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Chapter 1

Letter for Bunter

It was a beautiful summer’s day, so hot and stdk the leaves on the elm trees lining
the drive of Greyfriars School were not even tranthl

As the bell rang for the mid-morning break, Monsi€harpentier swept out of the
Remove form room, followed by the members of threnfcall eager to get out into the
fresh air. A rotund figure rolled along behind thdnis small eyes blinking dismally
from behind his large, round spectacles.

Although it was a bright and sunny morning, Billyiger was feeling far from bright.
Usually, even if there was a spot of bother onhibiezon, he was fairly contented, but
today there were so many that they had formed & goack cloud.

One of these spots of bother had already burstQJelch, his form master, had been
a beast. He had deliberately picked on the fat @&wll had told him to begin
translating the Latin that he had set for last tisghomework, and had watched, grim-
faced, as Bunter had staggered through it, makieghowler after another. The rest
of the form had been amused. Quelch had not, antdahst had given him an extra
whack of translation to do during the half holiday.

‘Tain't fair”” muttered Billy Bunter to himself. Ihadn’t been his fault. A fellow
couldn’t be expected to do two things at the same,tand last night he had
concentrated on sitting in an armchair insteadooicentrating on his prep.



There was another little cloud to think about. Téne was called Coker. The burly
fifth former had been rampaging around ever sinbagof apples had disappeared
from his study, and so Bunter was keen to avoid him

Bunter sighed heavily, and considered Tubb. Thaekh third former had had the
nerve to think that he had taken his ice-creamught to smack his head!” mumbled
Bunter, but he didn’t think he would—not today. kd an uneasy feeling that if a
head got smacked, it would be his own.

Finally, there was the business of Vernon-SmithatTdarticular cloud hadn’t
blackened the Bunter horizon yet, but he rathenghbit was on its way. When the
Bounder went to study no 4, he would want to kndwatshad happened to his box of
chocs. Smithy had a nasty temper, and he had g sizsgpicious mind. It would be
just like him to blame William George—and he woblklright.

Gloomily, Bunter trudged down the passage, anctait the letter rack where the
Famous Five were examining the mail. Hurree JaRast Singh had a letter with an
exotic foreign stamp on it, and Frank Nugent artthdg Bull were grinning. Their
letters had contained cash. The whole group lopkeased. What they had, they
shared. There would be a spread at tea time ity stod..

‘| say, Bunter!” said Bob Cherry. ‘There’s a letfer you.’

Bunter’s face brightened. ‘Chuck it over, Cherry.’

Ever since he had been at Greyfriars, he had eagp@cpostal order. It had never
arrived, but Bunter was an optimist. Perhaps ilyd®ad turned up this time. He
forgot Quelch and his extra translation, he foigatithy and Tubb, and he even
forgot the dreaded Coker as he held out a podgy Baaming, he gazed at the
envelope, and then his face fell. ‘Oh!" he grunted.

‘Not what you expected?’ asked Harry Wharton.

‘No! Tain’t from my father or my uncle Carter. T&ieven from one of my titled
relations—'

‘Fancy that! grinned Bob.

The Owl crumpled up the envelope, and stuffedtd s pocket. ‘Stupid ass! Don'’t
know why he’s writing to me.’

‘If you read it, my dear Bunter, you would find gigaid Hurree.

‘It's not worth bothering about. It's from my consWally. | bet the selfish beast is
asking about the quid he lent me.’

‘Jolly selfish!” agreed Frank, and the Famous Fjviened.

‘Borrowed it last hols, I think,” said Bunter, ayi ‘I'd completely forgotten about it.
A chap can’t be expected to remember trifles Iia.tit’'s neither here nor there—’
‘It certainly is not here,’ said Hurree.

‘| can’t bear people who are petty,” declared thvel.O’'m not cut out to be a miser.
Trust Wally to remember a miserable loan like that.

Again the Famous Five exchanged smiles. It seemidao likely that the chap who
lent the cash would remember it rather better tharfellow who had borrowed it,
especially if the borrower happened to be Williaeo@e Bunter.

‘Was Wally the cousin who visited you here?’ askidry, curiously.

‘That's him.’

‘The bloke who looked like you except that he walkhesked Bob.

‘Oh, really, Cherry! That's a bit much!

‘| rather liked him,’ said Frank. ‘How's he gettirayp’

Bunter sniffed. ‘How should | know? We don’t haveich to do with that side of the
family. The trouble with poor relations is that ttm@re you do for them, the more
they expect.’



‘Oh my hat!” murmured Bob.

‘Anyway, | hardly ever see him. We've got nothimgdommon. Goes to some state
school—'

‘So what?’ growled Johnny Bull. ‘I did, for a bit.’

Bunter gave him a pitying look. ‘I know. You camwalys tell.’

Johnny doubled his fists. ‘You—

Harry Wharton held his arm. ‘Take it easy, Johnny.’

Billy Bunter took no notice. ‘Anyway, you can’t rember him,” he said. ‘He’s
nothing like me—'

‘Yes, he is,’ said Bob. ‘He’s your spitting image.’

‘Course he isn’'t. | mean, he’s not good looking—iik¢ me. Mind you, | don’t want
to boast. There’s nothing to boast about. You'tkeziborn handsome or you're not.
It leads to jealousy of course, but | can’t helattfrhere’s nothing | can do about my
looks.’

‘Nothing at all,” observed Hurree Singh, solemragd they all burst into laughter.
‘What are you lot cackling for?’ began Billy Bunta@ritably, but he changed his tone
as he remembered his lack of cash. ‘I say, yoush&pyou know, | was expecting a
postal order—’

‘Never! " exclaimed Bob.

‘Yes, | was. Can't think what happened to it. Welhat about a little loan? How
about something to tide me over?’

Bob looked at his friends. ‘Time we toddled?’

‘Timel’

‘What do you think you're doing?’ howled Buntert’sla bit much, clearing off when
a chap’s talking to you.” They took no notice. @utuddenly they had lost interest in
the fat Owl.

‘Beasts!” he yelled, as they disappeared roundtineer, and then blinked, a look of
alarm on his fat face. Coming towards him was aytfigure.

‘Got you, Bunter, you bladder of lard”

‘Oh, lor’"" It was Coker of the fifth. One quick &k at that angry red face was enough
for Bunter. He fled.

Chapter 2

The Artful Dodger

Billy Bunter groaned. He was alone in study notiyggling with his Latin

translation. On the table was a text book, a Ldittionary, and a Latin grammar. On
his face was an expression of misery, and on ghefthis fat, little nose was a blob of
ink.

‘Tain’t fair’” he mumbled. His study mates, Petexddl and Tom Dutton, were down
at the cricket nets with most of the form. It waghat Bunter wanted to be there too.
Whacking a ball about with a bat didn’t come veighhon his list of priorities, but he
felt that Toddy and Tom might have stayed behindigimen him a hand with his
translation.

He glanced longingly at the armchair, wonderinigefcould have a little rest, but he
didn’t dare risk it. Quelch would get shirty if tleork wasn’t done on time.
Despondently, he looked at the Latin. He couldmitk why that chap Virgil had
bothered to write all that rubbish in a foreigndaage, and what was more, he hadn’t



much idea of what it was all about. It was someghimdo with a man called
Aeneas—a stupid name if ever he’d heard one—whoowasship in a storm, It was
a pity that he hadn't let that beastly boat go daevith all hands on board. But still, he
hadn’t, so he’d just have to get on with it.

After a great deal of effort, he managed to traesdaline. There were still eleven to
go. ‘Crikey!” he mumbled, and scratched his heatth \nis pen.

Suddenly he heard the sound of heavy feet trampdiwgrds the study. Billy Bunter
sat upright, his eyes goggling. He knew who owresé feet. Only Coker could
make the floor shake like that, and Bunter quivédilega jelly. ‘Oh, crumbs! he
gasped.

His luck had run out. He had dodged Coker more trae that day, but there was no
dodging him now. As the feet came nearer, he leapednd stood by the wall. Coker
flung the door open and it swung backwards, corepleoncealing him.

‘Now, you podgy pilferer! Oh! He’s not here!” Theneere more footsteps, and Coker
turned round. ‘He’s not here, Potter! Didn’t thabF Skinner say that he was up here,
Greene?’ he shouted.

‘He might have been here. There are books on thle.ta

‘I'll boot Skinner!” roared Coker. ‘Sending me omald goose chase! I'll kick him
round the quad!’

‘Hold on, Coker!" said Greene. ‘He could have beght. It looks as if Bunter has
been here.’

‘Makes no difference!” bellowed Coker. ‘I'll booirh just the sameY’

Bunter almost chuckled aloud. Serve Skinner righigiving him away.

‘Oh, come on, Coker,” urged Potter. ‘Give it a régt’s push off to Pegg. We'll be
late for the pictures.’

Coker thumped the table. ‘I'm going to wallop tfeitporker?

‘But you can't,’ Potter said. ‘He isn’'t here.’

‘I'm not blind, you idiot! I'm going to catch thdat villain if it's the last thing | do!

‘If we're going to see that film at Pegg—'

Coker turned on Potter. ‘If? If?” he boomed. ‘Widatyou mean by that? I'm going to
the flicks even if you're not. You can stick arouhgou like,” and Coker crashed out
of the room.

Greene looked at Potter, his eyebrows raised, attdrRooked hack and shrugged his
shoulders as they followed Coker down the passage.

Bunter breathed again. ‘Tee, hee, hee!" he chuckledsed with himself. He'd
fooled Coker.

That great oaf hadn’t even had the wit to look bdhhe door. At least he didn’t have
to worry about Coker for the time being.

Reluctantly, he sat down at the table again, aokiggi up his pen, but then he put it
down. He looked at the books, and then at thatimyarmchair, and considered the
matter. After all, he’d used up a lot of energyiding from Coker and he needed a
rest. Before he could make up his mind, there weyee footsteps. Bunter’s little
eyes gleamed. Maybe it was Toddy or Tom Dutton ognbiack to give him a hand,
or, better still, bearing a cake for tea.

Then he heard a voice. ‘Trot in, Reddy. I've gdiox of chocolates.’

Bunter just sat there, a look of frozen horror @nface. Smithy was wrong. There
had been a box of chocs, but there wasn’t one now.

‘It's gone!” Smithy sounded astonished.

‘It must be there.’

‘Look for yourself. It's gone all right.” Smithy’soice was grim.



‘But——" grim.

‘It's that scrounging sausage!’ hissed Smithys‘that fat fishcake!

‘Bunter!’

‘Bunter!” There was menace in Smithy’s voice. ‘Gdnops!” Bunter got up hastily.
He knew only too well what was going to happen.tBuspicious beast Smithy was
going to barge into study no 7, and he was goirtgetthere in a second. There was
only one thing for him to do, and he did it. He ked behind the door again, his
fingers crossed, hoping that what had worked onm@dwvork twice.

The Bounder slammed out of his room. ‘I'll scraghliHe stormed down the passage
and crashed into Bunter’s study. ‘You fat scoungraHis voice died away.

‘What's up, Smithy?’ asked Redwing.

‘He’s not here. He’s vanished. Come on, let’s gwd to the Rag. He might be holed
up there. I'm going to give him a tip when | semhi

‘Oh?’ said Redwing.

‘Yes,’ said Smithy, ominously. ‘The tip of my shoe!

‘He won'’t be hanging around there, Smithy.’

‘It's worth a try.’

As Vernon-Smith and Redwing clattered off, Billymgar emerged from behind the
door. He clasped his podgy paws across his storkicivas hungry. Any kind of
activity made him hungry; narrow escapes made hingher than ever. He wrinkled
his fat brow. What could he do about it? There Wasnch point in looking in his
own cupboard. He knew only too well that it wasebar

‘I'm ravenous!’ he said to himself. ‘Ravenous!” Atiten inspiration came. He poked
his head around the door, and peered cautiousihdglown the passage. There
wasn’'t a sound. He rolled down to study no 1. Twthe Famous Five had struck it
rich that morning. The chances were that they'daaly bought supplies for tea.

He blinked in. There, all alone on the table, wasilging carrier bag. With gleaming
eyes, Billy Bunter stretched out eager hands. Rapiel tore open the bag, and within
seconds they were busily transferring food from cotainer to another.

The fat Owl forgot Quelch. He forgot his translati¢tie forgot Coker and Smithy and
Tubb. He forgot everything but the task in fronthah. His troubles disappeared as
rapidly as the food. If it did occur to him thatwas piling up yet another spot of
trouble, it certainly didn’t bother him. The presaras what he was interested in, not
the future.

Chapter 3

Up-ended!

‘We'll be late!” grumbled Coker, as the fifth formgehurried along. ‘You shouldn’t
have hung around the Remove studies like that.’

‘It was— began Greene.

‘A waste of time,” growled Coker. ‘Get a move omtter!

As they entered Pegg, Coker quickened his packthati were almost trotting. Then,
quite unexpectedly, he stopped dead in his tra¢ksit a minute! * he ordered.
‘What—?’

‘Shut up, Greene!” Coker was staring at the crowlgegich and promenade. There
were a lot of people about. At one time, Pegg heehimothing but a small, fishing
village, but it had recently developed into a pepuioliday resort.



Obediently, Potter and Greene halted, but aftemarinutes of inactivity, Potter
said, ‘Look here, Coker. Why are we standing liketaof stuffed dummies?’

‘Belt up?’

‘But—'

‘You heard!” Coker continued to eye the crowds.

Potter and Greene stood silently on either sidaraf They were fed to the back
teeth, but since he was paying for the trip todinema, they hadn’t much Option.
‘It was him all right,” said Coker. ‘But where’s lyot to?’

‘Who are you on about?’ asked Greene.

‘That fat porcupine!

‘Bunter?’

‘Bunter! I'm after that fat tick, and I'm not mowjyuntil | spot him again.” He folded
his arms and frowned.

‘Time’s getting on,” warned Potter. ‘We’'ll be later the film.’

Coker ignored him. ‘I'll get him! I'll teach him Eesson that he won't forget in a
hurry. He won't snitch food from the fifth form sties again.’

‘| say, Coker, old man. | wouldn’t do it here,” ddbreene uneasily.

‘T'll spiflicate him! I'll grind him into the dust!

‘He’ll keep. You'll get him at school sooner ordaf remarked Potter.

Coker looked coldly at his friends. He could dohaeiit their advice. He’d sworn to
wallop Bunter as soon as he saw him again, andiasitvhat he intended to do.
What was more, he didn’t care where it was. It th@swalloping that counted, not
the place.

‘So that's why he wasn’t in school. He must havmeastraight here. You wait. I'll
smack that pilfering pancake’s fat head’.

‘Not here,” said Greene, nervously. ‘There are dszaf people about.’

‘Shut up”’

‘But just think—’

‘You heard!” Thinking wasn't Coker’s strong poirfitsaw him a few minutes ago. It
was that idiot all right. Mind you, he’d changed blothes, and he hadn’t got his
specs on, but—" Suddenly his eyes gleamed, anain¢eol. ‘There he is! Look!
Peter and Greene stared. A crowd of people werengptowards them. They were
sauntering along in small groups, enjoying the bumes and, weaving his way
between them, was a plump youth. It was eitheyHlinter or his twin brother, but
then the Owl didn’t have a twin.

He looked as he always looked, with his fat, littese buttoned onto his fat, round
face, and he rolled along with that familiar ghitf there was a difference. Perhaps it
was because he was wearing neither his specssoapj or perhaps it was because
he had swopped his blazer and his checked trotmeassmart, grey suit.

Not that Coker was interested in differences. \AifliGeorge could have been dressed
like Tarzan for all he cared. All that concernechhwas the fact that the Owl was
almost in his grasp.

The fat figure came nearer. Although he must haea she fifth formers, instead of
bolting like a frightened rabbit as usual, he $alon, hardly giving them a second
glance.

Coker’s brawny arms shot out, and he grabbed haut you!” he shouted,
triumphantly.

‘Oh!" gasped Bunter, as he was spun round likepa‘tdere, | say—what do you
think you're doing? Leggo! Bunter’s fat squeake&ds an outraged yell as Coker
tightened his grip on him. ‘Are you off your rockar something? Leggo!’



‘Not likely?”

Potter and Greene backed away. They weren’t too tebe involved, particularly
since a lot of people were standing around, watthin

Bunter wriggled like a worm. “You're mad! Take yoduands off me!’

Coker laughed. ‘What a hope!

‘Get off! Leggo!

Coker transferred his grip from Bunter’s collahis ear. ‘I said I'd wallop you, you
fat fiend. Now I'm keeping my promise. This is &tarters!

Smack! There was a report like a rifle shot as €skarge and heavy hand landed on
Bunter’s head.

‘Ouch! Ooooh!" yelled Bunter.

Coker grinned. He was enjoying himself. He was gamfollow up that first
satisfying smack with another, and then one afftat. Bunter was a sitting duck.
Bunter seemed stunned by that First blow. He stbeck, blinking at Coker, and
rubbing his sore head, but as Coker lifted his hegan, he went into the attack. As
he grappled with the fifth former, he hooked ardegnd one of Coker’s, and then.
with unexpected force and agility, he pitched himckwards. Coker landed on the
ground with a sickening thud.

‘Wooroo! spluttered Coker. ‘Ooooh! Ouch!

Potter and Greene stood watching, hardly able lieugetheir eyes. There was Coker,
sprawling helplessly on the ground, up-ended byt&un

The Owl stepped across him and looked down, an edngieam in his eye. ‘Keep
your paws to yourself from now on,’ he said, aglbsted his hands off, and he
disappeared into the crowd.

‘What a turn up for the book! ‘breathed Potter.

‘Oooh! Ouch! Coker sat up, rubbing his head. Hestbled to his feet. ‘Where is
he? I'll smash him. I'll—I'll—" he glared round dtis friends. ‘Where is he? Why
didn’t you grab him?’

‘Couldn’t. He slipped away

‘| can see that, you idiot! And what are you grimpifor, Greene? Think it funny, do
you?’ Coker shook his fist under Greene’s nose.

‘Of course | don't,” said Greene, hastily.

‘| say, Coker,” said Potter. ‘It's half past foe’ll be late for the flicks.

‘Blow the flicks!” Coker scanned the horizon agdioping for a glimpse of Bunter
‘You're wasting your time,” declared Greene. ‘Hdk half way back to Greyfriars by
now. Come on, Coker. Let’s get going.’

‘I'll turn him inside out! ‘shouted Coker, furiousl

‘Take it easy!

Coker’s face was crimson. ‘I'll burst him! I'll—’

‘Come on, Potter,” said Greene. He’d had enougtke€or no Coker, flicks or no
flicks, he wasn’t going to hang around any longer.



‘WOOROO!" SPLUTTERED COKER.

Coker glowered. That filcher of other people’s &shad vamoosed. There wasn't
sight or sound of him. ‘I'll take him to pieces'¢élgrowled. ‘He won't—'

Suddenly, he realised that he was alone. PotteGaeene were already making their
way back to Greyfriars. ‘Here, you two!" he belladyas he trotted after them. ‘What
are you going that way for? | thought we were gdmthe pictures! He grabbed their
arms, and turned them round. ‘Move!’ he said, ingrdtly, and led them towards the
cinema. ‘We’ll be late!’

Chapter 4

Bunter’s Alibi

‘Are you feeling as peckish as | am?’ asked BobrGhe

‘I'm not peckish. I'm starving,’ said Frank Nugent.

‘I'm ravenous,’ agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

‘What are we hanging about for?’ said Harry Whartaet’s go up to the study.’
The Famous Five had been practising at the nedshath stayed out far longer than
they had intended. The match against Highcliffed®tiwas coming off at the end of
the week, and they were keen to field a reallyngjrieam. The exercise had made
them even more ready for tea than usual.

Bob led the way upstairs. ‘I'm as hungry as a huhte

‘Or a Bunter,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh ang lbiiest into laughter.

Bob pushed open the door of study no 1, and caraéhtdt so suddenly that Hurree
cannoned into him, and Frank barged into Hurree.

‘What's up?’ asked Harry Wharton.

‘Look! Bob pointed to the table.

Johnny peered over Bob’s shoulder. ‘Suffering ¢ats!



‘And crocodiles!” added Frank.

The five juniors crowded into the study and stoozliad the table, their faces
gloomy. The bulging carrier bag had disappearetthat was left were some torn
wrappings, and a few crumbs. Everything else hamkgdhe ham had gone, and so
had the jam. There wasn’'t a doughnut or a merimgseght. The Famous Five
looked grimly at each other.

‘Hurree, you really hit the nail on the head,’ skidrry Wharton. ‘It's just as you
said.’

‘As hungry as a Bunter,’ repeated Johnny Bull.

‘Nothing left,” said Bob, sadly.

‘Filched! snorted Frank.

‘Gone for ever,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

‘Bunter’s gone too far this time,” growled JohnnylB‘Tea’s finished in the dining
room, and the tuck shop’s closed. We’'ll starvet Wwast until | see that blithering
blancmange!

‘Someone will have some grub,’” said Bob.

‘There’s no point in staying here,” Harry remarked.

‘Let’s try Mauly,” suggested Frank. ‘He’s usuallyeWstocked.’

‘Good idea,” agreed Bob, ‘but that can wait. Burdemes first.’

‘Right.” Followed by the others, Harry made his way into the passage just as
Vernon-Smith came up the stairs. ‘Seen Bunter, I8/mit

Smithy gave a grim smile. ‘No. | was rather keehawe a little chat with him myself.
I've spent quite a bit of time looking for him.’

‘Pity you didn’t try my study,’ said Harry, briefly

‘He might be doing that extra translation for Qielsaid Bob. ‘Let’s try his study.’
He pounded along the corridor, and barged in, angshe door against the wall.
‘Oh!" he grunted. Only Peter Todd and Tom Duttorrevinere.

‘There’s no need to be so polite when you comesaid Toddy, sarcastically.
‘Where’s that fat sausage?’ demanded Bob. ‘The grudur study’s vanished.’

‘And so has Bunter,” said Hurree Ramset Jam Singh.

‘It's no good asking me,’ said Toddy. ‘He hasn’eevdone that translation for Quelch
yet. He said he was going to get down to it thisrabon, but he’s only done one line
so far. He didn’t come into tea either.’

‘He didn’t need to,” Johnny said. ‘Not after padiour stuff away.’

‘We’ll massacre him!” said Bob, Fiercely.

‘Have you seen him, Dutton?’ asked Frank. Tom laole. He was partially deaf.
‘What's that about mutton?’

‘Oh, crikey! shouted Johnny. ‘Where’s Bunter?’

‘Why ask me? | don’t know any hunters.’

‘Nothing to do with hunters!” bawled Johnny. ‘Burlt® for bloated, U for ugly, N

for noodle, T for twister, E for exhausting, anddrrotter. Got it now?’

‘There’s no need to shout like that,” said Tom Kiog offended. ‘I can't hear if you
yell.’

‘We were asking about our friend Bunter,” said lerdamset Ram Singh, quietly.
‘Oh, Bunter! Why didn’t Johnny say so? | think ledt Ischool. Coker was after him,
so | expect he made himself scarce.’

‘He didn’t go straight away,’ said Frank, bitterlizle got his paws on our food before
he left.’

‘Let’'s go and look for him in the Rag,’” suggestethdny.

As they trampled down the stairs, they met SkinBegop and Stott on their way up.



‘Seen Bunter?’ asked Bob.

Skinner nodded, and then paused. ‘Lots of timessdid at last.

‘Don’t be a fool! Have you seen him recently?’

‘No, but | can guess where he is.’

‘Where’s that?’

‘As close to grub as he can get. Find the grub,yand! find Bunter.’

‘Very funny?

They went along to the Rag, and found Lord Maulerv&runging gracefully in the
doorway.

‘Have you seen, Bunter, Mauly? Is he in there?’

‘Happy to say he isn’t.’

‘He cleared off once he’d scoffed our tuck,” saithdny. ‘Time’s getting on. He’'ll
have to come back soon.’

‘That'’s right. Let’s wait by the gates and form aleoming party,” suggested Harry.
Gosling, the porter, was standing outside his lpddaunch of keys in his hand. It
wasn’t quite time for lock-ups, and although sngatiups of people were strolling in,
there was no sign of the Owl.

Temple and his friends drifted by. ‘Seen anythih@uonter?’ called Bob.

‘Saw something a bit like a barrage balloon sitiomgthe stile in Greyfriars Lane,’
Temple replied. ‘It's got a dirty face.’

‘Aha, that sounds like our friend,” said Hurree 3atrRam Singh. Horace Coker, an
angry expression on his rugged face, stalked ih Rdtter and Greene close behind
him.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo" Bob shouted. ‘Have you seanything of Bunter?’

Coker’s face became even blacker. Bunter's namdiiaa red rag to a bull. ‘Isn’t
he back here yet?’

‘No. We're waiting for him,” explained Frank. ‘Weavgot a bone to pick with him.’
‘So have I. I'll teach that fat freak to hook myleand send me flying! You'll see! I'll
pulverise him. I'll rip him to bitsV’

The Famous Five stared at Coker in amazement.dtdaanny who broke the silence.
‘He couldn’t have. He just couldn’t have tackleduy@oker. He hasn’t even got the
guts to stand up to Tubb.’

Coker turned on Johnny Bull. ‘Are you saying I'mkirag it up?’ he asked,
threateningly. As Johnny quickly shook his headkélavent on, ‘I should know
whether he pitched me over or not. I'd just smadkischead for pinching my apples
when he tripped me up. He took me by surprise.H@ytime that I'd got up again,
he’d vanished.’

‘That'’s right,” agreed Potter. ‘He lost himselftime crowds at Pegg.’

‘So that's where he’s been,” remarked Harry Whartdrhen did all this take place?’
‘It was just on half past four,’” said Potter. ‘ldrd the clock strike.’

‘That'’s right,” Greene said. ‘We thought we werergpto be late for the pictures.’
‘Shuffle your feet, Greene,’ said Coker. ‘I'm narging around while you waste
time talking to junior twits,” and he marched off.

‘Did it really happen at half past four?’ asked tyar

‘Yes,’ said Greene, briefly.

The Famous Five looked at each other. They couldiyhaelieve that Bunter had
floored the mighty Coker, but he must have don&keCbad said so himself.

‘We came to the wrong conclusion. Our friend Bumiauldn’t have been in two
places at once,’ said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

‘Bothered if | can make it out,” Bob said. ‘Somelyagtabbed our grub, but Bunter—’



‘It was him,’ insisted Johnny Bull.

‘But how could it have been?’ argued Frank. ‘Howldohe have got to Pegg by half
past four unless he left straight after classest M@w how long it takes him to get
anywhere.’

‘He usually gets overtaken by quite elderly snadaid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
‘So how could he have pinched our tuck? It musehasen someone else.’

‘A cheeky third year?’ suggested Harry.

‘It was Bunter,” repeated Johnny, stubbornly, althio he hadn't the slightest idea of
how he could have pulled it off.

