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Whatever worry had been weighing
upon his mind was apparently removed,
and he was no longer dreading the visit
of Mr. Penman, the mercantile gentle-
man from Caunterbury.

The simple ?rocess of writing to his
cousin at Greyfriars apparently had done
the trick.

Tt was one of Billy Bunter's charming
customs to shift his troubles off his own
fat. shoulders on to any shoulders that
were handy ; and, having done so, he felt
at ease with himself and the world.

During »morning lessons, while Mr.
Lathom was attending to Levison’s con-
strue, Bunter whispered to Arthur
Augustus D’ Arcy.

“Liussy, old fellow——"

“Pway don't talk in class, Buntah!
Mr. Lathom will be watty!”

“Blow Lathom !””

“That is a vewy diswespectful way of
speakin’ of a Form-mastah, Buntah{”
said D’Arcy severely.

“You know all about the trains to
Groyfriars,” said Bunter, unheeding.
“You've been over with the football
eleven.”

“Yaas!”

“Suppose my cousin was coming from
Greyfriars to see mé ths afternoon,” said
Banter, “Mind, I don’t say he is.
mizht be. If he was, how long would it
take him to get here?”

“That depends on the twain, Buntah.”

“I know it does, fathead!”

“I have a stwong objection to bein’
called a fathead, Buntah!”

“Suppose Wally—"

Ly Ehl’"

“1 mean, suppose Billy—-"

“T do not quite follow you, Buntah!”

“Suppose my cousin cut dinner and
got an oxpress, he could get here pretty
early in the afternoon, couldn't he?”

““ Yaas, quite easily.”

“Well, I've told him not to worry
about d'nner, under the cires,” said
Bunter thougi)tfully.

.. “Bai Jove! Fwom what I wemembah

of Billy Buntah, it is not much use tellin’

him not to wowwy about dinnah!” smiled

Arthur Augustus.

I'l‘l‘ l’f‘y,(')u mean that I'm grecdy, D’Arcy,
“I was speakin’ of your cousin Billy.”
“Oht Ah! Yes! Of course! My

mistake! Well, I suppose he’ll have sense

enough to out dinner and catch an early
express train, won’t he? The trains are
better since the war.”

Mr. Lathom blinked round.

“Dear me! 1 am sure someone in the
class is whspering " he said. ‘*Pray,
who is whispering?”

Silence.

“You may proceed, Levison 1"

Ernest Levison proceeded. Bunter re-
mained silent, apparently sat’sfied on the
subject of trains. His fat face was quite
contented, at all events.

Tom Merry glanced at him with a smile
when the juniors came in to dinner in
the School House. He wondered whether
Bunter was- going to repeat his request
to be played in the Abbotsford match
that afternoon, as a means of dodging
Mr. Penman of Canterbury.

. But Bunter did not approach the sub-

ject when he saw the captain of the

Shell. Tom tapped him on the shoulder

when they came out of the dining-room.

- *“All serene now?” he asked.

“Eh? Oh, yes! What do you mean?”

“You were deep in tréuble yesterday,”
said Tom.

“Oh, that's all right! By the way,
though, Merry, I was going to make a
su’ggeshou-——”

‘Ha, ha! Do you want to captain the
St, Jim's team this afternoon?”

® Under the circumstances, Merry, I
decling to play for St. Jim’s at alll” On
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second thoughts, your junior play hero is
hardly up to my weigg\t!"

“Your weight?” said Tom, with an
amused glance at Bunter’s ample figure.
“Well, it wouldn’t be easy to come up
to your we.ght, would it?"

*“I mean, m{ form, you ass!”

“My dear chap, your form is a thing
of beauty and a joy for ever!”

“My form as a footba'ler, I mean! Not
my figure, you chump! Though; if*yo
come to that, there’s precious few fellows
in St. Jim's have a firure like mine!”
said Bunter, with a snilf.

“Precious few!” agreed Tom. “Only
Irimble and Fatty Wynn—and you beat
them hollow."

* Oh, really, Merry——"

“Coming, Monty?"

“Hold on a minute!{
make a suggzestion——""

“Buck up, thent"

I was going to
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a local train brought passcngers on to
Rylcombe.

And Bunter's fat face brightened u
at last when the local train came in an
he spotted a fat face, remarkably like his
own, at a window m it.

The train stopped, and Wally Bunter
jumped out.

He glanced up and .down the platform,
and came quickly towards the Owl.

0Old Trumble, who was wheeling a
trolley along, stopped and stared at them
in surprise.

“My heye!” he murmured.

The two fat juniors were so alike that
they cou'd scarcely have failed to attract
a second giance anywhere.

