He had already satisfied
himself, in his own mind, that ho had not been to blame in
the least. Marjorie, on second thoughts, has anly been coy—-
or, rather, she had bean acting, because-she knew Wharton
was coming up just then, That was how Bupter worked it
out to his own satisfaction. Wharton had really uppearcd st
a very awlkward moment, and illl‘.&rl'ﬂ];t-&d whut would other-
wise have been & very tender scene. If Wharton had known
the thoughts that wore in the fat junior’s conceited mind, he
would have been sorely tried to keep his promise to Marjouie,
not to thrash the Owl of the Remove that night. But he
did net know,. >

Bunter had im all the Remove only one sympathiser, and
that was Alonzo Todd, The Duffer of Oreyfriars was the
only follow in the school who was confiding enough Lo believe
Bunter at any thne. He felt a deep commisaration for the
fut junior over his zec loss of memaory, apd he was even
svmpathetic when he saw that Bunter was in disgrace with
Harry Wharton & Co. He approached Buntor on that sub-
joct, giving the fat junior a dig in the ribs with & bony
inuckle that made hich gasp.

“ My dear Bunfer—"

“You ass ]’

“Ehi"

“Groa! You've knocked my breath cut! Yow!™

“Im so sorrv ! 7 trust you will recover b s00n, my dan
Bunter. Probably you would not lose your breath so easily
if vou were less lazy and plethoric. But I observe that jou
are not on good terms with Wharton now, Bunter™

“It's all Wharton's fault,” said Bunter. “It's sheer
jealousy.” ; ;

“I'm so sowy. I did not think Wharton was of a jealous
disposition,” said Alonze, looking st Bunter in great surpnise.
*What catt Wharton possibly be jealous of you about, my
dear Bunter '

Bunter snorted. - : |

“ A chap can’t help being good-loaking, and {aking with
girls,” he said. : ; :

“ ¥ suppose nol,' said Alonzo. ” Wharton is certainly good-
Inoking, and 1 have noticed that girls like him, Bunter. 15'Iﬂut.
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I do not think they like him whelly on account of his good

looks. Wharton a way of treating girls with proper

roapect, which you would reallty do very well to imitate,

Bl':'njtah‘ Then, he 13 not conceited apd vain. You see—"
38

- I wasn't ﬂp&l-ﬁiﬂi gbout Wharton. Wharton's jolly
lulsius hf?a Emd-iuukin chap, 1 cl_l'? tell you that.#
““Is het re you relerring to Nugent "
“No, I'm mt‘.l’ g g
“Micky Desmond '
" Certainly not!” ]
“QOgilvy, perhaps? Ile is very
should certainly not imegine that
him., I—"
“ No, nss [
! Who, then "
1] Mﬂ |
L1 Eh IE-!"I'
“ Mo1" roared Buoter angrily.
Todd looked at him blankiy. _
“Pray make your meaning clear, my dear Bunter,” he
ghspod, when he recovered his power of speech. Do I
understand wyou to make the oxtroordirary assertion that
Wha;tnn iz jmalous of vou bn account of your good looks?"”
i os, I-EE."
* But your statement I8 amazing, my dear Bunter. You
see, it has no foundatson. Wharton is nob the kind of fellow

ood-locking, though I
harton was jealous of

to bo jealous of anotber fellow’s good looks, Besides, you
ha;'i;a wgmd looks, you know, my dear Bunter."

“¥ou are & very phin bay, mot to say ugly,” went on
the candid Duffer of Greyiriars. * You do not mind my
ppesking plainly, do yout My Uncle Benjamm slways im-

| upon mo never to flatter.  Of course, » fellow cannot

p b looks, though you could certainly improve your
appearsnce by cating less, sleepeng less, taking more exer-
vwee, and cultivating' a lofkier kmd of thought. Good medi-
tatione lend a very agreeable expression to the countenance,

my dear Buntet."

“ You—you asa!" .

“ Your thou ars conbinually running upon eating and
drinking and ily comfort,” went on Todd. * That is

bound to lead to the grdss expression of countenance which
rendefs your feoe so unpledsant to look uwpon, my dear
Buntér."

Rilly Bunter glared. y

“T am sure you do not mmd mﬁ_’spmekmg thus candidly,"
said Todd. **My Uncle Bexjanyin always kmpres ujom
mo 4o be candid.™

“You fathead !"

“My dear Bunter—"'

“ ¥ou—-you chump——" _

“Abem] 1 am sure my Uncle Benjamin' would not ap-
prave of my continuing & conversation couched im such berms,
my dear Bunter. T will retire.’’

And Todd retired. .

Billy Bunter cluteked up a cushion and hurled it aftor the
Duffer-of Greyimars as be retired.

Thé cushion caught Todd in the back of the neck, and he
went sprawling forward. Loder, the prefect, was just
antering the commod-room. : .

Tedd pitched sight upon the senior, butting him upon his
fancy waistcoat with almost the force of a battering-ram.

HOh" roared Loader.

= g:ﬂ; 1_;:_3[:@:1 Todd.

T Yﬂh i , .

Loder sat.down o the passage. Todd dropped on his
hands and knees just in fromt of him, and they glaved at
ono another. o o

The scee was zo uiterly ridiculous that the jumiors im
the common-room burst into a roar of laughter.

"“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ohl" gesped Loder.

“ Ah! gm[”

“ You young schumdrel—"

1] I__I___Flj-m 50 m‘!‘l’}r"‘"—*”

Lodar to hms feet with 8 face like thunder. Tadd
backed away from him in alarm. The prefect was looking
darngzeraus,

V-l mssure you, my! dear Loder—"

“Hold on, Loder! It wasn't Todd's fault,” said Harr
Wharton. ** He was bowled over by a cushion on the bac
of his head.”

£, that was the case, my dear Loder—"

“Who threw the cushiom then?’ roared Loder.

“1 didp’t 1" yelled Billy Bunter, in alarm. *T never did

ing of the sort. There wasn't a cushion or my chair,
m the first place; sod, besdes, w's still here, and T'm sittang
on %, so—— Ow—aw! Yah! OGhI"

Todor boxed the fat junsor’s ears rizht amd left.
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“* You—youn—

“There! Now you'll know better than to pitch silly asses
at prefects!” he pasped, as he released the fat junior,
Fow! Ow! Yowl"
“My dear Lodor—*
“Shut up, and get to bed !
“Yow " roared Bunter. ““DI'm hurt! Yah! Groo!
“ You'll be hurt some maore if you don’t shut up!"
There was no sympathy for Bamber in the common-room.
In many cases the juniors would have interfered, prefect as
oder way, . But Harry Wharton & Co. were only too
pleased to ses the Owl of the Remove get the Ecﬂ!m
deserved, although Marjorie had made it imposzible for t
to give it to him, ] :
Loder scowled round the Remove dormintory that might
when he turned the lights out. Bunter was grunfing a
groaning in bed.
. Loder closed the door with & slam. Billy Bunter groaned
in the darkncss of the dormitory in an ear-splitting manner,
Bob Cherry sat up in bed.
“ Bunter I ho calted out.

Oh!"

“Owl Yes!™

" You're hurt, I suppose "

“"Owl Yes!"

Do you want to bo hurt some more ™

“¥ow! Nol"

B Well, you wall o of you den't shut up that row, T

get out of bed and take a ericket stump to you if I hear
another sound. I mean it!™

And Bob Cherry lay down agoin.

There were no more groans from “Billy Bunter, He re-
l?pse-d into indignant silence, and the Bemove went to
sleap,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Success.

L ALLD, hallo, halle I
“Me hat!"
** Look there!™
“Fa, ha, hal”

It was ecarly mornding in tho Cloze at Greyfriars. Most of
the juntoers were out for 2 run before breakfast in the bright
BETHELES SIS e,

But punting about the footer and leap-frop ceased suddenly
a5 a peculinr sight burst upon thair eyes.

There were exclamations of amazement from all sides.

Bally Bunter had iesuesd from the house--but it was & very
peculiar-looking Billy Bunter,

The fat junior was dressed in cap and gown, and was
stalking acrcss the Close with great dignity of manner.

Tha juniors stared at him blankly.

They had been accustomed of late to Billy Dunter's freaks,
and some of the Remove were of opinion ﬂt'm the fat junpior
was really going “ off bis rocker.™

But this zcemed to be the limat.

“My only hat!” Harry Wharton exclaimed.
into Quelchy's things '

N" No, thev're not Qualehy's—they're Capper’s "' said Frank

U e,

“Eﬂur Form-master’s togs!" exclaimed Temple, of the
Emlw.-r Fourth. “Tho cheek! What docs the silly ass mean

v it

* He's mad !

* Mad as a hatter!™

“He's got

“ Bpoofing, you mean!” said Harry Wharton, *“Ii's the
old gama again—he's lost hus memory !"

“ 11a, ha, ha!"

“The fab frand!™

f Bunter! Chuck i!'..* Bunter ™

“ Cheeso it, Tubby "

“ Ringz off!” )

The Owl of the Remova took no notice. He walked

struight on, regardless of the shouts and laughter of the
JUMOYS,

“My hat!" exclaimed Temple suddenly. * There’s old
Capper! Ii he recognises hiz duds on Bunter-—"1

LT ].1{“'1.. !:‘ f

“ Cave, Dunter!