Bob shook his head. ‘It couldn’t have been him. Yewrong, Johnny. He was in
Pegg, all right. Coker would never have made ujpiy $ike that.’

‘Well,” said Harry, slowly. ‘I'm glad Coker told usVe wouldn’t have listened to that
fat freak, and he’d have got the biggest scraggiriys life.’

‘We would have assumed that he was lying as usseill Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
‘And we would have been right,” muttered JohnnyIBul

‘Not this time. Well there’s not much point in hamg around here. Let’'s go and find
Mauly, and ask ourselves to tea. He’s bound to lsameething to eat.

‘Let’'s!” said Bob, enthusiastically. ‘I'm starvingand they disappeared into the
House to look for the hospitable Mauly. The disaypace of their food was still a
mystery, but Bunter was in the clear for once. Cdlaal given him a cast iron alibi.

Chapter 5

The Poor Relation

‘Oh, lor’ sighed Billy Bunter.

He was sitting on the stile in Friardale Lane urthershade of a beech tree. It was
pleasant there.

Behind him was the dusky wood and in front wasunty lane winding between tall
hedges, and beyond that, sheep grazed in a fiblite & cow gazed solemnly at her
own reflection in a pond. Nature was beautiful, igibeauty was wasted on William
George Bunter.

He had other things on his mind. His sins were ognhiome to roost. He had only
just escaped from Coker’s clutches, Smithy wag &fteblood, and he had no doubt
that when he returned to Greyfriars, the Famous #ieuld be on the warpath.
Bunter’s fat face grew even more gloomy when hegho of Quelch. Quelch had
said that he wanted that beastly translation bgfogp that evening, and there was no
way that it could be done. Quelch would exact betion, that was for sure, and it
was bound to be an unpleasant experience.

So, sitting on the stile, Bunter tried to thinkaipeally good excuse. He could say that
he really had done it, but that Toddy had lit tine with it. How would that sound?
Billy Bunter thought it over. He wasn’t too sureoWd Quelch believe that Toddy
had had a roaring fire on such a beautiful sumnoai&



‘OH LOR'P

Perhaps he should think up something else. He gayldhat he’d left that rotten old
translation on the window sill, and that it hadvatoout of the window. It was true
that there hadn’t been even the hint of a bredz#agllong, but if some thoughtless
fellow had opened the door quickly it would haveated a draught, and the paper
could have gone flying into the quad.

Bunter scratched his head, and then he chuckleat. was it! Now he knew what he
was going to tell Quelch. He'd say he’d left itthre study and that some idiot had
upset the inkpot all over the translation so tleatbuldn’t possibly have handed it in.
He chuckled again. That sounded like a real winoéim.

The chuckle died away as he recalled his otherlpnad The best thing for him to do
was to keep clear of Wharton and those other béarsés long as possible. He'd wait
until the last possible moment, and hope that gaytired of waiting for him.

Sitting on that stile wasn’t hard work even for Bem and for once he wasn’t even
hungry, but still he went through his pockets hggimfind a bull's eye or a toffee to
keep him company.

He was disappointed. There was nothing to suckewc There wasn’t even a crumb
to be found, but he did come across something kla&s his cousin Wally's letter.
William George wasn't in the slightest interestedanything Wally had to say,
especially if it was about that borrowed quid, $tiit, reading it was better than doing
nothing. He ripped open the envelope with a dintynib and peered at it.

Dear Billy,

By the time you get this letter, | shall be veran&reyfriars
School. It's half term, and my parents thoughtgdét a bit bored
hanging around at home on my own. Business is bagnand
they are both needed at the shop. So, they've lmbwiein at 15
Marine Parade at Pegg for the coming week. Mrs.liBorees, the



landlady, sounds very pleasant, and I'm told thezlfs excellent.
I'd like to look you up at Greyfriars and see soof¢he chaps |
met before. Do you remember how they took me far?yib was a
bit of a joke, wasn’t it? However, Billy, if you'chther | didn’t
come, just say so. | shall understand. Why donit gmp in at
Marine Parade anyway? I'll look forward to seeiruyly

Yours ever,

Wally.

‘Yah!” said Billy Bunter, and then he said it agawth even greater emphasis. ‘Yah!’
See Wally? Not likely, not if he had anything towlibh it. No one could call him a
snob, but there were limits. You couldn’t expe&tliow to want to see another
fellow whose parents kept a shop, no matter hovab@jsuccessful it was. And you
certainly couldn’t expect a fellow to want to semther fellow who went to a state
school. It was a bit much.

Mind you, he could put up with poor relations asgas he didn’t have to be
reminded of them. He could even borrow a quid ftbem as long as he wasn’t
reminded of it. Now he came to think of it, Wallgdhprobably been quite proud to
lend it to him. Maybe he’d done him a good turnbeyrowing it.

He glanced down at the letter again, and snorteadlyWad got a bit of a nerve,
staying at a place so close to Greyfriars. Yah!ekelaimed again.

He was even more irritated by the reminder of ime twhen they had been mistaken
for each other. It was true, Billy admitted, thagite was some resemblance, but he
had a fine solid figure whereas Wally’'s could ohé/called fat. There was no getting
away from it—Wally was nothing but a roly-poly. Teewvas also the matter of
height. When they had been measured togetherhtébyappeared to be identical, but
Bunter didn’t believe that. He felt taller, andtth@eant that he was taller.

As for looks—why, they weren’t in the same leagBenter knew that he was
handsome, but was Wally good looking? Billy Burgkook his head. Certainly not.
So how on earth could anyone think that they loadéda? Wally didn’'t even have
the advantage of wearing glasses. In Billy’s opini@ces without specs always
looked a bit bare. He felt that his own spectagkege him an air of distinction that
poor old Wally lacked. Look alike indeed! What adh!

He stared once more at the crumpled letter in hiblgy hand. ‘Hm!" he grunted.
There was something of interest. Wally said thatgtub was good. Maybe it was his
duty to look up his cousin. Next Wednesday waslBhwdiday. Wally would be so
pleased to see him, that he’'d probably ask hiredo Yes, that's what he would do.
But still, he’d have to make it clear to Wally thihere wasn’t going to be an
invitation to Greyfriars. That was out. That wouel carrying charity too far.

There was the faint sound of a bell ringing in ditance. It was time for lock-ups.
Very slowly and reluctantly, Bunter clambered frtdme stile. He couldn’t postpone
the evil hour any longer. He’d got to make his veagk to school. He knew that he’'d
have to keep a wary eye open for Coker, SmithyTarab, but he did just have a faint
hope that the Famous Five wouldn’t have jumpethéoconclusion that he’'d raided
their study.

There was still the problem of Quelch. He hadnitedecided on the story he was
going to use, but he’d worry about that later. Aséached the gates, Gosling
appeared, rattling his keys. ‘Just made it,” hd.sai

‘Yah!” said Billy Bunter.



‘Hallo, hallo, hallo" came a familiar roar, ‘Buadkp, Bunter. Get a move on or you'll
be late for roll call.’

Bunter blinked in surprise. That wasn’t the kindaaflcome he’d been expecting. ‘I—
|—I say, Cherry,” he stammered. ‘I—I've been ouigates ever since classes. |—
er—I’'ve not been nowhere near the studies. Souldett have been me—’

‘I know you’'ve been out, fathead. Coker told us yaal.’

‘Coker?’ Billy Bunter couldn’t think what Bob waalking about. ‘Did he?’

‘1 say, Bunter,” said Bob Cherry, a note of adnmmrain his voice. ‘How did you pull
it off?’

‘P—p—ypull it off. Oh, no! Wasn’t me. Wasn't theriehope you don't think it was
anything to do with me, Cherry.’

Bob Cherry gave Bunter a thump on the back thattsenstaggering. ‘What are you
ashamed of | thought it was a pretty good show.’

‘You—you do?’ Bunter was astonished.

‘You bet. So how did you do it?’

‘Do what?’

‘“Trip Coker up.’

Bunter’s jaw dropped. ‘Oh! ‘he gasped at last.

‘I wouldn’t have thought that you'd got the nerve.’

‘Bob!” shouted Harry. ‘Come on. It'll be roll caih a minute.’

Billy Bunter followed them into hall. He couldninagine why Cherry had thought
that he’d sent Coker flying—not that he cared. Tbeyld think what they liked as
long as they didn’t think that he’d pinched tha&od. Well, that was one worry off his
mind. He was in the clear as far as the Famousw&re concerned. Now he only had
Coker, Smithy, Tubb and Quelch to worry about. Bpsithose little spots of trouble
would evaporate in exactly the same way.

Chapter 6

Prepin No 7

‘Hee, hee, hee!’ Bunter let out a fat chuckle. Heswn his study with Peter Todd and
Tom Hutton, doing prep—at least, Toddy and Tom wBreater had his books open
but he hadn't actually started work.

Peter Todd looked up. ‘Something funny in Virgiti® asked. ‘Or are you just
looking forward to being scalped by Quelch in therming? You'd better get a move
on. You've still got that translation to do.’

‘Oh, blow Quelch! said Bunter, impatiently. ‘Anddww his translation too. You don’t
have to worry about me. I've got it all sorted bhke decided to try out his story on
Toddy. ‘Suppose I'd done it, and you went andhé fire with it—’

Toddy stared. ‘I did what?’

‘By mistake, old man. | wouldn’t want to get youtlre mire. I'll say you used it to
light the fire by accident.’

Toddy gazed at Bunter in disbelief. ‘But we havdrat a fire, you stupid ass!’

‘I know that, and you know that, but Quelch doeshlind you, it doesn’t have to be
that. It could have blown out of the window whemswone opened the door. Only too
easy if I'd left it on the window sill.” He gazeddously at Toddy. ‘What do you
think of that?’

‘Oh, crumbs!’ gasped Toddy.



‘Or there could have been some chaps in herenigukibout, you know, and they
could have upset ink all over my translation, souldn’t hand it in. Not to Quelch, |
couldn’t.’

‘I don't believe it exclaimed Toddy.

‘You don’t have to!" snapped Bunter. ‘It's Quelcthwis got to.” He lolled back, a fat
grin on his face.

‘Still, I'm not thinking about him now. It's Cokertee, hee, hee!’ and he tittered
again.

‘What was all that about tripping Coker up?’ askedldy. ‘I wouldn’t have thought
you'd got it in you.’

‘Coker—yah! said Bunter, with a careless air. Ilfribs me up the wrong way, I'll do
it again.’

‘It won’t be long before you get your chance. Hafter your blood.’

‘Pooh!” said Bunter, disdainfully. ‘1 don’t give twhoots for him. He’s a stupid oaf. |
can handle him.’

Toddy smiled. Bunter would change his tune whendme face to face with the fifth
former.

There was quite a little procession of visitorstiady no 7 that evening. The news of
his encounter with Coker had spread, and chapsaubiopto ask the fat man about it.
Bunter adopted a modest air, admitting that hedeaul Coker flying, and saying
casually that he'd do it again if he had to. Helsatk and enjoyed it all. If they
thought he’d got the strength, nerve and musctadkie Coker, then let them.
Actually, he'd spent quite a lot of time wonderwfat had really taken place, and
then light had dawned. Coker had mistaken Wallyhforself. He'd lashed out, Wally
had hit back, and up-ended him.

Although he despised Wally, the Owl had to admat #Wally was extremely fit. He’'d
always loved games, and he was very good at thenmad to admit that Wally had
brains too—not quite up to his standard, of coupsi brainy enough. Why he’'d even
taught himself Latin, since it wasn’'t done in hteigol. Wally got a kick out of doing
things well.

A thought came into his mind, and a look of ann@gacrossed his face. If only he’'d
read Wally’s letter straight away, he could hawepsd over to Pegg and got him to
do that translation for him.

The thought of Pegg set the Owl chuckling againliy\raust have got quite a shock
when a fellow he didn’t know had walked up and skedchim on the ear. Wally
probably hadn’t thought it funny, but he did.

Bunter went on thinking. He’d enjoyed his bit obgt, but he’d have to keep Wally
well away from Greyfriars or people would guess wally had floored Coker There
was another danger. Once the Famous Five clapgedogyhim, they'd put two and
two together, and realise who had snaffled thadfo

Having thought that out, Bunter made his plans. ¥Mleavas going to do was to call
on Wally in Marine Parade, sample Mrs. Smallbon&=as and get a first-hand
account of the meeting with Coker. Then, ProvideICh hadn’t already asked him
for it, he’d get Wally to do that rotten translatitor him. He'd be glad to, he felt sure
of that. After all, most people would have ignoeedoor relation. Bunter smirked.
Now he came to think of it, he realised just howed# he was.

Time ticked by. There was a rustle as Peter Todtethanother page. He cast an eye
at Bunter. ‘Get On with your prep, fat man. Thdre& trouble if you don t.’

‘Oh, blow prep! said Bunter, peevishly. ‘Tain’tifathat’'s what | think. Why do we
have to keep our noses to the grindstone when ottagrs get half term, and can do



what they like and go on holiday? | can jolly weelll you that I'd rather be in a
seaside boarding house with lots of grub, and ngtto do but eat it.” He heaved a
sigh. ‘I wouldn’t mind changing places—'

‘Changing places? Who with?’ asked Toddy.

‘Oh, crumbs! Did—did | say that? No, no, didn’t ma&’ Bunter hastily flicked over
a page of his Virgil. ‘I say, Toddy, give me a hamith this rot, will you? Where are
we supposed to start?’

‘It's the bit about the shipwreck.” Toddy found tpkace. ‘Get going, fathead!
Bunter looked dismally at it, ‘What shipwreck?’

‘Don’t be so thick!” said Toddy, testily. ‘You'vell@ady done one line, haven’t you?’
‘It's a pity they didn’t get drowned.’ Bunter starat the page, but he couldn’t keep
his mind on it. He visualised life at Pegg. He 3&faily lounging in a deck chair,
Wally eating ice-cream, Wally listening to the bawhe dipped a hand into a bag of
toffees, and Wally at Marine Parade, being presewith plate after plate of
delicious grub. He sighed again. Life just didreéea fair.

The bell rang, and there was the sound of footstetiee passage as fellows finished
their prep and went down to the Rag. Toddy and Began to put their books away,
but Bunter looked gloomily at his. As usual, hetiadompleted his work, and as
usual, he’d be in hot water the next day, but néedess, he piled his books up too.
He wasn’t going on working when everyone else hagmed. No one was going to
call him a swot.

He blinked anxiously at Toddy. ‘I—I say, Toddy. Hea quick look down the
passage, and let me know if Smithy’s about.’

Toddy laughed. ‘Why? Has it got anything to do witmithy’s chocs?’

A look of indignation spread over Bunter’s facenédver had his chocs!" he hooted.
‘It makes me sick the way | get blamed when sometkimissing. | never knew he
had a box o chocs. It wasn’t as if they were mumbdg Fancy making a song and
dance about a box of rotten old chocs!” He broKeasfToddy let out a roar of
laughter. ‘That’s right, cackle away! Well, I'm julling you, it wasn’'t me, and it
wasn’t me who had Wharton’s grub. It couldn’t hdde=n me. | was sending Coker
flying when | was in his study, wasn't 1?’

‘What do you mean?’ asked Toddy, sharply.

No, no—when | wasn'’t in his study. That’s what lang it was the same with
Smithy. | never came upstairs, and if anyone sdid,|I—I was only getting a
book—'

‘You did what?’

‘That'’s just it,’ said Bunter, quickly. ‘1 didn’tSmithy’s got a suspicious mind, that’s
what he’s got.

He never saw me. Couldn’t have. | saw him beettfidpefore | nipped in—no. Not
into his study.

Wouldn’t. Besides—'

‘We know you couldn’t have lifted the stuff fronusty no 1, but we don’t know
when Smithy’s chocs disappeared, do we?’

‘They weren’t there when | went out.’

‘Oh? So you never clapped eyes on them?’ said T.agttyning.

‘Certainly not! Didn’t know he’d got them in his pboard.’

As Toddy started laughing again, the door opened Sanithy looked in. ‘There you
are, Bunter,” he said, pleasantly. ‘| missed yas #fternoon.’

‘Oh, did you?’ Bunter wasn’t fooled by Smithy’s gelhmanner. ‘I—I—I say,
Smithy. If—if it's about those chocs, I—I never hidagm. Nothing to do with me.



Didn’t—ow! Ouch! Keep off, you beast!’

He dodged round the table, but. he wasn't quickugho‘Yarooo! he roared, as a
well-shod foot came into contact with the tightiestisers in the school.

‘That’s a taste of what you’ll get unless you reglany chocs,’ said Smithy, as he
walked out of the room.

‘Oooooh!” moaned Bunter. ‘I—I say, Toddy, I—I'd et get some for him if he’s
going to kick up all that fuss—not that | had them.

‘Good idea!” said Toddy, briskly.

‘So what about a loan, Toddy? Just until my postdér turns up.’

Bunter beamed as Toddy dug his hand into his ppekel pressed a coin into his
paw. As the Owl peered at it, the beam faded. ‘Weast, Toddy! What good’s five
pence? It's a bit much, having to share a studly adimeone who hasn’t got two
pennies to rub together—ouch, you rotten beast'oRlg caught the tip of a shoe, but
it hurt just the same.

As Toddy went out, Bunter turned to Tom Dutton.rideme a pound, old man.’

‘A hound! What for? We're not allowed to keep pets.

‘Not a hound! howled Bunter. ‘Cash! Just a loan.’

‘Leave you alone? That suits me all righgelt fed up with your shrieks and yells,’
and Tom hurried after Toddy.

Billy Bunter decided to stay where he was. He wiagaing to risk Smithy’s wrath by
going into the Rag. He could only hope that hisg@lasrder really would turn up in
the morning. If it didn’t, his future was goingbe a painful one.

Chapter 7
Unlucky Bunter

‘Bunter!’

It was the following morning and Bunter had harsiy down before Mr. Quelch
fixed him with his gimlet eyes, and rapped outrasne. Bunter knew what was
coming. It was that putrid translation, the onesheuld have delivered the previous
evening. Some of the other masters forgot to askxtra work set as a punishment,
but Quelch was like an elephant. He never forgot.

‘Place your translation on my desk, Bunter.’

‘Oh, yes, sir! But please, Mr. Quelch, I—I’

‘It is completed, | hope, Bunter.” Quelch’s voicasvicy, and Bunter knew there was
going to be trouble unless he came up with a gtmy.s

‘Oh, sir. Yes, sir. | did it yesterday. Kept atiittil—'

‘Then produce it, Bunter.’

‘Oh—er—that is, |—I left it on my study table, MQuelch.’

‘Then you were a foolish boy, Bunter. Go and fatdmmediately.’

‘1 mean—that is, that wasn’t now. It was then.’

‘Explain yourself, Bunter.” Mr. Quelch sounded aged.

‘I—I—1I left it on my study table yesterday,” saiduBter, nervously. ‘And then, when
| came in, it had—it had gone, sir.’

‘Gone?’ barked Mr. Quelch.

‘It had flown—no, no. It had blown out of the winald Unnerved by Quelch’s stare,
the fat Owl blurted out the first of the excusest ttame into his head. ‘Somebody
flung open the study door, sir, and there was agusind and it flew straight
through the window.’



‘He won’t get away with that,” whispered Bob.

‘Not good enough,” agreed Frank.

Bunter blinked hopefully at Quelch. Lying didn’t wg him. It was not being
believed that bothered him, and, judging by theesgion on Quelch’s face, he
wasn’t going to be believed.

‘Bunter, you are prevaricating. You are not tellthg truth.’

Bunter looked hurt. ‘Me, sir? Oh, no, sir.’

‘You wretched boy! You have not done that transkat all.’

‘Oh, sirl’” stammered Billy Bunter. ‘I—I—I did everword of it, sir. It wasn’'t my
fault that Toddy lit the fire with it. Never think$oddy don’t.’

‘What!

Bunter was alarmed at the fury in Mr. Quelch’s eoit¢—I——er, that is, Toddy

blew out of the window, sir. No, the draught frame tvindow—that's what lit the
fire—’

‘Upon my word?’

‘It—it—er—um—uwell, it just happened. Just bad Iutle way Toddy opened the
door with my translation, and the fire blew straight of the window. No, no. The
fire lighted the window, and the door blew up tineney.’ Bunter was hopelessly
confused by now. ‘And | couldn’t hand it in, nottviall that ink all over it after those
great apes had been larking about and knockedtlb@enkpot and it got blown out of
the window—"’

Mr. Quelch’s voice was like thunder. ‘Silence, yioolish boy!’

‘Oh, yes, sir,” babbled Bunter. ‘I'm sorry | nev#one it—that is, that | didn’t take it
straight to your study but it was all inky afterdity lit the window with the chimney.
‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘Silence!’ said Mr. Quelch, furiously. He glaredBuinter again. ‘Bunter. | do not
want you to translate twelve lines of the Aeneid—"

‘Oh, sir. Thank you, sir.’

‘You will translate thirty-six lines instead.’

‘Oh, sirl’

‘And unless | have them tomorrow morning, | shalhe you.’

‘Oh, lor’! Oh, crikey?’

‘And | shall punish you for lying. You will spendlis afternoon in detention.’

‘Oh, golly gumdrops,” muttered Bunter. He sat glagrn his place. No half holiday,
no trip to Pegg, no chat with Wally and, worst bbf @o slap-up tea at Marine Parade.
At break, Mr. Quelch dismissed the class. As Bum&s leaving the room, he said,
‘Detention is being taken by Monsieur Charpenti¢rave no doubt that your French
verbs can do with some attention. | shall tell hin@xpect you in extra school.’
‘Beast!’ breathed Bunter, turning away.

‘What did you say, boy?”’

Bunter gulped. Thank you, sir. That's what | said,

‘Oh?’ Mr. Quelch have him a long, hard look, butléethe fat Owl go.

Bunter bowled out into the sunny quad, and joiredrest of his form. ‘I say, you
fellows,” he said. ‘Who’s going to do that trangdat while I'm in extra school? |
can’'t be expected to do everything, you know.’

‘You must be joking! * exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter gave him a reproachful look. ‘Oh, rgalCherry. It's not much to ask of
a chum.

‘That'’s right,” grinned Bob. ‘It isn’t much to asik a chum.’

‘Well, then—’



‘So that's why I'm not doing it.’

Bunter turned his back on Bob Cherry, blinking Hapg at Johnny Bull. ‘What
about you, Johnny?’

‘Nope,’ said Johnny. ‘You shouldn’t have lied to&h.’

‘That'’s right.” agreed Frank.

Bunter looked hurt. ‘Well,” he began. ‘1 must say Hisappointed in all of you. |
didn’t know you could be so ungrateful. As for y&harton, well, | can only say that
you must have a nasty mean streak underneathaaljtiod humour. You could do
that translation standing on your head. When Iklohall I've done for you in the
past——

‘Oh, yes? Like what?’

‘Like—like——well, er, um, giving you a few tips over your cratkhelping you out
with your French, that sort of thing.” The fat Olvbked round crossly as there was a
burst of laughter. ‘What’s so funny about that? lbeoh! Yaroo! He spun round,
clutching the seat of his trousers. ‘What the—?’

The Bounder eyed him. ‘Just giving you another dathpe said casually. ‘And
believe me, you blistering sausage, it's goingapgen day after day after day. It will
only stop when I find that box of chocs waiting foe,” and he strolled on with
Redwing.

‘Ouch! Beast! Bunter turned pathetically to thenkaus Five. ‘What about a little
loan?’ he asked. ‘Just enough for a box of chdégady it back as soon as | get my
postal order, really | will.” He was wasting hishth. They were already walking
away.

Miserably, Billy Bunter trudged across the quade®ha little knot of third formers
caught sight of the fat Owl, and nudged Tubb. Hé&éal round, his eyes gleaming,
and he rolled up his sleeves, but Bunter spottedatithe same moment, and
retreated. He wasn’t going to risk an encounteh Witbb. Keeping his eye on the
warlike third former, he backed away, almost ifte butstretched arms of Coker.
‘Nabbed you! roared the fifth former. ‘Got youlast! I'll teach you—' but he spoke
too soon. With an amazing turn of speed, Buntepslil beneath those gorilla-like
arms, bolted into the school, and pelted upst®lisutes later, he reached the
comparative safety of his study where he flung leiimato the armchair, panting
loudly, and there he stayed until the bell rangdéssons again.

Life seemed hard. What with Quelch and Smithy, Cakel Tubb, extra French and
no half holiday, it hardly seemed worth living. Benwas completely and utterly
cheesed off, and perhaps that was why a greabielgan to develop in his fat and
fatuous brain.

Chapter 8

Reckless Bunter

‘Why not?’ said Billy Bunter, leaning his considbla weight against an ancient elm
tree. The Owl was leaning because it was better skending. Sitting would have
been better still, but unfortunately, there wereanaochairs in the quad.

The troubles that had flooded in on him had conektand fast, but instead of
looking doleful, he looked pleased with himselfddns little eyes sparkled from
behind his round specs.

‘Tee, hee, hee!’ he chuckled, and then he saiavolild work.’



When there was nothing else to do, Bunter’s thauglere usually centred on food,
but today something else was occupying his mind,veimatever it was, it was
producing one fat chuckle after another.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! Life looking up, is it?’ saiBob Cherry.

‘Eh? What? Oh, yes! Tee, hee, hee!’

‘What's brought this about? Got your postal oraerare you looking forward to extra
French?’

‘Might not be any extra French,” said Bunter, myistgsly, and he quivered with
laughter.

‘Take my tip,” said Bob. ‘If you're thinking of sgping detention, think again. You'll
get a swishing if you don’t turn up.’

‘What's a whopping? Who cares?’

‘You will, once Quelch gets going.’

‘Pooh! So what? As a matter of fact, I'm going ot@Pegg this afternoon—no, no.
Not Pegg.’ Bunter was anxious not to give himseldg. ‘Wouldn’t go there. Don’t
care for it. Never have.’

‘Yes, you have. You've been there lots of times.’

‘Did | say Pegg. Oh, yes, I've been there, but—that’'s not where I'm going. I'm—
I’'m going the other way.’

‘Don’t. Think of Quelch.’

‘He can go and eat coke. | don't give two hootsQurelch—or three, come to that,’
said Bunter, recklessly. ‘I'm not going in to exsehool, | can tell you that. And he
can whistle for his rotten old translation, thatlsat he can do.’

‘It won’t be Quelch who'll be whistling,” said Bobit'll be his cane as it whips
down.’

‘So what? | can take it. I'm not soft like the re$tyou.’

Bob was staggered by this remark. ‘No?’

‘No! Bunter gave a careless laugh. ‘I say, Cheigythat Smithy over there?’

Bob turned round. Smithy was chattering to Harryatbn and Johnny Bull. ‘That’'s
him. You’'d better steer clear. He’s got an itchgtfo

The Owl stuffed his hands in his pockets, and rddsa&ckwards and forwards on the
balls of his feet. ‘Yes? You don't think I'm scaretlhim, do you? If so, you've got
another thing coming. Why don’t you come and helaatw've got to say?’ and he
made his way across the quad.