Both were in Etons—Wally carrying a
coat on his arm—and beth wore glasses,
though Wally wore his low on his nose
so that he could see over them, He did
not need glasses, but he had to adopt them

T

Bunter Hite Out.
(See Chapter 6.) f

* " T'm’ expecting & postal-order—-"

“What?"”

“I was going to suggest that if you
cared to hand me the money, I wou'd—
I wish you wouldn’t walk away while I'm
speaking, Merry!” howled Bunter.

But Tom Merry did so, in spite of
Bunter's wish.

Billy Bunter grunted and rolled away.
His celebrated postal-order was getting as
wel! known at St. Jim’s as it had been at
Greyfriars. It really seemed doubtful
whether Bunter would ever be able to
raise any more loans on that postal-order,

The fat junior rolled out of gates at
last, after an ineffectual attempt to raise
the wind from Julian and Ca:dew. and
Roylance, and several other fellows in
the Fourth. He ambled away cown the
lane to Rylcombe, and rolied in at the
station there.

There he madoe inquiries from old
Trumble, the porter, concerning trains
from the east. He eénsconced himself on
the platform at last, to wa t. . The express

‘trains stopped at Wayland Junction, and

in order to keep up appearances while
gl 1ying the rart of Billy Bunter at Grey-
riars School.

Scen closely, however, a difference be-
tween the two juniors could be observed
nct in form or feature, but in health and
fitness, Wally Bunter, fat as he was,
was a8 fit as a fiddle, and he had a keen-
ness in his eyves and a springiness in his
stop that were noticeably lacking in
Wi liam George.

“Oh, here you aro!” said Wally, not
very amiably.

“And here you are!” said Billy.

“What do you mean by—"

“Let's get out of this,” said Bunter
hastily. “If wc’re scen together it wall
givo the whole game away. That old
porter ‘beast is staring at us now !”

“*You ought to have met me at Way-
'and, then. It wasn’t safc for me to come
and see you—-"

“If you think I'm going to walk three
miles, Wally—-"

“Bror-rr 1" grunted Wally.
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you ever pretend again that you can’t
play footer I'll scalp you bald-headed!”

Wally chuckled breathlessly.

The whistle went a few minutes later,
and the players came off, and Mr. Pen-
man called to Wally Bunter. The fat
junior ran up at once, and shook hands
with his old employer. Mr. Penman’s
face was bright with satisfaction.

“TIn the Junior Eleven alveady—what?”
he exclaimed. “I congratulate you, my
I'm more pleased than I can
say.”

“I congratulate you, too, Bunter,”
said Mr. Railton, with a rather puzzled
look, however.

“Thank you, said  Wally
demurely.

“You will be a credit to the school,
my boy,” said Mr. Penman.

“Qh, sir]” murmured Wally.

He was devoutly thankful at that
noment that he had come over from
Greyfriars that day, and not risked Billy
Bunter playing his part in the presence
of his kind old friend.

Mr. Railton returned to the School
Iouse, but the gentleman from Canter-
bury remained on Little Side to watch
the match to the end. And when play
was resnmed Mr. Penman’s voice was as
loud as any in the cheering.

Wally Bunter had played up well in
the first half, but in the second he was
fairly on his mettle. He owed much to
Mr. Penman; and it was some sort of
recompense to the old sportsman to see
his protege plaving for his old school
with credit. The old gentleman's evi-
dent delight was an incentive to Wally
to do his very best—and his very best
was very good indeed.

Not that there was anything * push-
ing ” in his play. He never kept the
ball too much for himself, and never
played a selfish game. No fresh goal
fell to himj; but his play was first-class
all throngh, and when Talbot scored it
was from a pas3 given him by Wally at
inside-right. His play was rather good
than shewy. But the old sportsman was
a good judge of play, and his face
beamed. with delight as he watched his
protege.

Only once did Abbotsford succeed in
getting through, and beating Fatty
Wynn in goal. When the final whistle
went St. Jim’s stood three to one, and
there was a terrific burst of cheering
for the victors. And when the players
came off George Figgins smacked Bunter
on the shoulder with a terrific smack.

“ Well done, tubby!” he said heartily.
“(Uood man! Why, you're one of the
best in the bunch!”

And Arthur Augustus D'Arcy chimed

“Yaas, wathah!”

sir!”

in
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CHAPTER 10.

Tea in Study No. 2.
OM MERRY was puzzed.
After the Abbotsford fellows
were gone the Terrible Three
talked over the match by the fire
in their study, and all three of them

agreed that it was a puzzle.

Only that morning Bunter had been
his most unpleasant self, and only a few
davs hefore he had displayed the most
amazing ineptitude at footer, And now
—now he had played a great game, as
he had done once before to Tom Merry's
knowledge—and unot only that, but all
his actions and words were those of a
decent fellow., FHis grateful regard for
Mr, Penman, for instance, was plain
enough for anybody to see. But up to
that afternoon Buuter had certainly not
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given an impression of possessing such
feelings. Tom remembered that Bunter
had been annoyed by Mr. Penman’s
letter, and had actually spoken of *‘dodg-
ing ? the old gentleman from Canter-
bury.