Bunter took no heed. Ile was walking directly towards
Mr. Capper. Mr. Capper had been out for an early morning
walk by the river, wnd he had o Norfolk jacket and o cap
on. Ho looked at Bunter in surprise.

“Dear me ! he exclaimed. * What does this mean "

Bunter did not speak.

 Bunder ! rapped out Me. Capper.

The fak guﬂ.i-m‘ walked right on.

“Good heavens ! exclaimed Mr. Capper, In amazement.
“*Is the boy out of his senses? Bunter! I command youp
to stop ™

Heo cavght the fat jurior by the shoulder.
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Billy Bunter came to § halt them, aml blinked at the
master of the Fourth Form in a dazed, vacant sort of way,
He had practised that look before a locking-glass, and he
cortainly looked idiotio enough.

“Eh? Did you speak to mes, =ir?’ he exclaimed,
" Yes, Bunter! ¥ FOU Erowl deafi"™

:’IDE?]L sir? I &ﬂelé’t know 1”*

Mr. Capper pasped.

" You n:fon't know 'L

' No, ar.”

:‘ What do you mean, Bunter?

*Mean, s

“*Yes, mean!” showted the Fourth Form-master angrily.

“I don't know, sir.”

* What "

“I've lost my memory apgiin—I—I mean I've lost my
memory, sir.’”

" Goodness oracious " oxelaimed Mr. Capper.

“1 dom't krow who you arve, sir,” said Billy Bunter,
Llinking at him. * Are you the Head of Greyfriors, sirt™

" Bless my sonl!”

“ Porhaps you are my father, sir

Mr. Capper jumped.

“ Bunter 1"’

"I den't kpow, sir. I'm sincerely sovry, but. vou see, wo
can't help these things, si. I'va lost my memory. vou szee,
sir.""

“*1 am tho master of the Fourth Form, Bunter.™

“What's a2 Form, sie??

i€ :E;h?!l

“What's & mastor, sir?”

" Goodnpess pracious !’

“1'm sura 1 don’t know, =iv.™

Mr. Capper looked very hard at Bunter. As Bunter had
logt his memory once, Mr. Uapper was willing to believa
that he might lose 18 agaim, but he did not see how anybody
could lose hiz memaory to quite that extent without losing
his facultiez altogether. illy Bunter seldom exercises
any diseretion when ha bosan bbing, and his lies wore
elways to be detected by their very magnitude,

“ Bunber, this is very extiaordinary !’

53

“Yes, sir. I'm sure 'm a very vofortunate fellow, sir,”
said Bundter. ' I've forpotten my own name, sir."
“Indeed 1™

“Yes. I have ap tdea that my name 15 Capper, slr, and
'Lh;lj I‘nE't i me-m“tg:l in thas school,  Is that correct, zirt"
T, a 2y slarrreredd,

" ﬂunt{ﬁ# Ta ?ﬁl;%r possible
“T don't know, ai”
“¥ am Mr. Capper.

Your namn

“Then it must bo your gown I have on, sir
I'm sincervely sorry, siv, but I can’t remember—""

19 on it

“ Bunter ™

“It's wvery unfortunate, sir, 1 know. I think T'm very
much to bo pitiedd, sir,”’ said Bunter., ' Perhaps if vou spoke
to Mr. Quelch, @r, be might think Gt to let me off some
of tho lessons, sir, while I'm in this state.”

Mr. Capper looked at him hard.

“ Mr, dualch?” he repeated.

“ Yes: my Form-master, sir.”

“Oh! You remember that your Form-master is Mr.
Queleh, de you, Bunter? asked Mr. Capper, it an ex-
tremely unpleasant tone of voice,

The fat junior could have bitten his tongue off. He had
given himself away again, almost at the start,

“ Yeg, sir! You—you see I—1 have flashes of mamory L

“ Eollow me, Bunter !™

YW .w-w-where, sir??

“To my study, Bunter "

“ But, sir—"’

“TFollow me at onee ™

Bunter blinked, and followed the Form-master. My,
Capper entered the house, and Billy Bunier {ollowed him in.
Mr. Capper went tewards his siudy, and Billy Bunter
skirted off towards the stairs.

But the Form-master appeored to have ovez in the back
of hiz head. He swung round as Billy Bunter was slither-
i off.

“ Bunter "' he rapped out.

Billy Bunier jumped.

“Yeoeos, st

“ 1 told you to follow me!™

“Yeo-e-es, sir. I forgot!™

“¥ou had hetter not forgzet again, Bunfer. You had
better have one of those flashes of memory you were speak-
ing of,” sail the Fourth Form-master sarcastically,

“Ye-o-es, sir”

Mr. Capper threw open his study door.

“Go oin, Banter [

T .EI'E‘II-, a"ir-”

“ Remain till [ comea

“ Wes, sir,” stammered Bunter.

* Enough 1™

Mr. Capper closed the door on Bunter,
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The fat junior stood in the study in great dismay. It was
evident that Mr. Capper had seen through hie trickery; in
fact, Bunter's trickery seemed fated to be seen through.
What was te happen now?

The Owl of the Remove was not left long in suspense.
The door reopened, and Mr. Capper ecame into the etudy
with Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove.

The Fourth Form-master pointed to Bunter.

Mr. Quelch’s brow grew dark.

“ ¥ou see for yvourself,” said Mr. Capper. .

“Ido!" said Mr. Queleh. ** What is the meaning of this
masquerade. Bunter? How dare you touch Mr. Cappér's
property ? Explain yourself at once, you wretched boy 1"

“ I 0-f-I-f you please, sir——"'

“Well ¥ rapped out Mr. Quelch.

“If you pip-pip-please, air, I—I've loxt my memory,
aip—""

“*Take off that gown and cap, Bunter !

“ Ye.e-es, sir.”

“* Now follow me. I'm sorry for this occurrence, Mr.
Capper, but T assure you that this foolish and impertinent
hoy will be sdeguately jmu:]iahed for this freak.”

“Yery good, sir,” said Mr. Capper.

Rilly "Runter followed the Remove-master in fear and
trembling. In the passaoge he made a feeble atbempt fo
oECADE ; gut. a hand of iron grasped him by the shoulder.

He was marched into Mr. {uelch's study, and the door
was closed. A minute afterwards, sounds of anguish wers
heard proceeding from behind that closed door.

THE SEYENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Tit for Tat,

ARRY WIHARTON & CO. grinned when they saw
H Bunter again. They could not help it. The Owl of
the Remove was sticking out azo courageously to his
new wheeza, and he was getting such lamentable
failures all along the line that the chuma of the Remove
could not help zecing the humorous side of it : :
Bunter blinked at them savagely. He was sgqueezing hig
handz under his arm-pits io assuage the pain.
It was clear that Mr Queclch had not spared the rod.
“Ow!" groaned Bunter. “Yow! I believe my hands

are permanently injured. Yow ! Beast!"
‘“Ha, ha, hal” 5
“ Oh, really, Wharton! Ow! I—— Ah!

“ Why don't you leave off spoofing then?"” asked Harry
Wharton. " You know nobody believes in your silly rot!”
“ The sillvrotfulness of the honourable Bunter is terrifig ™
remarked Hurree Singh. *“ The dropfulness of the rotten
wheeze would be the boonful blessing I"'

“Fh? Wheat are you talking about?

“What?"

“ The whatfulnese iz terrific!'’

“I've never seen you before,” said Bunter.

He rolled away, ‘grunting. The Removites stared after
him blankly. That Bunter should have the nerve o keep
liis falsehoods up in this way was amazing. DBut that he
should still hope to get anybedy to believe him was more
mrl.':l:'.irlg' still. )

“ Oh, he's off his rocker ' zaid John Bull.

* Right off.” ] i

“ The off-fulness of his esteemed rocker is terrific !

“ 1 cannot help surmising that you are somewhat hard
upon Bunter, my dear fellows,” said Alonzo Todd. * My
Unecle Benjamin says—"

“ Rats 1 i

“Not at all. T have never heard my avencular relative
nse that -e::-:}\reasiﬂn," snid Todd, in surprise.  * Such a
juvenile exelamation would be guite out of place upon the
lips of such a venerable gentleman.”

*“Hen, ha, ha !

“1 do not observe the cause of vour laughter, m¥ dear
fellows; but to resume, I think that our unfortunate friend,
Iuanter, i3 suffering from a lapse of memory, evidently o
relapse into his former state. on remember that hia fhirst
illness was eaused by a shock to the system, owing to his
knocking his head on the floor of the bath, by jurping ifito
it when there was no water. He was restored to himself by
means of another shock, which agrees wigh a theory ex-
pounded by Professor Foozler in a k I have studied care-
fully. He has o theory of counter-shocks, and hé has tried
somiething of the sort with many of his patienfa; and he
nontions that if they had lived they would doubtless have
been Joud in praise of his theory. Tnfortunately they all
died. However, to come back to Bunter, I have not the
stirhtest doubt that a counter-shock upon his head would
resfore him to himself, as in the previous case.”