Bob followed, looking puzzled. What had got inte Bwl? He'd got faults, lots and
lots of them, but living dangerously had never beea of them. Now he was
deliberately making for Smithy of the ready boot.

Smithy was talking about the Highcliffe match. “Jfre a strong side this season,’ he
said.

‘Mm! Courtenay’s a good bat—'

‘Smithy!” There was a note of authority in Billy Bter’'s voice. ‘1 want a word with
you.’

The Bounder swung round, and saw the Owl, his &ohded, blinking scornfully
through his glasses. ‘Oh?’

‘You kicked me this morning, Vernon-Smith,’” saidgar, belligerently.

‘That'’s right, and I'm going to keep on kicking yomless you come up with those
chocs.’

‘Oh, are you?’ Bunter looked at him disdainfullyhien I'll have to give you a good
hiding,” he said in an off-hand way.

The Bounder’s eyes widened. ‘What?’



‘Don’t give me that. You heard what | said,” Bungaid, cuttingly. ‘I've had enough
of your sneaky ways. It's time you have the gutstémd up to a fellow instead of
kicking him when he’s not looking.’

There was silence. Bunter had taken their breatdtyalhe Bounder stared, and then
he shook his head. ‘He’s gone round the bend.’

‘That'’s right!” sneered Bunter. ‘Hurl insults. Thaall you can do. | didn’t expect you
to face up to a scrap.’

Smithy took a deep breath. ‘Have | got it right2u¥e asking for a fight with the
gloves on?’

‘Oh, so it's penetrated at last, has it?’ jeereditBu ‘It took you long enough to get
there.’

Bob clutched his brow, reeling against Harry Whaurtti’s a dream. Tell me it's a
dream. It can’t be happening.’

‘It's happening, all right.’

‘Well, what about it?” demanded Bunter.

The whole thing was so absurd, that Harry begdaugh, and the others joined in.
‘You'd better watch out, Smithy,” Harry said. ‘I wiwin’'t take him on if | were you.’
‘Make your will before you tangle with him,” advidé-rank.

‘You'll need an ambulance standing by.’

‘Ha, ha, ha’’

Bunter gave them a contemptuous blink. ‘Cackle away|'m not joking. Smithy
accused me of pinching his rotten box of chocs—+hwould.

Anyway, they only lasted a minute or twvo——'

There was another roar of laughter.

‘Oh, my hat! ‘gasped Bob.

Bunter ignored them. ‘Look here, you rotten snebhk,said to Smithy. ‘I'll take you
on at any time. Let’s see you with the gloves anirfg someone who's ready for
once.’

‘You potty pelican! yelled the Bounder. ‘One punitbm me and you’ll be spread all
over Greyfriars. They'll have to scrape you off thalls.’

‘Trying to get out of it?’ asked Bunter, scornfullifhis time I'm not letting you off.
You'll have to take your medicine. | shan’t be lvistafternoon, but I'll take you on
tomorrow—’

‘Bunter!” exclaimed Frank. “You're down for extralsol. You’'d better be there. If
Quelch—’

‘Pooh to Quelch!

‘I wouldn’t risk it,” said Johnny.

‘| dare say you wouldn’t, Bull, but I'm not like ye—yes, sir, no sir, whatever you
say, sir. That’s your style, isn’t it? Well, it &imine. | don’t give a fig for Quelch or
any other beak. I'll jolly well do what I like, an@uelch can shove it in his pipe and
smoke it. Quelch isn’'t going to run my life.’

‘He’s gone bonkers,’ said Bob.

Bunter left them gazing in stupefied silence agpygroached Coker. He went straight
up to the burly fifth former and tapped him on gieulder.

‘Coker?’

Coker turned round, and his jaw dropped. He wasugorised to see Bunter that he
didn’t even attempt to grab him.

‘Coker! You're a bully and a lout! * shouted the Ow

Coker clapped a great hand to his head. ‘What®tha

‘You heard! You're a blustering bully and a lumimgrilout!” Having delivered the



insult, Bunter took advantage of Coker’s astonishimand nipped smartly into the
House.

‘My only summer hat!” exclaimed Bob, as Coker lat a bull-like roar as he realised
that not only had he been insulted, but that heaguhad gone.

The juniors remained rooted to the spot. They'dhessed something like a miracle.
That quivering coward, that nifty dodger of troubked gone out of his way to
challenge Smithy, and then he’d deliberately ba@e#ter. He seemed ready to take
on anyone at the drop of a hat. They were stillglvehen he came out again, and
rolled out of the gates, careless of Quelch andegirent consequences, and totally
indifferent to those after his blood.

Chapter 9
The Big Idea

‘Hallo, Billy"

‘Hallo, Wally"

The cousins met on the front at Pegg. Althougheis wver a mile from Greyfriars to
the little seaside resort, William George had madag and then he had collapsed
onto a bench. A mile, he vaguely remembered, wagtlwusand seven hundred and
sixty yards—one thousand seven hundred and fiftggs/enore than he cared to walk
at any one time, and so it was no wonder that leeexhausted.

Wally, dressed in a grey suit, had been strolliogpgthe promenade when he had
seen his cousin. He’'d been enjoying the exercise@though he was, there was an
elastic spring to Wally's step, and he was veryTite extra weight he carried wasn’t
flab—it was sheer muscle.

The resemblance of the two cousins really was gaitearkable. It was true that
Wally didn’t wear specs, but apart from that, thegre identical.

Wally stood over Billy, his hands on his hips, vehilly sat slumped on the bench,
mopping his brow with a grubby handkerchief. ‘Wgoai coming to Marine Parade?’
‘Yes, of course 1 was. | got your letter yesterd&fally. Naturally | read it straight
away.’

‘Did you?’

‘Yes, | did,” said Billy Bunter. ‘1 never put it imy pocket and forgot about it like
some chaps do. No. That's not my way, Wally.’

‘Of course not,’ said Wally gravely, but there waaglint of amusement in his eyes.
‘I'm jolly glad you’ve come to Pegg, Wally. It make difference having you here.
Why don't you sit down?’

Wally would have preferred to continue his walkt ba knew Billy of old. Nothing
was going to shift him from that seat, and sohéytwere going to have a chat, he’'d
have to sit down.

‘Having a good time here, are you?’ Billy askedthaieal interest.

‘Yes,” admitted Wally. ‘It’s fine.’

‘It's a bit of a change from school, you lucky dewilly said, enviously.

‘That'’s right.’

Billy looked at Wally sympathetically. ‘It can’t bmuch fun going to your school.’
‘Oh, 1 don’t know,’ said Wally, easily. ‘It's quitgood, and so is the teaching. Quite a
lot go to university each year, and it's marvellaagames. Anyway, we can'’t all go
to boarding schools—just as well. They're terribkpensive, aren’t they?’



‘Must be beastly to be hard up. | often wonder Hellows manage without enough
tin. By the way, got any chocs, Wally?’

THE RESEMBLANCE REALLY WAS REMARKABLE.

‘No, but there’s a shop just across the road.’

‘Oh, good.’ Billy Bunter ran his hands through pisckets, and a look of surprise
spread over his face. ‘Dashed if | haven’t left mgney behind,” he said. ‘Stupid of
me. I've come out without a bean. | say, Wally,lwdu nip across the road and get
the chocs? I'll settle up the next time | see you.

Wally was already on his feet. He’'d guessed what @zming. He trotted along the
front, crossed the road, popped into the shopsand came back. Billy tore open the
cardboard box, and crammed three chocolates istmbuth. Then he placed the box
between Wally and himself. ‘Help yourself,” he mueth ‘This is my treat.” He
frowned as he caught a glimpse of Wally’s face. alvére you grinning for?’
‘Nothing,” replied Wally. ‘What are things like &reyfriars? You must be getting in
quite a lot of cricket.

Billy Bunter nodded, as he carefully selected aeotihocolate. ‘Yes. | get as much
as | want. Mind you, Wally, they want me to playtlme team against Highcliffe. They
keep on and on at me, but | don’t think | can managdrhe trouble with being
popular,” he explained, ‘is that everyone wants {@do everything.’

‘Naturally,” agreed Wally, and if there was a notesarcasm in his voice, Billy
missed it. ‘What’s it like at Marine Parade?’ ‘Nattall bad.

‘And is the grub good?’

‘Yes.’

‘Really good?’ persisted Billy. ‘Do you get plenty it?’

‘Yes. Lots. Mrs. Smallbones really is a first clas®k. Why don’t you come to tea?’
Billy’s eyes gleamed behind his specs. ‘What a gded,’ he said. ‘Is it time for tea
yet?’ he added, hopefully.



‘No. Let’s stroll along the front and work up a bitan appetite,” suggested Wally.
‘As a matter of fact, Wally,” said Billy, confidemtly, ‘I'd rather we stayed here. I've
got something important to say, and | don’'t wantisk being overheard.’

‘I don’t suppose anyone would overhear if we walkézhg,” said Wally.

‘But we can make certain if we stay here.’

Wally shrugged. ‘All right. Now what'’s it all abo®it

Billy Bunter lowered his voice. ‘Do you rememberavhyou came to Greyfriars and
everyone kept saying we looked alike?’

‘So we do—except for your headlamps.’

William George tried not to show his irritation.wias a bit much describing his
distinctive spectacles as headlamps. ‘There are sbiferences,’ he said, stiffly.
‘Not really. Even your sister Bessie got us mix@donce. She kept badgering me for
some money you’d borrowed from her.’

The fat Owl ignored that. ‘I've been thinking,’” Baid. ‘I thought that if the chaps got
us muddled up that time, they’d probably get us diedl up again. Mind you, Wally,
we’ll have to be careful. We mustn’t be seen togetthatever happens, otherwise
they'd cotton on. It's a pity you're not quite soayl looking—you're on the fat side
too, but—’

‘Hang on—" began Wally.

‘But then, they're not going to. We'll see to that.

‘Not going to what?’ demanded Wally.

‘Not going to see us together, you chump!’

‘But why not?’

‘Because that would spoil it.” Bunter leaned fordianis eyes shining with
excitement, ‘You got on all right with the chapswmy form, didn’t you?”’

‘Like a house on fire. | wouldn't mind—'

Bunter lifted a fat paw. ‘I expect you realise, Walhe said, condescendingly, ‘that
they only put up with you because of me. They woliildare do anything else. They
know what I'm like when | get my rag up. | told thet wasn'’t your fault that your
parents kept a shop—’' He clapped his hand to histimas he saw Wally’s angry
face. ‘No,” he said, hastily. ‘No, | didn’t say th# wasn’'t me. Don't think that’s
what | think, old man. Nothing wrong with honesit,tblike your folks, and your
mother’'s a marvellous cook. I've never had betteringues anywhere.’

As Billy Bunter babbled on, Wally’'s good humourueted. He knew that his fat
cousin was a fool as well as a snob, so there wammt in getting steamed up about
it. ‘Stop gabbling, Billy, and tell me what you’'geetting at.’

Eagerly, the fat Owl rubbed his hands togetheve‘Wworked out this super scheme,
Wally. | thought it out especially for you. It wardo me any good, but it might give
you a bit of a lift. How would you like a few dags Greyfriars?’

Wally considered the matter. He had thoroughly yegiothe one visit he had made
there. He had admired the buildings, the old ivyered walls, the academic
atmosphere and, above all, the company. ‘I'd loyde said.

‘More than staying in Pegg?”’

‘Oh, yes,” agreed Wally. ‘Much more. The troublehwou, Billy, is that you don’t
know when you're well off. I've never heard you doything except moan about
Greyfriars. 1 wouldn’t mind being in your shoes.’

Billy Bunter almost fell off the seat. ‘That'’s itHe shrieked. “You've hit the nail on
the head. That’s the idea!’

Wally looked startled. ‘What idea?’

‘We can swop. You'd like a few days at Greyfrisaad | expect that | could put up



with Pegg if it makes you happy. Just think. Thapgshtook you fome the last time,
and they’ll never know the difference. After allpk&r got us mixed up, didn’t he?

It'll be a piece of cake’

‘But—'

‘If the grub’s as good at your place as you sag, itll manage at Marine Parade so as
to give you a treat—"’

Wally shook his head. ‘We’ll never pull it off.’

‘Of course we will,” said Billy Bunter, persuasiyefNobody will ever know the
difference. We can change clothes at your plaagyan can bowl into school as easy
as pie. You've met the fellows, and you know whesestudy is, and you know the
layout of the school and all of that. No one wilee know.’

Wally sat quite still, turning it over in his min@he idea was breathtaking.

Chapter 10
Change of Identity

‘Well, what about it?’ asked Billy Bunter, impati&n

‘But—'

‘Why not?’

‘But—'

Billy waggled a fat forefinger in Wally’'s face. ‘Bu-but—but,’” he said. “You sound
like a goat. I've told you. I've got it all workealt. It'll be easy.’

‘But—'

‘There you go again,’ said Billy, peevishly. ‘Lotlere, Wally. I've spent ages and
ages working all this out just for your benefitidin’t consider myself at all. It was
you. That’s who | was thinking of.’

‘Do you really want to spend a week at Pegg?’ askedly.

‘I don’t know about that,” said Billy, ‘but | dargay | could put up with it. | can rough
it for a bit. It was you who said you’d like to aige places. Well, now’s your
chance.’

‘I'd quite like it,” said Wally, slowly. ‘It wouldbe an interesting experience, but |
don’t think that we’d pull it off. No, it's not orBilly.’

‘Of course it is,” said Billy, sharply. ‘There wdrbe any problems as long as we
aren’t seen together. | know we’re not actuallkelibut Coker didn’t spot the
difference yesterday, did he?’

‘Who is this Coker? You mentioned him before.’

‘He’s the chap who smacked your head yesterdaynaios.’

‘Oh, him! That’s right. Some lout did clout me. Iddtom your place, is he?’

‘Yes. He’s in the fifth.’

‘So that’s it,” said Wally. ‘I had a feeling thaéhwasn’'t a complete stranger, but |
couldn’t think where I'd seen him before.’

‘You probably ran into him on that visit.” Billy lgan to titter. ‘Funny, isn't it. He was
after me, and ran into you instead. Hee, hee, Beetyone thinks that it was me who
floored him. | didn’t let on that it was you.’

‘Why was he after you?’ asked Wally, curiously.

Billy thought quickly. ‘It was a misunderstandingpé said. ‘Silly misunderstanding,
that's what it was. Just about some rotten oldegplhe point is, he smacked your
head instead of mine—tee, hee, bee! Well, if heuganixed up, so will everyone
else. We can swop our clothes, and you can putpairaf specs.’



‘I can’t possibly wear your specs,’ protested Walljhey’d make me as blind as a
bat.’

‘I've thought of that. You can buy glasses withiplglass in. | know you can. | found
out.’

‘I—I suppose | could.’

‘What do you mean? I've told you, haven’t I?’

‘But—'

‘Oh, crikey! | wish you’'d give up all this buttingVally. It's becoming a bore. All I'm
trying to do is to give you a treat, and you keaftipg obstacles in the way. I've got
a jolly good mind to pack it all in. I thought ipyust for you—nothing to do with
getting out of lessons or anything like that. | @djm not like that,” Billy said,
virtuously. ‘I enjoy lessons, get quite a kick @fitdoing them well—even Latin. |
don’t suppose you’d have too much trouble witibidn’'t you say that you liked
Latin?’

‘Yes.’

‘Mm,’” said Billy Bunter. ‘That might help a bit waitQuelch. It's not that I'm not
good at it. I could be top of the class if | likdulit | don’t have the time to put in. The
trouble is, I'm always wanted for everything. Thsreist too much to do.’

‘Really?’ said, Wally, drily.

‘Fact,” said Billy, gazing at him with an air of ma@our. ‘I'm not like you with my
head in a book all of the time. Why, you even tdakil on holiday last year. You'd
get on like a house on fire with Quelch.’

‘Quelch,” repeated Wally, thoughtfully. ‘I've nevéargotten him. Those eyes of his
are remarkably keen, aren’t they?’

‘Just like a jolly gimlet,” said Billy, cheerfullyYou can't get away with very much,
but still, even he got us muddled up.’

‘That'’s right, but—’

‘Stop saying that!” said William George, testilykeep telling you, it'll be as easy as
winking. But still, if you haven’t got the nervegysso. That’s another difference
between us. I'm game for anything. Give me a lididenger, and I'll go anywhere and
do anything. It just adds a bit of spice to life.’

Wally’s lips tightened. Billy Bunter had got him ¢ime raw. ‘I've got the nerve all
right,” he said, quietly. ‘Don’t make any mistakeoait that, Billy. It's just that it
doesn’t sound quite straight.’

There’s nothing crooked about it" said Bunter,igrantly. ‘Il wouldn’t suggest it if
there was. There’s no harm in it. We're both Busitain’'t we? What does it matter
which of us is at Greyfriars and which at Pegg? yRut please yourself. As a matter
of fact, | nearly didn’t tell you about it. | hadsaeaky feeling that you wouldn’t be
sporting enough to give it a go.’

‘Not sporting enough!” Wally was furious. Comingyn Billy, that was a bit much.
The fat Owl blinked impatiently at Wally. ‘Well, valh about it?’

‘Shut up, and let me think!” Wally turned the prefy over in his mind. The idea
appealed to him. He liked his own school. Greyfapould be an interesting contrast
to it. He had certain reservations though. There emporal punishment. Canes had
been banned in his school years ago, but they eaztainly still brandished at
Greyfriars.

But there were advantages too. There was Latinlywkakw that he was making
headway working at it on his own, but it would hdlpe had a few lessons with
Quelch, There was the prospect of cricket too,aarthinly Greyfriars had a
reputation for that. Would anyone be harmed ifWwepped places with Billy? No, he



didn’t think so. Billy would miss out on lessonsitithat wouldn’t make any
difference to him.

‘Make up your mind!’ snapped Billy. Actually, he wéeeling anxious. He had been
sure that Wally would jump at the chance to go tey@iars. If he hadn’t been so
certain, he’d never have risked challenging Smiémg he’'d never have dared to tell
Coker what he thought of him. Nor would he havedriention. The thought of
having to return and face the music was absoluéetyfying.

‘I don’t know—'

‘Look here, Wally! Billy Bunter said, firmly. ‘I'dnever have thought that a relation
of mine could be so ungrateful. | thought it alt,cand | trudged all the way over here
to tell you, and now you're flinging it in my fackalways suspected that you weren't
much of a sportsman. Now | know.’

The jibe was just too much for Wally. *You lazy wliinag—' he began.

‘Me?’ squeaked Bunter indignantly. ‘Me, lazy? | biigo punch your nose in. |
should flatten it, that's what | should do.’

‘You just try,” said Wally, grimly.

‘No, no. I didn’t mean it, Wally, old chap. Reallgidn’t. It was disappointment that
made me say it. | thought you'd want to go to Griey$, and | need a break myself.
I've been working so hard recently,” he added, eathally. ‘What with one thing and
another, I've been run off my feet.’

‘Well, if you put it like that—’

‘I do, Wally, | do,’” said Billy Bunter, eagerly.

‘Right then. I'll give it a go.’

‘How long can you stay?’ the fat Owl asked.

‘Only until Monday afternoon. My parents will exgene back that evening, and
school starts on Tuesday.’

‘That’s fine,” said Billy, breathing a sigh of refi ‘Let’s push along to your digs and
see what the grub’s like—that is, we can changthetoand all of that. | dare say it'll
make us feel a bit peckish.’

The cousins got up and walked along the front tog&iarine Parade. The matter
was settled. If Wally had any doubts, he put thertihe back of his mind. He’'d given
his word, and that was that.

Billy Bunter had no doubts whatsoever. Since it Wiasbrilliant mind that had
thought up the wheeze, it was bound to be a witdass. In fact the fat Owl was
feeling pleased with himself. All the little spaiktrouble that had been weighing him
down had been transferred to the unsuspecting difdus cousin Wally. Billy Bunter
felt quite light hearted.

Chapter 11
Bunter?

The Famous Five had put their cricket bats dowthergrass, and they were sitting
beneath a shady tree near the school tuckshomdawold drink. They had put in
some hard practice, and they felt that they deseitve

‘Hallo, hallo. hallo! said Bob Cherry, as a famalliballoon-shaped figure bowled in
through the gates.

‘Golly! I wouldn't like to be in his shoes when Qak finds out that he cut extra
French,” remarked Frank.

‘He looks as if he hasn't got a care in the worsdid Harry Wharton. ‘Look at the



grin on his face.’

There was no reason why they should have thoughittivas anyone but the
blithering Owl, but had they been just a little mabservant they might have noticed
that he was wearing his specs rather low on hjdifié nose, as if he were looking
over rather than through them.

They watched with some amusement as Bunter neasetkh group of third formers.
One tugged at the sleeve of another, and whispered ear. Tubb looked up, a
delighted grin on his face as he spotted his o&drgn William George seemed quite
unaware of danger as he ambled amiably towardsdah®us Five. Tubb began to
trot towards Bunter. The trot became a run, anduhéecame a gallop.

‘Bunter’s for it!" said Johnny Bull.

Tubb’s intention was only too clear. He was goiongharge as hard as he could into
the fat freak, and bowl him over. Bunter, stillgdsliully ignorant of impending danger,
rolled on.

‘Wait for it,” said Harry Wharton. ‘There’s going be quite a collision.’

‘Correction,’ said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ‘Lidi@mnit. He might burst like a
balloon.’

‘Bang goes Bunter,’ said Frank.

‘Serve him right for scoffing Tubb’s ice,” gruntddhnny Bull.

Tubb had worked up quite a head of steam, and widlny towards Bunter like a
small express train.

‘Wait for it"" shouted Bob. ‘One, two, three—and adps!

There was a thud, and a crash. A cloud of dustdtbato the air, and there was a
loud wail. ‘Ooooh!

Tubb pranced round and round the prostrate Owlaimms waving wildly in the air.
‘Come on, come on! he yelled. ‘That’s just a saenflhat’s what you get for
pinching my ice. Get on your feet, Bunter. | havdmished with you yet.’

Dazed, Wally stared up at the warlike junior, amenthe sat up, slowly shaking his
head. Bewildered, he blinked up at Tubb from otertbp of his spectacles. This
wasn’t quite the reception he had expected whesntered the grounds of the school.
‘What was that for?’

‘You know,’ sneered Tubb. ‘You helped yourself ty moe-cream, that's what you
did.’

‘Oh!" In a way. Wally wasn’t surprised. He knew ltigusin only too well. His anger
was directed more towards Billy than towards tkisited junior.

‘Get up!” shouted Tubb. ‘Get up, or I'll boot yop

‘Oh, all right,” muttered Wally. The last thing leanted was a scrap, but he certainly
wasn’t going to be kicked by Tubb. As he scramlittehis feet, Tubb let out a yell of
delight, and took a short run, ready to barge Butbevn again.

There was another yell, and another thud. ‘OuctdhaA body hit the ground, and
another cloud of dust billowed up, but as it cldatbey saw Bunter looking down on
the dejected Tubb.

‘Christmas!” Bob was impressed. ‘Did you see that?’

‘What a nifty bit of footwork!” Harry Wharton wasgeally impressed.

Bunter had used both speed and agility as he kagssepped the junior’s rush,
before tripping him up.

‘Ooooh! Aaah! Ouch!” wailed Tubb.

‘Ready for another?’ asked Wally.

Tubb got to his hands and knees. ‘Ugh! he saidtla

‘That just about takes the cake,’ said Bob.



‘It's astonishing! said Harry.

‘What's come over him?’ asked Frank. ‘What with liéraging Smithy—'

‘And calling Coker a lout—’

‘And cutting detention—’

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh put his hands in his pgpasshe gazed at Bunter. ‘What a
remarkable transformation,’ he said.

‘Remarkable,” agreed Frank.

‘Oh, I say,” said Johnny. ‘Look at that. Tubb’s hexabugh.’

He was right. Tubb had had enough. Still on hamdskaees, he was backing away,
well out of range of those nimble feet, and therstn@ightened up. Red-faced, sadder
and wiser, he made his way to his friends, thesplesmaof barging Bunter now
replaced by the pain of being barged.

Bunter, a happy grin on his face, rolled on towdhdssmall group of Remove men.
He hadn’t welcomed the encounter with Tubb, buéast it had proved one thing. No
one had the remotest idea that he was not Billyt@&un

‘Hallo,” he said cheerfully, as he joined the Fam&ive.

‘Hil" said Bob Cherry.

‘What's got into you?’ asked Harry Wharton.

Wally frowned. He couldn’t think what he was talgiabout. ‘What do you mean?’
‘Oh, come on,’ said Bob. ‘You've been scuttling gwike a frightened rabbit
whenever Tubb’s come into view. You know you have.’

‘Me? | mean, have 1?’

‘Of course you have.’

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh went up to Bunter and evahtiis face very closely. ‘He
is different,’ he said, gravely.

Wally went pale. ‘Am—am |I—?’ he asked nervously.

‘Yes. There is no doubt about it. You have chang&@lly said nothing, but he
gulped. Hurree shook his finger under Bunter’s ntéeu’'ve washed.’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘That’s a bit much,” protested Wally, but actudtlg was relieved. For a moment, he
thought that he’d been found out.

‘He’s right,” said Bob. ‘You're much cleaner. Faileto the sea, have you?’

As everyone laughed, Wally joined in. It was allggmd-natured, and he was
delighted to feel that he was one of the crowd.

‘| say,” whispered Frank Nugent. ‘There’s Quelcle’siheading this way.’

Mr. Quelch, who had been walking around the quat Wir. Prout, the fifth form
master, had been attracted by the laughter ofdlge im his form. He came across to
them. Wally watched him approach.

He felt that if anyone could see that he was nty Bt would be Mr. Quelch.
‘Bunter!’

‘Yes, sir,” said Wally.

‘So you have returned at last, boy"

‘Oh, yes, Mr. Quelch.’

Quelch put his hands behind his back, rocking bacée/and forwards on his heels.
‘And you have had a pleasant afternoon?’

‘Very pleasant, sir.’

‘And your explanation for your conduct?’

‘My conduct, sir?” Wally didn’t know what he wadkang about.

Mr. Quelch sounded angry. “You were not in detamf half past two this afternoon.
You left the school, and deliberately disobeyed R@wv you have effrontery to tell



me that you have had a pleasant afternoon.’

‘Oh!” Wally said. So Billy had left school againstders and had gone into Pegg just
to persuade him to return in his place, and he’hagien had the decency to warn
him about the impending trouble.

‘Well?’ Quelch’s voice was so icy that it would leafrozen a volcano.

‘|—l—I—'" stammered Wally. ‘I'm sorry, sir.” There as nothing else that he could
say.

‘Go and wait in my study, you wretched boy"

‘Yes, sir,” said Wally. He could guess what he wbhé waiting for.

