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               THE FIRST CHAPTER.


                           For Sale!

“LETTER for you, Bunter!”
  Billy Bunter did not heed.
  Generally Bunter was quite keen on such things.  After the post was in, the fat junior would haunt the rack, blinking at the letters stuck there, in the faint hope of finding one addressed to himself, with a remittance in it.
  Hope springs eternal in the human breast; and Billy Bunter was still expecting a postal order!
  But he did not even look around when Bob Cherry called out that there was a letter for him.  Perhaps it was because he was deep in conversation with Lord Mauleverer.  He was explaining to Mauly that a certain remittance, long expected, was bound to materialise the next morning at the latest; and that, in the meantime, the loan of a currency note would tide him over great difficulties.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo, Bunter!” roared Bob Cherry.  “Didn’t you hear me say there was a letter for you?”
  “Oh, don’t worry!” said Bunter, without turning his head.
  “But there really is a letter.” said Bob, in surprise.  “Don’t you want it, fatty?”
  “No; dry up!  Now, look here, Mauly, old man---” went on Bunter, in his most persuasive tone.
  Lord Mauleverer glanced at his watch.
  “Oh gad!  I’m late!” he ejaculated.
  “I say, Mauly---”
  “Sorry, I can’t stop!”
  Lord Maulevorer almost ran for it.
  He did not mention what he was late for; perhaps it was that he was late in escaping from Bunter.
  Billy Bunter blinked after him wrathfully through his big spectacles.
  “Beast!” he murmured.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Getting deaf, Bunter?” bawled bob cherry.  “Don’t you want this letter?  It’s got the French postmark on it.”
  Bunter smiled.
  “I know that, ass!  I’ve seen it there!  Nothing in it.”
  “Isn’t it from your Cousin Wally?  ” asked Bob.  It looks like his fist.”
  “Yes, it is.  Blow it!” said Bunter.  “No hurry to open it, that I can see.  I say, Bob, old man, do you remember my mentioning that I expected a postal order today---”
  “Ha, ha, ha!  Yes.”
  “There’s been a delay in the post!” said Bunter dolorously.  It hasn’t come.”
  “Not really?” asked Bob.
  “No, really---”
  “It’s time it came!” said Bob, with a serious shake of the head.  “That postal order must be growing whiskers by this time.”
  “Oh, really, Cherry---”
  “Anyhow, here’s a letter for you!” said Bob cheerily, taking down the foreign letter from the rack.  “Open it, old bean, and tell us how Wally Bunter is getting on abroad.  I’d like to know!”
  “What rot!” said Bunter.  “Look here, Bob, never mind that silly letter---now, about my postal order---”
  “Never mind your silly postal order!” grinned Bob.  “Now, about this letter that---”
  “Blow that letter!” hooted Bunter.
  Family affection was not the strong point of the Bunter family.  
  Billy Bunter of the Remove, Sammy Bunter of the Second Form, and Bessie Bunter of Cliff House School, were all far above any such weakness.
  Evidently William George Bunter was not keen to hear the news from his cousin Walter Gilbert, who was a clerk in an office in Paris---a poor relation, in William George‘s estimation.
  A rich relation would have called forth all the affection in Bunter’s fat nature.  But a poor relation was quite a different proposition.
  The Owl of the Remove was apparently not going even to take the trouble to read the letter which his cousin had written him from Paris.
  Bob Cherry eyed the fat junior.
  Wally Bunter was known at Greyfriars, and the Famous Five of the Remove had liked him, and chummed with him.  The fact that he was exactly like Billy Bunter to look at, was against him, no doubt.  But it was only on the outside that he resembled Billy.  Inside, he was quite a different Bunter, so the chums of the Remove had liked him very much; and they had been quite sorry when his employer’s sent him to the office in Paris, and they saw no more of him.
  Naturally, they were interested in hearing how he was getting on abroad.  Generally, Bunter and his affairs had not the slightest interest for Bob Cherry.  But for once he would have been pleased to hear what was in Bunter’s letter.
  But Bunter was not interested a tall.  His fat intellect was concentrated on a more important matter.
  He was hard up---not an unusual state with Bunter.  The postal order, long expected, was still delayed in coming.  All his rich relations---and their name was legion, according to Bunter---seemed to have forgotten his existence.  So Bunter’s thoughts were centred on the problem of raising the wind---a problem he very often had to deal with, and which he had often solved with success.  At such a time a letter from a poor relation was not likely to make much impression on him.
  “Look here, old man!” said Bob persuasively.  “Open the letter, and tell us about old Wally, there’s a good chap.”
  “Bother Wally!” grunted Bunter.  “I dare say he’s hard up and Paris, and wants to borrow money of me.”
  “Rats!” snapped Bob.  “Wally never borrowed any money of you.  You borrowed from him, though, when he was here---I know that.”
  “I suppose I can raise a small loan from my own cousin if I like.” sniffed Bunter.  “Besides, I did a lot for Wally---he’s only a poor relation, but I’ve always been kind to him---taking notice of him, and treating him as an equal, and all that.”
  “You fat owl!”
  “Oh, really, you know---”
  “Coming along, Bob!” called out Harry Wharton, from the end of the passage.  The captain of the Remove came in sight there, with Frank Nugent and Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Hold on a minute!” called back Bob.  “There’s a letter here for Bunter---”
  “What the thump does a letter for Bunter matter?” asked Johnny Bull.
  “It’s from old Wally.”
  “Oh!  Good!”
  The Co came off at once.  Billy Bunter blinked at them morosely through his big spectacles.
  Bunter never could understand what the fellows saw in Wally, when they failed to see anything at all in him---William George; ever so much nicer a chap.
  True, Wally might be considered good looking---he was just like Bunter!  That much William George had to concede.
  But, really, Wally Bunter had no other qualifications that Billy knew of, and he simply could not see why Wally should have become so popular with the Remove fellows.  Billy Bunter, fascinating fellow as he was, wasn’t popular!
  “Let’s hear the news, old fat bean.” said Frank Nugent cheerily.  “How’s old Wally getting on?”
  “Blessed if I know---or care!” grunted Bunter.
  “Well, that’s jolly nice and affectionate, I must say!” remarked Harry Wharton.  “But if you don’t care, Bunter, we do, so tell us.”
  “Oh, rats!”
  “The fat bounder isn’t even taking the trouble to open the letter.” said Bob.
  Snort from Bunter.
  “You seem jolly keen on hearing from Wally!” he said sarcastically.  “The fact is, you fellows, I’m not too jolly well pleased at having a relation in an office, and I don’t like it being talked about up and down the school.”
  “Oh, don’t be a silly ass!” said Johnny Bull unceremoniously.
  “Oh, really, Bull---”
  “The asininefulness of the esteemed Bunter is terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Oh, really, Inky---”
  “Well, are you going to open the letter?” demanded Bob Cherry.
  Billy Bunter grinned.
  For the first time in history his affairs had to become a matter of interest to Harry Wharton & Co.  They wanted him to open the letter, to tell them how their old pal Wally was getting on in a foreign country.  That was a sufficient reason for the amiable Bunter not to open it.
  “No hurry.” yawned Bunter.
  “How do you know there isn’t a remittance in it!” said Frank Nugent temptingly.
  Bunter sniffed.
  “More likely cadging!” he answered.  In quotes He’s a poor relation.  He’s worked in a dashed office since he was a nipper, except for the time when he was a master here.  It’s only my kindness of heart that makes me take any notice of him at all.  But I always was a generous fellow.”
  “Oh, my hat!”
  “It’s really rather like Wally’s cheek.” pursued Bunter.  “He can’t suppose I want to hear vulgar details about office life and office work, and such things.  I really don’t quite like his writing at all.  But I’m an easy-going chap.”
  The Famous Five looked at Bunter.  They were disposed to stuff the letter down the back of his podgy neck, sit him hard on the floor, and leave him there. But they really did want to hear about the progress of their old friend in his new surroundings, so they restrained that natural desire.
  “I say, you fellows, I’ll tell you what.” continued Bunter.  “You’re jolly keen on that letter.  I am not.  Well, you can have it for half a crown.”
  “What?”
  Bunter give a fat chuckle.
  “That’s a tanner each for you.” he said. “That isn’t much, as you’re so jolly interested in Wally!” He, he, he!”
  “Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.
  “Oh, blow your silly letter!” growled Johnny Bull.
  “Rot!” said Nugent.
  “You said there might be a remittance in it, Nugent, you know.” chuckled Bunter.  “Well, then, there you are! The letter’s yours for half a crown. As you’re so jolly friendly with my poor relations, it’s really cheap at the price.  He, he, he!”
  Billy Bunter chuckled explosively.  He considered that he had “caught” the Famous Five; and certainly he would have preferred half a crown to any number of letters from Walter Gilbert Bunter.
  “You fat bounder---” began Wharton.
  “He, he, he! Not so fond of Wally now---what?” chortled Bunter.
  “Oh, stop cackling!” growled Johnny Bull.
  “He, he, he!  There may be all sorts of news in that letter.  Wally may have got a rise, or he may have got the sack!” grinned Bunter.  “Don’t you want to know now?  Aren’t you interested in the news?”
  Bob Cherry took the letter from the rack.
  “You mean it?  ” he asked.
  “He, he, he! Yes, rather!” chuckled Bunter.
  “Done, then!” grunted Bob.  “Shell out your tanners, you chaps.  We’ll have the letter, if Bunter doesn’t want it.”
  Billy Bunter’s eyes glimmered greedily behind his big spectacles.  He had not expected his offer to be taken.  It really seemed too good to be true.  At this rate, he was prepared to receive letters from Walter Gilbert Bunter daily, indeed hourly.
  “Shell out!” he exclaimed eagerly. 
  “Rot!” grunted Johnny Bull.
  “Oh, play up!” said Wharton, laughing.  “We’ve really want to hear about old Wally.  Here’s your tanner, Bunter.”
  Five sixpences were forthcoming.  Billy Bunter clutched them in his fat palm.  His little round eyes were fairly dancing.  He made a movement to go.  When Bunter had cash in his possession his immediate destination was the tuck-shop, by the shortest possible route, in the shortest possible time.
  “Hold on!” exclaimed Bob.  “Don’t you want me to read out the letter, fatty?”
  Bob Cherry opened the letter---now the property of the Famous Five.  He slit the envelope, drew out a folded letter from inside, and unfolded the letter.  And from the letter he extracted, with a surprised whistle, an engraved slip of paper.
  It was a postal order for one pound!

               THE SECOND CHAPTER.

                              Sold!
“A---a---a postal-order!”
  “My hat!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  There was a roar of laughter from the Famous Five, and from five or six other fellows who were standing round, rather interested in the peculiar transaction.
  “A postal order!” roared Bolsover major.  “Bunter’s postal order has come at last!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “A pound!” shrieked Bob Cherry.  “Bunter’s sold us a pound for half-a-crown!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Billy Bunter’s face was a study.
 Not for a single instant had he supposed that there could possibly be anything in the nature of a remittance in the letter from Paris.
  Why Cousin Wally should be sending him a pound was a mystery!  Naturally, it had never occurred to Bunter that Wally was doing anything of the kind.
  But there it was!”
  Bob Cherry held up the postal order and flourished it.  Bunter blinked at it, with his little round eyes almost starting through his big spectacles.
  “A---a---a postal-order!” he gasped.  “My-mum mum-my postal order!”
  “Ours!” roared Bob.  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Ours!” chuckled Nugent.
  “We’re the giddy owners now!” roared Johnny Bull.  “You sold it to us fair and square, Bunter!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “The fair and squarefulness was terrific, my esteemed, disgusting Bunter!” chortled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “The honourable remittance is our esteemed property!”
  “I---I say, you fellows---”
  “Thanks, Bunter!” said Harry Wharton.  “Many thanks, old fat bean!  This will see us over tea time nicely.”
  “I---I say---”
  “The thankfulness is terrific!”
  “I---I---I was only joking, of course!” gasped Bunter.  “I---I was only pulling your leg, you know.”
  “Pulling your own, I think!” chuckled Nugent.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I say, you fellows, I never meant that---”
  “You’ve done it now!” grinned Vernon-Smith.  
  “I haven’t done it!” shrieked Bunter.  “I----I—I was just joking.  I---I wouldn’t part with old Wally’s letter for worlds.  You fellows know how fond I am of old Wally!”
  “We know---exactly!” assented Bob.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Gimme that letter!” howled Bunter “Its mine!  You can have your measly tanners!  Gimme that letter I---I---I’m awfully anxious to hear how old Wally is getting on.  I—I’ve been anxious about him quite a lot.  Gimme that letter!”
  “Oh, I’ll read out the letter, and set your anxiety at rest.” chuckled Bob.  “I know how anxious you are---just!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I---I mean---”
  “Yes, I know what you mean.  Here’s the letter.” said Bob, and he proceeded to read it out, while Bunter glued his eyes on the postal order, and fairly squirmed in his anxiety to get his fat fingers on it.

   “Dear Billy,---Just a line to tell you that I’ve got my holiday, and shall be coming over to the England for a fortnight.  I’m sure you’d like me to run down to Greyfriars and see you; and, of course, I want to see the chaps.  I tell them I’m coming.  I’ll make it a Wednesday, as that’s a half-holiday with you.
  Now, old chap, I know how hospitable you are, and I know you will want to stand me a feed in the study in the old style.  So I’ve got a postal order at Cooks, to send along, in case there’s a shortage of cash at the time.
                                 See you soon, old boy,
                                       Your affectionate cousin,
                                              “W. G.  Bunter.”