IrIIar hn' hII..!”

“I have pointed this out to Bunter, and, indeed, n'!?md

1.

Wharton Co. at Greayiriars.
RICHARDS, 4

I don’t know youl”
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Yo administar this shocl with a soda-srpdion, myzell to pay
for the syphon if damaged, but——"

. Tho chums of the Remove roared. They could nof guite
tmagine Bunter ncmtfting Todd's generoua offer.

Aloozo looked at them in surprice. Ho could soe notling

causo laughter—or, as he would have described if, Lo
excite risibility.

“And did he refuse?” asleed Frank Nugeni.

“¥Yes; for some reason he refused. Now, the guestion s,
whether one would be justified in adinmnistering that =hwock
to Bunter without his consent "

“Hun, ha, ha!"

““That in the question,” said Alonzo Todd.

“ To bash or not to bash, that is the question,' said Frank
E«!u -Ent-,“qun{'mg Shakespeare with o difference. “To

ash—-

“ Fla, ha, ha !

“To bash or not o bash, that iz the guesiion!
Whether "tis better in the coll. to suffer

Tho fibs and humbug of outrapoous Buntor,

Or 1o take arms ageinst the Habby hounder,

And, by opposing, end themm! To whack! To punch!
And by a hicking then to end

The spoofing and the thousand gammoning tricks
That Bunter's heir to!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!" roared Lhe juniors.

“Dear me!” said Alonzo Todd, “ ITow very woll vou
exprosa yourself, Nugent! I'm sure my Uncle Benjamin
would be delighted to hear such a flow of language.”

“Ha, ha!" yelled Nugenf. * That's Shaliespence. vou
mnss—only brought a little up to date ™

“0Oh, I ses. However, to reaume: revenon# noo oh nok
mootong, as Meonsiour Charpentier snyvs' remarked Alonzo.
® Bhall I beatow this favour upon Bunter? 1 have obacrved
a large coke-hammer belonging te Gosling which would
answer the purpos s

The juniors shrieked.

“It 1z really not s comic maltter, myv dear fellowg-—""

“It won't be for Bunter, if vou tap hin oncthe napper
with ﬂﬁs]iﬂg'ﬁ ceke-hammer ! gaspod Rob Cherrer.

“1 think it an excellent icea.™

“ Ea, ha, ha !

“But what do vou think Bunter will think #"" asked Todd
anxiously.

“I don't think he'll think al all. after vou've tapped
him !" gasped Nugent,

“ Ha, ha, ha!™

“You'd bettor drap the idea,” grinned Wharton, “ You
EE’E‘.J:EH 50 jolly painful to bo hanged, and that's what you'd

* Oh, no; it is vory improhable that [ shonld smire Bunfer
hard encugh to cause serious injury, unless, perhaps. he
strugglad."

““Ha, ha, ha "

The bell for broakiast called the juniors inlp the dining.
room. Alonzo zat down beside Billy Boanter, and nudged
him. Naturally, the Duffer of Groyfrincs nudged him as he
was raising a cup of tea to hin lips. Todd generally hape-
Ppeoned to do his nudging at some snch moment as= that.

* My dear Bunter—""

“Grerererh I

Buntor spluttored wildly a3z half the tea shet inlo his
mouth, and tha other half into the necli of hiz collar,

“Gr-r-p-r-ror-rh I

“My doar Bunter L

“¥Y-a-s-a-a-a-anh!"

“I'm so sorey—-—"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Mr. Quel'ch glanced severely down the talin.

" Bunter, how dare you drink your tea in that diszusting
manner? I am ashamed of you, Bunter!”

This was really very hard on Bunter. e trind lo spenlk
and explain, but only gasps and snorts came forth.

" Grroo-oooh-yowp-ah 1

" Bunter!"'

“ @r-r-r-r-atchoo !

**How dare you, Bunter !

“Ga-a-a-a-a-atchoo 1"

Mr. Quelch rase to hiz feel)

“Bunter! If you do not cease those diszusling noises
instant]y——"

* zp-r-r-r-th I

“If you please, sir,” said Todd. * Bunier i= choking
through his ten shooting aut of the cup. [t may have Loon
due to my nudging his elbow."

The jumers giggled. Mr, Quelch’s scevere [ace relnced
ialo & amile.

“Oh!"” he said.

He sat down again. Billy Bunter wos [eft to gasp and
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anoet Lo hia heart's conlent.
with a handkerchief.

“ You frabjous ass, Todd ! he pasped al last.

“My doar Buntor—=""

““¥ou dangerous idiot——""

“ Ahem ! was onfy drawing vour attention, my dear
Bunter, because I wished to make vou en offar of my
services,”’ aald Alonro. “ My Uncle Benjamin always
impressed upon me io be kind and obliging, and-—""

Billy Bunter'a expression changed a ?it £

¥

He mopped off the spill tea

“Oh, all right,’ suid more amiagljp. “Deo vou mean
that you will be able to make we that advance on my postal
order?  It's covtain to come touday, you know; it's Doen

promised me by a titled friend of mine——

“1 was not veferring to your postal order, Dunter. TUn-
fortunately, I have oo money, or I would make vou a loan
with pleasure.”

Buwter grunied.

“Oh, ring off then I he growled.

“But there is another service 1 can pecform, Bunier, in
connection with your loss of memory. 1 can vestore you th
your vight senscs.”.

The fat junior grunted apnin.

- I have already made the suggestion Lo you™ said Alonzo.
‘I now urge it upon you, Bunter. Gosling's coke-hammer
would be a snitable instrument, and by giving you a ran on
the head with considerable force I hope to vostore- -

* You—you chump ™ gasped Bunter,

“My dear Bunter—--"

Billy Bunter glarcd st him through his spectacles. Alonsn
Todd raised his tea to taste it, and Bunter gave lis elbow g
sharp sheve. The tea shot over Todd's face in & hot stream,
and be jumped up dvenched, with a wild yell,

“ Deaar me!” exelaimed Me. Quelel ivvitably.
extraordinavy that thiz should ecour twice!
it mean "

" Groo!"!

“Todd !

“Yow! ALt

“ Leave the table ai onece, Todd!"

And the Duffer of Gregirviars driffed away. Bunier
fip:s!i:ed iz breakfast with guite a contented cxpression upon
1S 1800,

It is vory
odd, what docs

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Call of Duty.
oo Y dear Gosling——""
Gasling, the school porter of Greviviars, looked
routid with a prunt. Gosling was washing dewn a
] trap, and Gmﬁnn did not like it. Gosling did not
like work of any doscription. His iden was that his life
should be spent in a comfortable armchair, hefore a cosy
fire, with a glass of hot gin-and-water at his elbow. Even
for that he thought himsclf considevably underpaid,. But
there is no getting onc's deserts in this world, which, as
Shakespeare reminds us, ia fortunate for many of us. Gos-
ling had to work—life could not be all armehaivs and gin-
and-water.  He conzoled himself by feeling very ill-used,
and bestowing scowling glances upon the universe.

“Oh, get hout!” ho exelaimed us he saw Alonzo Todd
como into the yard. " Get hontt 1 hein't going to be
worrited by you hovs &'

“ My dear Gosling——"

“Get hout !

“ But, my deapr—m>="

“TH report yoer!”

Todd looked at Gosling in surprise,

“Indeed, my dear Goeling, you are labowiing undur a
misapprehension if you bolieve that I have compnitied any
indiscretion susceptible of punislinent,"” e said, * There 1
nothing for you to report, my dear Gosling. 1 have come to
gsk vou a small favour.”

: i I”I;L&in't doing any favours,” sard the surly porter, (gt
1ot !

“You have a large coke-hammer, Geating—--"

" Wot I savs is this "ere-——"

“"Will you have the great kindness, wmy deas Gosling, to
lend me that hammer for a shoet timee ¥** asked Alonzo Todd.

Gnsling looked® ab lijm.

“Wot do you want it for?” e demandoed,
vour pranks, T s posc.
atudy ¥ '

* Certainty not. my dear Gosling: but you are quite mis-
taken in aupposing that | wish to play pranks.  Theoa-
juvenile amusements sre far beneath me. My Uncle Benja-
min always told me to——"

“Get hout!”

“Coertainly not; he never said anythine of the sort.
But sbout that lammer—--"

“Wot's the little game?™

; “Bome of
E.l‘ ' art | 7
ou sin't burning coke in 1ous

Bee thigs weelk's numbar of
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"I require the hammer 1o asdist me in doing a good deed,
Gorling. Surely that is sufficient for you to know 7

“Wot I says is this ‘ere,” said Geosling, “It's 2 dry
morning.” :

" ¥es: ™ znid Alonzo innocently.
some time now.'’

*“Whieh I'm dry myself, Master Todd."

““That iz very good for your health, Goshng., If you wers
o get damp, you would probably have rheumatiam, especially
witﬁ vour drinking habits.’” )

Gosling snorted, It was pretty certain that Tedd would
never see a hink

“You can "ave the loan of that 'ammer for tuppenoe,
Mastar Todd,” he said. )

“Oh, I see.” Todd felt in his ‘I[)OI:I'LE'fS. “Here is twio-
pence, Gosling. T trust that you wi | not expend the money
in reckless, barbaric extravagance.” .