Still frowning, Mr. Quelch rejoined Mr. Prout, atize two masters resumed their
walk.

‘He’s for it,” said Bob, as they watched Bunter nmakhis way back into school.
‘Serves him right,” said Johnny Bull, unsympathailic ‘He asked for it.’

‘What a nerve!” said Frank. ‘He was as cool as @uober when he told Quelch he'd
had a pleasant afternoon.’

‘It'll be a swishing this time,” said Frank.

‘| think you are right,” said Hurree Jamset RamgBin

It was what Wally himself thought as he reacheddiber of Quelch’s study. For just
a moment he was tempted to turn round, march lmBlegg, and then kick his cousin
Billy all the way to Greyfriars. So this was thedt that Billy had planned for him,
was it? Well, he’d plan a similar treat for Billgter on. Reluctantly, Wally went into
Quelch’s study. He’d given Billy his word that hewd stay until Monday, and stay
he would.

Chapter 12
A Surprise for Quelch!

Mr. Quelch stood at the door of his study, amaZéere, seated in his armchair, was
Billy Bunter. It was true that he shouldn’t haveshesitting there at all, but since he
had been waiting for at least half an hour, theass,yperhaps, some excuse for it. But
it wasn't just the fact that Bunter was in his ahaic that astounded Quelch. It was
his occupation. He was reading. To see him witbakbn his hands at any time was
an astonishing sight, but to see him reading Vingik quite extraordinary.

He was concentrating hard, his eyes glued to tge,@nd he was wearing his
spectacles so low on his blob of a nose that itaga$ he could read without their aid.
When Quelch had first opened the door and quietlgred his study he had naturally
assumed that Bunter was playing out a little séenhis benefit, but he had been
watching him for some time now, and he was conwdribat the boy really was
absorbed.

The expression on his face changed from surprigelight. He had come in,
determined to cane Bunter for his outrageous belbavbut as he gazed at that intent
face bent over a page of Latin, he quite forgotlito

Bunter had been punished frequently in the pastamv it seemed that it had paid
off. He had doubted whether Bunter could ever bexonerested in his work, but the
boy really was reading. Mr. Quelch almost smiled.

‘Bunter! he said, in a kindly tone.

‘Oh! | beg your pardon, Mr. Quelch!” Wally boundedt of the armchair like a young
kangaroo, and stood facing the Remove masterhieisks pink, the Virgil still
clutched in his hands. ‘I—I'm afraid |—er—didn’t &eyou enter, sir. You see, |—



er 3

‘I am quite aware that you had no idea that | wathe room, Bunter. You were
reading.’

‘Yes, Mr. Quelch. Since | had to wait for you, sijust thought I'd pick up a book to
pass the time. I'm sorry, sir.’

Mr. Quelch sat at his desk. ‘There is nothing tsbey about. On the contrary, |
consider it a welcome change.’

‘It just happened to be on your table, sir, so—gllist sort of picked it up,” Wally
explained.

‘I see. And which particular passage were you regdny boy?’

‘The shipwreck scene. The one in the first book.’

Mr. Quelch nodded his approval. That was the sbengad given the boy to translate
as a punishment. By chance, Wally had hit on tijlat thing. ‘I cannot say how
pleased | am to see that you are beginning to ageeVirgil,” Quelch said. ‘I
consider it to be a very remarkable passage. Oghtreay that it is almost faultless.’

‘YOU WERE READINGY

‘That’'s what | think,” said Wally, eagerly, forgety) that he was supposed to be Billy.
‘But | did just wonder about lines 109 and 110. yhémost seem out of place.

‘Bless my soul!” exclaimed Quelch. If he had bearpsised before, he was
completely bewildered now. He would never havedweld that Bunter had either the
wit or the knowledge to make such an intelligembaek.

Wally suddenly realised that perhaps he had saianioch. ‘Perhaps I'm wrong, sir,’
he said, hastily. ‘I really don’t know. It simplyourred to me.’

‘No, no, no, Bunter! Do not apologise.” Mr. Quelshunded positively genial. ‘It is a
most interesting observation.” He was about toiocometwith this interesting
discussion when he caught sight of the cane oddsk. He pursed his lips, and



considered the matter. There was no doubt abdauriter’'s behaviour had been
disgraceful, and he deserved to be caned.

Wally noticed Quelch’s change of expression, atidvficed the direction of his eyes.
He held his breath. He thought he knew what then fioraster was thinking. He was
going to be whopped. He gritted his teeth. He'd have to grin and bear it.

Much to his surprise, instead of getting to hid ta&d seizing the cane, Mr. Quelch
put both hands on his desk, and looked Wally skgadihe eye. ‘I had every
intention of punishing you severely. Your conductdy has been flagrant—quite,
quite outrageous.’ He paused, and Wally’s hopeamégrise. ‘1 am going to excuse
you this time, Bunter, | shall expect to see aiominig interest in your studies. If you
revert to your usual idle state, then | shall hvéhink again. You may go, my boy.
‘Oh, thank you, Mr. Quelch,’ said Wally, with regidatitude, and he hurried away, in
case the Remove master should have another ch&hgart.

Mr. Quelch remained where he was, and thought thigemover. He was pleased—
very pleased indeed, but he was also perplexedchitwege in Billy Bunter was
extraordinary—quite extraordinary. It really wagzpling. Well, miracles did happen.
Perhaps one had happened to Bunter. For theifiretdince the boy had entered his
form, he had some hope. Maybe he wasn’t the dueddrhe had thought he was. He
picked up the Virgil that Bunter had left on hiskeand smiled, feeling hopeful.
Little did he know that when Wally disappeared fr@reyfriars, his hopes would
disappear too.

Chapter 13
Spot of Bother

‘Slacking again, Bunter!” said Toddy, walking irtics study.

Wally looked at him from over the top of his spet#s. ‘I've only just got here,” he
said. Luckily, Wally had a good memory and this leadbled him to find his way
from Quelch’s study to his own.

The study itself was far from grand—in fact, it wassitively shabby. None of the
chaps sharing it were particularly well off, andtsey had done nothing about
making it any smarter. The carpet was old and faded it was threadbare in places.
There was only one armchair, and that looked &hdd never been new. Toddy had
made a bookshelf, but since he wasn’t much of a@yraan, it wasn't level, so the
books tended to slide off onto the floor. Tom Daottawned quite a nice clock which
sat upon the mantlepiece, but since it always lsalidpast ten, it wasn’t a great deal
of use, except at half past ten, of course.

A lot of stuff was lying around—dog-eared booksljipper, a battered frying pan, an
old cricket ball, and some magazines. No, study m@s hardly palatial, but as far as
Wally was concerned, it was perfectly splendidfaiet, Greyfriars itself and
everything about it seemed perfectly splendid.

‘Come off it. You were slacking,” said Toddy. It svéhe kind of remark everyone
made when they entered Billy Bunter’s study, andas true. He was a slacker, but
Wally was not, and although Wally knew the remadswvaimed at his lazy cousin, it
stung just the same.

‘Quelch kept me waiting for ages.’

‘Did he whop you for cutting extra school?’

Wally shook his head. ‘No. He let me off.’

‘Phew! You must have the luck of the devil. Bob @keold me that Quelch was



hopping mad.’

‘He’d calmed down by the time he returned,’ saidllyWaHe was quite decent.’

‘He’s not likely to be in a forgiving mood againuBter,” warned Toddy. ‘You'd
better get down to a spot of work.’

‘What for?’ asked Wally. ‘It's nowhere near time farep, is it?’

‘You know it isn't, you silly fritter. I'm talkingabout that translation. You'll just have
to slog your way through it. Quelch will want itgt thing in the morning.’

Wally knitted his brows. ‘Translation? What trangla?’ he asked.

Peter gave a little laugh. ‘Honestly, Bunter! Yauget everything you don’t want to
remember. Well, if you don’t do it, Quelch will regou into little pieces.’

‘Oh—oh, yes,’ stammered Wally, although he hadmé slightest idea of what Toddy
was on about. ‘But—I'm not—'’

‘I know your little marbles rattle around in youregt, fat head, but you can’t tell me
that you've forgotten that extra translation. Oldelzhy trebled it this morning, didn’t
he? I'm telling you, fat man, that it'll be swiswish, swish unless you've got it
ready for tomorrow morning.

‘Oh, golly,” said Wally.

‘And it won’t do any good to tell Quelch that ittgoovered in ink and blew out of the
window before 1 lit the fire with it. He didn’t bielve you this morning, and he’s not
going to believe you tomorrow, so don’t try it on.’

‘Oh!’ repeated Wally, softly. His cousin had lefthwith more than one problem.
‘Now come on, you fat slug,” said Toddy, impatigntHeave yourself up, and get on
with it. You've got thirty-six lines to do, and litbe prep before long.’

‘Thirty-six lines?’

‘You know it was. Look here, fatty. I'll help toat you off since you're such a clot.’
‘Thanks!

Peter dragged up a chair. ‘Hoist yourself up, andese. You are an idiot, Bunter. If
you did a bit of work, you'd find it a piece of aak

‘Okay.” Wally jumped out of the armchair with sualacrity that Toddy almost fell
off his chair. The only time he had ever seen #i€fwl move so quickly was when
there was food on the horizon.

‘Here you are,” he said, pushing a pile of books\ally.

Wally thumbed his way through them. He’d been lahdéh yet another little treat
by his cousin, but he hadn't the slightest idea/bt he was supposed to do. He
could ask Toddy, but it might seem suspicious, famevasn’t going to risk it. ‘Can
you find the place for me, Toddy?’

Toddy rested an elbow on the table. ‘What?’ he,saidorised.

Wally grunted. What on earth was he supposed tstage? If only Billy had come
clean and told him what was in store for him, hailddiave been able to cope. But
still, if Billy had told him, then perhaps he woutéver have come. ‘Be a sport,
Toddy,” he begged. ‘Find the place.’

Toddy looked disgusted. ‘You lazy lump! Get yourdiV’

Wally gave a secret little smile. He’d solved thstfpart of the problem. It was
Virgil. He picked up the book, and opened it atd@m.

Toddy, his chin resting in his hand, groaned aldeadrgotten how to read? You're
supposed to be looking at the first book, not ikths

‘Oh, sure.” Wally nodded. He was making progressitSvas a passage in the front of
the volume. Slowly, he thumbed over a few pages.

Impatiently, Peter snatched it out of his handsat’t stand it. You're driving me
nuts, bonehead. Here. This is it. It's the bit dlibe shipwreck.” He opened the book



at the right place. ‘Come on. Pick up your pen.l,abstarts “O thrice and four times
blessed”. Now get that down before you forget.’dé¢ up and stood over Wally until
he saw him begin, and then he went and flung hindeein. ‘I've translated the first
line. That's all 'm going to do, so it's no googing to get me to help you out. You
can flog your own brain, not that there’s muchlogyf

Wally picked up a piece of paper, and gave a rdéfid smile when he realised that
he had to use a steel-nibbed pen and ink. Thereawado be said for Greyfriars, and
a great deal to be said for tradition, but havimgde a pen and ink in these days was
carrying things just a bit too far.

As Wally buckled down to his task, Peter Todd watthith surprised eyes. He'd
expected the Owl to ask for help but his pen wasadly racing across the page.

He became even more staggered as time went orOWhe/as writing the translation
as fast as he could read it. He couldn’t make tit What had come over him?
Actually, Wally was getting quite a lot of pleasumeat of doing the work, completely
forgetting that he was supposed to be hopelesatat. lif he’d remembered, he would
have played his part a bit more carefully.

‘What's got into you, Bunter?’ Toddy demanded at.la

Wally looked up. ‘I don’t know what you mean.’

Toddy got out of the chair, and stood at the sidb@table. ‘It beats me. You've
been steaming through that translation like a indekthrough butter. You're even
writing decently for a change. If you can do it enwhy can’t you always do it? Your
work usually looks as if it's been written by a dken spider.’

‘Well—er, | don’t know.’

‘Just look at it Peter jabbed a Finger onto tlage. ‘Not a mistake in sight. I'm
dashed if | understand it. Why haven’t you doreefiore? | suppose you thought it
easier to get it off other chaps. You lazy houndiéw | think of the time I've spent
helping you out—’

No, no, Toddy, said Wally, anxiously. You know hiado Latin. Really | can't. |
can't stand the stuff. It's just that | went ovlistbit, and—"’

Peter Todd was working himself up into a tempeéve‘been looking at you ever
since you sat down. You haven’'t opened the dictipnace. You've not even
glanced at the grammar. First of all, | thought §@’d had a spot of help from
someone, and that it had sunk into your thick Headnce, but you couldn’t have
memorised this lot. It's your own work, isn’t it?oM could do it all the time. You've
been pulling our legs, haven't you? You're jusag fdle porpoise! You—you lazy
lump!” and he thumped Wally on the head.

‘Yaroo! roared Wally.

Peter grabbed a handful of Wally’s hair and barfyedead on the table. ‘Serve you
right!” he snorted, and marched out of the stuthmsning the door behind him.

‘Oh, gosh!” Wally sat up and rubbed his sore h&#dll, painful though the
experience had been, he’'d learned quite a lot ffoddy. He looked at his neat,
careful translation, and then took a fresh pieceapfer, and started again. This time
he used the authentic William George Bunter stjlescrawled it out, making a
mistake here and there, and he Finished it off aitlinky smear, a smudge, a few
blots. It went against the grain to hand in worbimg like that, but Wally realised
that he had to do it. What he didn’t realise wad tiy Bunter standards, it was still a
remarkably good piece of work.

Chapter 14



One for his Nob!

‘Enjoying life, Bunter?’ asked Bob Cherry, grinniagthe fat Owl.

‘You bet!" said Wally, enthusiastically.

Bob looked at him curiously. It was yet anotherdidgal morning, already bright and
warm. They were standing with a small group of Reenmen, awaiting the arrival of
Mr. Quelch.

What interested Bob was the fact that Bunter sthede beaming, with his hands in
his pockets and his books tucked under his armbobtiypcould be gloomy on such a
day, but Bunter’s face had the kind of expressigumally seen only when he was
gazing at a lavishly spread table. Generally spgpkhe Bunter beam was missing
when lessons were about to start, especially wheyndtarted with Latin, and Latin
was to be followed by English literature, and thgmaths. Bunter’s loathing of
Latin, his contempt for literature and his hatréanaths were well known.

Wally felt marvellous—on top of the world. He hddp like a top and as yet, no one
had guessed that he was not Billy. Someone mighd dane so if he had been awake
the previous night, for the resonant Bunter snaiet theen missing.

Neither had anyone spotted that he was more pkatiabout washing than usual, but
most were aware that there was a difference in hutthey couldn’t put their fingers
on what that difference was.

Wally had woken up early that morning. He had juchpet of bed, had had a shower,
and had wandered around the quad and the plaglusfibreathing in the atmosphere
of Greyfriars. Then he’d had a good breakfast, lzamti bounded up to his study to
collect his books.

He turned to Bob ‘What a marvellous morning! | wanit mind a spot of cricket.’
‘Cricket!” Bob exclaimed. ‘What, you?’

‘That'’s right. Me,” agreed Wally. ‘I'd like to geh as much as | can while I'm here.’
‘While you’re here?’ repeated Bob.

‘Oh, bother! I—l—er——Wally realised that he had made a mistake. He had
forgotten that he was supposed to be Billy.

‘You've always had just as much cricket as you\emted up to now,’ said Bob, ‘and
that’s practically none. You spend all your timeldmg it. Wharton’s had to kick you
out to the field over and over again.’

‘Have 1? Well, it's different now. |————

‘Watch it, Bunter!” broke in Skinner. ‘Smithy’s dmis way!"’

Vernon-Smith and Redwing came round the corner hatteéd outside the Remove
form room. Wally barely glanced at the Bounderhaligh he didn’t know why he
should watch out for the Bounder, he soon foundldigt head rang as Smithy
smacked it.

‘Ow! Wow!" he yelled, above the burst of laught&uch!’

‘Just keeping my promise,’ grinned the Bounder.

Wally rubbed his ear, and glared at Smithy fromrdkie top of his spectacles. ‘You
great ape! What was that for?’

Smithy gave a dry laugh. ‘Don't tell me you've fotgen already. That's for filching
my chocs.’

Although he didn’t show it, Wally was furious. Sud was another of Billy’s little
treats, was it? Well, it was something he wasnihgao put up with. Life wasn’t
going to be worth living if he was going to be beidbtind thumped all over the place.
‘You keep your hands to yourself,” he said, ‘of lihsh your head against the wall.’
The Bounder burst into laughter. “Try it! Just itryyou fat fritter!



‘Go on, Bunter,” urged Skinner. ‘Give him one fas Inob.’

Wally looked directly at the Bounder. “You've askfed it, Vernon-Smith.’

The Bounder gave him a mocking smile. ‘That’s rjgittu greedy guzzler. Let’s see
you try.’

Two hands shot out and grasped the Bounder. Hewvaiked round and round, and
his head was cracked against the wall. The harajspdd and the Bounder staggered
back. He almost fell over, an amazed expressidm®oface. He pulled himself
together, slowly rubbed his sore head, and themmea his fingers carefully as if he
expected to see blood. The little crowd stood tisdemtly, waiting for Smithy’s
counter-attack.

Skinner turned to Wally. ‘The fat’s in the fire now

I'd skip while the going’s good. Smithy’s goingtiar you limb from limb.’

But Wally made no attempt to skip. He remained #yachere he was, confidently
facing the Bounder, awaiting the next move. Foraamant or two, Smithy did
nothing. He just stood, his eyes fixed on Buntex hands tenderly touching his head
again. He was stunned by Bunter’s action. It wai§ the worm really had turned. It
hardly seemed possible that it was that rabbit &wvho had jammed his head
against the wall. He gave himself a shake, and chaveace or two nearer Wally, his
fists clenched, a deadly gleam in his dark eyes.

‘Hold on, Smithy,” said Tom Redwing, warningly. lkeew what a foul temper
Vernon-Smith had.

Smithy shook off Redwing’s restraining hand. ‘Let gou fool!"” he hissed. ‘I'm

going to get Bunter! I'm going to smash that fated fool! I'm going to hammer him
into a jelly.’

‘Not now,’ said Redwing, urgently. ‘Quelch will beere any moment now.’

‘To hell with Quelch!” Vernon-Smith rushed at Buntbut Bunter, far from bolting,
stood his ground. Two fat hands flashed up, andt8tsisavage punch was brushed
aside. A heavy fist thudded into his chest. He gddpudly, and tottered back against
the wall, and then, very slowly, he slipped dowd &y sprawling on the ground.
‘Oh, my belt and braces!’ cried Bob Cherry. ‘Ih©#ppening or are we dreaming?”’
‘Bunter in Wonderland,” suggested Hurree Jamset Bargh.

‘All of us in Wonderland,’ said Skinner.

‘Lookout!” said Hazeldene. ‘Here comes Quelch!

As Mr. Quelch’s angular figure appeared round thedoof the corridor, the Bounder,
his face crimson with fury, managed to get to betf The form master gave the class
a severe glance. He was perfectly well aware thaeshing had been going on, but
he knew that it would be pointless to question th€he form fell silent as he
unlocked the classroom, and they filed in.

Smithy was thirsting for revenge. ‘You challenged ta a scrap yesterday. you fat
slob,” he hissed.

‘Who? What? Me?’

‘Yes, you did, you fat toad. | was going to let yaff, but you've had it now, Bunter.
I'll see you behind the gym after class. Believe iebeat you into a blancmange.’
‘Oh,” said Wally, glumly, as he took his place iass. Quelch looked at him sharply
as he sat down and nodded, satisfied. The boy skbrnghter, cleaner and tidier than
usual.

‘Bunter! Have you done your translation?’

‘Yes, Mr. Quelch,’ replied Wally, thankful that Tdg had tipped him off.

‘Then kindly bring it to me.’

As Bunter eased himself from behind his desk amdi&a his work to Quelch, Toddy



whispered to Harry Wharton, ‘It beats me. He didllithimself, and he got through it
in a flash. | think he’s been having us on.’

Mr. Quelch ran his eye over the work. ‘Hm, hm! $ed, approvingly. ‘This is an
improvement, my boy—a great improvement. Howe\regte are one or two careless
mistakes, but nevertheless, it is an improvement.’

‘Oh, yes, sir. Sorry, sir,” murmured Wally, unalideexplain that he’d made those
careless mistakes very carefully indeed.

‘Now | know what you are capable of, | shall expgatl to keep it up. And Bunter, |
should be grateful, my boy, if you could managavoid so many blots and smears.
They do distract from the work.’

‘Yes, Mr. Quelch.’

‘Go to your place, Bunter. You will begin to traatd aloud.’

Although Mr. Quelch was pleased with the fat Ovd,Had still had a lurking
suspicion that the boy had had some help with likyand he was going to test him.
The class sat up, ready for a good laugh. Bunteiddee counted on to produce some
really good bowlers, but they were disappointedtndeslated smoothly and
intelligently, and he didn’t make a mistake.

‘Very good indeed, my boy,” said Mr. Quelch, appraly.

It was a happy morning for Wally, but a bad oneSarithy. Wally's face glowed

with pleasure, but Smithy’s didn’t. He sat in thassroom scowling, his fists
clenched, longing for the moment when he wouldlie # teach that fat slug a hard
lesson.

Chapter 15
The Bounder Means Business

‘Smithy, old man—"

Vernon-Smith swung round. ‘Shut up!” he snappeRedwing. He was in a bad
temper. He still hadn’t got over the skirmish wigbinter that morning.

‘Forget it, Smithy. It's not worth bothering abdut.

‘Forget it?’ raged Smithy. “You must be joking! I'mot going to let that suet pudding
crack my head against a wall and get away witHefs going to pay for it!’

‘But Smithy,” urged Redwing, ‘that fat chump castand up to you if it comes to a
scrap. He won't stand a chance. Anyway, you smabketead first.’

‘And you know what for. He started the whole thimghelping himself to my box of
chocs. I told him more than once that | was gomgitk him until he replaced it, and
that's exactly what | did.” Actually it wasn't trdisappearance of the chocs that riled
the Bounder. It was the humiliation of being thuichjpy a fat wart like Bunter. It
would have been bad enough if there had been mesges, but the fact that so many
of the Remove had seen it had made it worse. ‘H&tveoack my head against a wall
again!’

‘Oh, give it a miss, Smithy. A scrap with Bunterwla be just crazy. You know that
the fat Fibber can’t stand up to you.’

‘He should have thought of that before he bashedheaygl,” said the Bounder, grimly.
‘Thinking doesn’t come easily to Bunter.” Redwingiqted out.

Vernon-Smith stood in the bright sunlight. ‘Thers@mething different about
Bunter.’

‘I know,” Reddy agreed. ‘He’s not quite such a hinglcoward as he used to be.’
‘That's right,” agreed Smithy. ‘That probably medhat he won’t back out of the



scrap.’

Redwing tried once again. ‘Let him off, Smithy. \Méknow you can lick him with
one hand tied behind your back. You don’t havertwve it. We all know what you
can do.’

‘I'm going to teach him a lesson!” Vernon-Smith kaal round the quad. ‘There he is,
the warty hog!’

He strode across Bunter with Redwing at his hé&tsldy was troubled. He felt that
Smithy was making an ass of himself by insistinga@trap with Bunter. It would be
one-sided, and Smithy would go down in everyongision. They'd think he was
carrying his feud too far.

Bunter! * shouted the Bounder.

‘Yes?’ Wally glanced at him.

Vernon-Smith marched up. ‘Forgotten our little spay match behind the gym, have
you?’

Wally made a face, and then gave an exasperatedHeghadn’t forgotten about it at
all, but he had been hoping that Smithy would giviemiss. It all seemed so stupid.
‘Look here, Smithy,” he said mildly, ‘why don’t weash it out? | don’t want to have
a scrap with you and—'

‘I know you don't, sneered the Bounder, ‘but | @gmd if you don’t come round to
the back of the gym right now, I'll kick you allwad the quad.’

‘Yes?’ Wally gave him a half-smile. *You just tri/’i

Vernon-Smith flushed. ‘I'll do just that, Buntefll kick you from wall to wall
unless—’

‘Smithy, for goodness sake—’

‘Mind your own business, Redwing!

Hearing Smithy’s angry voice, a number of the Reendnfted across to see what the
row was about.

‘You've got cold feet, have you?’ jeered Smithy.

‘Not exactly, but—’

Harry Wharton went up to the Bounder. ‘You can’tamét, Smithy"

‘Oh, yes, | do, Wharton. You saw what happenedrtiosning.’

‘Sure, but there’s no need—'

‘But there is,” snapped the Bounder. ‘You heard bimllenge me to a fight. He
should have thought—'

‘Thinking is not Bunter’s strongest point,” murmdrelurree Jamset Ram Singh.
‘Chuck it, Smithy,” said Bob. ‘You don’t have to &k his block off to show that
you're the better man. Don’t be an ass!

Smithy, his eyes blazing, rounded on Bob Cherrpu™ better watch what you're
saying, Cherry, or I'll smash you after I've smagimem.” He smacked a fist into the
palm of his hand. ‘Ready, Bunter?’

The fat Owl eyed Smithy doubtfully, and the junitweked knowingly at each other.
If Bunter ran true to form, he would back out o gtrap and risk the booting round
the quad, but they weren’t prepared to bet onuttBr had presented a side to his
character that they had never seen before. Hetbhad sp to Tubb, and he’d told the
mighty Coker what he thought of him.

‘Well?’

Bunter shrugged. ‘Oh, all right, Smithy,” he saidsually. ‘I've told you, I'd much
rather we didn’t, if you insist——

‘You bet your life | do?

Bunter turned and surveyed the small crowd of jimitwWho'll be my second?’ he



asked.

‘Oh, gumboots and gaiters!” exclaimed Bob Cherfou can’t mean you’re going to
take him on?’

‘Yes, | do,” said Wally, coolly.

Bob took a deep breath. ‘Okay, fat man. If youally bent on suicide, then I'll be
your second, and take care of what'’s left of youtrele, go and get the wheelbarrow,
will you? Bunter’s going to need it.’

‘Ha, ha, ha’’

‘I don’t consider that particularly funny,’ said \lMa ‘You don’t need to worry about
me. | can handle Smithy.’

‘He must have gone completely off his head,” sa@hk to Mauly.

‘Never seen him so composed before,” Mauly repligd. astonishin’.’

Skinner touched Reddy on the arm. ‘You want to wvatgt,” he said. ‘The fat man’ll
do a bunk as soon as he gets round the corner.’

‘I hope he does,’ said Reddy. ‘Smithy’s in suctoal fmood that he’ll murder him.’
‘Don’t worry, Redwing,’ said Harry. ‘Bob and thehars are going to step in if it gets
too nasty.’

Fisher T Fish sidled up to Wally. ‘Say, if you wdatskedaddle, I'll try and trip
Smithy up if he chases you.’