  “Hurrah!” ejaculated Johnny Bull.
  “Jolly glad to see the old chap when he comes!” said Harry Wharton.  “This is good news.”
  “The goodfulness is terrific.”
  “Jolly thoughtful of him to send the quid along.” grinned Nugent.  “It’s very likely there will be a shortage of cash at the time.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I say, you fellows---”
  Billy Bunter was almost dancing with anxiety.  He made a jump at the postal-order, clutching at it; but the grinning Bob held it high above his head.
  “Gimme my postal order!” yelled Bunter.
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“My dear chap, you’ve sold it.”
  “Sold again!” chuckled the Bounder.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “The soldfulness is terrific.  The esteemed Bunter had better save up the half-crown to entertain the excellent and execrable Wally!”
  “I—I---I---I’ll go to Mr. Quelch if you don’t give me my postal order!” raved Bunter “I---I’ll go to the Head!”
  “We’ll all go.” chuckled Vernon-Smith.  “We’re all witnesses to the sale.”
  “Yes, rather!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Billy Bunter fairly gasped with dismay.The postal order was there ---a real postal-order had arrived for him at last!  And now it was to disappear from his gaze like a beautiful dream.
  “I---I say, you fellows, gimme my postal order.” he pleaded. “I didn’t know there was a remittance in the letter, of course.  Besides, I was only joking.  Look here, you can have the letter, if you gimme the postal order!  That’s fair.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “I---I’ll jolly well punch your head, Bob Cherry---”  
  “Go it!”
  “Beast!”
  “We’ll get this postal order cashed, and stand no end of a spread in the study.” chuckled Bob Cherry.  “Half a crown wouldn’t have gone very far.  But a whole quid---”
  “Oh, good!”
  “It’s my quid!” yelled Bunter desperately.  
  “How can it be your quid when you’ve  sold it?” asked Bob, in surprise. “You’ve got the half-crown in your paw now.” 
  “Beast!”  
  “Well, come along!” said Bob. “This is a windfall, and no mistake.  Goodbye, Bunter!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Oh dear!” groaned Bunter
  He blinked despairingly after the Famous Five, as they walked away, laughing.
  The sorrow in his fat face might have melted a heart of stone.  But there seemed to be no sympathy for the unhappy Owl in the Remove fellows around him.  They roared with laughter
  At the corner of the passage Bob Cherry stopped.  He glanced back, and grinned at the sight of Bunter’s woebegone countenance.
  He came back along the passage---under Bunter’s fat face brightened.  He trembled with renewed hope.
  “Sorry you sold the letter now, fatty?” asked Bob genially.
  “Ow! Yes!” groaned Bunter.
  “Wish you’d been a bit more affectionate towards a giddy absent relative, what?”
  Another groan.
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob.  “You silly owl, do you think we’d keep your silly postal order?  Give me those tanners, and take it.”
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter
  Bob Cherry walked away chuckling, with five sixpences in his hand, and rejoined his comrades.  Billy Bunter was left standing with a postal order in his fat fingers, and a dazed expression on his face.  He really could scarcely believe in his good luck.
  “Oh!” he gasped again.
  Skinner of the Remove clapped him on the shoulder.
  “I say, Bunter, you owe me a bob---”
  “Oh, really, Skinner---”
  “You owe me two and six!” said Bolsover major.
  “You owe me seven and six!” hooted Peter Todd “Shell out!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I---I say, you fellows, I---I’ll get this postal order changed, and---and square all round!” gasped Bunter in alarm.
  And he scudded away, as fast as his fat little legs could carry him.  The postal order was promptly changed, in Mrs. Mimble’s tuckshop.  It was changed for precisely twenty shillings worth of tuck---which Bunter proceeded to consume on the spot.  Bunter had many creditors in the Remove, and many claims were likely to be forthcoming now that a postal order had actually materialised---and really Mrs. Mimble’s till seemed the safest place for it!

               THE THIRD CHAPTER.

                             No Cash!

HARRY WHARTON & Co.  Co. had been glad to hear that Wally Bunter was proposing to pay a visit to Greyfriars.  They were really quite keen to see “old Wally” once more.
  Certainly it was not on his looks that Wally was popular.  He was so exactly like Billy Bunter to look at, that he might have been taken for him---in fact, had been taken for him many times.  Only the fact that Billy worp spectacles, and Wally did not, distinguished them from one another.  So Wally’s best friend---and he had many good friends in the Remove---would not have referred to him as a handsome chap.
  But he had many good qualities.  He was an agreeable fellow in his manners, he was intelligent, he was a first class footballer, and he was good nature itself in disposition---indeed he was as unlike Bunter in everything but looks, as he well could be.
  But in looks, undoubtedly, the resemblance was amazing.  On one occasion, as the juniors knew, Wally had taken Bunter’s place in class, in order to get the Owl of the Remove an extra holiday.  Even Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eyes had been deceived.
  But, as Bob Cherry said, a fellow shouldn’t be judged on appearances.  Appearances, everybody but Bunter agreed, were against Wally.
  He was remembered with kindness by many of the Remove. Bolsover major remembered how, taking Wally for Billy, he had once ragged him—and had been promptly floored by WaIly, who was a great fighting-man. So even Bolsover major remembered him kindly 
—having a great respect for anybody who could “ floor” him. Even Skinner and Snoop, who were not overendowed with the milk of human kindness, had a kind memory of Wally Bunter, who had done them good turns during a stay at Greyfriars. 
  So the news that Wally Bunter was coming was welcome all along the Remove passage. 
Billy Bunter was quite perplexed and irritated. 
  That his poor relation, a fellow whom he regarded with lofty patronage mingled with contempt, should be liked like this, surprised and exasperated him. 
In his own fat way he rather liked Wally a little. He even carried his liking so far as to borrow money of him whenever he met him, though he never carried it far enough to return any of the borrowings. 
  But it was very annoying for Wally to be liked and admired in this way by fellows who did not like William George himself and saw nothing in him to admire, and said so with painful frankness. 
  It was, in fact, rather a cheek of Wally to wedge in like this, Bunter considered. His proper place was that of a humble and grateful follower of William George, who was kind enough to take notice of him. It really showed a “neck” to get popular at Greyfriars on his own account. He was in an office too— actually had to work for his daily bread —quite a horrid circumstance in Bunter’s lofty estimation. It really was too thick for an office chap to give himself airs. 
  What “airs” poor Wally gave himself Bunter would have found it rather difficult to explain, but that was how he chose to look at it. So thp forthcoming visit of his cousin did not excite much affectionate interest in William George’s plump breast. Rather, it put him into a state of perpetual annoyance. 
  Fellows asked him when Wally was coming—what day he expected him; warned him not to let them miss seeing old Wally—fellows who could see Billy every day if they liked, and didn’t want to. Even Lord Mauleverer found energy enough to express a wish that Wally would give him a look in when he came along. 
  Wally, as an office chap and a poor relation, ought to have been glad to bask in a little reflected glory from Bunter. Instead of which, Bunter realised that his only importance just now consisted in the fact that he was Wally’s cousin. 
  It really was annoying. 
  Still, Bunter realised, on reflection, that there might be something in it for his fat self. Wally being so popular, the fellows would be bound to rally round and stand him a feed, at least, when he came. In that feed, as the distinguished visitor’s cousin, Billy Bunter would have a chance of annexing the lion’s share. There was consolation in that. 
  The pound so thoughtfully forwarded by Wally for the “study spread” on his arrival had already gone. Really, Wally Bunter seemed to have forgotten some of his fat cousin’s manners and customs during his absence. Riches take unto themselves wings and fly away, and especially was that the case with any riches that came into W. G. Bunter’s fat hands. The pound had lasted just so long as it took Bunter to consume twenty shillings worth of tuck. 
  The next day William George rolled into Study No. 1 in the Remove at tea time.  The Famous Five were there, and Bob Cherry picked up a loaf as he sighted the fat figure in the doorway. 
  “I say, you fellows—”—
  “Two to one in doughnuts that I catch him on the watch-chain!” said Bob. poising the loaf in the air. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—”  Bunter eyed the playful Bob warily. “I say, you fellows, about Wally, you know—” 
  Bob put down the loaf. 
  “Trot in, old fat top! News of old Wally? Is he coming this Wednesday?” 
  “Take a pew, Bunter?” asked Harry Wharton cordially. 
  Bunter snorted. He drew a box up to the tea table, and sat down. But he was not pleased. Obviously he was welcome in Study No. 1 not as William George Bunter, but as the cousin of Walter Gilbert Bunter. 
  Still, there was an ample tea on the table, and Bunter had had only two teas that afternoon so far—one in Hall and one with Peter Todd. He was more than ready for a third. 
  “When is he coming?” asked Harry. 
  “Eh? Who?” asked Bunter, with his mouth full of cake. 
  “Old Wally, of course, ass!” 
  “Oh, WaIly!  I don’t know yet.” 
  “Why, you ass,” exclaimed Bob Cherry indignantly, “haven’t you heard from him again yet? You’re wolfing that cake under false pretences, then!” 
  “Oh, really, you know—” Bunter gulped down the cake and clutched at another slice. “I say, you fellows, Wally may be staying a day or two here when he comes. Old Quelchy seems to like  him for some reason, and he’s willing.” 
  “Good egg!”
  “Old Quelchy’s actually made the offer.” said Bunter. “He told me that if my cousin wishes to stay on a day or two, a bed may be put for him in the Remove dormitory.” 
  “Good old Quelchy!” said Nugent. 
  “Well, while my cousin’s here I want to look after him.” said Bunter. “It’s up to me, as a rich relation, you know. Wally’s done a lot of roughing it, and I don’t suppose he’s had anything decent to eat in Paris—you, know the French live on skinny kickshaws and don’t know the taste of real grub. First of all I want to stand him a good spread in the study the day he comes. I dare say I could do it on a quid.” 
  “Well, you’ve got the quid.” said Bob. “Wally sent you a quid.” 
  Bunter coughed. 
  “That’s gone,” he said. “You see, I really had to settle my little account, with Mrs. Mimble.” 
  “You’ve settled an account!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, in astonishment. 
  “Certainly.” said Bunter, with dignity. “I paid Mrs. Mimble the pound. I handed it over entire.” 
  “Well, my hat! Wonders will never cease!” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry! Now, Wally may come along any day.” said Buntor. “I happen to be stony.  I dare say the money will comc in before he arrives. I’m expecting a postal-order—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at! I’m expecting a postal-order from one of my titled relations. But if it doesn’t, come I shall be in rather a hole. Wally will expect a study spread—in fact, he’s bound to expect it. In the circumstances, I hope I can rely on my friends to see me through.” 
  “I hope so.” agreed Bob Cherry. “Hadn’t you better go and see your friends about it.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Apparently Bunter considered that he was with his friends now. On that point there was a difference of opinion: 
  “Oh, don’t be a funny ass, you know.” urged Bunter. “You don’t want to disappoint old Wally, do you? Now, which of you fellows is going to lend me a pound?” 
  “The whichfulness is terrific!” 
  “I’m going to ask you to the spread, you know.” 
  “We can ask ourselves if we stand the spread!” said Harry Wharton, laughing. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “Cut it out, Bunter!” said the captain of the Remove. “Wally sent you a quid, and you’ve blued it already. If we handed you another it would go the same way. But don’t worry about Wally.  When he comes this study is going to kill the fatted calf for him.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “That’s all very well.” objected Bunter. “But I’d rather have the arrangements in my own hands.” 
  “You can help as much as you like with the giddy arrangements, old chap.” 
  “ I—I mean, the cash—” 
  “The cashfulness is a boot on the other foot, my esteemed Bunter,” said Hurree Jamset Ran Singh, with a shake of his dusky head. 
  “Oh, really, Inky—” 
  “My dear man,” said Bob Cherry, “you can have the cash in your hands if you like—” 
  “Oh, good!” 
  “If you raise it yourself—”  
  “Eh?  ” 
  “Not otherwise.” said Bob. 
  “Beast!” 
  The chums of the Remove chuckled, and Bunter made a fresh inroad on the cake. He found the Famous Five the same set of suspicious, distrustful rotters that he had always found them—fellows who wouldn’t trust a chap with money, But the cake was good. 
  “Don’t you worry, old fat bean.” said Bob. “We’ll stand a feast of the gods when Wally comes. We’ll let you come, too. There! Only, let us know the date in advance, so that we can get ready.” 
  “Wally mayn’t come till next week.” grumbled Bunter. “I’d rather have the quid in hand now.” 
  “What’s the good of the quid in hand now, if it’s not to be spent till next week?” chuckled Bob. 
  “I—I—— You—you see—” stammered Bunter. 
  “We see—quite plain.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  Bunter grunted. 
  “I say, have you fellows got another cake ?” he asked. 
  “ No ; that’s the lot.” 
  “Measly sort of tea to ask a fellow to.” said Bunter, rising from the box. “I’d have done better to accept a pressing invitation I had from Temple of the Fourth. You can go and eat coke, the lot of you!” 
  And having thus gracefully expressed his thanks, William George Bunter rolled out of Study No. 1, leaving the Famous Five grinning. 

               THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                Bunter has a Brain-Wave! 
“He, he, he!” 
  Thus William George Bunter suddenly, unexpectedly, in the Remove Form- room the following morning. 
  The Remove fellows looked round. Mr. Quelch fairly jumped. Really, it was a surprising interruption to lessons.  Fellows seldom found anything to chuckle at in the Form-room with Mr. Quelch. Rather they found occasion for seriousness, and sometimes for sorrow. But any fellow who found anything to chuckle at in lessons with Mr. Quelch was not likely to chuckle. 
  “Yet Bunter had burst into a sudden un musical cachinnation that fairly echoed through the Form room. 
  The Removites stared—Mr. Quelch seemed petrified, after his astonished jump.
  Bunter’s fat face was irradiated by a broad grin. 
  Something of an excessively humorous nature was evidently working in the fat intellect of the owl of the Remove. 
  It couldn’t have been the Latin verse that the Remove were then engaged in construing.  Nobody had ever been known to find any think amusing in the “AEneid.” 
  As a matter of fact, Bunter was not heeding the lessons; he was following his own train of thought, whatever it was.  His fat body was in the Remove Form-room, but his fat mind was far away.   
  “Bunter!” gasped Mr. Quelch, finding his voice at last. 
  It was Bunter’s turn to jump. 
  “ Oh! Yes, sir!” he gasped.  He remembered where he was and gave his Form master a startled blink. 
  “You laughed, Bunter!” 
  “Oh, no, sir Not at all.” 
  “What? I heard you ‘‘ 
  “I—I mean, just so, sir! Exactly!” stammered Bunter. “That—that’s what I meant to say, sir. Quite so, sir.”
  “You find something of a comic nature in Virgil’s verse, Bunter?” 
  “Oh, no, sir!” 
  “Then at what, Bunter, were you laughing?” 
  “Nothing, sir!” gasped Bunter. “ I— I mean, sir, I—I was thinking—” 
  “Gammon!” murmured Skinner, and there was a subdued chuckle somewhere in the Form. It died away into frozen silence under the glare of Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eye. 
  “You were thinking, Bunter?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “You were not thinking about your lessons, I presume?” 
  “Yes, sir. Of—of course. I’m awfully keen on lessons, sir.” said Bunter, in dismay. “ I don’t think this Latin verse all silly rot, sir, as most of the fellows do. I don’t really, sir.” 
  “Bless my soul! Do you consider the Form-room, Bunter, a proper place for a sudden and unseemly explosion of ill timed merriment?” 
  “Oh, my hat! I—I mean, yes, sir—”
  “What?” 
  “That is, no, sir!” gasped Bunter. “Certainly not, sir. I wasn’t.” 
  “Eh?  ”
  “I mean, I didn’t—that is to say—Oh, dear!” 
  Mr. Quelch picked up his cane. 
  “This is a serious place, Bunter, and the work we are engaged upon is serious, little as its seriousness seems to appeal to you. It is my duty, Bunter, to impress its seriousness upon your mind. Hold out your hand.” 
  “ Oh, lor’!” Bunter would have been satisfied with a less dutiful Form master. 
  “Kindly do not utter ridiculous ejaculations in my presence, Bunter!” thundered Mr. Quelch.  “Hold out your hand at once!”
  Bunter’s fat hand came reluctantly out.
  Swish! 
  “Yarooooooh!” 
  “Cease that absurd noise at once, Bunter!” 
  “ Yow-ow-ow!”
  “And if you laugh again in this Form-room. Bunter, during lessons, I shall punish you much more severely.” 
  “Ow! Wow!” 
  Bunter did not laugh again. He was not feeling inclined to laugh any more. He sat at his desk and dismally rubbed his fat paw. 
  The Owl of the Remove remained quite serious while the morning lessons lasted. 
But by the time the Remove were dismissed, the fat junior had recovered his spirits, temporarily damped by Mr. Quelch, and he was grinning as he came out of the Form-room. 
  “What’s the giddy joke, old fat man!” asked Peter Todd, clapping him on the shoulder in the passage. 
  “He, he, he ! That’s telling!”
  “Well, I suppose you can tell me, can’t you, fathead?” asked Peter, staring at him. 
  “He, he, he!” 
  That cachinnation was Bunter’s only response, and he rolled away, still grinning, evidently hugging to himself some screaming joke. Peter Todd shrugged his shoulders. He was not particularly interested in Bunter’s joke, whatever it was. 
  Bunter’s face wore a fat smile at dinner. After dinner, he rolled out into the quad after the Famous Five. 
  It was Wednesday, and that day was a half-holiday at Greyfriars. Harry Wharton & Co.  were thinking of football.  There was no match on; the idea was a practice game to get into form for the matches that we’re coming along.  Billy Bunter joined the chums of the Remove in the quad.
  “I say, you fellows—”
  “Coming down to the footer, old top!” asked Bob Cherry, with a grin “Do you good, old man—bring down your fat, you know.  You’ll be all the better for losing a ton or two.”
  “Oh, really, Cherry!” I say, I’m in rather a fix.” said Bunter, blinking at the Famous Five very seriously.  “You see —”
  “We see.” grinned Bob. “You’re expecting a postal-order, and your titled relations have forgotten to play up. Your uncle, the duke, is too busy playing golf, or playing the barrel-organ, whichever it is—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “And your cousin, the marquis, if is rather bothered with having the bailiffs 
in—”  
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “It’s really too bad,” said Bob sympathetically. “The nobility really seem to be losing their memories, Bunter. It’s really as bad as having no titled relations at all.” 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass, you know!” said Bunter. “I’ve got to get over to Lantham this afternoon.” 
  “ Well, get!” suggested Johnny Bull. 
  “ And my cousin Wally is coming—” 
  “Coming this afternoon!” exclaimed Wharton. “ Good! I didn’t know you’d had a letter from him.” 
  “It wasn’t exactly a letter.” said Bunter cautiously. “ I may have had a telephone call. Anyhow, he’s coming— and the rotten part of it is, that I simply must go over to Lantham.” 
  “That’s all right—leave him to us.” said bob. ‘‘ We’ll do the honours. Rely on it, old fat top.” 
  “Well, that’s all right, of course.” said Wharton “but Bunter ought really to be here when his cousin comes.  Can’t you put off Lantham today, Bunter? ”
  Bunter shook his head.
   “The fact is I can’t.” he said. “My pater expects me at Lantham this afternoon—it’s an engagement—”’ 
  “Oh, in that case—’ 
  “That’s how it is, you see.  I say, you fellows it’s rather rotten. Will you look after Wally a bit till I come back?” 
  “Certainly.” said the captain of the Remove. He was rather surprised by Bunter concern for Wally. It would have been more like Bunter to march off to keep the appointment at Lantham, regardless of the arrival of his “poor relation.” 
  “You’ll stand him a bit of a spread ?” asked Bunter anxiously.  “He’s bound to be hungry after his—his journey.” 
  “We’ll look after him all right?”
  “He’s especially fond of jam-tarts.” said Bunter. 
  “We’ll lay in jam-tarts.” said Wharton, Iaughing. 
  “And—better have some cream puffs. And don’t forget the doughnuts.  I’m fond of doughnuts.” 
  “You won’t be here, if you’re going to Lantham.” 
  “I—I mean—”  stammered Bunter. 
  “Well, what do you mean?” 
  “I—I mean, Wally’s fond of doughnuts, and he—he— he’ll be hungry, coming all the way from Lantham——” 
  “Is Wally at Lantham now, then?”
  “I—I mean London. He’s coming from London, of course. I wonder what made me say Lantham! 1—I say, I can trust you fellows to look alter him all right—especially about the grub?” asked Bunter anxiously. 
  “That’s all right!  Wally is as fat a as you are, but he’s not such a glutton.” said Bob.  “No need to sack the tuckshop to feed Wally.” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry, if you’re not going to stand him a decent spread!” exclaimed Bunter. 
“That’s all right, fatty, there shall be jam-tart, and cream puffs, and doughnuts galore. Blessed if I know why you’re so particular about Wally’s tea—especially as you’re not taking the trouble to stay in and see him.” 
  “I—I woud, you know, only my mater expects me at Lantham—”
  “Your mater?” 
  “Yes, and I couldn’t disappoint her—”
  “Didn’t you say your pater?” 
  “Did I? I—I mean—”  Bunter stammered. “ I—I meanter say, my mater and my pater, you know—both of ’em.”
  Bob Cherry looked at him suspiciously. 
  “Look here, Bunter, if you haven’t really got any appointment with your people at Lantham,it’s rather rotten to clear off when your cousin’s coming.” he exclaimed. 
  “But I have, you know—I simply couldn’t disappoint my uncle—”
  “Your uncle?” yelled Bob. 
  “I mean my pater—that is, my nature.  In fact, all of them,” said Bunter hastily. “They’ll all be there— sort of family gathering, you know.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. eyed Bunter curiously. Fibbing came very easy to the Owl of the Remove; indeed, he lived and moved and had his fat being in an atmosphere of fibs. But there was one weakness in Bunter’s system: generally his fibs were rather too palpable. He often forgot that a certain class of persons should have good memories. 
  “You—you see how it is.” stammered Bunter. 
  “I see.” said Bob Cherry gruffly.  
  “You don’t care to meet old Wally, and you’re going out. Well, I dare say he won’t miss you—anyhow he’s got plenty of friends here. Go out, if you want to, and be blowed.” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry——”
  “Dash it all, Bunter, whatever you’re going to Lantham for, you might put it off when your cousin’s coming, after a jolly long absence.” exclaimed Nugent. 
  “I can’t very well disappoint my aunt—” 
  “Your what?” 
  “I mean my uncle——” 
  “Oh, cheese it,” said Bob Cherry. “Get off to Lantham as soon as you like--in fact, the sooner the better. ‘‘Well look after Wally—when will he be here?” 
  “About three.” 
  “ We’ll meet him at the station.” said Harry. “Is he coming to Courtfield or Friardale?” 
  “I—I couldn’t say. I fancy he’ll just walk in.” said Bunter.  “About three o’clock, you know. I—I say, you fellows, could you lend me my fare to Lantham, till — till my postal order comes.” 
  “Dear man, I’d be glad to lend you your fare to Timbuktu, or Tierra del Fuego.” said Bob Cherry, anything so long as you don’t take a return ticket!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Eighteenpence was sorted out by the Famous Five. Billy Bunter took it in his fat palm, and blinked at it. As a matter of fact, Harry Wharton & Co. were by no means displeased, personally, that Bunter was to be out of gates during Wally’s visit. They wanted to see Wally: but undoubtedly they didn’t want to see Billy. 
  “I say, you felIows, what’s this!  ” asked Bunter. 
  “The fare to Lanthan, fatty.” 
  “I always travel first class.” said Bunter, with dignity. “If you fellows think I’m going to travel third, you’re jolly well making a mistake. All very well for you chaps, of course—” 
  “Good-bye, Bunter!” 
  “I say, you fellows—”
  But the fellows were fed up. They walked away, and Bunter was left blinking after them, and blinking at the eighteenpence. He frowned; but his frown relaxed into a grin. 
  “After all, one and six is one and six!” murmured Bunter.  "And anyhow I’m jolly well not going to Lantham. He, he, he!” 
  Bunter rolled away grinning. He was still in possession of his real joke —the great joke which had caused him to burst into that sudden and surprising cachinnation in the Form-room that morning. It was in the Form-room that the idea had flashed into Bunter’s fat brain—a real brainwave—a scheme that was, in Bunter’s estimation at least, a real corker.” 
  A little later, William George Bunter rolled out of gates with a bag in his hand, and a fat grin on his face.  His wonderful scheme, whatever it was, was in process of execution---and it was a scheme that would have made Harry Wharton & Co. jump, had they guessed it.  But they didn’t 

               THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                 Painful for Ponsonby! 