Gosling snorted again, and pocketed the twopence without
giving agy verbal undertaking that he would not expend it
m rechkless extravagance.

““ And now where is the hammer ' asked Alonzo.

Gosling pointed to the heap of coke in the corner of the
vard. The coke hammer lay beside if.

““ There you are,” he said.

“Thanl you so much, Gosling." S

* Bring it back and put it thore when you've finished.”

"h, certainly.”

“ Mad as o "atter '’ Goeling murmured, and went on wash-
ing <lown the trap.

Tadd walked away with & cheerful face. He had the cx-
pression that one wears when one has made up one's mind to
do one’s duty at any cost, :

Todd had made up his rmind! i
_ A countér-sheck upon Bunter's head would restore his
moemory, and Todd had made up hiz mind that, for Bunter's
own salee, it must be done. . .

How dreadiul it would be if the fat jumior had te go
through life without any memory for want of a firm friend
to stand I:q him in the hour of need and give him the tap
Le required—restorving him at the expense of a little brict
i |
I Todd felt a glow of enthusiasm on the subject, as he re-
fleated upon it. Bunter might not like it—he might be un-
erateful. But what mattered that? Todd would have the
proud satisfaction of knowing that his duty was well done.
1ie would have the approval of his Uncle Benjamin, What
more could he want?

The Close was pretty full of juniors; the morning school
had been dismissed, and it was not yet dinner-time, Todd
looked round for Billy Bunter, but did not sce Iim.

*Mvw dear Wharton——"" he called out.

“ Hullo, Taddy 1

“Have you scen Bunter?" :

“1 believe he's in his study,” szaid Harry.

“* Thank you so much.” .

Todd started off to the house. Wharton looked after him
curicusly. But Beb Cherry was punting a footer to him, and
he punted it back, and forgot Todd for the moment.

Alonzo Todd ascended the stairs to the Remove passage,
and tapped at Billy Bunter's deor and epened it.

The Owl of the Remove started to his feeb

As o matter of fact, Billy Buonter had succecded In
raising a emall loan since morning school, and he had in-
vested it in jam farts, and rctired to his study to ecat
them without interruption, and the terrible risk of someone
saying ‘“ halves!" o

‘As soon as he saw Alonzo, ko naturally imaegined that he
had heard of the tarts, and had come for a ** whack."

“You can pet out,”’ said Bunter.

Bunter's manners were not what Lord Chesterfield would
have conzidered polished, especially when he was defending
ltis provisions.

My dear Bunter—*

“ Buzz off "

“*I have come—"'

I"I can sce that. Now you had better go. There's the
door 1™

“You are scercely polite, my dear Bonter., Dot T shall
not allow that to interfere with my philanthropic inten-
iion. My Uncle Benjamin always impressed upen me to
be kind and abliging in the face even _of personzl rudences
on the part of low or ill-mannered pm!ll]e. y dear Buntor,
[ am moing fo resiore your memory.

** Wha-a-at!"” )

Todd produced the hammer from under his jacket. Buntor
Winked at it throuzh his big spectacles, and then blinked at
Alonzo Teodd.

“YWha-a-at do vou mean?®" he gasped,

Todd held up the hammer.

“You ses, my dear Dunter, T am guite assured that if
vou received a rap on the bead in the same place as your
former mmjury, you would be cured—"

* Fathead ™ :

““I have thorefore determined to bestow this kindly atten-
tion upon you—-""
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“PBut I don’t want you to,” roared Bunter. _

“That makes no difference, my dear fellow,” said Todd
with a beaming amile. "I shal not allow even reluctance
on your part to interfere with my bounden duty. I have
the approval of my conscience, and I am certain that my
necle genjamin would approve. Therefore, my dear Bunter,

mean husiness |’

HYVou—you chump ™ ]

“ Plesse come here, my dear Bunter,” said Todd, taking
5 business-like grip on the handle. 1 )

Billy Bunter gazed at the Duffer of Greyiviers wilh cyes
nearly starting from his head.

“VYou—you dangerous chump! he panted. " Take that
itnmmer away !

“ Mot till T have done my duty, Bunter!”

* Dut—=but I te)l you—-"

“From o sense of duty, my dear Bunter, T cannot listen to
vour objectiona. IP'ray como here, and get it over. It is
really only like having a tooth cut.”

# Veou chump!” shrieked the alarmed Owl of the Remove.
“¥You'll brain me! Get oot ™

Todd shook lis head. )

“It is highly improbable that the shock will seriously
injure you, Bunter; but, in any case, surely you would be
willing to run a modicum of rish for the sake o having your
memory restored.’

* Fathead 1"’

“ My dear DBunter—71

“Gol out!™

“1 must do my duty, Bunter!”

Billy Bunter made a wild rush for the door. He had
forgotten oven the tarts in his anxiety and terrer.

Todd rushed to intercept him.

The Duffer of Greyfriars reached the door fivst, and
Bunter rolled back.

“Wow, my desr Runler—

Biily Bunter dodeed reund the table.

‘“‘x’%u—}'ﬂu mad e8! he shricked., " Keep off!
kill me, you’ll be hanged. Ow!” S

“It is highly improbable that the shock will kill wou,
my dear Bunter., Tesides, you need not be anxious about
e, even in that case;” said Todd reassuringly, "I should
certainly not boe hanged, It would be considered accidental
death. You need have no uneasiness on that score, Bunter.
Come here I'*

" Help!” yelled Bunter.

"My dear fellow—"

“"Help! Muyrder!™

Y Dear me,” =nid Todd. " You will probably suffer more
by getting inte a stete of excitement, Bunter. Perhaps
I had better—-"

He sidled round the table; hammer in hand. Dunter
dodged awny, and made & break for the door agan, amd this
time got through inte the passage.

Todd rushed after him,

“Htop! My dear Dunter! B8top! I—="

Billy Bunter was not likely to stop. He dashed away
down the corridor at top specd, and after him rushed
Alonze, brandishing the hammer,

If you

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Quite a Closc Shave.

H! Ow! Help! Hellup! Yowl”
0 Bunter roared as he ran.
Down the corridor they went, pureued and pursuer,
Todd still brandishing the hammer, and calling in
vain upen Billy Bunter to stop.
They reached the stairs, and Bunter charged down at
keadlong speed. ]
There was a groun of juniors at the foof of the staircuse,
and they shouted (o the Owl of the Rermove as he came
charFing down,
“ Hallo, halie, halla! What's up ¥
“YWhat's the mattbr, Banter ¥
i Ha's fairly off nt Jnst”
Bunter did net reply. _ o
He charged right on, and dashed ipte the juniors, and
séattered them to the right and left. A bull in & china shop
waz nothing to Billy Bunter at that moment.

Nugent went reeling against the wall, and Ogilvy aq&*awled
on the flogr. Bob Cherry sat down en Ogilvy. Morgan
clung to the banisters aod goeped, and icky Desincnd
stargrered away, holding on to Russell,

Bunter rushed on.

After him came Alcnzo,

‘' PBunter, stop ™

“Yow! Help!™ ;

Billy Bunter dashed out inte the Close on the winge of
terror, and Alonzo dashed after him, hammer in hand.

Wharton & Co, at Greyfeiars
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My only hat!" gasped Bob Cherry, staggenng fo s
fect. **They're mad—boeth of them! DBunter had it frst,
and it's catching.”

“Ha, ha, hal"’

“ After them " exclaimed John Bull
gome damage with that hammer,”

I shouldn't wonder."

“ Faith, and ye're right "

“ After them!” .

'I'he juniors ran out into the Close. Billy Bunter had
caught eight of Harry Wharton, and was rushing straight
fownards him. The lighter and shmmer Alonzo was gaining
on the fat junior, and there was no escape. i

Billy Bunter dashed up to Wharton, and threw his arms
round hun,

““Bave me ! he [r'aﬁpe-d.

“Why, what —'

“Help! Keep him off I"

“Ehi

“ Teap him off 1" shrieked Bunisr.

Harry Wharton looked amazed.

“ Keep who off 7" he demanded.

“ Todd may de

Y Todd, Ow! Tedd ™
“Todd ! ) ) .
e Ow! Here he comes. eep hin off |

Billy Bunter dodged round behind Wharton, but shill
clinging to the captain of the Remove, 50 as not to losc his
protection. _

Alonzo came panting up. He was almost breathless, but
gtill prepared te do his dutr at any cost.

“Hallo!™ ejaculated Wharton. * Reep that hammer
gwav. Are vou off your silly rocker, Todd "

“ Mot at all, my gear Wharton ! gasped Todd. “I am
about to do Bunter a service, bup he shrinks from receiving
it because he is afraid of o little pain. Of course, I cannot
allow any small consideration of that sort to interfere with
my duty.”

Harry Wharton grinned.

“ (3 course not,” he assenied. .