Wally gave a wry smile, and shook his head. Heigedlthat his cousin was the
world’s biggest coward and that if he were to giés/part properly, he should back
out of the contest, but he couldn’t. It went agaths grain.

So, surrounded by a crowd of excited juniors, hatwéf to that quiet spot behind the
gym where no one in authority would be likely t@ sehat was going on.

Chapter 16

Caught!

While Wally was getting ready for his fight with &hy, Bunter was enjoying life in
Pegg. He had forgotten all about his challengééd®ounder, and even if he had
remembered it, he wouldn’t have cared.

He was sitting on the soft, golden sands in thiidort afternoon sunshine, his back
comfortably

propped against a rock, and he was gazing vacanite direction of the sea.

Life was great. He hadn’t had such a good times@arg—no work, lots of grub, and
money—Wally’s money—in his pocket.

The fat Owl gave a contented grin. Wally was a brggol than he had imagined.
There he was,

grinding away at Latin and maths and history ahthal rest of that rubbish instead of
happily lazing away in Pegg.

Billy put his hand into his pocket, pulled out aket of cigarettes and matches, and
lit up. As he puffed away, he wondered if he cquidsibly extend his little break but,
sadly, he shook his head. It couldn’t be done. Wadld said that he had to return on
Monday.

Idly, he watched the smoke from the cigarette #miaup into the air, thinking how
peaceful life was. A second later, that peace Wwatered.



‘WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?’

‘Bunter! thundered a voice—a voice he knew only well.

‘Oh, crumbs!’

Guiltily, he whipped the cigarette from his lipsitisomehow, in his panic, managed
to put it back again.

‘Ow! Wow! Ugh!" he squealed. The lighted end hadhgan first. ‘Oooh!” He took it
out with shaking fingers and tried to bury it iretband, and then looked up at the
purple-faced Mr. Prout who was standing over him.

‘What are you doing here? You are a disgrace tyi@aes! This is appalling
behaviour—Ilolling on the beach, smoking—' He shaokangry finger at the
cringing Owl. ‘Pegg is out of bounds except on Imallidays! Is this a half holiday,
Bunter?’

‘No,” muttered the Owl. ‘Tain’t.’

‘Smoking! Out of bounds! Prout paused, and thespeatted something else. ‘Good
gracious! Where is your cap? Why are you not wgaywur blazer? Whatever will
Mr. Quelch say about this?’

Mournfully, Bunter blinked up at the fifth form ntas, and tried to think of some way
of getting out of this spot of trouble. He couldi@t Prout march him back to
Greyfriars, not with another Bunter in residence.

‘Get up, Bunter! Prout was almost shaking withyfut shall take you back to
Greyfriars, and hand you over to Mr. Quelch. | havedoubt that he will know how
to deal with you!

Bunter looked even more dismal. ‘Oh, lor’! I—I diBunter, sir!’ he stammered.
‘What?’

‘l—I—He’s not me—not me at all. I—I'm his cousirBilly gabbled.



‘Silence!’

‘But—nbut, that is, we—we just happen to look alike,” burbled Bunter. ‘We’re
always being taken for each other. It happendaltime. I'm not me—really I'm not.
Even my sis—sister don’t know me.” He was beginriméeel desperate. He hadn’t
wanted anyone to know that he had a cousin stagiRggg, but anything was better
than being dragged back to Greyfriars.

Mr. Prout stared at him. ‘I can hardly believe thati are in your right mind, Bunter!’
‘But—but | am. That is, he is.’

‘And what is that supposed to mean?”’

‘I—I've said, sir. | told you. | ain’t Bunter, sif.ain’t Billy. I—I wouldn’t want to be
him. I'm my cousin Wally, sir. —I'm another chap-tite different. Never seen you
before, Mr. Prout. Not once. Couldn’t—considerifrg hot me. |—I—yaroo00!
Ouch!’

He let out a roar as Mr. Prout pounced. He seizeddt Owl’s collar, and hauled him
to his feet. ‘Stop this ridiculous charade, Buni#fe shall see what Mr. Quelch has to
say about thisV’

As Bunter shambled along by the side of Mr. Prbatbecame more and more
depressed, quite unable to imagine what he hadsaiuse the suspicions of the
master.

As they made their way along the crowded promendeter’s eyes flashed wildly
from side to side, hoping that there might be anchaof escape, but Prout held his
arm in a vice-like grip.

‘Come along! snapped Prout, as Bunter draggedelis ‘| don’t want to waste time.
I've a great deal to do.’

Billy Bunter was only too keen to waste time and @ffithe hour of reckoning, but it
was hopeless. Mr. Prout was determined to reackff@es as soon as possible. As
they got nearer, both Billy Bunter’'s heart andispsank lower and lower until they
had reached the bottom of Wally’s neat shoes.

Chapter 17

Smithy Meets his Match

While the gloomy-faced Billy was being marched bexkchool, Wally was behind
the gym.

News of the scrap had spread, and quite a lotllofffe had gathered to see the fun.
They all knew that Bunter was a duffer at everyghireverything except scrounging,
that is—and he was particularly hopeless at boxingas even worse than his
cricket, and that was dreadful. Even if he did squgp to the Bounder, he couldn’t
hope to make any impression on him. Smithy wouldlide to punch hm for just as
long and hard as he liked.

All eyes were on the Owl as he stood in the makeshg, and most of the eyes were
curious. Why weren't his fat knees knocking, and/whd he got that confident smile
on his lips? It seemed very odd.

They might have been looking at a stranger as hppetd off his jacket and handed it
to Johnny, gave his specs to Bob as if he had ad okthem, and held out steady
hands so that Toddy could slip on the gloves.

Most people grinned at the Owl, but they staredhway disapproval at the Bounder.
Bunter was annoying, and his habit of filching otheople’s tuck made him less than



popular, but kicking him was one thing. Beating himwas another. The fat man had
no more chance than a punchbag, and although thed®o had been provoked by
him, he was taking things too far.

The fact was, the Bounder’s pride had been hud,sanhe had to get his own back
somehow. He justified the fact that he had for¢ed@wl into a fight by reminding
himself that it was Bunter who had issued the eimgjé, and if he didn’t know how to
handle his fists, that was his bad luck. A felloWwoacouldn’t box shouldn’t lay hands
on him.

The opponents stood in their corners, Smithy wilbok of cold fury in his eyes, and
the fat Owl with an air of cool confidence.

Lord Mauleverer looked at his watch. ‘Time!” heledl

The Bounder leaped into the middle of the ringgmaling to land a series of heavy
punches which would push Bunter around withoutrgjuiim time to sink to his
knees and beg for mercy, but the Owl didn’t baclywe met the ferocious attack
with the cool steadiness of an experienced boxer.

Because he hadn’t expected any resistance, thed@obecame careless. Suddenly,
his flailing fists were knocked aside, and a hdo/g landed heavily on his nose. He
stumbled backwards, while Bunter stood still, rasdis raised, awaiting the next
onslaught.

‘Suffering codfish! ‘breathed Bob Cherry.

‘An astonishing performance,’ remarked Hurree JarRsen Singh.

‘Who’d have thought he had it in him?’ said Frank.

As Wally and the Bounder moved around the ringkilog for an opening, Johnny
sounded impressed. ‘He really knows how to uséaimis!

Wally landed another blow, and Vernon-Smith gawehaad a little shake. A streak
of red came from his nose, and slowly dribbled déwenchin. He wiped away the
blood with a glove, and then launched himself omtBuonce again. Fellows held
their breath, waiting for the fat man to go craghio the ground under that fierce
attack, but it didn’t happen.

‘What a turn up for the book!” shouted Toddy. Hoe first time ever, he felt a sort of
pride in his study-mate. ‘Keep at it! Go on, yotgarpoise!

Bob clutched his brow. ‘I'm dreaming! | must be’’

‘If you are dreaming, my dear friend, then Smitbyaving a nightmare.’

Harry watched Bunter’s footwork. ‘What's come owm? He’s usually as nimble as
a hippopotomus.’

‘He’s getting the upper hand! ’ said Bob, excitedly

The two were putting everything they’'d got into thght, the Bounder constantly on
the attack, Bunter standing his ground, and lantamgblows for every punch he
took, refusing to be flustered by the flurry of wia

As Mauly called time, they broke off. Bunter werick to his corner, bouncing on the
balls of his feet. He seemed as fresh as paint this First round.

Smithy wasn’t in quite such good shape. He stodusrcorner, breathing hard, and
leaning on Redwing’s arm. His astonishment wasr@at@s his anger. It didn’t seem
possible for Bunter’s fat fists to have hammerad Bo heavily.

‘What’s come over him, Reddy?’ he gasped, and #ueled in quiet fury, ‘I'll punch
him until he bursts!’

‘Call it off, Smithy,” urged Redwing. ‘He’ll be owgltoo glad.’

‘Shut up! I'm not stopping until he’s a quiveringass of red jelly”

Mauly consulted his watch again. ‘Time!’

The Bounder straightened up, eager to get on wittad it been William George in



the ring, the fat Owl would have had the biggestting of his life, but it wasn't. It
was Wally, and he took it all in his stride.

The Fight went on, each of them taking and giviagidtknocks, but Bunter retained
his skill and agility, while the Bounder’s attackdame wilder.

‘It's just potty. | don’t understand it,” declarétarry Wharton at the end of the second
round. ‘I still think we’re going to have to brettks up, but we’ll be saving Smithy’s
skin, not Bunter’s.’

Johnny frowned. ‘I can’t make it out.’

‘Bunter’s putting a lot of weight behind those phes,’ said Frank.

‘And he’s got plenty of that,” smiled Hurree JamRaim Singh.

‘| always thought it was just fat,” said Johnny.

Bob Cherry, busy in Bunter’s corner, fanned himhwiits handkerchief. ‘Are you all
right, old man?’

‘Fine, thanks. But look here. I'd rather we paclktad. Ask Smithy if he’s willing to
call it a day, will you?’

‘Sure.” Bob attracted Redwing’s attention. ‘Ask $myiif he’s willing to wrap it up,
will you?”’

Redwing bent over Smithy. ‘Why not, Smithy?’

Smithy lifted his sweating, blood-smeared face, scalvled at his friend. ‘Are you
saying that he’s beaten me?’

‘Of course I'm not, but—’

‘Then belt up! I've not finished with him yet, bUil finish him off in the next round.
I'll murder him!” he added, savagely.

‘Well, what about it?’ shouted Bob.

As Redwing shook his head and spread his armsiwideesture of helplessness,
Smithy shouted defiantly, ‘I'll slaughter him!’

‘Timel’

There was almost total silence as the third roweghh. Smithy went into yet another
ferocious attack and, for the first time, Buntepe@red to give ground. Eagerly, the
Bounder followed up, pressing him hard and deteeahito finish him off. As Bunter
backed away, the Bounder, now confident of victagyanced again, his fists
pounding away. Then, unexpectedly, the Owl sidpgstd and launched a vicious
counter-attack. Vernon-Smith was spun off his fekt.legs buckled, and he
staggered a pace or two before crashing to thengrou

‘Oh, my hat?’

‘Smithy’s down!” shouted Toddy, wild with delight.

Mauly began counting. ‘One—two—three—' Vernon-Smithde an effort to get up,
but he sank back again, shaking his dazed headr-Five— six—seven.’ Once
again Smithy tried to get to his feet. This timeafmost dragged himself upright, but
his legs had no strength in them, and he collapgeda heap on the ground. ‘Eight—
nine—ten! Out!’

There was a loud cheer. The fight behind the gym ever. The Bounder had been
counted out, and Bunter was the victor.

Chapter 18
Both Bunters!

Wally was alone in study no 7. A lot of chaps hadegout with bats under their arms
after tea. Wally would have liked to join them, i scrap with Smithy had been



long and hard, and he was tired. So he sat neavitttow, gazing down into the
quad.

He was feeling contented. Life at Greyfriars hathéd out to be interesting, and in
spite of the little spots of trouble that he haldented from Billy, he was enjoying
almost everything about it.

From where he was sitting, he had a good vieweftlad. Some of the chaps were
strolling about in the late afternoon sunshine.lf@gsvas sunning himself outside his
lodge, and Wingate and Gwynne of the sixth wetengibn a bench, quietly chatting
to each other. Temple of the fourth, elegant as, @vas leaning against a tree,
surveying the scene, while Coker was stalking actios quad with the easy grace of
a hippopotomus. He saw Tubb snatch off Nugent nere@ap and rush away with it,
and he heard Dicky Nugent’'s warcry as he tore &iter

Two figures were approaching the gate, and Wallgwed up his eyes, wondering if
he could recognise them. As they came nearer,cheHik face went pale. ‘Oh, that's
torn it he gasped. Mr. Prout was marching alomg ipurposeful way, and Billy
Bunter was trailing behind him.

How on earth had that idiot let himself get caughProut? As soon as it was realised
that there were two Bunters, the game would b&hbpy would be trundled into Dr
Locke’s study and to explain to the astonished eestler just what they had been up
to. Wally shuddered at the thought.

He peered quickly out of the window again. Billysi@anging back, clearly looking
for a chance to bolt, but Prout, his hand on Bsligbllar, was dragging him along. It
was obvious that Billy wasn’t coming willingly. Heas there because he had no
option.

Wally thought quickly. The only way to get out big mess was for him to vanish so
that there would be only one Bunter at Greyfrigts.only hoped that Billy Bunter
wouldn’t give the game away. He was such a blitigeiliot that he was likely to
blurt out anything, especially if he thought thatvould save his own skin.

It was lucky that most of the chaps were out onpllaging field. If he moved quickly,
he could probably get away without being seen,Biltd would be able to step into
his shoes. He left the window and made for the dmatrhe heard footsteps coming
along the passage. Wally caught his breath. Supgmseeone entered the study and
suppose that someone happened to glance out windew—well, that would be the
end. They'd see one Bunter inside, and anothegldrimgged across the quad by
Prout. He clapped his hand to his mouth.

There were voices. ‘For heaven’s sake, Smithyjtcuit! It was Redwing.

‘Let go of my arm, Redwing!” The Bounder’s voice sMdick with anger.

‘Leave Bunter alone!

‘Not until I've hammered him black and blue.’

‘Simmer down, Smithy. It was a fair fight. Don’tkame how Bunter managed to
knock you down, but he did, and that's all therwoig.’

‘But | wasn’t beaten by that fat freak.” The Bournidevoice was very angry. ‘| wasn’t
licked. He couldn't lick a jelly baby. | could haearried on. | would have, if Mauly
hadn’t counted me out.’

‘But he did.’

Redwing and Vernon-Smith had been talking to edlhran the landing, but now
they started to move down the passage againasgiiing.

‘I'll show that grease-spot whether he licked manot.’

‘You’re making a fool of yourself, Smithy.’

‘I'll sort you out later, Redwing. | know Buntertsoled up in his study. I'll get that fat



rat.’

Wally’s heart beat faster as he stood at the d@dr, crikey!” he muttered. Now he
couldn’t escape.

‘Give it a rest,” urged Redwing. The footsteps giegh again.

‘If you don’t take your hands off me, Reddy, I'thash you here and now.’

‘Chuck it. Let’'s go down to the nets instead. YaowWw you want to play in the
Highcliffe match. A spot of practice wouldn’t doyany harm.” There was silence,
and just for a moment Wally hoped that Redwing peicuaded Smithy to forget his
grievances, but hope faded as the Bounder snafpedell with the match!’
Footsteps came towards the door of study no 7.yWratived quickly. Quietly, he
grasped the door knob, and turned the key. He wiggwst in time. The handle
rattled, and there was the creak of wood as a dhowas put to the door.
‘What—?’

‘Smithy, don’t,’ pleaded Redwing.

The Bounder wrenched at the door knob. ‘It's lodkkad exclaimed. ‘That rotten
coward has locked it.’

‘Stop it, Smithy!’

Smithy ignored him, and banged and kicked at trer.dBunter! You Filthy rat, open
the door! Come on, open up!’

‘I've had enough. I'm clearing off,” said Redwing.

The Bounder continued to pound at the door, bhbalgh the door shuddered, it held
fast. ‘Let me in. Let me in, you warty toad! If yoon’t open up, I'll kick it in!

Wally breathed hard. He was safe for the momeritpbly for the moment. It was
true that Smithy couldn’t get in, but there waswvay that he could get out. He was
cornered!

Chapter 19
Two of Them

‘Ow—ow! Wow!’

Smithy stopped thumping the door and swung routadt|lsd at hearing a fat squawk.
He had been convinced that study no 7 harboure@géwnchy porcupine, and yet
here he was, trudging up the passage, his fat ldatthing the seat of his trousers.
‘Bunter! What are you doing here?’ he exclaimed.

Bunter gave him a mournful look. He’d just left Qzke Prout, as he had promised,
had taken him on a little visit to his form masted, as he had prophesied, Quelch
had taken a very serious view of the matter. Hevilaalcked the Owl, and the Owl
was feeling very sorry for himself.

Smithy looked Bunter up and down, ‘What are younvepthat gear for?’

Bunter peered down at himself. He had forgottertfiermoment that he was wearing
Wally’s clothes. ‘Oh—er—uwell, |, that is, | dunno.’

The Bounder looked back at the study door. ‘Who’gaur room?’

‘What?’

‘I've practically skinned my fists hammering on tltor—' Smithy suddenly
remembered why he was there, and he made a sudsieatrBunter.

‘Here! | say—oh, hands off! Leggo, you beast!

Yaroo!” yelped the Owl, as Smithy’s foot shot ode skidded down the passage,
slipped and fell. The Bounder strode after him stwed astride his podgy form.
‘Oooh! ‘wailed Bunter.



Quite unexpectedly, the Bounder burst out laughi@gt you at last, you fat freak!
he said, and

walked off. It was hardly worth bothering with thmbuntain of misery.

‘Beast!’ hissed Billy Bunter, as he watched the Bader disappear. He clambered
slowly to his feet, and pushed at the study ddawak locked. ‘Who’s there?’

‘I am, you fathead!” whispered Wally. ‘Who else vidiother to lock the door?’ He
let the Owl in. ‘Hurry up,’ he said, and lockedagain as Bunter scurried inside.
‘What an idiotic chump you are!’ burst out Wallfirst you persuade me to come to
Greyfriars, and then you're stupid enough to tysrike a bad penny—'

‘I couldn’t help it! I didn’t want to come back. Wasn’t my fault,” yelped Billy. ‘It
was Prout. He shouldn’t have caught me on the bédtwfas his fault. He did it. He
dragged me back Didn’t give me a chance to get aag then Quelch whopped
me, and that rotter Smithy laid into me and—and-e’lbbked pathetically at Wally.
‘What are we going to do?”’

‘Ask me another!” snapped Wally. ‘“You got us intastmess. | didn’t. Now you can
think of a way out.’

‘GOT YOU AT LAST, YOU FAT FREAK!"

‘No one’s seen us together, have they?’ Billy hambg of hope in his voice. ‘It was
bad enough being swished by Quelch,” he said, Hyefout I'd get a head’s
whopping if it came out.’

‘And what about me?’ asked Wally.

‘You? | wasn'’t talking about you. | was talking alhone.’

‘Just for a change,’ said Wally, sarcastically.

‘Oh, you'll be all right,” said Billy. “They can'give you one because you don’t
belong to Greyfriars. Now do try and keep to thempdVally, and stop being selfish.
That's your trouble. Self, self, self. That's atlythink about. If there’s one thing |



can't stand, it’s selfishness. Now let’s think abme for a change. We’ve got to get
me out of this somehow or other. You can see taatt you? Quelch would send me
to Dr Locke as quick as a flash if we got rumbMdu’ll have to think of something,
Wally. You got me into this, so you'll jolly welldve to get me out of it again.” He
paused for a second, but Wally remained silentm€on,’ he said, impatiently. ‘Get
the wheels going round. Use your brain, can’t you?’

Wally sat down at the table, his chin in his hanii's.no good, Billy. I'll have to go
back. You stay here, and I'll find some way of reing to Marine Parade without
being seen.’ He felt surprisingly depressed. Itespi the unpleasant little treats that
Billy Bunter had left him, he’'d be sorry to leaveetschool before his time was up.
Billy Bunter also looked depressed, and he heaviatlsigh. He too would be sorry to
leave his new home. He’d taken to Marine ParadeMnsd Smallbones’s excellent
cooking. ‘Pegg suited me down to the ground,” hd,s#olefully. ‘It was just what |
needed. No lessons, no Quelch, nothing to do—'

Mm!" Wally got up. ‘Well,” he said, ‘if 'm going ¢ beetle off, I'm going to have to
get going before anyone sees me.’

Billy blinked hopefully at Wally. ‘I—I say, WallyNobody’s seen us together. I'll tell
you what. I've got to do some beastly lines. Yotilselown and get on with them
while I—’

‘Oh, yes?’ said Wally, grimly.

‘Yes, you jolly well can!” snapped the fat Owl. ‘D be so beastly lazy. Well, if you
write out “I must not smoke cigarettes” two hundtiegles and take them to Quelch, |
can—' He broke off, not quite sure what it was thatwas going to suggest. He
wrinkled his brow. The awful prospect of returntegessons made his brain tick over
just a little faster. | can hide—'

‘Oh?’

‘Mind you. Wally. you'd better do them properly.&gou turn them in looking clean
and neat like | always do. None of your rotten sgdawl. Quelch would spot the
difference in a jiffy.’

‘Really?’ said Wally, faintly.

‘Really,” said the fat Owl, firmly. His round ligl eyes began to glisten. ‘As long as
you do your part properly, it's a pushover. You carmry on being me, and I'll nip up
to the attic and stick there until the gate’s Iatkiecan dodge off when the coast’s
clear. | can get out of school easily enough. lidahce before when Smithy was
after me. Thought it better to keep out of his vi@ya bit—’

‘Why?’ asked Wally, curiously.

‘Just a bit of a mix up,’ said Billy, airily. ‘A dee disappeared from his cupboard, and
he’d got it into his head that it was somethingldowvith me—

‘And was it?’

‘Course it wasn'’t,” Billy said. ‘As if | would. Itvasn’t a very good one anyway. No
icing. Not much fruit. It was hardly worth makinduss about it.’

‘Oh.’

‘Anyway, Wally. You do what | say. You stay put,caleave the rest to me.’

‘That’s all very well,” said Wally, ‘but you’ll hae to be jolly careful. If you're
spotted—’

‘Pooh!” said Billy, with a careless air. ‘There’sthing to it. Now, I'll clear out before
any of the fellows come up, and you get down taxdahose lines. Quelch will be
after them like a dog after a bone, and then—' kké off in mid-sentence. There
was a firm tread in the Remove passage, and heagaatarmed squeak. He knew
that step. ‘It's Quelch! He’s coming here.’



‘Quick!” Wally pointed to the armchair, and he tetd across the room to unlock the
door while Billy Bunter clambered behind the chdfieep still,” breathed Wally.
‘Don’t move. I'll handle Quelch.’

‘Oh—|—I—

Wally put a hand on Billy’s head, and pushed it dotiKeep out of sight. Keep your
fat head down.’” He darted to the table, grabbeeepof paper, and dipped his pen in
the ink.

There was a tap at the door, and Mr. Quelch walked/ally looked up, and rose
respectfully to his feet. He put his hands behiisdolack, and crossed his fingers. If
only the fat Owl could keep quiet, they might gets with it.

‘Ahal Here you are, Bunter.” Quelch’s voice wasesey but it would have been much
more severe had Bunter not started on those fingese that you haven't got very far,
but you have at least started.’

‘Yes, sir,” murmured Wally. He hoped that Quelcbywnthat he had seen him writing
away, would disappear, but instead of leavingfdnis master came and sat in the
armchair.

Billy, crouched in the corner, heard the squeathefchair springs as Quelch settled
back, and quaked.

Both Bunters held their breath. Mr. Quelch’s eyesenfixed on the fat, youth who
was standing quietly in front of him. His gaze Wwagn and penetrating, and Wally
felt a trickle of perspiration at the back of hesck. Could Quelch possibly have
guessed that he and Billy had switched placestNwst wasn’t possible. He
probably didn’t even remember that Billy had a ¢owsho resembled him so closely.
Mr. Quelch clasped his hands. ‘Bunter,” he saidastt

‘Yes, sir?’

‘You have puzzled me lately, Bunter. | have foudiyconduct quite extraordinary.’
‘I—I'm sorry, sir.’

Mr. Quelch paused again, and Wally’'s heart san&af} Quelch had come to have a
chat, but that was the last thing that he wantedkiew that Billy must be horribly
cramped behind the armchair and that it would Eecdit for him to keep absolutely
still. Wally kept his fingers crossed, hoping tkatelch would cut the conversation
short. He tried to maintain an innocent expressiomis face, but it was difficult with
those eyes boring into his.

Quelch really was puzzled by Bunter. He prided leifinen his knowledge of the boys
in his form. He thought he knew them inside out, Bunter had surprised him. There
had been that marvellous moment in his study whamd® had appeared genuinely
interested in Latin. In class that morning the bag been attentive, intelligent and
painstaking, and yet within a space of a few hdwarfiad become the grubby, lazy,
lying Bunter he knew so well.

He frowned at the boy. He had changed again aricetbas he had that morning—
neat, clean and respectful, dressed once mora ischool clothes. ‘Tut—tut,” said
Mr. Quelch. There was something about his fat pilngit he was quite unable to
fathom. ‘During the past day or two, Bunter, | thbtithat | had observed distinct
signs of improvement.’

‘I—I'm glad you thought so, Mr. Quelch.’

‘I have been quite impressed by your new-found eggtion of Latin, and | was
pleased to hear from other masters that you rekenta lively interest in their
lessons. | really began to think that there wasesbope for you, and that you might
even be a credit to the school in time. These hbpes now been dashed. | have
seldom met such blatant disobedience.’



Wally stood silently, trying not to show how anx#olie was feeling. While Mr.
Quelch had been speaking, he was pretty sure ¢hladuth heard a faint sound coming
from behind the armchair.

‘Your Latin prose this morning was good— extremgbpod, Bunter. | now believe
that your backwardness is duddainess rather than stupidity, and laziness is
something | will not tolerate.’

‘Oh, sir’ mumbled Wally, who was listening to Qublwith one ear while the other
was strained to catch any sound that came frorbdbk of the armchair.

‘From now on, | shall expect better things of ybshall not permit you to settle back
into your idle and careless ways. You have shownvima you are capable of, and |
shall insist on a much higher standard in futusgant you to think it over.’

Billy Bunter heard none of this. He was squashéa am uncomfortable position,
with one knee jammed beneath his podgy chin wtel&rtelt on the other. A look of
horror crossed his face as he felt a pricklingiglég. It was pins and needles! He
stood it for as long as he could, and then, asaasly as possible, he moved his
knee.

‘Upon my word! What was that?’ Quelch rested badhds on the arms of the chair,
ready to lever himself up.

Wally stiffened. ‘I beg your pardon, Mr. Quelch?’

‘Is some small animal concealed in this study?’