CECIL PONSONBY, of the Fourth Form at Highcliffe, smiled. 
  It was not a pleasant smile. 
  That smile was called to the face of Cecil Ponsonby by the sight of a fat figure plodding along Friardale Lane, carrying a bag. 
  “Dear old Bunter!” remarked Ponsonby, to his companions—Gadsby and Monson of the Highcliffe Fourth. 
  Gadsby and Monson grinned. 
  The three slackers of Highcliffe were loafing about the lanes that half-holiday, with nothing special to do. Football did not attract them: cycling seemed too much like work : and a dearth of cash barred them off from some of the shady occupations they often found on a half-holiday. 
  They were killing time, in ways that were their own. They had pelted Mr. Giles’ chickens from a safe distance; they had stuffed a village boy’s cap down his back and sent him weeping away; they had opened two or three field-gates to allow the cattle to wander. Now they were looking around for some other amiable form of amusement, and they sighted
Bunter. At such a time the sight of Bunter was quite a windfall to the three young rascals. 
  “Greyfriars cad said Monson, grinning. “ This is where we come in.” 
  “What-ho!” grinned Gadsby. 
  “The blind owl hasn’t seen us yet.” smiled Ponsonby.  “Come on!” Quite a pleasure to meet Bunter.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  It was undoubtedly a pleasure to meet Bunter—Bunter was somebody to rag, without any fear of retaliation.  That exactly suited Ponsonby & Co.—they were looking for a victim, not for a scrap. 
  They bore down on William George Bunter, They were quite close at hand by the time William George recognized them. 
  Bunter halted in dismay. 
  He glanced to right and left, bul there was no escape for the owl of the Remove.  Ponsonby & Co.  closed in on him with grinning faces. 
  “Fancy meeting you, old top!” said Ponsonby agreeably. 
  “Such a pleasure!” said Gadsby. 
  “Such a long time since we’ve seen you, old scout.” said Monson. “What sort of hols did you have?” 
  “ I—I say, you fellows—” stammered Bunter. 
  “Did you like it at Southend in the vacation?” asked Ponsonby. 
  Bunter blinked at him.  
  “I went abroad for the vac!” he answered with dignity. 
  “Dear me ! Are they still runnin’ those half-guinea trips to Bologne?” asked Ponsonby. 
  “ Ha, ha, ha!”
  “ I—I say, I’m in rather a hurry—” 
  “That’s too bad.” said Ponsonby regretfully. “ We’re not in a hurry at all, Bunter, and we wcre quite lookin’ forward to a little chat with you. So long since we’ve seem you, you know; and you’re so nice.  Can’t you spare us a few minutes?” 
  “I’m afraid I can’t.” stammered Bunter uneasily. “ You—you see, I—I’m rather pressed for time. Another day. old chap.” 
  “Another day won’t do.” said Ponsonby gravely. “Now we’ve got you, old bird, we’re not partin’ with you. You’re so fascinating, you know.” 
  Bunter blinked from one grinning face to another. He knew that he was “ for it,” now that he had fallen in with these three rascals, with no help at hand. 
  “I—-I say, you know—” ejaculated Bunter, as his cap was suddenly knocked off. 
  He stooped and clutched up his cap. As he did so Ponsonby let out a boot, and Bunter was fairly caught bending. Instead of picking up the cap, he plunged forward and sprawled on it. 
  “Yaroooh!” 
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  “Man down!” grinned Monson.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Bunter sat up in the dust and roared.
  “Beasts!  Lemme alone!  You wouldn’t be so cheeky if Bob Cherry came along!  Beasts!”
  “Roll him over.” Grinned Ponsonby.
  “Yarooh!  Leggo!  Oh, my hat! Whooooooop!”
  The hapless Bunter was fairly in the hands of the Amalekites.  He was rolled over in the dust till he was breathless and dazed.  Then the highcliffe trio left him gasping in the grass by the roadside, while they gave their attention to his bag.
  Ponsonby jerked the bag open, and poured out the contents on the grass.  Those contents rather made the Highcliffians stare.  There was a lounge suit of grey, and a soft hat of the same colour, and several other articles of attire.  For what reason Bunter could be carrying about a suit of clothes in a bag, on a half holiday, was a mystery to Ponsonby & Co.
  “By gad!  What a find!” said Ponsonby.  “What are you taking off those clobber about for, Bunter?”
  “Ow!  Wow!”
  “Goin’ to pawn them, perhaps.” suggested Monson.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “You let my things alone.” roared Bunter.  “You cheeky rotters, let my clobber alone!”
  “Dear man!” said Ponsonby, with a chuckle.  “We’ll string ‘em up on a tree, and you can climb after them—the exercise will do you good.  Chuck them up, you chaps.”
  Ponsonby took the grey trousers, and swung them in his hand, to toss them up to a high branch.  Monson grabbed the waistcoat, and Gadsby the jacket.
  Bunter jumped to his feet.
  Once the clothes were perched on a high branch is they would have been out of Bunter’s reach for ever.  He was not good at climbing; he had too much weight to carry.
  “Gimme my clobber!” he yelled.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Bunter made a desperate rush.  He clutched up the empty bag, and using it as a weapon, he smote desperately at Ponsonby.
  That attack was quite unexpected.  The bag crashed on Ponsonby’s elegant and well fitting waistcoat, and the dandy of Highcliffe sprawled in the road, with a roar.
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“Oh, gad!” ejaculated Monson.
  Dropping the waistcoat and jacket, Gadsby and Monson jumped on Bunter.  In a second he was down on his back, yelling with apprehension.
  Ponsonby scrambled up, crimson with rage.
  “My hat!  I—I—I’ll burst him for that!” he gasped.  “Just let me get at the fat cad.”
  “Yarooh!  Help!”
  But it was fortunate for Bunter that help came.  Certainly he would have fared very badly at the hands of the enraged Ponsonby, otherwise.  But just then there was a whir of bicycles on the road, and two cyclists came in sight from the direction of Greyfriars.  They were Herbert Vernon-Smith, and Tom Redwing, of the Remove.
  Bunter’s wild roar caught their ears at a distance.  Vernon-Smith grinned as he saw the fat junior struggling in the grasp of the Highcliffians
  “Fatty’s found trouble!” he remarked.
  “We’re going to chip in.” said Redwing.
  “Right-ho—if you like.”
  The cycles rushed on, and in a few seconds the two Removites were on the spot.  They jumped down
  “Look out!” shouted Gadsby.  “Greyfriars cads!”
  “Yarooh!  Help!  Rescue !” roared Bunter, squirming frantically under a series of furious punches from Ponsonby. 
  “Look out, Pon—”
  “Back up!” gasped Monson.
  Gaddy and Monson faced the newcomers; Ponsonby was too enraged to leave Bunter for the moment.  He punched and punched, as if he mistook the Owl of the Remove for a very fat punchball.
  Vernon Smith and Redwing did not waste time in words.  They came on with their hands up.
  In about three seconds, Gadsby and Munson were strewn in the grass, and they remained there, gasping.  They did not want any more.  Ragging Bunter was all very well; facing the iron fists of the Bounder of Greyfriars was quite a different proposition.
  Ponsonby leaped up from Bunter to find his two comrades sprawling, and Vernon-Smith coming at him.
  “Here, hands off, Smithy!” exclaimed Ponsonby, jumping back.  “I don’t want a row with you!” 
  “Yarooh!  Punch him, Smithy!” roared Bunter.  “Stand by a Greyfriars chap, old fellow!  Mop him up, Smithy!”
  “Sorry, Pon, old man—but you’re for it!” said Smithy politely.
  “Look here---  Oh, gad!  Ow!”
  The Bounder’s clenched fist jarred on Ponsonby’s nose, and the dandy of Highcliffe went spinning.
  “He crashed into the hedge, yelling.
  Vernon-Smith looked round with a grin.
  “I say, this scrap isn’t over, is it?” he asked.  “You Highcliffe chaps can’t be finished yet?  ”
  Redwing grinned.  The scrap was over, so far as Ponsonby & Co. were concerned.  They were soon satisfied.
  “Oh, go away, you ruffians!” groaned Gadsby.
  “Sure you’ve had enough?”
  “Ow!  Get out!”
  “I say, you fellows, don’t leave them here with me.” howled Bunter, scrambling up. “Clear them off.”
  “Right-ho!” assented Redwing.  “Now, you three, get a move on!”
  “We’re stayin’ here.” hooted Monson.
  Vernon-Smith shook his head.
  “Your mistake---you’re not.” he said.  “You’re goin’ on.  We’ll see you as far as Friardale—we’re going that way.  Hop it!”
  “Sha’n’t!”
  The Bounder laughed.
  “I give you one minute to start.” he said.  “Then I’m going to begin with my boot.”
  “You---you rotter---”
  “Time’s goin’!” grinned the Bounder.

  The three Highcliffians picked themselves up.  They exchanged infuriated looks, but they did not want any more scrapping. The Bounder of Greyfriars was far too tough a customer for them, and Tom Redwing was a good fighting man. Ponsonby held his anchor chair to his nose, and scowled over it ferociously. The Bounder was a hard hitter, and Ponsonby’s handsome nose had suffered—and it did not look so handsome now. 
  Bunter was clutching up his property, and replacing it in the bag. Vernon-Smith glanced at it curiously. 
  “What on earth arc you carrying clothes about for, Bunter?” he asked. 
“Looking for an old clotlies merchant?”
  “Eh ? Oh, yes!” stammered Bunter. 
  “ You fat ass!” said the Bounder. “Look here, Bunter, if you’re up to some silly game, take my tip, and chuck it.  If you’re thinkin’ of goin’ to Lantham races, you can change your c1othes, you ass, but you can’t change your fat chivvy or your blinkers. Cut it out!” 
  “I—I—it isn’t that!” gasped Bunter. “Nothing of the kind, you know!” 
  “Then what’s your silly game?”
  “Oh, nothing!” 
  The Bounder shrugged his shoulders. 
  “ Well, it’s your own funeral.” he said. “Now then, you Highcliffe cads, get gon’. Time’s up.” 
  With furious faces, Ponsonby & Co. stamped out into the road. It was deeply humiliating for the nuts of Highcliffe —it was a terrific fall for their lofty pride. Unfortunately, there was no help for it. The Bounder of Greyfriars meant business, and they had had enough of the Bounder’s hard hitting. 
  “Trot!” said Vernon-Smith cheerily. “If we overtake you, we shall run you down! Trot’s the word.”
  With deep rage, Ponsonby & Co. trotted. Vernon-Smith and Redwing remounted their bicycles, and rode after them at a leisurely pace. Just ahead of the bikes the three Highcliffians trotted on, red with rage, panting for breath. But there was no help for them—unless they faced round on the enemy and asked for another scrap. And they preferred trotting to scrapping. 
  Right down the lane they went, in a slate of simmering fury, till the village of Friardale came in sight. 
  “Now you can clear” called out the Bounder. “Ta-ta !”
  And Ponsonby & Co. were allowed to slink to the roadside and halt, while Vernon-Smith and Redwing rode on, laughing, into the village. 

               THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                  A Change of Identity! 

BILLY BUNTER blinkcd after the retreating figures, while he gasped for breath. 
  But he did not waste time. 
  The Bounder was seeing the Highcliffians safe off the scene. But Bunter was well aware of what Ponsonby would feel like when the Bounder had done with him. It was not safe for the Owl of the Remove to linger. His life would scarcely have been safe had Ponsonby found him alone again, after escaping from Smithy. 
  Bunter hurriedly repacked his bag and, leaving the lane, plunged through the hedge, and took a field-path across the meadows. 
  He plodded and panted on at a good speed, and in a few minutes was out of sight of the spot where he had so unfortunately encountered the Highcliffe trio. 
  He came to a halt under the trees in a patch of woodland, and for some time he sat on a projecting root, and gasped and gasped, till he had recovered his breath. 
  When he rose at last the fat grin had returned to his face.  He blinked round him, and picked up his bag again, and went further into the wood. 
  It was a quiet and solitary spot, and the Owl of the Remove was in no danger of observation there. He set down the bag at last, and opened it, and sorted out the grey lounge suit that had had so narrow an escape. 
  Both Ponsonby and Vernon-Smith had been puzzled by the sight of the clothes in Bunter’s bag. Really, it was very unusual for a fellow to walk out on a half-holiday, carrying a bag stuffed with clothes.  Smithy had suspected an intended visit to the races. In his own wild days Smithy had more than once performed such exploits, changing his clothes out of gates and making himself look as unlike a Greyfriars fellow as possible.  But William George Bunter was not thinking of any such exploit. 
  After a cautious blink round him, the Owl of the Remove stripped off his Etons and dressed himself in the grey lounge suit and the soft hat. 
  The change of clothes made a very great difference in his appearance.  He changed even to the socks and shoes and necktie. 
  The discarded garments he packed carefully in the bag, and the bag he concealed under a heap of bracken. 
  Then he perched a pocket-mirror on a tree trunk, and blinked at his reflection in it. 
  He grinned with satisfaction. 
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  “Topping!” he murmured. 
  He took off his glasses and blinked again. 
  Without his glasses the reflected face was almost exactly that of Wally Bunter, his cousin.  Bunter knew that it was so but without strings of his spectacles the reflection in the mirror was little more than a blur to him. 
  But he nodded with satisfaction.
  “Its all right!” he murmured. “ I s+hall have to manage without glasses somehow. That’s the one the difficulty. I’ll keep ‘em on till I get near the school, anyhow.” 
  He looked at his watch. 
  It was turned three o’clock. By that time Harry Wharton & Co.  would be expecting Wally at Greyfriars. Probably by that time the Famous Five were hanging about the gates, waiting for their old pal to arrive. 
  Bunter chuckled at the thought. 
  He left the copse, and walked across the fields towards the school, taking care to avoid the lanes, lest Ponsonby & Co. should still be in the neighbourhood. 
  He came out into the road again only a hundred yards or so from the school gates. Then he removed his glasses, and slipped them into the case in his pocket. 
  Then he marched on towards Greyfriars. 
  That was Bunter’s wonderful scheme! Harry Wharton & Co.  were expecting Wally Bunter——and they fully believed that Billy Bunter was in the tram for Lantham. The two Bunter cousins were so exactly alike that the deception was easy enough. When they stood together little differences could be noted ; but seen apart, there was little danger of detection. 
 The chums of the Remove were waiting to welcome Wally. They were going to kill the  fatted calf for him. All the kind attentions that Bunter felt to be his due, but which he never received were going to bestowed on Wally—and chief among them, in Bunter’s estimation, was a spread in the study.  And billy Bunter, by turning up at Greyfriars as his own cousin, was going to bag the hospitable welcome intended for Wally Bunter! It really was a brainwave! 
  Bunter rolled on contentedly towards the school. 
  Five fellows were lounging about the old gateway, and as the fat figure came in sight there was a shout. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” 
  “Wally, old man!” 
  Bunter grinned. 
  The Famous Five came out cheerily to meet him. Not for an instant did they suspect that it was William George.  William George had walked away in eaton’s and a Greyfriars cap, and was supposed to be in the train for Lantham.  This Bunter came along in a grey lounge suit and a soft hat, and without glasses. His close resemblance to Billy Bunter, in form and features, was, of course, expected. 
  “Here we are again!” exclaimed Johnny Bull.  Jolly glad to see you, Wally, old man!” 
  “The gladfulness is terrific!” 
  Bunter grinned amicably, and shook hands all round with the Famous Five. 
  “No end of a pleasure to see you Fellows, after————after being abroad so long!” he exclaimed. “ Is Billy about?” 
  “He’s out of gates this afternoon.” said Harry Wharton. “He told us that some of his people are at Lantham to-day, and he had to go over and see them.” 
  “Oh, that’s too bad!” said Bunter.  “Still, I really came to see you chaps as much as Billy.” 
  “Hear, hear! We’re jolly glad to see you.” said Bob Cherry. “ How have you been getting on among the Froggies?” 
  “First-rate.” said Bunter calmly, “I say, I’m rather hungry after my journey, if you don’t mind my mentioning it.” 
  There was a grin among the Famous Five.  In appetite, as well as in looks, they remembered that Wally Bunter resembled his cousin Billy. 
  “Trot in.” said Wharton. “It’s rather early for tea but the tuckshop’s open. This way, old fellow.” 
  “What-ho!” 
  Bunter rolled in at the gates with the chums of the Remove. Bolsover major was strolling in the quad with Skinner, and he stared across at Bunter. 
  “Hallo! What’s this game?” called out Bolsover. “What are you got up like that for, Bunter?” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “It’s Wally Bunter.” he said. 
  “Oh, my hat!” Bolsover came over to the new arrival and held out a large hand. Glad to see you! Blessed if I didn’t take you for Billy—you’re as like as two peas.” 
  Bunter grinned and shook hands with Bolsover. 
  His little scheme was working admirably. He had expected it to be a success; it was not the first time he had played such a trick. But really he had hardly expected it to be so easy as this. Even Skinner, the sharpest and most suspicious fellow in the Remove, glanced at him without suspecting the deception. 
  “This way, Bunter.” said Bob Cherry cheerily. 
  The fat junior was led into the tuckshop. Mrs. Mimble stared at him. 
  “Why, Master Bunter———” she exclaimed. 
  “It’s Bunter’s cousin, Mrs. Mimble,” explained Bob Cherry. “You remember Wally Bunter, who stayed here once.” 
  “Oh, yes, I remember.” said Mrs, Mimble.  “How do you do, Master Wally.  Dear me, you‘re wonderfully like your cousin.” 
  “I say, you fellows——” 
  “Yes, old chap?” 
  “I’m rather hungry. 
  “Pile in, old man. Any old thing you like.” chuckled Bob Cherry. 
  “Good!” 
  Billy Bunter drew a deep, deep breath.  
  He was prompt to accept the invitation. Harry Wharton & Co. stood round with smiling faces. They knew that Wally Bunter was a powerful trencherman, and they were more than willing to foot the bill for a handsome spread. They expected Wally to dispose of enough tuck for two or three fellows. But undoubtedly they were not prepared for what Billy Bunter could do in that line. There was a surprise coming for the Famous Five.

               THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                       Something Like! 
“OLD WalIy!”
  “Good man!  Glad to see you here!” 
  “How do you do, old chap?” 
  Fellows strolled into the tuckshop when they heard that Walter Gilbert Bunter was there, and greeted him cheerily. That is, they supposed they were greeting Walter Gilbert Bunter.  Certainly they would not have wasted cheery greetings on William George of that ilk. 
  Bunter grinned and nodded, what time his plump jaws kept busily at work. At the same time he was feeling more and more annoyed secretly. All this gladness to see Wally Bunter struck him as simply ridiculous.  What the thump was there in his poor relation to make the fellows all so glad to see him—as they supposed! 
  Neither was Bunter very pleased by this testimony to the exact likeness between himself and his cousin. He always admitted the resemblance, but he always persuaded himself that he was considerably the better looking of the two. It suited him admirably, on the present occasion, to be mistaken for Wally. But he did not feel flattered thereby. 
  But he concealed his annoyance and grinned and nodded as affably as he could.  Meanwhile, there was the feed to solace him. 
  The hospitable chums of the Remove had, naturally, given him carte blanch. They were only too pleased to see “old Wally” seated on the high stool at Mrs. Mimble’s counter, and enjoying himself with the good things provided by that good dame. 
  Nevertheless, they began to feel a little serious as Bunter proceeded. Their hospitality was unbounded; but—as usual with fellows in the Lower Fourth—their financial resources were limited. 
  It was easy enough to raise a “quid” among the five, and nobody would have supposed that any fellow could consume more than pounds worth of tuck at a single sitting.  Certainly, Walter Gilbert Bunter, good trencherman as he was, had never been known to consume as much. 
  But this, as Hurree Singh would have said if he had known the facts, was a boot on the other leg! Billy Bunter was able to perform gastronomic feeds of which his cousin would never have dreamed. 
  Fellows came in and greeted him and strolled away; it was quite a reception. And all the time Bunter’s jaws scarcely rested for a moment.
  He had had a very light dinner—Mr. Quelch had stopped him at the third helping. Indeed, at dinner Bunter had eaten scarcely twice as much as any other fellow in the Remove. So he was in trim to distinguish himself in the tuckshop. 
  And he did. 
  Mrs. Mimble was kept quite busy supplying him. She kept a running account of the items with a stump of pencil on a sheet of wrapping paper across the counter. Once or twice she looked up at Harry Wharton, and each time the captain of the Remove nodded encouragement, implying thereby that he was responsible for the bill, and that the good dame need have no doubt. 
  But at last Mrs. Mimble thought it better to push the sheet of paper across the counter, to acquaint the captain of the Remove with the extensive liabilities he was incurring. 
  Wharton started a little as he noted that the total was already twenty-seven shilling and sixpence. 
  But hospitality was hospitality. Bunter evidently was hungry after his journey, and it was not Greyfriars style to grudge a guest. 
  Wharton nodded again, with a cheery smile to Mrs. Mimble’s.  That good dame was satisfied the to the; Wharton’s credit was good at the school shop.
  But Harry began in be a little thoughtful.  He had ten shillings in his pockets, and his comrades were more or less well provided. But it began to look as if all their resources would be called upon. 
  They were determined not to find any fault with Wally, their old friend whom they had not seen for a long time. But for that determination they might have felt that he was acting rather thoughtlessly, to say the least. For he could not fail to know that pocket-money was a limited quantity among Lower School fellows—they were not millionaires. And Bunter was choosing the most expensive things in the most reckless way. In spite of themselves, the Famous Five felt a little less glad that Wally had come, when they noted that Mrs. Mimble’s bill amounted to two pounds. This was rather a considerable stint in the Lower Fourth Form at Greyfriars. 
  But they stood the test manfully. 
  Bunter blinked round at them, and saw no sign of “weakening”  in any of the quintette of smiling faces. But they were beginning to wonder when he would have done. They had hoped to show him round Greyfriars, to have some pleasant chat, and to get up some pick-up match at football to entertain him. Bunter, apparently, was content to pass most of the sunny afternoon in the tuckshop. It really was not like Wally, though it was marvellously like Billy! But the Famous Five showed real “grit”—they grinned and bore it, and they still bore it when their grins grew a little forced and mechanical. 
  And Bunter was still going strong. 
  Where he was putting it all was a mystery to the fellows who saw him doing it. His stowage capacity seemed unlimited. Already anyone would have said that he was loaded far beyond the Plimsoll line. Still, he showed no sign of exhaustion. 
  The Owl of the Remove had never enjoyed himself so much. 
  It was the feed of the term; it was a feast of the gods, such as seldom came his way. It was such a feed as he often dreamed about, when he had happy dreams. And added to that was the satisfaction of “doing down” the Famous Five. They were glad to see “old Wally,” and they were never glad to see Billy.  Bunter was resolved that they would be less glad by the time he had done with them. 
  Even Bunter’s appetite was cloying at last. He began to toy with his provender. Really, a suspicious fellow might have suspected, even, that he was intentionally running up a bill for his kind entertainers to pay. That thought, of course, did not occur to Harry Wharton & Co. 
  Bunter would begin on a cake, or a pastry, and leave it after a bite or so. He would have a bottle of lime juice opened, and then a bottle of currant wine, and then change his mind and take some squash instead. And all the things he started on and left untouched, or almost untouched, had to go on the bill. 
  So it was not surprising that the account went up by leaps and bounds. 
  It was rather difficult for Wharton to keep the hospitable grin on his face when he noted that Mrs. Mimble’s bill reached the formidable total of three pounds ten shillings. 
  That meant the total expenditure of all the cash possessed by the Famous Five, and a debt to hang over their heads the following week, 
  Really, if it was a pleasure to see Bunter, it was rather an expensive pleasure. Indeed, it might be classed as a luxury. 
  And still Bunter was going on. 
  He had entered the tuckshop about half past three. It was now nearly half-past four, and he was not finished. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. had not had the remotest intention of spending a half-holiday in a stuffy little shop watching a greedy fellow feed and grow shinier and greasier and stickier. 
In spite of their determination to be kind and hospitable, they could not help feeling that they had been a little mistaken in Wally, or else that he had changed considerably since they had last seen him. 
  RealIy, it was growing alarming. 
  Bunter blinked round at them as he toyed with his tuck, and grinned as he noted how mechanical their smiles were becoming. 
  “I say, you fellows, it’s jolly decent of you to stand me a spread like this.” he remarked. 
  “Go ahead, old chap!” gasped Nugent. 
  “Thanks, I will! Of course, I don’t want to overdo it, though. I don’t want to spoil my appetite for tea.” 
  “For—for what?” 
  “Tea.”
  “Oh!” 
  How a fellow could possibly think of tea to follow a feed like that was a mystery to the Famous Five. It was also rather a mystery where the tea was to come from, unless they went up and down the Remove borrowing money to feed their guest. 
  “Hallo, I hear that Wally Bunter’s here!” Vernon-Smith came into the with Tom Redwing, both of them cheery and ruddy after their cycle spin. 
  “Here he is, Smithy!” answered Bob Cherry. 
  The Bounder glanced at the fat junior perched on the high stool. He gave a violent start. 
  “Is—is——is that Wally Bunter?” 
  “Yes,” said Harry. 
  “Oh my hat ! Ha, ha, ha!” 
  The Bounder roared. Tom Redwing grinned. Both of them recognised the grey lounge suit, and the soft hat, which Ponsonby had turned out of Billy Bunter’s bag in Friardale Lane. They knew now why the Owl of the Remove had gone out with a bag containing a suit of clothes. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. stared at him, puzzled by his outburst of merriment. 
  “What’s the joke?” asked Bob. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked Vernon-Smith. 
  “Look here, you ass!” 
  “What’s the joke, you duffer?” 
  But the Bounder simply couldn’t answer—he simply yelled, while Harry Wharton & Co. regarded him with puzzled amazement, and Bunter blinked at him in alarm from the top of the high stool. 

               THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                     A Little Mistake! 