“1 am going to restore Bunter's memory by giving him
g sharp rap on the head “n']:"'l ﬂ_liﬂ: hammer, in the same spot
where he received his previous injury -—-"

“ Help ' yelled Bunter., * Keep him off I

““ Ha, ha, ha!”
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i e's mad! Ha's dangerous! Keep lim off "

Alonzo Todd blinked reproachfully at the terrified Owl of
the Remove. Buater kept Wharton between them all the
tane.

“My dear Bunter, I am not mad.” said Tedd. "1 am
gbout to render you an inestimable gervice --—"

“Yow! Keep him off "

“ By means of this hummer -

WO T

“1 can restore you—"

“Yow!"

“Ta vour full eenses, Bunter. Think of that.
recover vour memory, and -

“Yah! Kkeep him off I”

“ Under the circumstances, as I can <o so much good with
20 slight an exertion, I must refuse to be kept off,” said
Todd. © Pray stand aside, my dear Wharton ™

"“Ha, i, ha I’

“Yow! Keep him off I" shricked Billy Bunter, elinging
te the captain of the Rewmove. ** Don’t get awavw, Wharton.
¥ah! Keep him off !

“Pray stand aside, my dear Wharton—-"'

“0Oh, let Alonzo go ahead!” execlaimed Bob Cherry,
coming up with the other fellows. *° Let him do his duty.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Wire in, Toddy I

“ Hammer him '

“ 1t will be kill or cure, anyway."

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

" The curefulness will be small, but the killfulnes will
probably be terrific, my worthy chums.”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Todd made an effort to pass Wharton, Harry jerked the
hammer out of his hand. He made a sign to ﬁugant, wher
grasped the Duffer of Greyfiriars, and sat him down on the
ground with a bump.

“Ow I ejaculated Todd.

“ Look here,” said Harry,
see whether it's likely to be
treat Bunter, Todd.”

“ My dear Wharton—-"'

“I'll give you a swipe on the head as hard as T can with
this hammer, and if you're all right alterwards, I'll let you
swipe Bunter.”

““Ha, ha, ha!"” yelled the junior:s.

“M-m-m-my dear Wharton—— M

“ Bit still. It will be soon over."”

Harry Wharton swung the hammer infe the air
gave it one look, and leaped up and fled for his [ife,

The juniors roared,

“ Come back, Todd ™

But Tedd dxd not come back.

THE TWENTIETH E_!'IAPTEI{.
Yery Forgetiul.

HE Remove roared over the story of the hammer. It
seemed to have dawned upon Todd at last that the
1dea jwae not wholly a good one, and he allowed the
matter to drop. The coke hammer was restored o

Gosling unused. But the juntors laughed over the joke for
a long time, and Bunter was seen to avoud Alonze Todd
the most careful wayv. The fat junior declared his opinion
that the Duffer of Greviriars was not safe; and, indeed,
Todd was a hitle dangerous when he really made up his
mind {0 do his duty at any cost to uuyhml;y.

“It's all your own [ault, you fat fraud I sald Boly Cherry,
after school that day. * Why can't you stop spoofing?
You've taken Todd in, that's all.™

“ 0Oh, really, Chorry.——"

“Let it be o lesson to you, Bunter," said John TDull,
LERLE You never know in what way they'll

You will

rasping the hammer. *I'll
angerous or not before vou

Tedd

top telling lies,
find you out, you kunow."

Y0, really, Bull—"

“T1 guess Bunter can't help i said Fisher T, Fish.
bred in the bone, 1 puoess. But why don’t you pet a new sat
of lies, Bunier? Pretemd that you've lost your gold wateh
that you never had, or your wisdom teeth, or something. Say
you've left your <dlamond ring at home on the piano.  Any-
thing for a chango.”™

“Who arve you?’

Fisher T. Fish stared at him.

“ What's that !"" he asked.

“ Who are you?" asked Bunter. I don't know you.”

G (zpe-whiz ! If he iso't beginning again!' excluimed
Fisher T. Fizh, in amazement. The American junior stared
at Bunter. * He's off his level, sure.”

“ T don't know vou."” .

1 guess you do, Bunter. And I know you, surely, too.”

i T don't remember ever having zeca you before,” said

“lt's
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Billy Bunter, blinking at the thin, keen face of the Yankes
schoolboy. :
Fisher T, Fish grinned.
0k, pood ! he said.
" Na, 1 den't.”
Y Andd I suppose vou don't know what I am "
" Ney' sotd Bunter. .
“'moa viee —a steel viee,”? said Fish coollv, taking a grip

" You don't know whe T am—eh

upon Bunrer’s fat little noee with hiz finger and thumb, * L

hold tyeht..-zome I**
Groo ™

“I'm a vies,* repeated Fish ceolly. X remain one, X
guess, till you remeniber my other name—szome [

“Faowp !’ gl |'E&n:1 H;i]T_',: Bunter. “Yawn! Yah!
Giron !

“ Ila, ha, ha "

“[ puess I esn keep this up 1ill yow recover your
m.:-mnrir," sard TIigher T. Fich ¢hmr{u!?3, tightening his
grip, “What's my name "

LI S TUR

“ Nope. Try apain.

¥ arooh

“Nope. Try again.”

Lfsran!™ o

“Wrong again,” said Fisher T. Fish, while the juniars
yelled with laughier. “Go it, Boantey. I'll leave off bernyr
w srect viee when you remember who I am.”

“({ierrooh ! Leggo! Ow! You're Fish !

“Ha. ha, ha!” i ;

“Yep,' satd Fisher T. Fish, releasing Bunter's nose,
which had aesumed the hue of a newly-beoiled beetroof.
“Thar's correet, I guess. Wonderful how suddenly a chap's
memory can be restored, isn't 1437

“Ow! Yow!” )

Bunicr roiled away, caressing his nose, and leaving the
juniors roaring with faughter. .

[+ was really surprising that, after being exposed so often,
Runier shoubd keep up rhe same absurd story, with which
the Remove were getting quite " fed up.” But that was
just like Bunier. He was shorisighted mentally as well ay
phiysically. Tle could never sce when a fhing was being
“yrun into the ground,” as Fisher T, Fish expressed it in his
peeuliar American janguage, . o 1

I'he Romove were, in fact, getting quite tived of Bunter's
humbag, If was amazing that the fat junior ddid net stop
it; but as he did not stop, varicus <drastic ‘measures were
diecus=cd in the Form for putting an end to it .

Iven Todd was getiing doubtful now about the genuine-
ness of Bunter's affliction. The others had not believed in
it for a mament. y _

Ragging Bunter was the scheme that found mast favour.
The Bemove talked it over, and it was generally agreed that
if Bunter did not deop it that day for good, he would have
to have a lesson in the dormitory that evening. y

“ 1" making us all look silly asses,” Harry Wharton
remarked. ¢ The fat chump thinking he can take us in with
such rotten humbug makes uz look silly. It's as if he togk
us for a sct of fonls’

" ¥es, rather!”

“The ratherfulness iz tervifie,™

“ We'll make him chuck it, that’s all, to-night, if he doesn’t
chl:n:ﬁ it i'c--clajr1ﬁf s own accord,” Harry Wharton decided.

“ Hear, a3 :

What's my nawe ™

hear !

But there seemed little likelihood of Billy Bunter dropping
his nonsense of his own accord, Either he hoped still to be
helioved, by persistence, or else he wanted to annoy the other
fellows in return for their wnbelief. Or perhaps hiz motives
were mixed. At all ovents, he kept on at the same old
AITIE.
" e had tea in hall, and affected to forget that the juniors
brought in supplies for themselves to eke out the school bread-
and-butter, H-Ie helped himself to Ogilvy's jam, amd to
Bulstrode’s cake. The owners of the raided articles glared at
him across the table

“Tot my jum alone ' Ogilvy breathed.

5 i}}::?ﬂ that cake back I*" hisced Bulstrade,

“irame my jom !

“Gimme my cake

“Who are you

i h

1 den't know vou,” saud DBunter.

Y Whae ¥

“Is this cake "

1] j{“..". ":'”‘

“T like them,"” =aid Bunior.

“* They belong to us, vou fat thief I

H Beolong 1 .

“ Yoz, you frand !"*

“Whar daes kelong mean? asked Bunter.
gotten ! I've lost my memory, you know.”

Bulsdrode plaved at b speechlessly. He did not wish to
abtract Moy, Queleh’s attention by making a scene at table.
it he mentally promizsed Billy Bunter things after tea.
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After fon he went out very guickly to sea Bunter in the
passage. He fastened his thumb and finger on the Owl's fag
ear.

“ MNow then, you young cad——"

“Help " shrieked Bunter.

* Shut [I}l! I

(4] Hl:,'].r:l :‘1

“Dear me!? said Mr. Quelch, coming out.
that ¥

But Bulstrode was gone, )

Mr. Quelch looked curiously at Bunter, whe war rubbing
his ear, and walked on. The fab junior grinned quictly. He
felt that he had scored azain,

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTELR.
The Cold Water Cure.

n EDTIME ! said Wingate, looking into the junior
CONTIOT-T 0.

There was o general stir.

Books ond chess and draughts were put awar,
thrilling discussions of football ceased, and tho juniors turned
ot ta go to bed.