‘Oh, no, sir,” said Wally, quickly.

Quelch looked suspicious. ‘I distinctly heard asgocoming from this corner. If there
is one, | advise you to own up.’

‘No, there isn't, sir.’

‘In that case, it is something else.” Quelch edsatself from the armchair, and stood
on the other side of the fireplace. ‘Move that chBunter!’

‘Oh, crikey"

‘What was that?’

‘Nothing, sir,” said Wally, in a dejected voice. €nthe chair was moved and his
cousin revealed, the fat would be in the fire.

‘Do as 1—

‘Bunter! bellowed a raucous voice from down belddeavy footsteps pounded up
the stairs. Lighter footsteps followed them.

There was the sound of a scuffle on the landing.

‘Take your hands off me, Potter! roared Coker.tG#, Greene!’

‘He’s not worth bothering about, Coker.’

‘You keep your big trap shut, Potter. | know hegsé I've got him this time, the
cheeky worm. He’s been dodging me for days, b ¢et him trapped now. I'm
going to wallop him with this cricket stump, and Wallop so hard that he won't be
able to sit down for days.’

‘Sh! Keep your voice down! hissed Greene. ‘If Qelehears you've been kicking up
a row here, he’ll—

‘Blow Quelch! rumbled Coker, ‘He can take a rungijomp!’

Inside the study, Quelch stiffened.

‘Coker, old man—'

‘That fat blob’s not going to call me a lout and gevay with it"’

‘But you call him names. You do it all of the tirhe.

‘That's different!” roared Coker. ‘He deserveslitlon’t’

‘But—'

‘| told you to shut up, Potter You stand here witteene so that you can nab him if he



tries to nip out. We'll take him by surprise—’

‘There isn’t going to be much surprise with youliys your head off.’

‘You just do what | say. Stand on either side &f tloor.’

Issuing orders like a sergeant major, Coker tratchpleup the Remove passage,
while Potter and Greene hovered on the landingkeen to take part in Coker’s
retribution.

Coker marched on, his large feet making the floartds tremble. ‘Bunter!” A
moment later, his burly figure filled the doorwaje stood there triumphantly as he
saw his quarry in front of him, but he failed taine the tall, spare figure of Mr.
Quelch in the other corner of the room.

He came in, twirling his cricket stump. ‘Now you feend! I've got you at last!

‘Oh, golly! —l—ooh! Ouch!’ cried Wally, as Cokemrgsped the collar of his blazer,
and swung him round. He raised his stump and brtatigbwn with a resounding
whack on those tight trousers.

‘Whoops! Ouch! Ugh!” howled Wally.

Coker raised his powerful arm again, eager to getith the good work. ‘That'’s for
calling me a lout. This is for—'

‘Coker!” Quelch boomed. ‘Coker!

As if in a comic strip, Coker stood like a statthes cricket stump in his hand, his arm
raised high in the air. Very slowly, he shifted giges from Bunter to Quelch. A look
of dismay appeared on his face. ‘Hell’s bells! greaned.

‘How dare you, Coker! You wretched boy! The funy Br. Quelch’s face was
terrifying.

‘Oh, holy smoke! Oh, Mr. Quelch, sir, I—I never kmgou were here.’

‘That,” said Mr. Quelch, furiously, ‘is quite obwis.’

Potter and Greene, still hanging about on the tamdixchanged glances and tiptoed
downstairs again. Trust Coker to run into a homegést. Well, he was welcome to
both the nest and the hornet. They didn’t want ey of it.

‘How dare you, Coker!” repeated Mr. Quelch. ‘Whapalling behaviour?

He had seldom been so angry. ‘How dare you invgdaiar study in this way! How
dare you viciously attack one of my boys with a—hadgeon! You will come with

me immediately. | shall take you to Mr. Prout. Hhalhear of your unprovoked
attack on a Remove boy. | have no doubt that hietaké the same view of this as |
do. Follow me, Coker!’

Mr. Quelch, his gown billowing behind him, swept.ode had completely forgotten
about the suspicious noises he had heard from the¢héarmchair, and even if he had
remembered them, he would have ignored them. Thataxtrivial matter compared
to Coker’s attack on Bunter. He looked back and €aler still standing, as if rooted
to the spot. ‘Come!’

1—1—1—

‘Immediately, you wretched boy"’

As Coker followed Mr. Quelch down the passagefdug a picture of baffled misery,
Wally went to the door to watch them go.

‘| say, Wally"

He went back inside the study. A fat, perspiringefand a pair of glimmering
spectacles appeared cautiously from behind theraimc¢Has he gone?”’

‘Yes.’

‘Oh, goody gumdrops! Rather like a tortoise pokitgghead from its shell, Bunter
blinked around the room, and carefully eased hig owd of the cramped corner. He
rubbed his aching leg and then wiped the sweat fisnfiace. ‘That was a narrow



squeak, Wally, old chap. Just think, if we'd beepped together—

‘Why couldn’t you have kept quiet, you. babblingpban?’

‘But | couldn’t,” said Bunter, plaintively. ‘I'd gopins and needles all up and down
my leg. You’'d have had pins and needles if you'drbequashed up like—

‘Keep your voice down, you fool.” Wally nipped assoto the door, and peered up
and down the passage. ‘If you're going to hidehia attic, now’s your chance.
There’s no one about.

‘All right.” Nervously, Billy rubbed his hands togeer. ‘Are you sure it's safe?’
‘Didn’t | say so?’ said Wally, impatiently. ‘It'sow or never. Move your fat carcass.’
Billy rolled towards the door, and poked his heawnd the corner. ‘All right, I'm
going, but don’t forget those lines.” He turnedmdiagain. ‘I say, Wally—"’

‘What is it now?’ snapped Wally, his patience ngasthausted.

‘I'm hungry, old man. Have you got a choc or a ¢efior something? Just a little
nibble to keep me

going.’

‘No, | haven't.

‘Oh! Well, I'll just have a squint in the cupbododfore | go. It won't take a minute.
Toddy might have put—Ow! Ouch! Stop kicking me, yamaast! Oops! No need to do
that. | said | was going, didn’t I?’

As Wally raised his foot again, Billy Bunter weiiitie fat Figure in the grey suit
streaked along the passage and up the stairethad the attic, while another fat
Figure sat down and began writing out lines..

Meanwhile, Coker, in Mr. Prout’s study, was havargunpleasant and rather painful
time. He was feeling very unhappy but he would Haltefar more unhappy had he
realised that, by bursting into study no 7 whenlite he had rescued the Bunter
cousins.

... ANOTHER FAT FIGURE SAT DOWN AND BEGAN WRITING OUTINES



Chapter 20

Amazing!

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo?

‘What's brought you here?’

‘Have you lost your way, my dear fellow?’ asked @ Jamset Ram Singh. ‘The
tuckshop ‘s over there.’

Quite a number of the Remove were busy at thearetghey looked up in surprise as
Bunter, dressed in flannels and carrying a bateapga on the scene. His lack of
enthusiasm for the game—for any game for that matteas well known, and so the
sight of him on a day when games weren’t compulsa@y astonishing.

Wally took a deep breath. Greyfriars was fine. €heas no doubt about that. Even
that recent narrow squeak with Mr. Quelch hadnitrdied his pleasure, but he was
becoming tired of having to live with his cousiméputation. Still, there it was. There
was nothing he could do about it. He could hardketover Billy’s identity without
taking over his character at the same time. Blif stwas hard to be regarded as a
slacker, a poor sportsman, and a filcher of otle@pfe’s goodies.

It had taken him some time to polish off thosedif@er Quelch, and he had looked out
of the window more than once, tired of being cooppdThe moment he had finished
he had decided that what he needed was fresh ash-&ir and cricket. Wally always
had been a keen cricketer. He was a permanent mexhbis school team, and he
was longing to have a knock. He realised that \mleavas doing was probably
unwise, but it couldn’t be helped. He was goinglayy, and that was that.

However, by the time that he arrived, the junioesevon the point of packing up.

‘| say,” Wally said. ‘What about me?’

‘Roll off, fat man,’ said Harry, smiling at him. &U’ve got the wrong day. It's not
compulsory.’

‘I know, but | felt like a knock. I'd have got heseoner if | could, but | was fagged
out after that scrap, and then | had some ling®t@€Come on, let me have an over or
two.’

‘Got a temperature?’ asked Bob. ‘Something wronti wou?’

Hurree peered at Wally's face. ‘I was going to aledhat the leopard has changed
his spots,’ he said, solemnly, ‘but something rdwable has happened. There are no
spots.’

Frank examined the area behind one fat ear. firs’ the exclaimed.

‘He’s washed!” grinned Bob. ‘Folks, you see befgoal the eighth wonder of the
world.’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘Oh, pack it in,” said Wally. He looked around hetcrowd of juniors. ‘Well, who's
going to bowl?’

‘You can’t mean it,” said Harry.

‘But | do,” Wally insisted. ‘Who’s going to haveshot at taking my wicket? It won't
be that easy.’

‘We can hardly see the target once you're at teas®,’ said Bob, and the juniors
laughed again.

‘I think 1 understand the rules of the game,’” S&ldlly, a trifle stiffly. ‘Let’'s get a



move on.’ He bent down and strapped on his pads.

‘Why not?’ said Harry. ‘It won'’t take long.’

‘That'’s right,” agreed Frank. ‘One ball should do Harry Wharton tossed the ball to
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, and Bunter strode aardbs wicket. He looked alertly
round the field as he waited for Hurree’s delivery.

Bob Cherry nudged Harry. ‘Look at that. He usuatignds there like a sack of coal,
holding the bat as if he’s playing table tennig, lbe1almost looks like a real cricketer
today.’

Harry gave a little whistle. ‘That’s right. | canitake the fat man out these days.’
The small crowd watched with interest as Hurrees#&rRam Singh, easily the best
bowler in the Remove side, sent down the ball. ide’'ttry particularly hard, but he
knew that he didn’'t need to. As long as the bab wa target, it would be bound to
shatter the stumps. It was a good ball. Bunter midwe feet quickly, and there was a
sharp click, and the ball whizzed away to the baund

‘My straw boater!’

‘He actually hit it"" grunted Johnny.

‘He did a bit better than that,” Harry remarkediedly. ‘That was quite a knock. He
must have beef under that fat after all.’

‘It must have been a fluke,’” said Frank.

Redwing pounded after the ball, and returned Huoree Jamset Ram Singh who got
ready to bowl again, a determined expression ofabis. This time he really was
going to try.

‘Come on!" shouted Bob. ‘Make it a good one thmadi’

It was a good one, and so was the next and the Ingxéach time the bat flashed, and
the ball shot away like a cannon ball while thédiees scurried after it. Wally
grinned. He was feeling on top of the world.

‘You have a go, Tom,’ called Harry, when Hurree fiatshed his over.

Tom Brown, the New Zealander, was a very accuratddyr who could usually be
relied upon to pin down batsmen. He sent down @tfiealter another, and each was
knocked away with grace and fluency by Wally.

‘Thanks very much,” Wally said, at the end of tiveio ‘I really enjoyed that,” and he
unbuckled his pads. ‘It was just what | wantedeéded a little workout.’

Bob Cherry could hardly keep still as he bouncedouBunter. *You—you spoofing
spoofer! You're not the dithering dud you’'ve madg. ®hy have you been having us
on all this time?’

Johnny turned to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ‘Thewisething queer about this,” he
grunted.

| too think it rather perplexing,” Hurree JamsenR&ingh agreed.

Bat under his arm, Wally sauntered up to Harry VirarTell me,” he said casually.
‘Have you got a better bat in your team?’

Harry hesitated before answering. It was true Batter had put on a marvellous
show, but he had never done it before and perhelpsniever do it again. ‘No,” he
said, after a moment’s thought. ‘But you've neveowed form like this before. I'm
dashed if | understand you. It's the first time Wwaushowed any sparkle.’

Wally ignored that. ‘What about finding a place foe in the Highcliffe match? You
won't be sorry if you do, | promise you that.’

‘What?’ Bob Cherry was astounded.

‘You've got a nerve,” said Johnny.

‘But Harry’s just agreed that there isn’'t a betiat,” Wally pointed out. ‘I'd have
thought that was reason enough. You want the stsirgjde you can get, don’t you?’



The fellows hanging around looked at Harry Wharteondering what he would say.
Bunter had shown that he could play all right, ttvet idea of putting him in the team
seemed ludicrous.

‘I thought that you picked the team according tofp Wally went on.

‘That'’s right. | do.’

‘Then what’'s wrong with my form?”’

‘Nothing, you fat porcupine, but you can hardlyl dgaform when all you’'ve done is
have one knock. | know it was a really super pengmce, but it proves nothing.” He
frowned. ‘I'll tell you what, though. I'll fix up gractice game tomorrow, and if you
do as well then as you did today, I'll consider yow®xactly the same way that I'll
consider everyone else.’

‘Right, that’s fair enough,’ said Wally, satisfiedth the offer.

‘But you'd better watch your step,’ said Frank. miagly. ‘If you slack in class or
don’t do your prep and get another detention, tiearg goes your chance of playing.
‘You don't need to tell me that,” said Wally, chiely. ‘Quelch won’t have anything
to complain about. I'll keep my nose to the grima&. | don’t want to miss the
chance of playing in the team.’

They all left the field together, Bunter strolliatpng in the middle of the little crowd.
For the first time ever, no one was telling Buritepush off, and no one had an itchy
foot.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and Frank Nugent hungfbaegkmoment or two. Frank
scratched his head. ‘What is it?’ he said.

‘I know what you mean,’ said Hurree Jamset Ram Isifige’s different. | can’t make
it out.’

They both recognised the fact that Bunter workeddralooked cleaner, and had
shown that he was more of a sportsman than anyahsuspected, but there was
another difference, but neither could quite putfimger on it.

Chapter 21
Problem for Prout

‘God bless my soul'” breathed Mr. Prout.

He stared into the dusk, peering at someone whdwiasg in the shadows of the
squad. That someone was a podgy figure dressetightarey suit. Mr. Prout’s eyes
lit up. He knew that figure, and he knew thoseldst It was Bunter again, and the
fifth form master had a very shrewd suspicion tieatvas on the point of breaking
bounds.

‘God bless my soul’” he repeated, and then saigpghdBunter! Bunter! Stand still!’
Billy Bunter didn’t stand still. Instead, he gavstartled squeak like a surprised
rabbit, and swung round. For just a second a fdittle round eyes and a pair of big
round spectacles glimmered at Mr. Prout, and thanfat figure scooted off.

‘Stop!” shouted Mr. Prout, setting off in hot puitsibbut Bunter had got a good lead,
and he vanished into the shadows of the treesédé#iermaster could clap a hand on
him.

Panting loudly, Mr. Prout came to a halt. He lookeound. Where could that boy
have got to? Then he heard a rustle and the sdwswtabbling feet. Mr. Prout
stiffened. He knew precisely what was happeningit&uwas shinning over the wall.
‘Goodness gracious!” he exclaimed aloud. The boy lehaving in the most
extraordinarily reckless way. It was almost beybetief. Bunter knew perfectly well



that he had been seen, and yet he had continudleghtsnstead of trying to return to
school without being caught.

Mr. Prout swung round. He was going to report Bumtenediately, and what was
more, he was going to enjoy doing it. After all,élzih had seemed to get a kind of
grim pleasure in marching Coker into his room #idé&trnoon.

He hurried into the school, rubbing his hands togetDisgraceful though Coker’s
behaviour had been, it was nothing compared to@iséescapade. He reached Mr.
Quelch’s study, tapped on the door, and withoutingifor an answer, threw it open.
‘Mr. Quelch! ‘ he said, sounding rather pompous.

Mr. Quelch, book in hand, looked up. ‘Mr. Prout?’

Prout burst into his story. ‘A boy from your formsbroken bounds. Saw him
myself—taking my evening walk. | ordered him topstbut he scrambled over the
wall. | saw him clearly. It was Bunter?!’

‘Bunter?’ Mr. Quelch compressed his lips. ‘Are yaure, Mr. Prout?’

‘I am absolutely certain. | saw him with my own syeheard him climbing—no
doubt, no doubt whatsoever.’

‘Could you have made a mistake? It is becoming dark outside.’

Mr. Prout’s pink face became red. ‘I think | candfr the evidence of my own eyes,’
he said, acidly.

Mr. Quelch closed his book, and rose from his chieghall go straight to Bunter’s
study and investigate the matter.’

‘And | shall come with you.’

‘Very well,” Mr. Quelch could hardly refuse, but euld rather have dealt with the
affair on his own.

In silence, the two masters went along the corridod still in silence, they mounted
the stairs and made their way to study no 7. MouPwas well aware that Quelch
thought that he had made a mistake, and he wasmp&krward to the moment when
he would be proved right. Quelch’s anger when Bealiered that the wretched boy
had indeed broken bounds would be well worth watghiHe waited as Quelch
tapped at the door and walked in.

Three juniors looked up, and rose to their feg¢hayg saw their form master, and
Quelch nodded in silent approval.

‘And is Bunter there?’ asked Prout, who was stillside the study.

‘Indeed he is,’ said Quelch.

‘I—I beg your pardon?’ Prout felt he hadn’t heardelzh correctly.

‘Bunter is here!’

‘It's impossible—quite, quite impossible.” Proutdiled in, and his jaw dropped.
‘Good gracious! Bunter! he exclaimed.

The fat face looked at him with polite concern.there anything | can do, sir?’
‘God bless my soul’” Prout clutched at the doorliknide simply didn’t understand.
How could the boy have got back into the schoajickly? Could he possibly have
made a mistake after all? He pulled out a handkef,cind mopped his forehead. He
didn’t know what to think.

‘Is anything wrong?’ asked Toddy.

‘No, no, nothing at all, I'm happy to say. Mr. Ptahought that he had seen Bunter
outside the House only a few minutes ago.’

‘But we've all been here together,” said Toddy. “‘Webeen getting on with our
prep.’

‘That is just what | expected. Mr. Prout has obgigunade an absurd mistake. The
light is rather dim outside.” He turned. ‘Shall ge, Mr. Prout? | would rather not



disturb my boys while they are working so well,ddme led the way out of the study.
‘He must have been seeing things,” said Toddy easettled down again.

‘That'’s right, Toddy. He must have been seeing tluldvally remarked, and he bent
over his book so that Toddy shouldn’t see his grin.

Chapter 22
Bunter the Batsman

A lot of chaps drifted towards the cricket pitctheTword had got around that Bunter
was going to play in a practice game because thasea chance that he might get
into the team for the Highcliffe match, and so theg come along for a good laugh.
Harry Wharton knew perfectly well that they

thought he was off his head to consider playingtByrbut he’d promised him a
chance, and he was going to keep his word.

It was true that the whole thing seemed crazy. &ulndd always been hopeless at
cricket. He muffed catches, and even if he thresvall in the right direction, it
seldom travelled more than a few yards, and he hiseloat like a shovel—up to
yesterday. Then they'd seen a different Bunter.|Wailay he would find out if it was
just a flash in the pan.

There were a few of the onlookers who wonderelddaf®wl was going to produce a
rabbit from his hat. He’d shone in Latin that maghiand had earned words of praise
from Quelch. He had delighted Monsieur Charpenttjedisplaying a quite
unexpected knowledge of French, and he had floblted.ascelles by getting his
maths right without cheating. Those who had sekthialthought that Harry was
right to give Bunter his chance.

‘Ready?’ asked Harry, glancing at the players. He thosen the two sides with great
care, and he’'d deliberately put the best bowleth@same side, and had picked
Bunter to open the innings for the other.

Once again Bunter put on a remarkable performateetood up to the bowling of
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and Tom Brown. Harry Whahen put Sampson Quincy
Iffly Field, the only Australian member of the forion to bowl and Bunter treated
him with equal disdain, hammering ball after bdllloaer the field. Although other
wickets fell, Bunter remained at the crease, guiebhfident in spite of the keen
fielding.

One of the keenest fielders of all was Vernon-Sntia was in the slips, as watchful
as a cat, ready to pounce at the slightest opporti8mithy, a good all-round
cricketer and particularly useful as a bat, hachhegeticularly scornful when he had
heard what the game was in aid of, and now, asd8sracore increased, he became
even more anxious to see the fat Owl’'s wicket fall.



... HAMMERING BALL AFTER BALL ALL OVER THE FIELD.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, who was bowling, turneldam down to the crease. He
sent down a really good, accurate fast ball, anagt&usnicked it between the slips.
The Bounder, watching the ball with keen eyes, mddike lightning, leaping forward
with his hand outstretched, but as he did so, ibpetl and stumbled. There was a
resounding crack as the ball struck his wrist. ‘Qie! cried, and his face went white
as he sank to the ground. He stayed there for gud® seconds, doubled up with
pain and then, very slowly, he straightened himgg]ffurious at having missed the
catch.

‘Smithy,” said Redwing, anxiously. ‘You're hurt.’

‘Are you all right?’ asked Wally.

The Bounder took no notice of him, and reached dimwihe ball so that he could
return it to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, but he haédhis left hand.

‘Let me have a look,” said Harry, running up.

‘It's nothing,” said the Bounder, impatiently.

Harry took no notice. He examined the wrist. ‘Gokls! already started to swell. |
think you ought to go and see—’

‘Don’t make a fuss!’

‘You ought to go straight to matron and ask hendge a look at it.’

‘But |—'

‘Smithy, don’t be a fool! We're going to need yantorrow. If you get it looked at
straight away, and give it a rest, it might berigiht for the match. If you don’t get
something done about it, you won’t stand a hopglafing.’

‘Oh, all right,” muttered Smithy. He slouched ofitlvan air of casual unconcern, but
actually the pain was intense, and his temper waseav



It was bad luck for Wally Bunter that he crossedtBys path just as the Bounder
was mooching across the quad later that afterreh, although he was doing no
harm whatsoever, the sight of any Bunter was likedarag to a bull. Smithy lashed
out with his shoe. There was a loud and indignaiittpom Wally, and he shot in the
air, his hands clutching the seat of his trous@sooh! Ouch!" he yelled.

It might have been bad luck for Wally, but it wae worse luck for the Bounder. At
the moment that his foot came into contact with W&backside, Quelch, who had
just stepped into the quad with Prout, saw exaetigt happened.

‘Vernon-Smith!’

‘Oh, that's torn it!" muttered the Bounder.

Mr. Quelch strode across the quad. ‘| saw thatn@erSmith. It was an utterly
unprovoked attack on a perfectly innocent boy. &uade! Wait outside my study
until I have time to deal with you.’

Clutching his aching wrist, Smithy went indoors. Il a very good idea of how
Quelch intended to deal with him, and he was right.

In the meantime, Frank Nugent’s young brother Rckas having a rotten time. He
was Loder’s fag, and that meant that he had ttfetd carry for the sixth former,
keep his study tidy, clean his shoes, and so oralstewas expected to get tea for
Loder whenever he wanted it.

About the time that Bunter took his place at theket, Dicky Nugent met his friends
Gatty and Myers. ‘What’s up?’ they asked, notidmg gloomy face.

‘Loder,’” he said, bitterly.

‘He’s a stinking pig,’ said Gatty, simply.

‘And a rotter,” added Myers.

‘I've got to get his tea at half past four. He's gome other chap coming,” announced
Dickie.

‘What’s so tough about that?’ asked Gatty. ‘Youitdmost days.’

‘The cupboard’s bare,” explained Dickie. ‘Thererdyhalf a stale loaf.’

‘Didn’t you tell him?’

‘Couldn’t. He was in a vile mood.’

‘You mean he didn’t give you any lolly?’

‘Not a bean. He just bawled at me.’

‘But didn’t you say what with?’

Dickie Nugent looked at Myers in disbelief. “You siibe joking. He'd have gone for
me like a rhino with toothache.’

Normally, Loder was quite well off, and whateves Bhortcomings, and they were
considerable, he couldn’t be called mean. He jastled money over to Dickie
Nugent with a lordly air and let him buy whateveasanecessary, so he was clearly
hard up just at the moment. Loder was honest enddigkie knew that whatever he
spent, Loder would repay, but the trouble was, Ritlad nothing to spend either.
‘Let’s go and ask your brother,” suggested Gattyl the three of them trundled over
to the cricket pitch.

Frank, who had been caught out, was standing wagdBiinter’s innings with
interest. ‘Frank,’ said Dickie. His brother took notice. ‘Frank,” he said again,
tugging at his sleeve.

Frank glanced at him. ‘Hallo,” he said, and thersheuted, ‘Well done, Bunter,” as
the Owl’s flashing bat made contact with the batigd another four was signalled.
‘Frank,” said Dickie yet again. ‘I need some cash.’

‘Who doesn’'t?’

‘But | must have—'



Without looking at his young brother, Frank pickgalhis blazer and felt in the
pocket. ‘Here you are,” he said, handing over a.cdt's all I've got.’

Dickie looked in dismay at the two bob piece. ‘Ofe’ said, and drifted away with his
friends. ‘Well, a fat lot of good that is,” he saitterly.

‘What are you going to do?’ asked Myers.

Dickie gave a hopeless shrug. ‘Don’t know. Havendiue.’

‘You'll just have to pinch something from somebaglge,” said Gatty. ‘That's all you
can do.’

Dickie turned the idea over in his mind. It wassky business, helping yourself to
other people’s grub. He was liable to get a boaoffilng was caught, but, on the other
hand, a beating was an absolute certainty if hé&odiprovide Loder with a
substantial tea.

He took a deep breath, and gulped. ‘I guess yaighd,” he said.

He made his way into the school, and then begaagbent to the fifth form studies.
Cautiously, he poked his head round one door aftether, an excuse on his lips in
case any of them were occupied. but the place wademt as the grave. The only
trouble was, there wasn't any food. Dickie becanoeerand more depressed. At last
he reached Coker’s study and gave a tentative taf on the door. There was
silence. Quietly, he turned the door knob and ldake and then his face lit up with
delight. On the table was a promising looking pbkreevery large parcel.

Dickie darted in and pounced on it. There was shmgtabout it that made him feel
that he’d reached EIl Dorado at last. Quickly heeib off the wrappings. He'd been
right. He’d struck gold. It was food, and gloride®d at that. There were ham and
eggs. There were doughnuts, a cake, fruit, scimgtgr and jam. Dickie wasn’t
foolish enough to spend time gloating over it. Hede a quick selection of the
goodies, stuffed his pockets until they were budgend then sped off again.

Five minutes later he was in Loder’s study, bupiigparing tea. He was only just in
time. As the sixth formers entered, Loder lookethwaipproval at his laden table.
When Coker entered his study at about the same himéeelings were rather
different as he surveyed the debris that Dickie le&icdbehind.

Chapter 23

Bunter of Coursel!

‘Hand me that stump?

‘But, Coker—’

‘Stop jabbering, Potter, and hand it over!

‘Look, you'll just be asking for trouble.’