WALTER GILBERT BUNTER stepped out of the train at Friardale Station, and glanced 
about him with a cheery smile. 
  But for his clothes, any Greyfriars fellow who had happened to be at the station would have supposed that he was Billy Bunter of the Remove, at the first glance, at least. 
  But he was dressed in a dark lounge suit, and Billy Bunter, of course, would have been in Etons. And at a closer inspection, too, one might have noted that Wally’s face, though equally fat, was a good deal healthier in complexion than Billy’s, and that his eyes were clear and steady. His movements, too, were active and brisk, and he wore no glasses.
  Quite oblivious of the trick Billy Bunter was playing that afternoon, Wally was arriving on his visit to Greyfriars. He would have been considerably astonished had he known that a fellow supposed to be Wally Bunter was, in those very moments, seated in Mrs. Member of tuck shop at Greyfriars performing amazing gastronomic feats in his name.  
  Walter Gilbert Bunter strolled out of the station and came cheerily out into the High Street of Friardale. 
  His fat face was bright and happy; he was glad to find himself in his native land again after a long sojourn in a foreign city. Like fellows who had to keep hard at work, Wally Bunter was enjoying his holiday, and he was making the most of his fortnight off. And chief among his pleasures he reckoned his visit to Greyfriars. His cousin Billy was not the chief attraction, that was certain, though officially his visit was paid to Billy Bunter.  Wally was very keen to meet again his old friends in the Remove—the fellows whom he had known and liked during his previous stay at Greyfriars. But he was looking forward even to seeing Billy after so long a parting. In one respect Wally differed from other members of the Bunter clan—he was not insensible to the claims of relationship.  
  He sauntered contentedly down the High Street and out into the lane that led to Greyfriars. He had a little bag in his hand, which he swung to and fro as he walked along, whistling as he went. 
  On the outskirts of the village stood the Cross Keys, a rather disreputable place that was strictly out of bounds for Greyfriars fellows. It was out of bounds to Highcliffe, too, so far as that went. But just then there were three Highcliffe fellows in the billiard-room— Gadsby and Monson having a hundred up, and Cecil Ponsonhy smoking a cigar, and staring out of a dirty window. 
  Ponsonby’s eyes glittered as he saw the fat figure swinging along in the sunshine. 
  “Bunter!” he ejaculated. 
  If Ponsonby had ever seen Wally Bunter before, he had long ago forgotten his existence. It did not even occur to his mind that this fat fellow, with Bunter’s features, was anybody but Billy Bunter of Greyfriars. 
  He turned quickly to his friends. 
  “Chuck that, you fellows! Here’s Bunter again.” 
  “Oh, blow Bunter!” said Monson.  “I’m just beatin’ Gaddy.” 
  “Never mind that.” Ponsonby rubbed his nose, still swollen and smarting from the Bounder’s hard knuckles. “Chuck it! Come on, I tell you!” 
  Gadsby joined him at the window.  Monson grumbled and followed. The three Highcliffians stared out at the unsuspicious fat youth who was sauntering along past the inn. 
  “By gad!” The fat frog’s changed his clothes.” said Gadsby, puzzled.  “Is he off his rocker this afternoon? You remember he had a grey suit in his bag. Now he’s dressed in dark brown. Is it a game?” 
  “Oh, he’s been somewhere.” said Ponsonby. “The races, perhaps. He wouldn’t want to go there in Etons.” 
  “He doesn’t seem to care if anybody sees him now.” 
 “ Well, we see him,” grinned Ponsonby, “ and we’re jolly well going after him. Come on!” 
  “I was just beatin’ Gaddy!”
  “Oh, rats! Come on, I tell you!”
  Ponsonby led the way, and the three young rascals quitted the inn. By that time Wally was well past, and swinging on cheerily on his way to Greyfriars. —
  Ponsonby & Co. broke into a trot after him. 
  This was a stroke of luck, from Ponsonby’s point of view. His swollen nose did not look handsome, and it had a pain in it. Vengeance on the Bounder was rather too strenuous and dangerous an undertaking to suit Cecil Ponsonby. But vengeance on Bunter was easy and almost as satisfactory. The fat junior of Greyfriars was booked for the ragging of his life now. 
  Unconscious of the pursuit, Wally Bunter stepped over a style, and started to follow a fieldpath, a short cut towards the school.  Ponsonby gave a chuckle. 
  “After him!” he murmured. 
  And the Highcliffians grinned and followed. The fat youth was fairly placing himself in their hands now— once in the middle of the meadow he would be far from any possible help, and quite at their mercy. Ponsonby & Co. followed on, grinning. 
  They let the fat youth keep ahead till he was in the middle of the field. Then they broke into a run and overtook him. 
  Wally glanced back at the sound of runnng feet behind him. 
  The looks of Ponsonby & Co. showed plainly enough that their intentions were hostile. Wally stopped to the side of the path, and dropped his bag into the grass. He recognied the Highcliffe fellows at once, and he was quite prepared for trouble. 
  “Here we are again, Bunter!” said Ponsonby, rather breathlessly, as he came to a halt. 
  Wally nodded. 
  “Here we are!” he assented. “How do you do?” 
  “Smithy isn’t likely to come by this way, what?” grinned Gadsby. “We’ve got you this time, you fat rotter!” 
  “Eh?” 
  “You won’t get away so easily as last time.” said Monson. “You’re booked, Bunter!” 
  Wally stared at them. It had not occurred to him for the moment that the Highcliffians mistook him for his cousin Billy. Now he understood, and he burst into a laugh. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oh, it’s a laughing matter, is it?” sneered Ponsonby, rubbing his swollen nose.  “I don’t think you’ll be laughing by the time we’ve done with you, you fat frog!” 
  “Collar him!” exclaimed Gadsby. 
  The three Highcliffians rushed together at Bunter. Fair play was not included in the code of Ponsonby & Co. Billy Bunter would not have been a match for any one of them; nevertheless, they preferred to deal with him three to one. 
  But the surprise of their lives was waiting for Ponsonby & Co. 
  They fully expected Bunter to turn tail and flee for his life—not that it would have been much use for the Owl of the Remove to run. But Wally Bunter did not turn, and he did not recede a step. 
  His plump hands went up, clenched, and he faced the rush of the three Highcliffians with perfect coolness. 
  The fellow who had stood up to Bolsover major of the Remove was not likely to quail before the nuts of Highcliffe. 
  They came at him with a crash: and there was a wild yell from Ponsonby, as his nose caught Wally’s fat knuckles and he went spinning backwards. 
  The next second Gadsby captured Wally’s left with his chin, and he was strewn in the grass. 
  Monson was the only one that actually reached Wally; and he reached him to his sorrow. He got in one drive, and then a pair of fat arms were thrown round Monson, and, to his amazement, he was swept off his feet. He hardly knew what was happening to him till he was deposited in the grass, with a sounding bump. 
 Wally Bunter stood and grinned down at the three astounded and breathless Highcliffians. 
They sprawled in the grass, and stared up at him, in amazement. Pon & Co. had never been so astounded in their lives. 
  “Oh, gad!” gasped Monson. “What —what—what—” 
  “Is this a dream?” spluttered Gadsby. Ponsonby clasped his nose in anguish. It had suffered from the Bounder. But now it felt as if it had been almost pushed through the back of Pon’s head. 
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 “Ow! Ow! Wow! Moooh!” mumbled Ponsonby. 
  “Have some more?” asked Wally cheerily. “There’s lots to come, if you want any!  Rush in, old beans!” 
  Ponsonby scrambled up. His nose streamed crimson, and his face was purple with fury. 
  “Come on!” he howled. “Smash him!” 
  Gadsby and Monson followed him, though in rather a gingerly manner, It was only too clear that Bunter was not going to be an easy victim—amazing as it was. 
  Wally grinned cheerily. He backed a little from the rush, side-stepped with a swiftness that Pon & Co. were not looking for at all, and then he came at them with left and right. Ponsonby caught Wally’s left with his ear and collapsed—Gadsby turned on Wally just in time to get his right fairly in the eye. Monson jumped back—and as Wally made a movement towards him, took to his heels and ran for it, 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wally Bunter. 
  “Ow! Ow! Oh gad! Ow!” 
  Ponsonby sat up dazedly, his hand to his ear, his nose streamed red unheeded; his ear occupied him now. It felt as if it had been kicked by a mule. 
  “What—what—what———” stammered Ponsonby. “You—you beastly prize-fighter—you—you ruffian—what—what does this mean? Oh gad !” 
  “Keep off!” gasped Gadsby. 
  “Ha, ha, ha! Have I surprised you, old beans?” roared Wally. “Did you take me for Billy Bunter? Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Ponsonby jumped. 
  “You see I’m Billy’s cousin Wally.” explained the fat youth, with a grin. “Don’t you remember meeting me a long time ago? You made the same mistake then. Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oh!” gasped Ponsonby. 
  “Oh dear!” moaned Gadsby. 
  Wally Bunter picked up his bag. 
  “If you don’t want any more, I’ll be pegging along.” he remarked. “Sure you don’t want any more, Pon?” 
  “Ow! Get out, you rotter!” groaned Ponsonby. 
  “ Sure you don’t want any, Gaddy?”
  “Ow!  Ow!  Ow!” 
  Wally Bunter chuckled and walked on his way. Three dismal youths limped away to the Cross Keys to bathe their injuries: and they were still looking very dismal and wrecked when they limped home to Highcliffe. Wally Bunter, in the best of spirits, walked on cheerily to Greyfriars. 

               THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                    After the Feast! 

BlLLY BUNTER, seated on the high stool in the Greyfriars tuckshop, blinked with great uneasiness at the Bounder. Bunter was not a bright youth; but he was bright enough to see that Vernon-Smith was not taken in by his imposture. That meeting in Friardale Lane, when the Owl of the Remove was in the hands of Pon & Co., had been very fortunate for Bunter—at the time. But it was turning out less fortunate now. But fr that meeting, Smithy and Tom Redwing would undoubtedly have been taken in, like the other Remove fellows. Now it was clear that they were not taken in at all. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder. “Well, this is rich!  This is the distinguished guest, is it ?” 
  “What do you mean, Smithy?” demanded Harry Wharton angrily. “This is Wally Bunter, and he’s a guest here— and if you think it’s good manners to cackle like a hyena. you’re mistaken!” 
  “ The mistakefulness is terrific, esteemed Smithy,” said Hurree Singh. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” That’s the fellow you’ve been killin’ the giddy fatted calf for, is it?” roared Smithy. “I’ve just heard from Skinner that Wally Bunter is here, and sticking you for a record feed. Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Cut that out!” snapped Johnny Bull. 
  The Bounder wiped his eyes. 
  “It’s not Wally!” he said. 
  “Oh, really, Smithy——” 
  “ It’s Billy Bunter, you fellows.” said Redwing, laughing.  He’s taken you in !”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Bounder again. What a spoof !” 
  “What rot!” exclaimed Wharton. “I suppose you remember Wally, and know that he’s just like BilIy—” 
  “The likefulness is terrific.” said Hurree Singh. “Indeed, he is more like Billy than we rememberfully recollected.” 
  The bounder chuckled spasmodically. 
  “How much has he stuck you for?” he asked. 
  “Oh rats!” 
  “I say, you fellows, don’t you take any notice of Smithy!” exclaimed Billy Bunter, in alarm. “ You know what a rotten fibber Smithy is. He—he’s trying to pull your leg, you know!” 
  “What?” ejaculated the Bounder. “Are you going to try to keep it up to me that you’re Wally?” 
  “Oh, really, Smithy---” 
  Wharton turned a searching look on the fat junior. Certainly Bunter’s conduct since arriving at Greyfriars had been more like Billy than Wally. But the Famous Five were slow to believe that the Owl of the Remove could have pulled their leg to that extent. 
  “It’s all right, you fellows.” said Bunter. “You know who I am. I say. Mrs. Mimble, I’ll have some more of the tarts.” 
  “Hold on a minute!” said Johnny Bull. “Look here, Smithy.  “What do you mean? What makes you think---!” 
  The Bounder chuckled. 
  “I don’t think—I know.” he answered. “That’s Billy Bunter.  I’ve seen those clothes before.  Bunter took them with him in a bag when he went out this afternoon.” 
  “Bunter went to Lantham—” 
  “He jolly well didn’t! Redwing and I came on him in the lane, and some Highcliffe chaps were raggin’ him. They turned a suit of clothes out of his bag—those clothes.” 
  Redwing grinned and nodded. 
  “It’s so, you fellows.” he said. “Bunter certainly had that suit of clothes in his bag, and that hat. I know them again quite well.” 
  Harry Wharton gave a gasp. 
  “Do you mean to say that Bunter went out of gates and changed his clothes, and came back here saying he was Wally?” he ejaculated.
  “Just that!” grinned the Bounder. 
  “My hat!” 
  The Famous Five fixed their eyes on Bunter. 
  On his looks it was simply impossible to tell whether he was Wally or Billy. His clothes and the absence of his well known glasses had settled the matter for the Famous Five without question. But now they had very strong doubts. 
  “Look here, which are you—Wally or Billy?” demanded the captain of the Remove. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton——” 
  “That sounds like Billy!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—”
  “That fat idiot Bunter couldn’t have pulled our leg,” said Johnny Bull, shaking his head.  He hasn’t the brain.” 
  “A jolly lot more brains than you have, and chance it!” said Bunter warmly, forgetting for the moment the part he was playing. 
  “Wha-a-at?  ” 
  “I—I mean, of—of course, I’m not pulling your leg!” stammered Bunter. “I—I mean, I---I’m Billy—— I mean, Wally—Wally, of course! I went to Lantham, just as I told you---” 
  “What?” 
  “I---I mean, Billy went to Lantham!” gasped the Owl of the Remove, getting rather confused. “My pater—— I mean, my uncle was there—I mean, Billy’s uncle, of course— That is to say—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I—I say, you fellows—”
  “It’s that fat villain Billy Bunter, and we’ve been spoofed!” exclaimed Nugent. 
  “Bump him!”
  “Three-pounds-ten to feed Billy Bunter!” said Johnny Bull dazedly. “Why, we ought to have guessed!” 
  “Three-pounds-ten!” shrieked the Bounder.  “Ha, ha, ha! Oh, my hat! This is too rich! Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Have him off that stool!” roared Bob Cherry. Why, I—I—I’ll burst him!” 
“I—I say, you fellows, it’s all right!” shrieked Bunter. “I—I say, it was only joke! I haven’t taken you in—and it was only a joke, too. Look here, you beasts—Yarooooh!” 
Bump! 
  Bunter came down off the stool with a heavy concussion. He rolled on the floor of the tuck-shop and roared. 
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“Oh, goodness gracious!” exclaimed Mrs. Mimble. “My dear boys—my dear young gentlemen--- Goodness gracious me!” 
  “I say, you fellows—I say—— Yarooooh!” 
  “Bump him!” 
  “ Rag him !“ 
  “Give him jip!” 
  That the fat junior was not Wally Bunter was clear enough now.  Wally certainly would never have been ragged in that fashion without putting up a terrific scrap.  Billy Bunter was not thinking of a scrap; he was thinking only of escape. 
  “Leggo!” he yelled. “I keep on telling you I’m Wally—and it was only for a joke, anyhow! Can’t you take a joke, you beasts? Ow, wow! Help! Fire! Rescue! Yarooooh!” 
  “Give him beans!” 
  “Whooooop!” 
  Billy Bunter had had the feast. After the feast came the reckoning. The Famous Five had a long bill to pay— there was no doubt about that. Mistake in identity or not, Mrs. Mimble’s account had to be met. All the chums of the Remove could do was to take it out of Bunter—and that they proceeded to do with great energy. 
  The tuckshop was crowded with fellows roaring with laughter. The “spoof” on the Famous Five seemed to strike the other fellows as humorous, though Harry Wharton & Co. were quite unable to see the humour of it. It was fortunate for Billy Bunter that Wingate of the Sixth came striding into the tuck-shop. 
  “Here, stop this row!” exclaimed the captain of Greyfriars. “What the thump are you fags up to?” 
  “Ow, ow! Help! Fire! Murder!” roared Bunter. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Let him go—do you hear? Now then—” 
  Billy Bunter dodged behind the captain of the school. Amid roars of laughter, a dozen fellows explained to Wingate all at once; and the captain of Greyfriars chuckled. In the meantime, Bunter slipped out of the tuckshop. His wonderful scheme had gone awry, after all, and he was anxious to get going while the going was good. 
  But there was a rush in pursuit—the Famous Five were not satisfied yet; perhaps they felt that they had not had three pound ten’s worth! 
  Bunter gave a squeak of alarm as they sprinted after him. 
  He headed for the gates, and ran for hi life. 
  “Stop!” roared Bob Cherry. 
  “Come back, and we’ll burst you!” yelled Johnny Bull. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Billy Bunter did not stop—apparently he did not want to be burst. He went out of gates at lightning speed. Fellows who saw him go declared that Bunter would be an easy winner of the School Mile, if he put on the same speed. The Famous Five reached the gates and stopped.  Bunter vanished from sight, going across country in great style. 
  “He’ll have to come back at call-over, and then we’ll rag him baldheaded!” gasped Bob Cherry. 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “The ratherfulness is terrific.” 
  And the Famous Five gave it up. Bunter was gone, and he was not likely to venture back till the gates were due to be locked: his only hope was that the Famous Five would let the sun go down on their wrath. Harry Wharton & Co. did not expect to see Bunter again 

               THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                   A Rough Reception! 

“LYNCHING’S too good for him!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  Johnny was speaking of Bunter, of course. The Famous Five had gathered in Study No. 1 at tea time—a frugal tea.  Ways and means were now a serious question to the chums of the Remove. 
  Bunter’s “spoof ” had been exposed, and the fat junior was still out of gates in a state of 
trepidation and apprehension. He had reason to be apprehensive, too; for to judge by their remarks, the Famous Five were far from intending to let their wrath evaporate before the sun went down. 
  Mrs. Mimble’s little bill had been partly squared, and partly left over to be settled the following week. Properly speaking, Billy Bunter should have been called upon to “square” it; but that, of course, was out of the question. Had the bill been in card in entertaining Walter Gilbert Bunter, their old pal, the chums of the Remove would not have minded at all. But to be “diddled”  to the tune of three pounds 10 shillings by the fat Owl of the Remove was extremely exasperating. And they blamed themselves, too—they felt that they ought to have guessed. They felt that they ought to have known that “old Wally” would never have conducted himself in such a manner; and that fact should have been lightened them at the time. But they had been taken in— and taken in quite easily. It really was exasperating. 
  “A giddy plant from start to finish!” said Bob Cherry. “Of course, the fat villain never went to Lantham at all, and never intended to go. That was just a yarn to keep us from suspecting him of turning up here as Wally.” 
  “Just that,” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  Harry Wharton laughed, rather ruefully. 
  “Well, we ought to have seen through it.” he said. “Really, we asked for trouble. I noticed the fat bounder blinking about, and wondered whether Wally was getting short-sighted, like his cousin Billy. Of course, the fat villain had to leave his glasses off, to take us in.” 
  “The spoofing rotter! Now we’re cleared out of cash, and we still owe Mrs. Mimble two pounds.” said Nugent.  “My hat!  We’ll jolly well rag that fat toad when he turns up again. ” 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “The cheek of it, you know!” said Bob Cherry indignantly. “He must really have taken us for a set of duffers, to play a trick like that on us.” 
  “I'm afraid we were rather duffers.” said Harry. 
  Vernon-Smith looked in at the study doorway,with a grin on his face.  The Famous Five eyed him rather morosely. 
  They had had quite enough grinning and chuckling on the subject of Billy Bunter’s spoof. 
  “A visitor for you.” grinned the Bounder. 
  “Oh, blow!” said Bob. “We’ve had enough visitors for one afternoon. Who is it this time?” 
  “Bunter.” said the Bounder. 
  “What? !” 
  “He’s just come in in—he’s changed his clothes again.” 
  “Changed his cIothes again!” repeated Wharton blankly. 
  “Ha, ha! Yes— I suppose he thinks he can take you in again.” chuckled Vernon-Smith. But I should think that even this study wouldn’t be caught twice by the same chaff.” 
  The Famous Five jumped up; their frugal tea was forgotten. It seemed really incredible that Bunter would attempt to play the same trick over again; but if he did, the chums of the Remove were ready for him, this time. 
  The Bounder walked away grinning and Harry Wharton & Co. crowded out into the Remove passage. There was a sound of laughter from the direction of the stairs. HaIf a a dozen remove fellows were there, gathered round a fat youth who had just arrived on the landing. 
  “Bunter!  ” ejaculated the Famous Five, in an astonished chorus 
  They stared at him. 
  The newcomer was dressed in a dark lounge suit; but with that exception he was just the same as the Bunter they had chased out of gates an hour ago. 
He—he—he’s changed his clothes, and come back to spoof as again!” gasped Bob Cherry. “The frabjous ass——does he think that we can be taken in a second time?” 
  “Looks like it.” grinned Wharton. “ We’ll jolly well on deceive him on that point.” 
“ Ha, ha, ha!”  Skinner was yelling. “You’re Wally Bunter, are you, Bunter? I’ve heard that before.” 
  “Study No. 1 may swallow it!” chortled Snoop. Try ‘em! Here they come--- ready to swallow anything.” 
  The fat youth stared at them. 
  “I’m Wally Bunter certainly.” he said. “Is my cousin Billy about anywhere?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “ I’ll give him Cousin Billy, the cheeky spoofer!” murmured Johnny Bull. 
  The newcomer caught sight of the Famous Five, and came cheerily up the passage towards them. 
  “Hallo, you chaps---” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! You’re Wally, are you?” roared Bob Cherry. 
  “Yes! I— Oh, my hat!” 
  Walter Gilbert Bunter had no time to get any further. Five pairs of hands were laid on him, and he was swept off the floor. 
  “Come into the study!” grinned Bob. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “ Yarooooh!” roared Wally. “What—what—what the thump—” 
  “ Bump him!” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  Bump! 
  Walter Gilbert Bunter was landed on the carpet in Study No. 1. He sprawled on the carpet and roared. 
  The Famous Five roared, too, with merriment. It was their turn now—the spoofer had fooled them once, but he was not likely to fool them twice in the same way. 
  That this hapless youth really was Wally Bunter they did not suppose for a moment. They only supposed that the fatuous Owl of the Remove, having succeeded in pulling their leg once by his resemblance to his cousin, was trying the same game on, again ; not realising that this was a chicken that would no longer fight, as it were. 
  “You’re Wally, are you?  ” chortled Bob. 
  “Ow!  Wow! Yes—I’m Wally!” gasped the hapless visitor, blinking dazedly up at the Famous Five from the study floor, 
  “We’ll give you Wally!  Bump hin again.” 
  “Look here——” 
  “He’s Wally!” roared Johnny Bull. “We’ll bump him till he’s Billy again, what?” 
  “Good egg!” 
  “You silly chumps!” shrieked Walter Gilbert Bunter. “You frabjous owls!  Is this your way of greeting a visitor?” 
  “Ha, ha!  Yes—your sort of visitor!” 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “The bumpfulness is the proper caper, my esteemed spoofing Bunter.” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Give him jip!” 
  “I tell you—” shrieked Wally. 
  “My dear man, we’ve heard it all before!” roared Bob. “Give him another!”
  “Yooop!”
  Bump! 
  Wally Bunter struggled desperately.  But five pairs of sturdy hands were rather too many for him.  Again he smote the study carpet with his plump person, and the dust rose. 
  “Now, are you still Wally?” demanded Wharton.
  “ Ow! Wow! Yes, you dummy!  Ow!”
  “Hand over that cushion, Frank!  Roll him over.” 
  “I tell you—— ” raved Wally. 
  He was rolled over on the floor, and Wharton swept the cushion up into the air.  Whack!  
  “Whoooooop!”
  “Are you still Wally?” 
  “Yow-ow-ow!  Yes!  Wow!” 
  “ Whack!  Whack!  Whack!
  “Ow! Ow! Yooop!  You dummies, wharrer you at?  Leggo!  Oh, crumbs!”  
  “ You’re going to get it till you own up that you’re Billy!”  chuckled the captain of the Remove.  “You see, once bit, twice shy! You can’t pull our leg twice in the same style.    
  “You silly chump, I keep on telling you—” 
   Whack!  Whack!  Whack! 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “ Better own up!” said Wharton.  “You can keep up this game as long as you like, Bunter, but we’ll keep it up as long as you do.” 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “You frabjous dummies!” panted Wally.  “Where’s Billy?  Get Billy here, and he’ll tell you I’m not him, you fatheads!”
  “He’s here already.” grinned Bob Cherry. “and you’re jolly well going to be walloped till you own up.” 
  Whack, whack, whack, whack! 
  “Oh, my hat!  Leave off!” yelled Wally, in anguish. “I—I’ll own up to anything you like!  I’m Billy!  I‘m anybody you like!  I’m Lloyd George, or the Archbishop of Canterbury, if you like! Leave off !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Sure you’re not still Wally?” roared Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh!  Wow!  Anything you like—anybody you choose!” gasped Wally. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  And the hapless visitor was released at last, and allowed to scramble to his feet. 

               THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                     Doubting Thomases! 