There was only one fellow who did not move from his chair.
Wingate chd not notice him, as he had gone out, but Harry
Wharton shook him by the shoulder.

" Bedtime, Bunter™

Bially Bunter blinked up at him through his big =pectacles.

“Oh, veally—""

" Bediime, you ass [

rd Eh ‘!:'!

" Bodbime "' roared Wharton.

“I—I don’t know what a bed is; I've lost my memory, and
= ¥Yaow! Ow! Gerreoh ! Don’t shake like 1hat, you &~
you'll make my glasses fall off, and if they got Lroken, youw’l]
hove to pay for them. Yow !

“Are you coming P

“Groo -ooh ! Yes'

And Bﬂli.: Bunter rose sulkily te follow. ITe gronted
angrily as he went up to bed. In the Remove dormitory,
curious looks were cast upon the fat jumior.

The whole Remove had entered inta the idea of rapping
Bunter if he did not stop his nonsense, and it was pretty
clear that he did not mean to stop it unless he was compelled
T,

Y Wow then, turn in,” saudl Wingate, locking in at the door
of the JRemove dormitory.  “I shall be back in two
irukos,

“ Right yon aro, Wingate "

Bunter sulkily kicked off his boots.

“1 say, you fellows,” he oxclaimed.

“h, zo to bed, Bunter [

“Bhut un!"”

1 tell you, I've lost my memory, and I don’t know which
= my hed”™

 Ratg !?

“ Cheese 1t 1"

“Oh, we'll show him which
Bulstrode, seizing the fat junior,
Bunter, and t-lﬁo.n vou'll know."!

" Yow—ow—ow I

* Ha, ha, ha!"

Bump !

Bunter was whirled off his feet, and planted upon the centra
of ks bed with a bump that made the bedstecd cvack and
ereak, and made Bunter gasp and snort.

“There you are, old chap "' said Bulstrode.

* Yavooh !

®“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter did not require any more showing., 1e
turned inte bed, Wingate locked in a few minutes later, and
found zll the Remove in, and turped the light out, and bade
the Juniors gaod-night.

Then the veice of Billy Dunter was heard in the zloam of
the dormitory.

T say, yvou fellows, would zome of you mind telling me
my name? I've lost my memory, you know.”

“We'll help you to recover it,” said Bob Cherry.

“*Hewr, hear!™

“We're poing to cure you”

The Removites turned out of bed. Wharion turned on the
light. Billy Bunter regarded the figures that gathered round
s bed in tll-coneealed alaem.

" I-—-T1 say, vou felows ' he bepan.

“We're going to help you recover your memory, Dunter,”
said Harry Wharton grmly.  * Get three water-jugs, you
fellows—ful] 1"

“ Ha, ha, ha t"

“ Quiot ; we don't want a prefect here, ™

Billy Bunter blinked in greet alarm.

* What s

“7T tell you—=""

ta hizs bed ! sxclaimed
“I'H chuck you on it

25,
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« §—J say, Wharton—"

i Ahnt up, Bunter I

“Ha, ha, hal” -

« But I say, you fellows—="

Harry Wh{rt};n, John Bull, and Bob Cherry drew near to
the fat junicr's bed with jugs of water in their bands.

¢ Look hore, I'm going to sleep,” said Billy Bunter. 1
— Yowl Yah! ‘E?mrmv:hl Yarooh! Ow! Ahl Ow!
13
Bplash ! Swamp!

The contents of the water-jugs descended upon the faf
junior at ona fell awoop.

Swamp !

* Yow—ow-—groooh !

““ Ha, ha, ha!l"

Bunter was swamped—soaked—drenched, Water descended
upon him in a flood, soaking him and soaking his pyjamas
snd his bedclothes. )

He rolled und wriggled and yelled in the midst of the
swamping water. But strong hand;g&‘raapeﬁ him, and pre-
vented him from escaping from the .

“ No, you don't,” said Nugent. * Stay where you are!
The cold water cure is going to be kept up till you recover
Tour memosry.”

““ Hear, hear !

“YVow—ow—pgroo '’

“ Have you recovered yet "

“ No=——ow==gh !""

* Another jug, you chaps,” said Harry Wharton.

“Here you are!”

“Ow!" velled Bunter. * Btop! I—oh=—ow!—1 feel that
I am recovering now, somchow., TI—I fecl my memaory
coming back.™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"I puess it's all serene now,” said Fisher T. Fizh., * Ha,
ha, ha ! ]

“Bure, Bunter?'" asked Wharton, poising the jug of water
%ﬁrﬂr the squirming, drenched figure of the Owl of the

cmove,

=eniitled ** Mie Greyfrigre Clven,” by Fraonk

Pilly Bunter blinked up nervously at the jus.

* Ya-ea,” he pasped, “E’m 5-g-g-3ure !

“You've got your memory all right 3"

“Yee-enl ) i

“ You confess that you were trying to spool us?

S No—yoal Ves" L i

‘& ou admit that you were Iying all the time®"

£ Ya-e-e5 ! groaned Bunter.

“ Goodness gracious)” exclaimed Alonzo Todd. * Bunter,
I am shocked at you! My Uncle Benjamin would be
shocked—nay, disgusted i

Wharton put down the jug of water. _ :

“ Well, we've got to the truth at last,” he grinned. * Mind,
Bunter, if you ever begin the same yarn again, yon'll get
the same ireatment. We're going to keep von permanently
cured, if it costs us tons of cold water,”

“71 guess so.”

“Groo! I'm web—yow—— :

“ Fa, ha! You'd better towel yourself down,” snid Harry.

“Yow! I cc.oan’t sleap in that bed now."

“You can have eome blankets, and snooze on the floor.”

“Yarooh! I c-can’t sleep on the floor!”

“Then you'd hetter sleep lika a horse, standine up; there's
nothing else for you to do,"” said Harry cheerfully.

Bunter towelled himself down with many groans. And
when he was dry at last, he accepted the offer af soma
blankets, and snuggled in them to sleep on the floor. It
was all he could do—and there was nothing eize for him,
Whether it was the discomfort of that night's rest, or tho
cold-water cure, cannct be said, bub the Ow! of the Remove
had cartainly recovared hiz memory.

The next day nothing was heard in the Remove of Bunter
having Jost hizs memory, and the juniors chucklefl over the
success of the cure. And, as N_I.IE,'GIH- remarked, Punter was
not likely to lose his memory again, until he forgot the way
the junicrs had cured the artful dedger.

{Another splendid long, complete story of Harey Wharton & Co. noxt week,
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- Wolves of the Deep.

The Story of a Great Gonspiracy, introducing Ferrers Lord and Ching-Lung.

By SIDNEY DREW.
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READ THIS FIRST.

Ferrars Lord 1s the possessor of a wonderful submarine, called
“Tha Lord of the Deeap.” One night the model is stolea from him by
Michael Scarcff, & Rossian” Ferrem Lord, accompanied by his friend,
Ruopert Thurston, sets ont on the track of the Russian, They reach
the French shore, but are compelled to retom to England. They
take traln for Scarborough where the "' Lord of the Deep™ is being
completed, While thers, Lord and his diver notice two men attempt-
iog to destroy the sobmarine. They are caught, however, and
confess that they are in the pay of Scaroff. Ferrers Lord decides to

pumniah the mea by means of tha knout, and commands one of them to
stand forward.

(Now go oo with the story.)

The Terrible Knout,

“1 am your judge, Ivan Maroveki,” Ferrers Lord con-
tinued, in Russian., **¥You are [i:uiltjr;' taken in the ver
act. Penal servitude for life would be your punishment if
ave you up to the law. It is not my intention to do that.
gly verdiet is the same for both of you. When the sentence
is carried out, you can slink back to the fend that hired vou,
and tell him how Ferrera Lord fa.;l.aa hiz debta. Tell him that
when he falls into my power I will scar hiz back with the
knout, as [ am poing to scar {;’}um. Farty lashes each, Field,
and do not spare your strength.”
Tur Maower Limany.—No. 163,
Come to London
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Forty lashes! The horrified Russian went down upon his
knees, shivering like a leaf.

" Bpare me, my lovd !’

“ Take thein away " said the millionaire grimly.

The gamekeeper cavght them in an ivon grip, and dragged
them roughly towards the cellar. Both shrieked wildly for
merey, znd a look of pity crossed Thurston's Face,

“You had better go, }{uxwrt,".' said the millionaire, * and
vou, too, Horton. I will sce the sentence carried out myself,
1t i5 the only way to deal with such, and the knout will
frizhten the very heart out of them. They will alink back to
London, afraid to breathe a word of what has happened, I
will see vou when it is over.”

“ It 15 a terrible thin]g,” said the voung man. with 2 shiver,
“but it iz only just. DPoor wretches!”™

Rupert tool Horton's arm, and strolled oul into the sunlight
of the park. The warm breezc seemed to b filled with
shrieks of agony.

He could imapgine the terrible scene that was being enacted
in the cellar—the writhing man., naked to the waist, and
chained to the wall; the hiss of the knout, drawing blood at
every blow; and the tall figure of Ferrers Lord looking on
with grim, bluck eyes, and calling the number of the strokes
with hia deii), cold voice,

5 They sat down on a seat, and walched a Hock of Lrowsing
eer.

Hoe thia wesk's numhber of
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*“ Myr. Thurston, sir.* .