‘Save your breath!” shouted Coker. ‘Give me thatrgh. I'm going to look for
Bunter, and I'm going to find Bunter, and I'm goit@wallop Bunter, and then
Bunter won't sit down for weeks and weeks and weeks

‘But you don’t even know that it was Bunter,” s&deene reasonably.

Coker was in no mood for reason. ‘Don’t be so W&tene. That great clown had my
apples only the other day, didn’'t he? He’s alwayig gou know he is. If it wasn’t
Bunter, then who got his paws on my parcel?’

‘How should | know?’



‘There you are then! hooted Coker. ‘“You can’'t evbkimk of anyone else, so it must
have been that fat freak.’

‘It doesn’t follow,” pointed out Greene. ‘It mighiave been, but then, it might not.’
Coker glared at him. ‘There isn’t any might abduttimust have been Bunter. It
always is.” His eyes glistened. ‘This time | readiy;n going to wear out that stump on
the seat of his trousers.’

‘But Prout wasn't any too pleased when—’

‘Prout didn’t have his grub pinched!

‘He’ll be furious if you're caught again.’

‘Shut up!” Coker wasn’t interested in their warnéndfle was after Bunter’s blood. He
was going to wallop that worm, and nothing was gdmstop him this time.

‘Coker,” said Greene, slowly, as he looked at thmdfon the table. ‘It might not have
been Bunter. Have you noticed? There’s quite aflstuff left. Have you known him
to leave anything except crumbs before?’

‘He must have been disturbed or he’d have polishedot off. I'm going to scalp that
bloated baboon!’

He was even angrier than usual. After that unplgtias@ene with Mr. Prout the
previous day, Coker actually had decided to givatBua rest. Revenge hadn't got
him very far, and he had made up his mind to leaaethat, but his good intentions
had been rewarded by yet another raid on his sti@wnter had left Coker’s food
alone, Coker would have left Bunter alone, butfgtdool had opened hostilities
again.

‘Where is that stinking toad?’ he demanded.

‘On the cricket pitch,’ replied Potter.

‘Don’t be such a fool, Potter! That frowsting tidkesn’t play cricket. The only game
he plays is helping himself to other chaps’ grbdker slammed out of the room.
‘I'm going down to the games study. Someone theghtrhave seen him.’

Potter looked at Greene, and Greene looked atrPatte they shook their heads.
Then, with an air of resignation, they got up amailéd after Coker. He was already
thundering along the corridor to the games studgreithe Fifth formers hung out.
Coker flung the door open. ‘Any of you seen Bunitbg?demanded. ‘He’s raided my
study again! This time I'm really going to smasimhiAnd when I've done that I'm
going to spiflicate him, but first of all I'm gointyp break this stump on the back of his
trousers. And then—' His voice trailed away. Mro&rwas in the middle of a group
of fifth formers.

Mr. Prout looked at the red face of Coker, and thiethe cricket stump. ‘Coker!” he
said, angrily.

‘Oh—er—I—I—' Coker backed away. ‘Oh, Mr. Prout, I+el had no idea you
were here. I'm sorry. | didn’t know | was interrugg you. I'll just go—'

‘You will go nowhere, Coker,” said Mr. Prout, griynl'You will remain where you
are.’

Potter and Greene, now approaching the door ofdihees study, heard Prout’s raised
voice. They continued on their way past the opeor,ddhatting casually to each other
as they went, hoping that Prout wouldn’t think ttrety had any connection with the
avenging Coker.

‘You are a foolish and disobedient boy! | will qmérmit you to take the law into your
own hands, whatever the provocation.’

‘Oh, no, Mr. Prout. That is, yes, Mr. Prout,” s@&dker hastily, not sure what his
response should be.

‘Only yesterday Mr. Quelch had to intervene wheun igi that temper of yours get



the better of you. | can hardly believe that yoai stupid enough to behave in a
similar manner on the very next day.’

‘Er—um—of course,’ stammered poor Coker.

‘However, although that is no excuse, | think thean understand your reaction if a
junior boy has indeed pilfered your food. | thinklymentioned the name of a
Remove boy?’

‘Well—Il—I'm not—'

‘| think | heard you utter the name of Bunter—Buraéthe Remove.’

‘Well, to tell you the truth, Mr. Prout—' Coker wasore than prepared to whop,
smash, wallop and spiflicate Bunter himself, butlitkr’'t want the fat freak to get it
in the neck from a master. However, Prout had hedat he had said, and he had no
intention of letting the matter rest. Quelch hadred over him last time. Now it was
his turn.

‘Did you or did you not say that Bunter had beegonr study, Coker?”’

‘Well, yes | did,” muttered Coker, miserably, ‘b not all that sure that—'

‘And is anything missing from your study?’

‘Only some food, Mr. Prout.” Coker tried to makght of the affair. ‘It wasn’t much.
Only some ham—'

‘Yes?’' Mr. Prout willed him to go on.

‘And some doughnuts,” mumbled Coker.

‘And?’

‘And just a few other things, sir. Nothing much.’

Prout’s face became stern. ‘Only some ham and stlmughnuts and a few other
things,” he repeated. ‘This is far worse than | kapgposed.’

‘It's not much, really it isn’t,’ said Coker, quibk hoping that his form master would
let the matter drop. ‘It doesn’t matter, honestlgoesn’t.’

‘Whether you think it matters or not is neitherdaor there,’” said Mr. Prout severely.
‘| consider this is very serious indeed.’

‘But, sir. Please, sir, | really don't—’

Mr. Prout held up a hand to silence Coker. ‘Mr. @has out at this moment, but |
shall inform him of this unsavoury affair as so@he returns. Leave it to me, Coker.’
Coker made one last effort. ‘But Mr. Prout, | dowant to complain to Mr. Quelch
about Bunter. Really | don'’t.’

‘There will be no need for you to complain to Mu€)ch. | shall undertake that task.
But Coker, you must understand that | will not adlgou to punish another boy. If |
hear that you have attempted to, either now ohenftiture, | shall treat you with the
greatest severity.’

‘But—but——'

‘That will do, Coker. You may go.” Mr. Prout wavedplump hand in dismissal, and
Coker left the games study feeling that he’d likeise that cricket stump on Prout as
well as on Bunter.

Prout remained in the room with the fifth formeaad continued the little pep talk
he’'d been giving while his pupils listened withanof respect, and wished that he
would clear off and let them get on with their oaffairs.

He chatted on for another half hour, and then Hiegout his pocket watch. Aha!

Mr. Quelch would have returned by now. He noddeedviell, and made his way to
Quelch’s study. He was going to enjoy his littlactvith the Remove master. Bunter
wasn’t going to escape this time. Mr. Prout wasigdao demand that he be punished
for stealing from fifth form studies, and so he kel on with a jaunty air, humming
to himself.



Chapter 24

Bumps for Bunter

‘It beats me,’” said Bob Cherry, running his hanatigh his hair.

‘Me too,” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Harry Wharton looked equally perplexed. ‘First mddast out,” he said. ‘Who said
the age of miracles was past?’

‘Fact,” said Johnny Bull, briefly. ‘First in, lasut.” They were all puzzled. The rabbit
of the Remove had turned into the batsman of tae, yit how had it happened?
Well, it made no difference since Harry had mad&ispmind to play Bunter in the
Highcliffe match. In a way it was fortunate tha¢ flat man had chosen that moment
to show his real colours since it looked as if poldr Smithy wasn’t going to be in a
fit state to take part in the game.

The Famous Five turned to look at Bunter who wasdihg with his hands in his
blazer pockets, a happy expression on his facgpite of having been at the wicket
for a very long time under a hot sun, he looked @isscool as he had when he had
started his innings.

‘Well, you've made it,” said Harry, going acrosswWally. ‘You're in.’

The Bounder, loafing by the window, scowled. He s eaten up with envy and
anger. Although he was longing to play in tomormwiatch, he had a very shrewd
idea that he wouldn’t be able to, and so, althdugihad listened to the chatter, he
had, up to now, taken no part in it.

‘Heaven help you, Bunter,” Harry Wharton continugfdyou get stuck in detention,
I'll scrag you—'

‘Correction,’ said Hurree Singh. ‘We shall all sgrgou.’

‘You don’t have to worry,’ said Wally, calmly. ‘Fiwatch it.’

Johnny Bull snorted. ‘That’s all very well, but \a# know what you're like. You'd
better get your prep done, and you'd better gabite properly or—’

‘He’ll do it, all right,” promised Toddy. ‘Leave tb me. I'll thump him if he doesn’t
keep his head down.’

Harry made his way to the window and stood by Synitdow’s the wrist?’ he asked,
sympathetically.

‘Fine,” said Smithy, tersely. ‘It'll be all righbmorrow.’

Harry Wharton looked at him, doubtfully. ‘Gosh,d Hope so, Smithy, but—’

‘| suppose you think you don’t need me in the teww that you've got that fat fool,’
burst out the Bounder.

‘Don’t be so stupid.’

‘My dear Smithy,” put in Hurree Jamset Ram Singlou know perfectly well that
you are needed, but surely you will admit that fatifriend put up a good show
today.’

‘First in, last out,” Squiff reminded the Bound&ity the bowling was so lousy,’
sneered Smithy. ‘If Singh had been able to bowlamget it might have been a
different story.’

‘Oh, don’t be such an ass,’ said Bob Cherry, ingrdty. ‘The rest of us lost our
wickets quickly enough.’

‘He didn’t have to be good to get rid of you, ClygrBob Cherry’s face went red and
he doubled his fists, ready to tackle the Bounder.

‘Don’t,” whispered Frank. ‘Can’t you see that hgist trying to rile you?’



‘Why can’t you admit that Bunter’s a lousy bat we@ist had a run of luck? He’s
always been hopeless, and he always will be.’

Johnny sat down on the arm of the chair. ‘He migive had a run of luck, but you
can’'t deny that he handled the bat well.’

‘Given a streak of luck, anyone could have donestmae.’

‘He might have had a lucky streak, Smithy, but yeujot a mean one,’ said Frank
Nugent. ‘Why can’t you give him his due?’

‘It was a marvellous whack,” Bob said, enthusiagdhyc ‘Let’'s hope he does the same
tomorrow.’

‘Always provided Quelch doesn’t shove him in exd@chool for slacking,” said
Vernon-Smith, sourly.

The door of the Rag was flung open, and Wingatkddon. ‘Is Bunter here?’

‘Yes,’ said Wally.

‘Quelch wants you,’ said Wingate briefly. ‘What feayou been up to this time, you
stupid idiot?’

‘Me?’ Wally was puzzled. ‘Nothing.’

‘The expression on Quelch’s face suggests it's nikedy to be something than
nothing. | wouldn’t keep him waiting if | were ydu.

Wally watched Wingate disappear. He felt bothefedfar as he knew, he’'d done
nothing wrong, and he couldn’t think of anythingtime’d failed to do. Could it be
something to do with his wretched cousin Billy afai

The faces of the members of the Remove were gfithat fat villain was in trouble
again, he was going to be very sorry for himselth®y/time that they had finished
with him.

‘You toad in the hole! said Bob. ‘What have yowebedoing? Been pinching food
again, have you?’

‘What!” Wally was indignant. He had been able tohmaself for the last few hours,
and so the very idea that he would help himsedintything that didn’t belong to him
was offensive. ‘How dare you, Cherry! I'll deal Wiyou later.’

‘Eh? What's that?’ The look of surprise on Bob Cliarface flashed out a warning
to Wally.

‘I—I say, Bob, old man—that is, | don’t mean ittasnmered Wally, resuming his
role. ‘But—but honestly, | haven’t the foggiest wuelch wants to see me.’
‘Then you’'d better find out,” advised Harry Whartadust keep it in your fat head
that you'll be boiled in oil if you don’t play tormow. You're going to be needed,
especially since Smithy might be on the sick list.’

The Bounder gave an unpleasant laugh. ‘You'd bettémake up your mind to drop
me yet, Wharton. | can do better with one hand thahfat fool can do with two.’
Harry Wharton shot an exasperated look at him. pDtpSmithy,” he said. ‘You jolly
well know that we want you if you're fit, but Bumi® needed too.’

‘That quivering bladder of lard?

Wally left them bickering, made his way to Mr. Qelek study, and tapped on the
door. His heart sank as he entered the room andh&aexpression on his form
master’s face. It was thunderous.

‘Bunter!’

‘Yes, Mr. Quelch,” said Wally nervously. ‘Wingateld me that you wanted to see
me.’

‘Indeed | do. Mr. Prout has reported to me that lyaue been pilfering food from one
of the fifth form studies.’

Wally was appalled. ‘Oh, no, sir. I—I haven't besgar the fifth form studies, really |



haven't.’

‘Mr. Prout was quite clear, Bunter. He had no doubatsoever. You have stolen
food from Coker’s study.’

‘But 1 haven’t, Mr. Quelch,” protested Wally. Heddit understand. He hadn’t been
in Coker’s study, and Billy was safely tucked awayegg. ‘1 do assure you, Mr.
Quelch, that—’

Mr. Quelch put both hands on his desk and stoodTinat is quite enough, Bunter.
You have lied far too often for me to listen to yguotestations of innocence.’
Wally bit his lip. He was saddled with Billy’s refasion. There was nothing that he
could do or say that would convince Mr. Quelch.tBdhe began.

‘No, Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch sternly. ‘That wilbd | had hoped that your remarkable
improvement would be sustained. | was wrong. | &agpointed in you.” Wally
remained silent. ‘1 have considered this mattegfodly. You will go into extra
school tomorrow afternoon.’

Detention! Wally was almost too choked to say amgfat first. The possibility of
playing in the Highcliffe match vanished as Qualittered those few words. ‘But—
but—' he began.

‘I have not forgotten what you did last Wednesdag.not imagine you can do it
again. Your detention will take place in this studsnorrow afternoon, and | shall be
here in person. | shall expect you immediatelyrdttech, and you may be quite sure
that | shall find a suitable task for you to do.’

‘Oh!" gasped Wally. There was no way out. He cotilgossibly cut detention and go
to Highcliffe. The trouble that he’d be storing wpuld he dynamite.

‘That is all, Bunter. You may leave.’

Wally made a final effort. ‘But, sir—'

‘| told you to leave, Bunter.’

‘Please, Mr. Quelch, let me explain—’

Mr. Quelch took a deep breath. ‘I have no intentbhistening to anything you may
have to say, and even if | did so, | should celyanot believe a word that you
uttered.’

‘Couldn’t you cane me?’ asked Wally, desperately.

A thin smile appeared on Mr. Quelch’s face. ‘| He&t | have chosen the correct
punishment for you, Bunter. Thank you for confirgnime in my decision.” He
opened the door of the study. ‘GoY’

Wally went slowly and miserably back to the Rag veheveryone was waiting.
‘Hallo, hallo, hallo"

‘What were you wanted for?’ asked Harry Whartorgiansly.

Frank got up from his chair. ‘What happened?’

‘It's detention—extra school tomorrow afternoon¢ said, dolefully. ‘I've got to do it
in Quelch’s study with him there. It isn’t the woikdon’t mind that, but—"’

Harry Wharton groaned aloud. ‘Oh, Bunter, you sliggs—'

‘Twithead!” rumbled Johnny Bull.

‘You clot!’

‘You're a raving loony. You shouldn’t be let out—’

‘But | haven’t done anything!” Wally cried. ‘Il wodh’'t mind if | had, but | haven't.
Quelch thought that I'd been helping myself to fdeam a fifth form study, but |
haven't. | haven’t been anywhere near them.’

‘Oh, no. You wouldn’t do anything like that, wowau?’

‘But | didn’t, I tell you. I did nothing of the sar

‘Of course not,” jeered Vernon-Smith. "You neverbaPoor old Bunter. It must be



hard having the finger pointed at you every timesthing goes missing.’

‘Listen,” said Wally, earnestly. ‘| swear that lddi't have anything to do with it.’

‘You really are the absolute end—the dregs,’ Haaig, cuttingly. ‘You’'ve never
ever in your life done anything for the form andwevhen you can, you've made a
mess of things just because you can’t keep youtdsaff other people’s food. You
make me sick!’

‘But | swear—'

‘I'm the one who feels like swearing! Harry said.

Bob advanced on Wally. ‘Do you remember what wdz&Ve said that we’'d scrag
you.’

‘That’s right,” agreed Johnny. ‘What about it?’

There was a concerted rush at the Fat Owl. ‘I—I kaggo! Hands off.” He struggled
wildly as the indignant juniors grabbed him. ‘litgbu that— Whooop! Ouch!

Crikey! Leggo, you lot! Wow!" His arms and legs wegripped, he was raised high in
the air, and let down with such a thump that tletuypes on the wall shuddered.
‘Ouch! Stop it! Aaah! Ouch!

‘One for luck,” said Johnny, grimly, and then tHeft him on the floor struggling for
breath. For the very first time since he’d changkeates with his cousin, Wally
wished that he'd never seen Greyfriars and thédtaaecontinued his uneventful
holiday at Pegg.

Chapter 25

Smithy Makes a Discovery

Herbert Vernon-Smith was hard at work in Mr. Qu&dtudy. He wasn’t translating
Latin or learning some lines by Shakespeare, aitdarevas he working out a maths
problem. He was mixing soot and glue together asin.

He had been punished that afternoon and was iprtdeess of getting his own back.
The black, sticky mixture that he was stirring wiastined for Quelch’s mortar board
which was sitting on the table in front of him.

It was true that there was some danger, but it ivaery great since the Bounder
knew that his form master was dining with Dr Lo¢kat evening. It was an
opportunity which he simply couldn’t pass up.

Smithy peered at the mixture, added a little mdwe ¢p it, and then gave it another
stir, thinking that its consistency seemed justdibight. As he stood there, spoon in
hand, he heard quiet footsteps outside. There was an the door.

The Bounder thought quickly. It could hardly be @uehimself. He was hardly likely
to tiptoe along the corridor, nor would he tap @dwn door. No, it had to be
another fellow, perhaps someone like himself wigriavance.

Smithy wouldn’t have minded swapping notes withtarovictim, but he preferred to
see who it was before he revealed himself, ancesdubked into the kneehole of
Quelch’s desk where he would be completely hidddass the intruder actually
walked round the desk and peered beneath it.

The door was quietly opened, and then it was clesg@lly quietly. Then there was
the soft pad of feet going towards the small tdéiyi¢he window. Vernon-Smith
grinned to himself. He knew what was going to happe

The telephone receiver was picked up, and a nudibied. Vernon-Smith heard the
ringing tone.



‘Is that Pegg 2917’

It was Bunter! Although it didn’t really matter witner the fat Owl saw him or not,
the Bounder remained in his hiding place.

There was a voice at the other end. ‘That’s riflegg 291.’

‘May | speak to Mr. Bunter, please?’

‘Mr. Bunter?”’

‘That'’s right.’

‘Who shall | say is speaking?’

‘His cousin.’

Smithy listened with interest. He hadn’t known tBaty Bunter had a cousin in
Pegg. How odd! It wasn't like the fat Owl to keapything quiet. Then the Bounder
heard a fat, familiar voice coming from the othedeHe stiffened. It was uncanny.
There were two voices all right, one here in Griay$rand the other in Pegg, but they
were absolutely identical.

‘Is that you, Wally,” said the voice from Pegg. ‘Athare you ringing me up for?’
Vernon-Smith, crouched in the kneehole, clutchedhieiad with both hands. Wally?
But it was Billy Bunter who was making the call. lgened even more intently. He
couldn’t have heard right.

‘Of course it's me. Who else would be phoning?’

‘What do you want then? Are you in school?’

‘Where else do you think I'd be?’

‘You're taking a chance, aren’t you?’

‘Not really,” said the figure by the phone.

‘Anyway, it's a rotten time to call. | haven't fislhed my dinner yet.’

‘That's exactly why I'm ringing now. | knew that yal be in.’

‘Well, what's up?’ The Pegg voice was querulousioh’t want them to clear my
plate away. | haven't finished my steak-and-kidpeyyet, and anyway, there might
be seconds.’

Vernon-Smith almost laughed aloud. It wasn't jirit voices that were alike. It
seemed that they had the same sort of appetite.

‘I wouldn’t have phoned you if it hadn’t been impamt.’

‘Well, get on with it,” said the fat voice from Pggpetulantly, ‘but if you're going to
say that you're fed up with Greyfriars and wanthange back, you can forget about
it. We said Monday and that’s what I'm sticking $o, there.’

‘Stop nattering, and let me get a word in—’

‘Now just you listen to me, Wally. Did you or didryou agree to stay there until
Monday morning?’

‘You know | did, Billy.’

The Bounder’s eyes widened. So it was Billy ondtieer end of the phone in Pegg,
and it was Wally who was here in Quelch’s study.pdehis head even further round
the desk and looked at that back again. It wasrdadBpack all right—Wally Bunter’s
back. The similarity was amazing.

Billy’s voice was heard again—the voice from Peg@gere you are then, Wally. You
can't get out of it now. | don’t know what you'reugnbling about. You like Latin and
all that rot, and that’s exactly what you've gai,y®u can just stop whining.’

‘I'm not whining! ‘Wally sounded annoyed.

‘Then what are you ringing for? It's just like you——'

‘Listen, you fool, I'm not fed up with Greyfriar§m not complaining about the place.
It's great.’

‘That’s all right then. Mind you, I'm not havinglad time myself. The food’s



smashing and Mrs. Smallbones lets me have as maasas | want—'’

‘At my expense, | suppose,’ said Wally, indignantly

‘Well, that's just like you to grudge me a fewlktiextras. You seem to forget that |
thought all this up for you—'

‘Oh, yes, you greedy guzzler?’

‘| always did think you were a bit mean,” squealaitly. ‘Still, | shan’t take against
you for that. Hee, hee, hee! | almost got nabbsdnmht. Prout nearly caught me.
You want to watch out, Wally. | know you haven'ttgoo much upstairs, so don'’t
you go giving the game away. Well, goodbye, Wadlg—’

‘Hold on, you fat chump! said Wally, urgently.

‘| told you,’ said Billy Bunter, testily. ‘I havenfinished my grub yet, and the steak
and kidney—’

‘Listen, Billy. This really is important.’

‘So’s my steak and kidney.’

‘Billy, Quelch has put me in detention tomorroweaftoon.” There was a fat giggle
from the other end. ‘It's not funny, you great ape.

‘Well, you have to take the rough with the smoalbn’t you? Tee, hee, bee! What
did he get you for?’

‘Somebody pinched some food, and | was blamed for i

Billy Bunter gave an indignant snort. ‘Look hereally. That's a bit much. | don’t
want to get a bad name because of you.’

‘Shut up, you disgusting dustbin,’” said Wally, Gely. ‘It's because of you that | was
suspected, and it was because of you that Quelaldwo listen to me. If you hadn’t
been such a disgusting liar—’

‘Who? Me?’ yelped Billy Bunter. ‘Really, Wally—’

‘Listen! Wharton’s picked me for the match agaidgghcliffe tomorrow, and | can’t
play if I'm in detention.’

‘Do a bunk like I did?

‘Oh, yes? It's because you cleared off last Wedags$lat I'm in a mess. Detention’s
in Quelch’s study under his nose. But you can mgkéor all the trouble you've
given me.’

‘Oh?’ Billy Bunter didn’t sound particularly keen.

‘Yes. Change back for the afternoon.’

‘What?’

‘Yes,” said Wally, eagerly. ‘I've got it worked autll rush straight out after morning
school to where you’ll be waiting in the spinneynthe stile. We can change clothes.
You go into detention, and then I'll join the teatnHighcliffe. They'll think that
Quelch has let me off. The minute the game’s oklerace back again to the spinney
and wait for you. Then we’ll change clothes agaid gou can go back to Pegg.’
‘What a cheek!’

‘I'm needed, Billy. Poor old Smithy’'s got a bad strand it doesn’t look as though
he’ll be able to play. What about it?’

‘Not likely. I'm not risking it.’

‘There isn’t any risk, Billy. It can’t go wrong.’

‘It won’t, because I'm not going to be there.’

‘Be a sport,” pleaded Wally. ‘After all, you’ve hadgood time at my expense. Surely
you can do something in return. After all, it'll lgrbe one afternoon. That’s not much
to ask.’

‘Really, Wally,” said Billy, indignantly. ‘You've gt a nerve! Fancy expecting me to
grind away under Quelch’s beastly eye while yolhaging a good time playing



cricket. Blow you, and blow cricket, that's whagdy!’

‘But it’s not just for me,” explained Wally. ‘It'$or the form.’

‘Blow the form too!” There was a sharp click as el banged down the receiver in
Marine Parade.

Wally, his back still to the Bounder, stood by thble for a second or two, and then
he gave a heavy sigh, replaced the receiver, anddwaway.

‘Fancy seeing you here,’ said the Bounder, lightly.

Wally swung round and saw Smithy leaning acrosdé&igedesk, grinning at him.

He gave a silent groan. The Bounder must have heany word that had been said.
The Bunter secret was a secret no longer.

‘So that’s the game, is it?’ said the Bounder,nramused tone. ‘Well, | must
congratulate you. You've had us all guessing, amtkerof us guessed right. I've got to
hand it to you. You've carried it off remarkably WeHis eyes flickered up and down
Wally. ‘Il remember you now, Wally Bunter. You catmere once before.” There was
a gleam of admiration in his eyes. ‘So the fat maot a free holiday and you’'ve had
a spell at Greyfriars. | must say you've got g@@an you imagine what Quelch would
have to say if he got wind of it?’

Wally stared back at the Bounder. He didn’t expeath from him. He knew how
bitterly he had resented being beaten in that fogiiind the gym, and he knew that
his success on the cricket pitch had rankled. right,” he said, quietly. ‘So now you
know.’

‘That’s right,” said the Bounder, a mocking smike us lips.

‘We swopped identities because Billy wanted a ba break, and | wanted to come
here. As you know, | go to a state school. | likdtis a good place, but | thought I'd
get some extra tuition while | was here. It matterme because | want to go to
university.” He hesitated, and then went on, ‘lugbt it would be an interesting
experience, and it has been. | must say that tlang$ar tougher here than | thought
that they would be. We don't go in for corporal mimment in our school. Our parents
would be up in arms if the staff carried on the wagy do at Greyfriars.’

The Bounder shrugged. ‘Well, it works.’

‘Does it? It seems to me that those who get whaeke@lways the same—it doesn’t
seem to reform them. Anyway, that’'s neither henethere. | don’t think Billy and |
have done much harm, but | don’t suppose that's Whelch would think.” Wally
took a deep breath. ‘You can do what you like, \d@#$mith. I'm not asking any
favours of you.’

‘Just as well,” said Smithy. ‘It wouldn’t make adifference.’

‘That’'s what | thought,” said Wally, as he walkedviards the door.

‘Hold on.’

Wally halted. ‘Yes?’

Vernon-Smith rested both hands on Quelch’s deslkgamd a quiet little laugh. ‘I've
no idea what would happen to you if all of this @aout, but I'm pretty sure that your
fathead of a cousin would be in the middle of tlggest row of the century. |
wouldn’t give much for his chances of staying oGagyfriars.’