“It’s a corker!” said Tom. “It
almost seems as if Bunter’s an entirely
different fellow since dinner to-day.”

“It does,” agreed Monty Lowther,
with a nod.

“ And when he came here he seemed a
different fellow from the chap we had
met. Now he seems to have gone back
to his old self. I don’t think I'm
specially  dense,” said Tom, *‘but it
beats me hollow.”

“It's a puzze,” said Manners thought-
fully. “I quite liked his way with old
Mr. Penman., He seems to have quite
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decent feelings. But only yesterday—
well, my hat!”

The Terrible Three felt that they had to
give it up. Bunter, with those sudden
and surprising changes of character, was
a complete puzzle to them. But they
admitted that he wasn’t by any means
the toad they had recently supposed;
and when a fat face and glimmering
spectacles looked in at the door the
chums of the Shell nodded genially,
instead of bidding W. G. Bunwer “buzz
off ” in uncompromising tones.

4y sai«', you chaps,” said Wally Bunter,
setting his glasses straight on his fat little
nose, ag if ha found them uncomfortable—
“1 say, will you—will you come to tea
with me?”

“We've had tea once, thanks!”

“Well, you needn't eat a lot, if you
doh’t want to; hut I wish you’d come.”

“You can manage the lion’s share, 1

cuppose?” grinned Lowther,
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“J could peck a bit.” adontted Wally.
“1 generally can. I've a pretty good
appetite.’’

“Ha, ha! You needn’t tell us that!
But we can’t come, old scout,” said Tom
Merry. “We're hard up to-day.”

The fat junior stared at them.

“What difference does that make?”
he demanded. “1 suppose you don't
think I want you to pay for your tea,
do you?”

“T suppose you want us to lend you tho
tin?? said Tom, opening his eyes.

“Well, T don’t!” said Wally grufily.
“ And if you call that a civil remark, Tom
Merry, I don’t agree with you.”

*My dear ass,” said Tom, ‘' you gener-
ally mean that you want tin, if you ask a
fellow to tea! You know it's the fact.
What’s the good of beating about the
bush, Bunter? I don't quite understand
you to-day.”

Wally Bunter inwardly blessed his
cousin Billy.

“Well, to-day T want you to drop in
as friends.” ‘he said. **I've got a decent
spread.  I—1—I want you to come, yon
see. I'm really not sticking you for a
loan—honour bright!”

“Oh?” said Tom.

“The fact is, Mr. Peuman’s in my
study,” said Wally Bunter. ** He's having
some tuck with me before he goes to
catch his train. He used to bo st St.
Jim’s, you know: and he's no end gone
on grubbing in the study, and all that.
He's asked me to ask in somo of my
friends—makes him think of his merry
old schooldays, T suppose. 1—I'd like you
to come. 1)’Arcy says he will,”

“All serenc!” saildl Tom at once.
“We'll back you up!”

“Thanks no end!”

“What about your study-mates,

though?” asked Monty Lowther. *“‘Have
you settled with them about the study*”

“QOh, that’s all right—they’re keeping
out!” said Wally. *“They came along
while I was getting tea—whilo My, Pen-
man was with the Head, luckily. I
knocked their heads together and scooted
them.”

“Oh, my hat!”

The Terrible Three, remembering what
had’ happened to Aubrey Racke, could
believe the statement—though the pre-
vious day they would have laughed at the
idea. of Bunter knocking tozether the
heads of Meliish and Trimble. 'They
followed Wally Bunter along to No. 2 in
the Fourth.

Old My. Penman was there, his ruddy
faco glowing with good nature, and
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was in the study
chattitig with the old merchant. Jack
Blake was there, too—(iussy had suc-
cedded in persuading him to accept Bun-
ter's invitation. Herries and Digby had
declared that they would see Bunter
“hlowed ? first, quite emphatically. They
admitted that he had played a good game
of footer that day; but in their opinion
he was the same toad he had always been
—which really was not quite correct, as it
happened.

Ilowever, there was a rufficient party
to make things move. Wally had hecn
rather anxicus about that; he wanted
Mr. Penman to have a pleasaut visit. Ho
had five of the best in his study now, and
they all found themselves on goud {erms
with the Old Boy.

Over tea Mr. Penman teld them the
story of Wally’s act of courage when the
burglars had attempted to rob his office
in Cauterbury, Wally shifting mieasily in
his seat while the story was related with
great gusto by the old merchant. . Tt
raisnd Bunter in the estimation of tho
juniors, but it perplexed them, too. For
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