“ Yes, Horton?’ said Rupert, starting.

* How would you like to have my master for an enemy?’

Thurston shivered.

““ Not for the wealth of the world " he answered. * Some-
times I think I am wildly fond of him; sometimes I feel
afraid of him. He fascinates me always. He is a mystery,
Horton.” ; :

The diver smoked in silence, starin ﬂreami‘iiy over the park.
An hour passed, and Thurston turn has head. Ferrvers Lord
was coming towards them, followed by a dozen dogs, and
puffing at & cigarette. He looked as happy as a schoolboy.

“* Hallo ™ he cried gaily. *° 1 have had news that will please
you through the telephone. She is ready to sail !”

“What, the Lord of the Deepi!"” shouted both men at
onee.

“ Yeos; we sail to-might,™

The Vessel Sails—Nathan Trethvilck—How Ferrers Lord
Tapped the Cable.

The Lord of the Deep was ready to sail as the three men
emerged from the gloom of the dark tunnel into the glaring
light of the Devil’s Cave. The tide was full, lapping high over
the concealed door, that was already opened to give the
vessel her freedom. . )

She lay almost Aush with the water, the silver vipples wash-
tng over her plates, and lapping round her glazed conning-
tower.

The workmen who had toiled so hard to finish the vessel
stood Bn the rocks to watch the departure, and a bost was
waiting for Ferrers Lord and his frends.

They stepped on board, and went below,
lever brought the manhola down.
of the deep, the vessel sank.

The vovage had commenced ! ‘ ]

Ferrers Lord took the wheel. He was in high spints.

Tt is rather & ticklish job to hit the passage at full tide,
Rupert,’” he said, * and none of the men are capable of doing
it. The steersman can bring her in when thern is just enough
to float her through. We will have some light.”

Ho pressed down a lever with his feet, and two broad beams
of light shot from the conning-tower through the glassy gloom
of the water.

They felt the beating of the serew, and the Lord of the
Deep forged slowly ahead. Bhe gained spsed rapidly, and
to Rupert and the diver it zeemed as if a wall of sohd rock
weve rushing forward to meet them, _ _

It camo nearer and nearer, the searchlights gleaming on
jagged points festooned with waving seaweed, until the prow
secmed almost to strike. Then the rocks disappeared like
mist, and the passage had been made.

“Take the wheel, Trethvick,” said Ferrers Lord.

A zailor waddled forward to obey. Ila was a dwarf, with
long, muscular arms and tremendous shoulders, but his legs
were short and puny. A black pipe was between his lips,
and a hatechet hung from his belt.

“ This s Nathan Trethvick, Thurston,” said Ferrers Lord.
“In my absence he is in full command of the vessel. Yo
will remember, I hope, that you sre under his authovity
in all matters relating to the working of the ship.”

Thursion bowed, and eyed the man narrowly. ] )

T am pleased to meet Mr. Thurston,”’ said Trethvick, with
a rrin. U I'my sure we'll get on well, sie.”

]I’II: hlf:.r shool hands, and Thurston feqlt. a sudden distrust and
distike.

“* T do not doubt it,” he answered.

The three men went below into the saloon. Since Thurston
had Bist seep it on his memorable awekening, it had been
transformed inlo a faicy palace.

The walls were draped with pale-blue ailk, with a faint
pattern of gold as border. It gleamed with mirrers, and
the soft licht of electric lamps. Cushions and Jounges lay
wbout, amd his feet sank ankle-deep inte the spongy carpet.

“ By Jove, Lord,” he said, " you have made this inte a
little paradise!”

* Christopher, said Horton, “What an
alteration "

The millionaire smaled.

“ There is no reason whwae should net be camfortable,
even in a submarine-boat, Ruperf. Bt down, both of you,
and we'll have a chat and & smoke befere we turn in for
the night. We are not going far, a8 I am awaliing news."”

“*News?* said Thurston. “‘How can you get news at the
boltom of the sea?” _

“‘ Be patient, and I will show you belore very long.*

He touched the bell, and a Chinaman Thu I‘Etﬂlﬁﬂ.d SEETL
before entered, carrying coffes and cigars. Each took one
of the little shell cudp&

““ As you both understand the position of affairs,” went on
the millionaire, “ I will tell you roughly what 1 propose to
do. It will be weeks before Scaroff can finish his boat, even
if he moves heaven and earth to do it. We must disgover
ficsk of all where he i building it. Personally, I think he
will select Kronstadt, that impregnable foriress which

Tue Magrer ARY.~—No. 163,
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guards the way to St. Petershurg, = There are other places,
of course, now thaf Ruossin has ceized Finland-Sveaborg-
Borgo, or Siborg. 1 hope he will choose one of the latter,
for in Kronstadt he will be out of my reach.”

¥ What! Cannot even n submarine boat get near the
place " asked Thurston,

“T1 cannot tell as yet. It is a network of mines and eunk
lorpedoes. We can wait for him, at least. If I get news to-
morraw, I shall know what to do. He may even be building
tha boat at Archangle or Odesza, perhaps even at Viadivo-
gtoel, on the S8iberian const. He is as cunning as & fox.”

“But this news?" asked Thurston curiously.

Ferrers Lord smiled. .

“Wait and see, he answersd,  ** It s time to turn in”

Thurston found his litile cabin marvellously snug and com-
fortable. He had no bunk ar hammocel, but o neat camp-
bedstoand. There was no danger of being pitched cut, for
the Lord of the Deep moved in the =ilent depths where there
was neither tide, wave, nor current. He <drew the blanket
over his head, and sunk at once into 3 dreamless slecp,

Ting, fing, ting, ting, ting, ting !

_ Hix bells, Beven o'clock, He woke with a yawn, wonder-
ing where he was in the darkness. There was a tap at the
deor. The light over hiz head wae switched on, and the
Chinese servant entered with a cup of delicious tea and his
shaving-wafer,

“By Jove!” muttered Thurston, as he cipped the fea.
"' This is rather more luxurious than I imagined. Now for o
shave, Wonder if I can manage it one-handed ¥ ;

He was stropping the razor, when the millienaive’s gquiet
voice said behind ham:

“ Hallo, Rupert! Up already? What do you =ay 1o a
ewim? Do you think the arm would bear it ¥

“ Just what I'd hke. I guess so, if ;_jr-nu'll bandage 1t up
afterwards, I ¢an paddle on my back.’

* Come along, then, A welting won't hurt "

':I'Igurﬁtpn followed, expecting to go on deck; but the
millionaire paseed quietly along o passage that flanked the
Engine-roen,

The huge engines were silent, lilke sleeping giants, and
grimy men were crawling with oilcans among the maszsive
wheels, eranks, and cylinders.

I:i‘l"lri_-f swimmming-bath, Rupert," eald Ferrers Lord, cpening
o door.

It was a long, oval fank, some ten fest desp, lined with
smooth white tiles, and lighted from above with electriciiy.
Horton stood on the diving-board at the further end ready
to plunge in, and he shouted a cheery good-morping. A thin
steam rose from the water.

Thurston was ico surprized to epeak.

"I still keep on astonishing you,” lsughed Ferrers Lord,
“but there is really nothing to be astonished at. There is
another tank similar to this forward, but I keep it covered
up. I furned this one into a swinming-bath merely {o make
it doubly useful. It is by means of these tanks that I maka
the Lord of the Deep ascend or descend at will. When the
tanks are empty, she floats upon the surface; and, of conrse,
I can regulate either ascent or descent to a nicety.”

R%Ert Et‘:}gped in eilence, and mounted the diving-board.

“Very goed,” he said slowly. “*But I am afraid this has
raised my hopes too high. After a ewimming-bath, I ehall
expect a billiard-table, lifts, & fire-escape, a telephone, and
all the other luxuries of a pood hotel, with a post six times
a day. Look out, Horten !

He shot downwards, dived the length of the tank, and
rose, with a boyish laugh of pleasure, to find the puffing head
of Ned Norton beside him. EIE puszhed his head under water,
and churned slong. with rapid strokes, crippled though he
WAL,

“You ewim well for a man with & game wing,” said the
millicnaire; * but you've had enough. I'll bandnges vou in a
fow minutes.'

reakfost was served in the etate-room, ae Iorton
christened it—as dainty a breakfoast as ever three hungry
men sat down to. Thurston’s arm wes hea]ing fast, and he
could already use the fingers freely. Moreover, he was
alrendy learning how to make one hand, aided by his tecth,
do the work of two, and to do it faicly well,

“ Have you received thie mysterious news yet ¥ he ashed,
as the stolid Chinaman filled nis cup for the third time.

i “Hﬂ'fr et,” ﬂ.l‘ll;ﬁ-:ﬁél'l;'«d Ferrers . “1 suppose you
imagine L am waiting hére for some vessel with letters ¥

; Tiumtﬂn nodded, and again attacked the crisp fngers of
OAL ;

" That's just what I did think. How could I think any-
thing else 7™

" Then you are mistaken,” ¢aid the millionaire., ** We are
about sixty fathoms under water, imprisoned in a shell of
steel, Ialld depn.n:leutr lor ﬂ.‘fe very air we breathe on & littla
machine of my own invention not holf the size of this table.
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We are going into shallower waler presently. And yet, if
1 wish 'te send a message to any part of the world I can do
1t with ease.’