WALLY BUNTER stood gasping for breath, glaring at the Famous Five, and at the Remove fellows who were staring in at the doorway, grinning.  He was in a state of the greatest bewilderment.  More than once his resemblance to the other W. G.  Bunter had caused mistakes in identity.  But it never caused so painful a mistake as this. Even if the fellows took him for William George Bunter, Wally could not see why they should resort to such drastic measures as these.  He was quite unaware, of course, of the jape played by his fat cousin that afternoon.
  He stood and gasped and gasped, while the Remove fellows roared with laughter.
 “You silly owl!” exclaimed Wally, when he recovered his voice. “I jolly well wish I hadn’t come along now!” 
  “I dare say you do!” grinned Bob Cherry. “You cheeky ass!  Did you think you could take us in twice?  ” 
  “Once was enough.” remarked Nugent. “ Even a fat head like you, Bunter, ought to have known that the same trick wouldn’t do twice over.” 
  “What trick?” howled Wally. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  He’s beginning again!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.  Do you  want some more cushion, Billy?” 
  “I’m not Billy!” shrieked Wally. 
  “Collar him!” 
  “Here, I say, hands off! I’m Billy, if you like!” shouted Wally, as the famous five made a movement towards him.  “I’m anybody you like, you set of silly owls.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Dash it all, Bunter, don’t be such a goat.” said Peter Todd, from the doorway. “Can’t you see that it won’t wash?  ” 
  “Where’s Billy?” demanded Wally Bunter. 
  “You’re Billy, and it’s time to chuck playing the goat.” answered Peter Todd impatiently. “ Cut it out, fatty. You’ve fooled these fellows once by calling yourself Wally, but there’s a limit even for these duffers!”
  “I tell you I’m Wally Bunter. ” groaned the unhappy visitor. “ If Billy’s been playing any tricks I don’t know anything about it. Here, hands off!  Yaroooooooh!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Give him the cushion!” 
  Whack. whack, whackk! 
  “ Going to own up again, old fat top?” grinned Pete. 
  “Yow-w-ow! No—yes—anything!  Leggo!”
  Wally Bunter was free again.  He backed away from the Famous Five to the door.  He realised that there was a mistake, that Billy Bunter was a saint, and that there was no chance of setting the mistake right till William George appeared on the scene.—“
  This was not the reception he had expected at Greyfriars. Really, it was a rough reception for a visitor who had expected a hearty welcome. 
  “You silly fatheads!” he gasped. “ I’d jolly well clear off at once, only I know you’ll be sorry for playing the goat when you find out your silly mistake!”
  “Collar him!” 
  Wally dodged out of the study.  He shoved a way through the laughing juniors in the passage, and ran for it. 
  Harry Wharton & Co.  sat down to finish their tea, chuckling.  Bunter had spoofed them that afternoon, and there was no getting out of that; but he had suffered for his sins; at least they believed that he had. That Walter Gilbert Bunter had suffered in his place they did not, yet, suspect. 
  The hapless Wally, followed by hoots of laughter from the Remove fellows, went downstairs. He had come up at once to see his old friends in the Remove, little dreaming of the reception he was to meet with. But he had to pay his respects to Mr. Quelch, and he determined to visit the Remove master’s study next, hoping that Billy Bunter would turn up soon. 
  But on the lower staircase he encountered Wingate of the Sixth. The captain of Greyfriars stopped him with a gesture. 
  “What does this mean, Bunter?” asked Wingate. 
  “Hallo, it’s old Wingate!” said Wally cheerily. “How do you do, Wingate?” 
  The Sixth-Former stared at him.
  “ Off your rocker?” he asked. 
  “Eh? No!” 
  “Then don’t talk as if you were!  What are you doing in those clothes?” 
  “These—these clothes?” 
  “Yes!  Why aren’t you in your Etons?”
  “ Oh!” Wally realised that he was taken for Billy again. “ It’s all right. I’m not Bunter of the Remove!  I’m his Cousin Wally.  I’ve come here to visit him.” 
  “ Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell from Skinner above. “He’s trying it on with Wingate now!”
  “What a cheek!” 
  Wingate looked grimly at the fat youth. 
  “I suppose you think this is funny, Bunter?” he said.  “I hear that you played this game and some Remove kids this afternoon, and spoofed them into standing you a spread at the tuckshop!  But you mustn’t try since games with a Sixth Form prefect.  Bend over!”
  “Wha-a-at?” 
  Wingate had his official ashplant under his arm.  He let it slip down into his hand.  
  “Bend over!” he rapped out. 
  “I—I say—“   
  “Are you going to bend over when I tell you, Bunter?” roared Wingate. 
  “No!” howled Wally. “ I tell you I—” 
  “By Jove!” 
  Wingate grabbed him by the collar and spun him round. Then the ashplant came into action and rang in resounding whacks upon Wally Bunter’s trousers. 
  The banisters above were crowded with Removites, yelling with laughter.  Wally Bunter yelled in quite a different manner. 
  “There!” exclaimed Wingate. “Now go and change your clothes at once! Do you hear?” 
  “I’ve a jolly good mind to hack your shins!” howled Wally. “I keep on telling you—” 
  “Hook it!” snapped Wingate. “Get into your Etons at once---it’s nearly time for roll-call! 
I’m going to see Mr. Quelch—” 
  “You’re going to change into your Etons at once, and that’s to help you understand it !” said the prefect.  And the ashplant whacked again. 
  “Oh crumbs!” 
  Wally Bunter scuttled up the staircase again.  Wingate frowned after him and went his way.  He had no doubt that his order would be carried out. But Walter Gilbert Bunter, of course, had no intention of changing into Etons—indeed, he had no Etons to change into. He retreated dismally into the Remove passage, amid a crowd of chuckling juniors.  Peter Todd dropped a hand on his shoulder. 
  “Chuck it, Bunter, old man!” said Peter. “There’s a limit, you know! Stop playing the fool! Go and get changed before we have to go down to Hall.” 
   Wally groaned. 
  “I’m not going in to call-over, ass, when I don’t belong to this school, fathead!” he answered. “ Billy will turn up at roll-call, I suppose.  Then you’ll see—” 
  “Oh, can it!” said Peter impatiently, and he went into his study.  He was quite fed-up with Bunter’s extraordinary obstinacy, as he regarded it. 
  Wally Bunter was hopelessly nonplussed.  It was evident that he was going to be regarded as Billy, until the Owl of the Remove turned up—and Bunter was not turning up yet.  Wally was hungry after his journey—and he had expected a hospitable reception in Study No. 1. But there was no hospitality for the supposed spoofer. He hung about the Remove passage, simply not knowing what to do until Bunter should turn up. He did not want to risk another encounter with Wingate by going down. Bob Cherry came along the passage, heading for his own study, No. 13. He grinned at the sight of the disconsolate Wally. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Call-over soon, Bunter.” he said.  “Hadn’t you better get that clobber off?” 
  “Yoti silly ass, I keep on telling you I’m Wally Bunter—“ 
  “Cluck it! You’ll really make me think that you’re off your rocker soon, Bunter. Can’t you see that that chicken won’t fight?”
  “I tell you————” 
  “Fathead!” 
  Bob walked on, laughing, and Wally cast a morose look after him.  Really, he was rather sorry by this time that he had included Greyfriars in his round of visits during his holiday in England. 
  A little later there was a general crowding down to hall for calling-over. Wally Bunter did not join in it. 
  Peter Todd shouted to him from the stair. 
 “Come on, Bunter!” 
  “Rats:” called back Wally. 
  “You’ll get into a row with Quelchy!”
  “Bosh!” 
  “Blessed if I’m not beginning to think that he’s a bit balmy.” said Bob Cherry. “I’d almost believe that it was Wally, if didn’t know that he wasn’t.” And he shouted: “Bunter, you ass! Come along!” 
  “Go and eat coke!” 
  And Wally Bunter was left in the Remove passage on his own. It was Bunter’s own fault if he chose to cut roll-call, and the Removites cheerfully left him to his own devices. 
  Fellows were coming in from the quadrangle, and Harry & Co. stopped for a few minutes in the lower passage to speak with Squiff and Hazeldene. Then there was a general move into Hall, and some of the Remove fellows glanced round to see whether Bunter had turned up—but he was not there. 
  But just before the big doors were closed there was a hurried step and a stentorian gasping, and a fat junior bolted in and took his place in the ranks of the Renove. 
  “Bunter!” grinned Bob. “He’s come!” 
  “My hat, he’s changed pretty quick!” remarked Nugent, with a stare at the fat junior. For the Bunter who had just arrived so hurriedly was in Etons. 
  Billy Bunter blinked uneasily at the Famous Five as he edged towards them in Hall. 
  “I—I say, you fellows—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! You’ve turned up!” grinned Bob. 
  “I—I say, it’s pax, isn’t it?” asked Bunter, blinking uneasily at the chums of the Remove. “It was only a joke, you know—just a little joke. I—I say, it’s pax, you know.” 
  “Certainly!” said Harry Wharton, with a chuckle. “You’ve been ragged for it, and it’s all over, you fat rascal!” 
  Bunter looked greatly relieved. He had stayed out of gates till the last possible moment, allowing as much time as he could for the wrath of his victims to evaporate. But he had hardly expected to find that it had quite evaporated. 
  When Mr. Prout, who was taking roll-call, called his name, Billy Bunter answered “Adsum” quite cheerfully. And when the school was dismissed he rolled out of Hall with the Famous Five, quite easy in his fat mind. 

               THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                       Both of Them! 

BOB CHERRY jumped. 
  “What——” 
  Bob could scarcely believe his eyes. He had come up to the Remove passage soon after call-over. And as he came along the passage, the first object that met his eye was a fat figure in a dark lounge suit. Bob stared at Wally Bunter as if the sight of the rotund figure that mesmerised him.  Wally stared back morosely. 
  “What—what——” stuttered Bob. “Are you potty, Bunter?” 
  “Ass!” 
  “You’ve changed your clothes again!” gasped Bob. “What on earth are you playing this game for, Bunter? I didn’t see you come upstairs either. What the thump—”
  “Did Billy turn up for call-over?” asked Wally Bunter.
  “You silly ass!” roared Bob. “You turned up for call-over in Etons, too. What do you mean by this?” 
  “I tell you I’m not Billy, you shrieking ass!” yelled Wally Bunter. “If you’ve seen him downstairs—” 
  Bob held up his hand. 
 “That’s enough!  You want some more, I see!” 
  “I tell you—” 
  Bob Cherry, unheeding, turned back to the staircase. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” he shouted. “Come up here, you fellows. Bunter’s at it again! Come up and lend a hand.”
  Harry Wharton & Co. came up to the Remove passage with a run. They jumped at the sight of Wally Bunter. 
  “The crass ass is still keeping it up.” said Bob. “He must have dodged up the back stairs and changed into those clothes again. Is he off his rocker, do you think?” 
  “We’ll bump him on to it again if he is.” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “The bumpfulness will be terrific this time. We are getting fed up, my esteemed and idiotic Bunter.” 
  “Collar him!”
  Wally Bunter jumped back. 
  “You silly chumps! I tell you— Look here, call Billy! You crass dummies, I keep on saying—  Whoooooop!”
  The hapless double of Billy Bunter was in the hands of the Philistines again. What Bunter’s possible motive could be in attempting to keep up a transparent deception was a mystery to the Famous Five; but on one point they had no doubt—they were fed up with it. This time Bunter was going to be made to understand that there had been enough of it, and that there was to be no more of it. 
  “Bring him into the study.” said Wharton. “We’ll jolly well make it clear to him this time!” 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “Yaroooh! Leggo! I tell you—” 
  Wally, gasping and struggling, went into Study No. 1 with a rush, in the grasp of the Famous Five. He landed on the carpet with a bump and a roar.
  “Now give him the cushion.” 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “Make it a fives bat this time!” growled Johnny Bull. “He’s asked for it. Give him what he’s asked for!” 
  “Good egg!  Spread him out!” 
  Wally Bunter was spread out on the carpet, face down. Harry Wharton caught the fives bat Nugent tossed to him.
  “Whack!” 
  “Yooooop!  Help! Ow!” 
  “ Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Removites crowded round the study doorway, staring in.  Among them appeared a fat junior, who blinked into the study through his big spectacles in great surprise. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Why----what—who—how— Oh, crumbs!” Harry Wharton, with the fives bat raised, stopped in and stared dumbfounded at Billy Bunter. 
 Then he stared down at the struggling fat youth on the floor. 
  “Great Scott!” 
  “Bunter!” yelled Bob Cherry blankly. “What the thump—Then—then—then this chap—”
  “He, he, he!” chortled Bunter.  “Is that Wally? I say, Wally, old man, I didn’t know you’d come. What are you rowing with these chaps for? He, he, he!” 
  Wally Bunter was released as suddenly as if he had become red hot to the touch.  He sat up on the study carpet. 
  “Ow! You silly owls!” 
  “It’s—it’s—it’s Wally!” babbled Bob Cherry. “It—it—it must be!” 
  “You dummies!” 
  “It’s really Wally!” gasped Frank Nugent. “Then—then it must have been Wally all the time!” 
  “ You blithering fatheads!” 
  “ He, he, he!” chuckled Billy Bunter.  “Did you silly asses take Wally for me? After taking me for Wally!  He, he, he!” 
  Wally Bunter struggled to his feet.  He was breathless and dusty and dishevelled, and he seemed rather cross. He glared at the dismayed chums of the Remove. 
  “You howling asses—” 
  “Oh dear!” gasped Wharton. “I—I— I say, sorry, old chap! We—we—we thought you were Billy!” 
  “I told you I wasn’t!” roared Wally. 
  “I—I know. But you told ui you weren’t in the tuckshop this afternoon, I—I mean, billy told us he wasn’t.” stuttered Wharton. “We — we were taken in once, and—and---!” 
  He broke off helplessly. It was only too clear now that a ghastly mistake had been made. 
  “He, he, he!  ” 
“Shut off that cackling, Bunter, you fat villain!” roared Bob Cherry. “It was all your fault, with your rotten spoofing!”
  “He, he, he!” 
  Billy Bunter almost doubled up with merriment. The mistake which so dismayed the Famous Five, and which had such painful consequences for WaIly, seemed irresistibly funny to William George Bunter. He roared and he yelled. 
  But the dismayed chums of the Remove were not in a mood for Bunter’s hilarity. There was a rush at the fat junior, and Bunter’s ill—timed mirth was suddenly checked as he was collared and bumped in the doorway of Study No. 1. 
  “Whoooooop!” roared Bunter. 
  “Kick him out!”
  “ Yow-ow-woooop!”
  Billy Bunter fled for his life. Then Harry Wharton & Co. turned back to Wally, crimson and apologetic. 
  “Awfully sorry, old chap!”
  “Quite a mistake!” 
  “You—you see—” 
  “You’re satisfied now that I’n not my cousin Billy?” asked Walter Gilbert Bunter sarcastically. 
 “Oh, yes!  Yes, rather!  You—you see—” 
 “Oh dear! You see, old fellow—”
  The dismayed five gasped out explanations and apologies all together, while Wally brushed his clothes and the Remove fellows in the passage roared with laughter. 
  Fortunately, Wally’s plump good temper was equal to the strain that had been put on it. He grinned at last. 
  “It’s all right.” he said. “All serene!  My own fault, really. I ought to have let Billy know I was coming this afternoon, only I never thought—well, it’s all right. Nuff said!”
  And all was calm and bright. 

  Harry Wharton & Co. made much of their distinguished visitor that evening. 
  They really were glad to see “old Wally,” now that they knew he was Wally. And they felt that they couldn’t do too much for that unhappy mistake in identity. 
  That evening there was a supper of the gods in Study No. 1. Credit at Mrs. Mimble’s was strained almost to breaking-point. And Wally Bunter was sufficiently like his cousin Billy to enjoy thoroughly that mode of making amends. 
  Quite a number of Remove fellows were asked to the feast, and Study No. 1 was crowded  to the limit of its capacity.  Wally’s fat face beamed with good nature and contentment. 
  And when another fat face amazingly like it was put in at the door, and a pair of large spectacles blinked greedily at the feast, Bob Cherry was prompt to act. The largest boot in the Remove was promptly planted on Billy Bunter, and he vanished with a roar. 
  One Bunter was heartily welcome in Study No. 1, but there was not a welcome  for Both Bunters!
THE END.
!”