“Thuraton's knife and fork dropped with a clalter, and
Norton looked up in amaze.

“Ilow?" cried both the men at once.

Verrers Lowd pushed back his” chair, ard the watchful
Chinaman hastily placed cigareties and sepirit-lamp before
him. o blew out a cloud of smoke as he answored :

‘““ Let me tell you—or, rather, give me time to tell you. I
am & rich man, ae you know, and everything submarine
intarests me 1mmensely. Probably [ have invested more
monoy in submarine telegraph companies than any man,
and I have a right to use the cables how and when I choose.
Come, and I will show you how the Lord of the Deep sends
its mossages. Don't let me hurry you, Rupert.”

"1 have finished, thank you.”

Ferters Lord paesed over a cigarette, and then rose.

They ontered the engine-room, and the millionaire pointed
0 & massive door of steel let into the hull of the vessel.

“1 am going to tap the cable,” he said. “ To do that, of
course, [ must leave the vessal.”

“‘ But if you open that dogr--—"" began Thurston.

“To ba sure, we should he drowned like rafs, you were
going to say. My ddear fellow, nothing of the kind. Ex-
i:';pt before the state-room, the vessel is built with two shells,
fpn?

He pulled down the heavy bolts, and drapgged open the
water-tight deor, showing o narrow passaii.:. ars of steel,
only a few feat apart, joined the two shel Boyond was a
second door, and on either side bulkhends of steel.

“ Just here is fthe weakest part of the boat,” he went on,
“but 1f is quite strong enocueh io withstand any ordinary
pressure of water. Behind the bulkheads a cushion of air,
compressed at six hundred atmospheres, or nine thouzand
pounds to the eguare inch, eurrounds the vessel. You can
imagine that if there were a flaw anywhere such an
enormous preasure would burst us into atoms.™

Thurston whistled.

“ Pretiy cheering, isn't it, Horton?"' he sgaid,
emtile. 1 sincerely hope no flaws exiet.”

“MNot more than I hope so myself. Now, Horton, vou
understand this work. Give me a hand.”

e lifted the hd of a chest, and took out a diving-dress.

Horton examined the helmet, amd looked puazzled,

“ How does it work, sirt"” he asked. * There's no place
for the air-tubes here.”

“1 do not want air-tubes,” answered the millionaire. “1
carry my own air on my back., Here it is, in this eylinder -
enough io last twenty-four hours. The waste pazes escape
from this valve here. I carry an electric lamp, too, just on
the same prineiple as the small lamps one sees op bicyeles,
In a <ress like thie o diver 18 not hampered, and he is not
dependent upon other people.”

Ho pulled on the heavy oil-

with a

skl trousers  as ho spoke
after rolling his legs an
walst in yard after yard of

flannel. A jerzey and woollen
cap came next, and then a
padded Aannel cont.

“The helmet,” he sud.
1 you want to see me, go
back to the state-room.”

The helmet was serewed
on, whilst Thurston strapped
up the cumbersome lead-szoled
boots. Nathan Trethvick,
the dwarf, came waddling
down the ladder, and gave
them a gruff * Goeod-muorn-
ing !

“Are vou ready, sir?' he il
asked, using the dumb fnger ekt
language, for the nozzle had +
beon fnstened on,

Lord waved his
hand., and dragged himself
heavily  through the door.
Trothvick closed and barred
it behind him, and, standing
upon the chest, pulled down
a brass lever. From behind
the door ceme the sound of
gurgling  water. Slowly it
rose pher and higher, till
it covered the diver's head

Ferrers

-

he anbarred the second door.  Hiz foob found the topmost
rung of the ladder, and the ferce weight that had made it
dlmost impossibloe for him te walk in the air was gone o a
moment. He desconded rapidly, and strode forward iote ths
wondarland of waters,

“If you want to see, genflemen,” said the eaptain of the
Lord aof the Deep, * the saloon is at your serviee, and [l
turn on one of the searchlights. ¥la, ka, ha! We have
gueer ways obosed this boat., Il you wanl to telegraph to
your Lest grivl, Mr. Thurston, now's vour choance, and
nothing to pay. We den't eharge two soillings a word here,
Ha, ha, ha!"

MNathan grinned, and rubbed his hairy hands together.
He was still sinoking a dirty elay pipe, and e looked oglier
and more repulsive than ever.

“Thaok you,” said Rupert quistly.

As they.went back to the saloon, he whispered to Iorton:

“YWhat do vou think of this Feliow, Tret}tvick

“ Mot much, sir,” answered tha diver, in the same low
tone. **if we're to judge by looks, he's about the ugliest,
most villainous-looking reptile I ever elapped oves on.  He's
second in comnmand, and T hope I'll have betier teck than to
fall foul of hin”

A hoarse *“Ha, ha, ha!" sounded heohind
Thurston glanced over hiz shoulder.
sitting on the chest, cutting up tobacco with a murderous-
looking knife. He was prinning broadly. He secmoed as
though he had heard. Thursten hurried on, but the hoarsa
voiee drified after them. ‘Frethvick was singing :

“The skipper hangs on the yardarm high,
And I'm the skipper now.
He tried to stop the mutiny
Aboard the Sally Howe.
The mate, he's zone to Davy Jones,
1 knifed him in the dark—""

They closed the door of the state-reom, and the rest of the
ditty was lost. It was not a pretty song, but it was far
Pr&thm: than the singer. But the seenc before them banished
Trothvick from their minds

The*bhind of the saloon had been rveised. and through the
crystal glass thev saw Foerrers Lord standing in the circle
of white thrown by the searchiigiht. He was kneeling beside
the submarine cable that came out of the darkness like o
snake and vemished again mto the glassy gloom a fow paces
ahead. They saw the bubbles rising from the helmot.

He came towards the window, and, taking down two coils
of wire, slowly unrolled them. Then he went back again to
the cable, carrving the ends of the wirez. and knelt down
omce more.  Hundreds of fish swam round him as he worked.
Hovton wos bending forward esgevly, Suddenly he leaps
up. hiz eves starting from his head.

“ Christopher ! he shouted in horror. A trawl!”

Out of the darkness, like a ghost, eame the huge not,
seraping along the bottom, ﬁ?ﬂg!‘;ﬁd by ity wire ecable. The

e,ek

iver could hear nothing, en-
(1
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amused at Alonzo
Todd’'s funny antics,
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them, and
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cased in his

Fervers Lord saw  mnothing,
for he was too intemt on hia
venrle,

Thurston was deadly white,
and hiz henrt leapt to his
throat. Hea shrieked out a
wseless  warning, forgetting
that the millionaive was deaf
to every sound. Nearer came
the heavy beam of the trawl-
-k,

It struck the millionaire
upon the shouldor just as ha
rose to his feet, and in an
instant he was dragged into
the meshes.

Thera was a crash as tha
bram collided with the Loed
of the Deep, not twenty feet
below the window. ‘The

takesacuriousturn, ceble attuched to the net
and In more senses snapped like a  packthread,
than n.g:“gnmgﬂs and the luckless trawlor had
tied in & knot. lost her gear.

Please order your  Lhurston’s thoughts were

only for Ferrers Lord: but
he had no reason for anxiety.
The ready knife cut through
the meshes, and a shoal of
fish acuttled away. & mil-
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and filled the compartment. fﬂ: q_: hionaire walked back calmly
The lizht on the million- / to Gnish his work.
aira's breast shone out, and . {Ta be continued.)
Printed and published by the Propristors at 23, Boaverie Btreet, London, Enpland.  Agents for Australia: Gordon & Gobol, Lid., Meibourn
Bydney, Adsisids, nrm'f{u.m ’I’&H!uﬂm. N.Z. ; tor Bouth Africa: {Jmlﬁlmllwa Aganoy,Ltd., Ca I]ﬂhh,!ﬁd. ﬂmmai

The Lmperial News Co., Ltd,, Toroato. Subscziption, 7s. per sgnum,  Eaturdar, Mereh 26th, 1011,

Town, aod Johannssturg ;






I

NEW NUMBERS.

No. 148 : PETE'S BOXING TOUR.

A Grand New Tale. By S. Clarke Hook,
No. 149 : MIDDIES OF THE FEARLESS.
A Magnificent Story of the Navy. By David Goodwin,

No. 150: TRUE AS A DIE.

A Stirring Story of St. Basil’s School. By Henry St. Johmn.

“THE BOYS' FRIEND”
3° COMPLETE LIBRARY. |

A WONDERFUL CORONATION-YEAR/ |

FREE OFFER

Made by the Editor of

"THE BOYS' HERALD.”

GOME TO LONDON TO SEE THE CORONATION
—ALL EXPENSES PAID—

D
SEE 1
“THE BOYS' HERALD.”
NOW ON SALE,