‘Nor would I,” said Wally, soberly, ‘but he’ll havi® take his chance. I'm not going
down on my knees to you just to save his skin. Nmst please yourself.’

‘I shall.” The Bounder laughed again and then, ssipgly, said, ‘Don’t worry, Wally
Bunter. I'm not going to squeal to Quelch or anyefse.’

Wally was staggered. It was the last thing he hgmteted the Bounder to say. ‘Thank
you,” he said quietly, as he left the room.



Chapter 26

Not Popular

‘| say, you fellows!

‘Buzz off, Bunter!’

‘But | just wanted—’

‘Go away! else.’

‘But—’

‘Butt your fat head somewhere else, you silly goat!

‘All I wanted—'

‘Get out! ’ roared five angry voices.

Bunter had been quite popular earlier that day. Mlia one thing and another, he
had had quite a success, but things had changsahei-found popularity had
slipped away like butter on hot toast.

He had let down the Remove, and they were fed tipetdeeth. Smithy’s wrist was so
badly bruised that he could hardly pick up a fegtlet alone a bat, and Bunter had
ruined everything by looting tuck. He hadn’'t chathge all. He was still the same
greedy, guzzling Owl.

‘l only looked in to say—'

‘If you don’t clear out,” said Harry, grimly, ‘yoll’be chucked out!

Johnny looked at him fiercely. ‘You've let us athwin!

‘But—'
‘Oh, shuffle off,” said Harry Wharton, wearily.
‘It's all a mistake, honestly it is. I—I supposetiCoker just jumped to the

conclusion that it was me—’

‘Fancy that! said Johnny Bull, sarcastically.

‘And Prout thought that he was right, and he madageconvince Quelch. That's
how it must have happened. Quelch just wouldntéhs| wasn’t able to say a word in
my own defence.’

‘You mean you’d got one?’ said Frank Nugent, inatedsly.

‘How could it have been me? | was on the field wyitiu.’

‘And you just happened to be up here on your ownreehat, busily writing lines for
Quelch,” Bob Cherry pointed out.

‘Oh, crikey,” said Wally. ‘That’s true, but | wag&n to get out for a game. The
moment I'd finished, | changed, and went and joiyed.” He groaned. ‘If only |
could have explained to Quelch—'

‘It wouldn’t have made any difference,’ said Hawharton. ‘He wouldn’t have
believed you. Why should he? It would have beetiesdl’

‘You can’t open your mouth without them rolling gigaid Johnny.

‘But | tell you | was nowhere near Coker’s studsgid Wally desperately.

‘That’s what you said when you nicked his appl&b Cherry reminded him.

‘Kick him out,” advised Johnny.

Wally, leaning against the door, felt defeated.ditkn’t stand a chance of convincing
anyone. Billy’s reputation was something that et gouldn’t overcome. When he
had changed places with his cousin, he hadn’tsedlihat Billy was a dog with quite
such a bad name.

Bob Cherry got to his feet. ‘Johnny, that’'s a baiit idea. Why don’t we kick him
out?’



‘Do not look so alarmed, my dear Bunter,’ said lderdamset Ram Singh. ‘Just
remember that a kick in time saves nine.’

‘Please! Listen,” begged Wally. ‘I've no idea whamk Coker’s food, but it wasn’t
me.’

‘Give it a rest,” said Bob Cherry.

‘But | tell you it was somebody else.’

‘Tell us another?

‘If we could find out who it was,” said Wally, eatye ‘Quelch would let me off. It
occurred to me that you lot might manage it. Yoowrthe chaps better than | do.’
Harry Wharton frowned. ‘What do you mean by that?wghould we know them
better than you?’

‘Oh! I—you know how it is. —er——

‘What on earth are you on about?’ demanded FrardeNu

‘I meant—well, no, I didn’t exactly mean that,” Wiaktammered, aware that he'd
almost given himself away. ‘The thing is, I've ttigo work out who might have
pinched Coker’s food, but | haven’t come up witly good ideas. | thought that if
you went around chatting to blokes, you might gefua.’

‘| think | can come up with a very good idea rigioiw, even if you can’t,’ said Bob,
moving round the table towards Wally. ‘My ideahsat it was W G Bunter who
snaffled the grub.

‘But I've told you | didn’t. Can’t you take my worfbr it?’ asked Wally.

Johnny Bull let out a bellow. ‘I'll show you whethkcan take your word or not!’
‘Oh! Crikey! Hands off! Leggo! Oh! Yaroo!

When Wally had walked into study no 1, he had hé&ard hope that the Famous Five
might have believed in his innocence, but thoseek@vaporated as they rushed at
him. He fled, dodging an avalanche of kicks, bubBherry, roaring like an angry
bull, pursued him up the passage, and managedntp lis foot into contact with
Wally’s rear. A wild yell floated back to the chaips study no 1. ‘He’s in good
voice,” Bob said.

Wally limped back to study no 7. Peter Todd and Tamiton were already there,
getting ready for prep, and they looked at him wiiggust.

‘Why were you yelling?’ asked Toddy.

Wally rubbed the seat of his trousers. ‘It's thbkackheads in study no 1,” he said,
ruefully. ‘The trouble with them is that they cak#ep their feet to themselves.’
‘Serves you right,” said Toddy, promptly. “You cakEep your hands to yourself.
You're rock bottom, Bunter. | reckon I've got maespect for a worm than | have for
you. You ought to be ashamed of yourself for steggfoker’s food and—'

‘But | didn’t! ‘howled Wally. ‘I didn’t"

Of course you jolly well did,” said Toddy, furioysl'I've got a good mind to thump
you with a cricket stump myself.’

‘Look, Toddy—"

‘Shut up”’

Wally did. There seemed to be no point in doingtlaimg else. No one was going to
believe him, no matter what he said. The gloriouspect of playing in the match
against Highcliffe had gone for ever. With a heaegrt and a very gloomy
expression on his face, he opened his books.

Once prep was over, Peter Todd and Tom Dutton denh to join the other fellows
in the Rag, but Wally hadn’t the heart to folloveth. He stood by the window,
looking down at the quad, but it wasn’t the queat the saw. He was seeing a game
on a green field with white-clad figures standimguad the wicket. He gave himself a



mental shake. There was no point in brooding dveraffair. He wasn’t going to play
at Highcliffe, and that was that.

‘Having fun?’ asked a mocking voice.

It was the Bounder. Wally turned round, leaningimsfathe window sill. ‘No,” he
answered, quietly.

Vernon-Smith, lounging in the doorway, put his hendhis pockets as he regarded
Wally. He had been turning things over in his maver since their encounter in
Quelch’s room. Now that he knew it hadn’t been thaporcupine Billy who had
beaten him in the scrap, he felt rather better tibotYou really were keen to play in
the match tomorrow, weren't you?’

‘You know that | was.’

‘Play for your school, do you?’

‘Yes.’

‘It was a pity that your cousin wouldn’t help youto

‘Yes,” agreed Wally, dejectedly.

‘| guess it was asking just a bit too much of thelfish slacker,” said Vernon-Smith.
He looked Wally up and down. ‘It really is uncanggu know. You two are as alike
as two peas in a pod. Of course, | do know thatareuVally, but if you changed
places again, | don’t know that | should spot hefle’s no doubt about it. You're
brighter and cleaner—’

‘Thanks,’ said Wally, sarcastically.

‘Have you anything else in common besides your $eekke pinching grub, for
instance?’ the Bounder asked.

‘No! said Wally, emphatically.

Smithy gave a short laugh. ‘There’s only one wagdbpeople to believe that you
didn’t raid Coker’s study.’

‘Oh? What's that?’

‘Confess that you are Wally.’

‘No! ‘said Wally, firmly. ‘I can’t do that.’

‘That’'s what | thought you'd say. Well, it doesiobk as if there’s going to be any
cricket for me either. Matron’s had another lookmtwrist, and she’s given me the
thumbs down. Pity that ball gave me such a whack.’

‘Are you blaming me for that?’ asked Wally.

‘No. It was my own fault. | was just a bit too ketnget you out. | should have held
that ball. But still, | can’'t say that I'm sorryahyou’re not taking my place in the
eleven.’

‘Don’t be stupid! It wouldn’t have been your plas®harton was going to play us
both.’

‘Perhaps.’

Wally had the feeling that the Bounder’s only obj@ccoming to see him was to rile
him. ‘Do you mind getting out of my study?’ he saidldly.

‘Yours?’ The mocking note returned to the Boundeoge.

Wally’s face went red. He pulled the door open wide Vernon-Smith strolled off,
a broad grin on his face, he gave Wally a kindaif-balute. ‘See you around,” he
said.

Chapter 27

Beastly for Bunter



Billy Bunter leaned back in a striped deck chaitha bright sunshine, and stretched
out his fat little legs. As he brushed off an irgfiive fly attracted by his sticky face,
he beamed at his surroundings, at the beach, thergksea, and at the little boats
that bobbed up and down on the sparkling wavesvéteenjoying a glorious
Saturday morning. The beach was crowded with shebstthe sun blazed down, and
people were laughing and shouting as they plungidtihe sea. However, Bunter
didn’t feel like bathing. Quite a crowd of peoplene canoeing, but he didn't feel like
canoeing either, and neither did he feel like jognihose who were strolling over the
sands. What he felt like doing was nothing. It was of the few things that he was
really good at.

He suddenly thought of Greyfriars, and rememberedt\wthe timetable was—Latin,
maths and physics. He shuddered, tried to banfsbinit his mind, and concentrated
instead on lazing. Lazing, in Billy Bunter’s considd opinion, was the next best
thing to eating.

As far as he was concerned, the only fly in thement was the knowledge that this
glorious laze had to come to an end, and the esa’'widat far away. Monday was
approaching. But still, there was no point in magtrouble halfway. He dipped a
sticky hand into his pocket, brought out a choelascuit, and began munching.
The cash that Wally had left Billy Bunter had lasigce disappeared in an orgy of
ice-creams, doughnuts, cherry cake, buttered bnesngues and chocolate éclairs,
and once it had gone, life became just a littl@akdéz until he had made the exciting
discovery that Mrs. Smallbones would provide alnastthing as an extra. Since that
happy moment, the fat Owl had gone short of nothiggfar as Mrs. Smallbones was
concerned, Bunter was the ideal guest.

He fumbled in his pocket and brought out anothscidt. He vaguely thought that
Wally might kick up a bit of a fuss when he saw s$iee of the bill at Marine Parade,
but that was going to be too bad. Wally would hivstump up.

‘Spiffing! It's absolutely spiffing!” he said to mself, gazing vacantly into space.
Unlimited grub and nothing to do. What more coulellow want? He patted his
stomach affectionately. It was getting on for luioche. Chocolate biscuits were all
very well. They were good for filling up empty cens, but he could only think of
them as appetisers. They were no substitute fgrgonmeals.

He spent a pleasant few minutes thinking aboutdui¢hat would it be, he
wondered? Boiled bacon, broad beans, and mounugastied potatoes would do,
especially if followed by raspberries and cream.t@nother hand, he wouldn’t turn
his nose up at roast lamb and mint sauce. He gmedacontented sigh. Soon it
would be time to roll back to Marine Parade.

‘Ahal! What a surprise to find you here, Bunter?’

Billy Bunter looked up, his mouth open, and thenk#d. ‘Smithy!" he said, in a
dejected tone.

Smithy had been sauntering along the beach at edalf an hour or so, looking for
someone, and now he had found him. He stood oveteBua sardonic smile on his
face.

The smile made Billy Bunter uneasy. The last thieghad wanted was to be spotted
by anyone from Greyfriars. Still, he thought to katf, what was Smithy doing in
Pegg? It was out of bounds except on half holidagd, half holidays didn’t start until
after lunch.

‘I've been to Marine Parade,’” said the Bounderfaifa They said I'd probably see
you on the beach, so | had a little stroll. 'maylave found you.’

‘Whaffor?’” demanded Billy Bunter, crossly. ‘Why? yamay, Smithy, you’re making



a terrible mistake. I've never seen you before nlifie. [—I ain’t Bunter, you know.
Never have been. I've never heard of him.’

‘Oh, no?’

‘No! said Billy Bunter, vehemently. ‘Dunno who h& Haven't a clue.’

‘Haven’t you?’

‘Never. You've got it in one. | know that I'm a bike my cousin Wally, I'll grant
you that, Smithy, so | can’'t be me, can 1?’

‘That'’s right. You’re not you, and I'm not Verno&mith.’

Billy Bunter struggled to sit up straight. ‘Of caeryou are,” he said. ‘Don’t give me
that. I'm not daft. You’re Smithy all right.’

‘But you don’'t know me?”’

The Owl made a half-hearted attempt to clean hisasynspectacles, and then gave up
and put them on. He peered through them. ‘No,’di@ shaking his head. ‘Never seen
you—not ever. Who are you, Smithy?’

Smithy burst into laughter. Are you quite sure tyat don’t know me?’

‘I should know who | know and who | don’t,” saidlBiBunter warmly. ‘And you can
stop that cackling, Smithy. How can | know you'mhInot Bunter? Tain’t possible.
I’'m my cousin Wally. No, no. I'm Billy’s cousin WBJ, and | don’t know where he
is. That's why he’s come here for a holiday. Gaesame beastly state school, you
know. That's because his parents keep a shop. €amt poor relations myself.’
‘You rotten snob!’

‘No, that’s Billy. No, it's Wally, not Billy.” He gaized at the Bounder. ‘Where do you
come from? Greyfriars, is it?’

‘Do 1?7’

Billy Bunter snorted. ‘“You jolly well know you déNow you push off. | don’t go
round speaking to strangers. Anyway, if you don'tigick you'll be in trouble. Why
aren’'t you in class?’

The Bounder held up a bandaged wrist. ‘It was aghonmuch that | was excused
lessons.’

| bet Quelch doesn’t know that you're in Pegg. Hmihalf be mad if he finds out.’
‘| see. You don’t know me, and you don’t know whauyare, but you do know that
Quelch might be

peeved if he knew that | was here.’

‘Who? Quelch?’ Bunter was getting flustered. ‘Whbé&s? Now, Smithy, look here.
Don’t you get thinking that I'm me like Prout didg other day, because | ain’t.’

‘Of course not,” agreed the Bounder.

‘You see, the truth is, I'm Wally,” burbled Billy iter. ‘My cousin at Greyfriars is
me, and |—well, I ain’t him. He can’t be. Tain’t ggble. So if he’s not me and I'm
not him— The fat Owl became even more confusetat® why we don’t look alike
and you've got it all wrong.’

Smithy started laughing again. ‘It's as clear asirhu

‘Cackle, cackle, cackle!” said Billy Bunter, annalyéThat’s all you can do, isn't it?
Cackle like a hyena. You're a cheeky blighter, ‘ghathat you are, coming up and
talking to someone you don’t know. Well, you caltyjavell clear off. I've got to go
back for lunch?

The laughter ceased. As Bunter heaved his consil@engeight out of the deck chair,
Smithy’s hand gripped his shoulder. ‘Let me help,ybe said, hauling him up.

Billy Bunter wriggled, ‘What do you think you're day? Leggo of my shoulder.’
‘I'm taking you for a little walk,” said Smithy.

‘I'm not going for a walk with you, Smithy. I'm gog to Marine Parade.’



‘Oh, no, you're not,” said the Bounder. ‘You're conmg with me.’

‘Leggo, you beast!

Smithy gave Bunter a grim little smile. ‘I'll teylou where we’re going. We're
toddling back to Greyfriars.’

Billy Bunter’s eyes nearly popped out of his head.

‘What? Greyfriars? What do you mean? | can’t gogh®vally’s there, isn’'t he? |
mean, that is, I'm there. Anyway, I'm nothing to @h your beastly school. Don’t
even know where it is. Never heard of it. Doesndam a thing to me.’

‘LEGGO OF MY SHOULDERY’

‘What a shame,’ said Smithy. ‘Well, we can soontbat right. I'll tell you what.

We'll stroll back together, and I'll introduce yaoo Quelch. How about that?’

Bunter blinked at him in alarm. ‘Oh, | say, crick&on’t do that, Smithy, old chap.
It's nothing to do with me. Think of old Wally. Yozan't do that to him. Quelch will
come down on him like a ton of bricks.’

‘And he’ll come down on you like ten tons, | suspé@tow, you can take your choice,
Bunter. | can boot you all the way back to schoolve can stroll along in a civilised
manner, and when we get there you can either comig&uelch or you can go into
the spinney, and strip off and wait for Wally. Indiowant to put any pressure on you,
fat man. You can please yourself.’

‘Can’t | stay here?’ pleaded Bunter, and then, m#l$ shook his head, he added
with a touch of defiance, ‘It's nothing to do wiglou. | don’t know why you're

poking your big nose into this. It's none of yowsiness.’

‘But I'm making it my business,’ said the Boundeasily. ‘You don’t have much
choice. Come along, Bunter.’

Muttering under his breath, and with a dismal egpi@n on his face, Bunter went.



Chapter 28

Unexpected!

‘Wharton | say, Wharton’

Vernon-Smith hurried through the gates of the stheow shouted to Harry Wharton.
‘What is it, Smithy?’ Harry looked sympathetically the Bounder.

Smithy held up his bandaged wrist. ‘I'm sorry abthus. Matron says that | haven't a
hope of playing.’

‘I'm sorry too. It’s just bad luck.’

‘It's really tough,’” said Bob Cherry.

‘The truth is,” Smithy went on, ‘I couldn’t evengyt marbles with this wrist. Have
you got someone to take my place?’

Harry Wharton looked worried. ‘It's not just youmn8hy. It's that idiot Bunter. |
wanted you two to be our opening batsmen. That avbalre shaken Highcliffe.’

‘So who's playing?’

‘'ve had to include Skinner and Stott. You candigisay that we're fielding our
strongest side, can you?’

Vernon-Smith looked Wharton straight in the eyeor@ write Bunter off too soon,’
he said. ‘There’s always a chance that Quelch niighe a change of heart and let
him off extra school.’

‘Who are you kidding?’ demanded Johnny Bull. ‘Qletever lets anyone off
anything.’

Vernon-Smith smiled. ‘I've just got a feeling thell be all right.’

‘| suppose it might be on the cards,’ said Bob @hebut it doesn’t seem very
likely.’

‘Well, you'd better cross your fingers,” Smithy dailf you're going to win the
match, Bunter’s the guy who’s going to do it foluyo

The Famous Five looked at him in surprise. Yesteluad been jeering away at the
Owl. Now he was singing his praises. What had cowsz him?

‘What's made you change your mind about him?’ desiednJohnny Bull.

The Bounder gave a self-conscious laugh. ‘Why nlo¢?asked. ‘Why shouldn’t 1?”
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh gave him a sharp looktéDae, my dear Smithy, why
you think our esteemed form master might have aghaf heart.’

The Bounder put his hands into his blazer poclketd,shrugged. ‘I really don’t
know,’ he said, casually. ‘As | said, it's justeefing. You will play him, Harry, if he
turns up?’

‘You bet! With neither of you in the team we havegot a hope. If Bunter makes it,
we’ve got a sporting chance.’

Bob Cherry suddenly laughed. ‘That sack of talloxgrathere doesn’t look much of a
cricketer, does he?’ He pointed in the directiothaf gate and they saw a podgy
figure propped disconsolately against a tree.

The Bounder moved off. ‘Don’t forget what | sai@ihey watched him go. Why the
Bounder cared about Bunter and whether he playedtorvas beyond them. His
animosity had gone. It was odd, too, the way hengeleconvinced that Quelch would
cancel the detention. Quelch, as they all knew, lveaidly the most forgiving of
teachers.

The Bounder sauntered up to Wally. “You look chdesi’



‘You've got it in one,’” he said, gloomily.

Smithy gave him a grin. ‘Feeling like cricket?’ Watlidn't answer but just scowled
into the distance. ‘Well, are you?’

‘What do you think?’

‘It would be nice to have a knock, wouldn't it?” Waturned on the Bounder. He was
fed up with his jibes. ‘Look here, Vernon-Smithyd’just about had enough. If you
keep on needling me, I'll punch your head in, dmeht—’

Smithy grinned again. He held up his hand. ‘Oh,yon, can’t,’” he said. ‘You're a
sportsman. You can’t hit someone who can’'t defantséalf. You've just got to put

up with me.’

‘Leave me alone.’

‘All right, | will, but read this first.” Smithy ppduced a crumpled piece of paper from
his pocket. ‘It’s for you.’

‘What are you on about?’

‘Read it and find out.’

Wally unfolded the note and his eyes grew biggerwds so astonished that he
almost dropped the piece of paper onto the groliaghpeared to have been written
by a demented spider.

Dear Wally,

| am waiting for you in the spiney across the
road. Come as soon as you get this note. | have
thort of what it was that you said on the telefone
and so | am going to do what you said. We can
change here and Smithy has taken my clothes
away. Its nothing to do with what he said. You
no me better than that. Its just that | want you to
have a good time. Hurry up or | shall be late for
lunch and I'm freazing to deth,

Your cousin,

Billy.

Wally read the note, and then he read it all ogaira He looked at Vernon-Smith.
‘Gosh! he said, gratefully. ‘I don’t know how yquulled it off, but it was decent of
you,” and then he asked curiously, ‘What made yoit?

Smithy shrugged. ‘Why not? It amused me.’

‘How did you manage it?’

‘No problem. | walked over to Pegg, seized yourstouly the ear, and threatened
him with Quelch. He didn’t put up much of a fighte’s shivering in the spinney right
now. | took the precaution of taking his clothesase he changed his mind. | took
another precaution too. Redwing is waiting in thegs, a cricket bat in his hands.
So, if you happen to fancy playing at Highcliffesthafternoon—'

Wally grasped the Bounder’s hand. ‘Thanks,” he .sdidanks.’

‘Think nothing of it,” said the Bounder, casualijve checked. If you can get there
on time, Wharton will be only too pleased to sea.yble glanced down at his watch.
‘They’ll be off in the coach soon after lunch. Irtk you'll make it if you cut along to
the spinney straight away and hand over your ctotbegour cousin.’

‘My clothes! Wally looked down at what he was wiear. ‘But—but, what about my



flannels?’

‘I've taken care of that,” said Smithy. ‘They’re itiag for you in the spinney. Once
Bunter’s dressed again, I'll march him into lunahd make sure that he goes straight
from the dining room to Quelch’s study. Redwingt gome sandwiches waiting for
you, and he’s got my bike. If you pedal hard yoglduo make it. The rest of the
team will assume that Quelch has forgiven you,@dtdet on.’

‘Thanks, Smithy,” Wally said yet again. He pausedd moment or two. ‘I honestly
don’t understand you. | really thought you’'d gouy&nife into me.’

‘You've got guts,’ said the Bounder, simply. ‘Yoees | rather care for people with
guts.’

As Wally dashed off, Vernon-Smith drifted after hiready to propel the indignant
Bunter into lunch. Actually, he didn’t quite knowhwhe had helped Wally out of
hole. It was quite true that he liked people wititsg but maybe he also liked Wally
for himself.

A little later the lunch bell rang. ‘Bunter! shad Harry Wharton. ‘Come here!’
Billy Bunter made for the dining room. It was alvgdyard to make an impression on
him when food was on the horizon. Although he waulatch rather have been in
Marine Parade, food was still food, and nothing aa@ne was going to divert him
from it.

‘Bunter! Cloth ears! | want to talk to you.” HarsWharton grabbed his arm as he
rolled by.

‘Leggo, Wharton!’

‘Wait a minute, you fat chump! | tried to speakytmu earlier, but you shot out of the
gates like an express train.’

‘Tee, hee, heel’

‘What does that mean?’

Billy Bunter quivered with laughter. ‘Oh, nothing/harton. It don’t mean nothing. |
just got a tickle in my throat. | say, let go of mym. The bell's gone. I'm hungry.
Those greedy beasts will have eaten all the gruihdyime we get inside.’

‘Smithy said—

‘Oh, bother Smithy!" yapped Billy Bunter. He didnitant to hear about Smithy. But
for that beast he’'d be back in Marine Parade tugkito Mrs. Smallbones’s lunch,
and looking forward to another laze on the beastead of slogging away under
Quelch’s eye.

‘Smithy’s got some bee in his bonnet. He sayslteahinks that Quelch might
change his mind and let you off this afternoon.’

‘Oh! Fancy that! Bunter sniggered so hard thasheok like a jelly.

‘Stop tee-heeing, you idiot!" shouted Bob Cherry.

‘If it does happen,’ said Harry Wharton, ‘you mighst reach Highcliffe in time if
you take a bike.’

‘Have mine,’ offered Johnny Bull. ‘It's a racer.’

‘What? Borrow a bike and pedal all the way to Higfe?’ said Bunter, shocked at
the thought.

‘Tll play you if you get there in time.’

‘Hee, hee, hee!’ Bunter almost fell about with laungy.

The Famous Five looked at each other blankly. Viladthappened to that keen
cricketer of yesterday? Bunter seemed to be the sdanslacker they knew so well.
‘Aren’t you interested in playing?’

‘No! Bunter saw the Bounder looking at him. ‘Wetipt no, that is, maybe—' He
suddenly realised that the lunch bell had stoppeging, and that they were the only



fellows in the quad. ‘I'm not standing here anyden All the grub will have gone if
we don't hurry up.’

As he bolted for the dining room, the others folkalvBob nudged Frank. ‘See.
Quelch is there. His eyes are on Bunter. It dodenk to me as if the fat man’s going
to be doing anything except detention this aftemddhought Smithy was just being
an optimist.’

Bunter, however, seemed blissfully unaware of Mrel@h. He gobbled his way
through lunch, and then looked hopefully at higghbours’ plates in case there was
something left. Sadly, seeing that there was ngthiore, he pushed back his chair
and stood up.

‘Bunter!” said Mr. Quelch, sternly.

‘Oh! CrumbsY’

‘You will come to my study now.’

‘Bother! Acid drops!” mumbled Bunter, and ambled after his form master.

‘Fat chance we’ve got of playing him,” said JohrBwll. ‘The Bounder got it
completely and utterly wrong.’

‘| can’t imagine why he said it,” remarked Harry Afton. ‘There isn’t a hope.’

‘It is perhaps a tedious saying,” observed Hurregls ‘but hope is supposed to
spring eternal. The trouble is, eternity goes orstah a very long time.’

They had just reached the corridor when the fat @appeared. Broad smiles spread
over their faces.

‘Good man!’ said Johnny Bull heartily.

‘Eh? What?’

‘How did you persuade him to let you give detent@omiss?’ asked Bob Cherry,
eagerly.

‘I didn’t. He sent me to get that rotten old Virgil

‘Oh! * Their faces fell again.

‘Look, if you can polish it off quickly, he mighéll you to push off. It would be
worth belting over to Highcliffe. I'll keep your gte open until the last possible
moment. Skinner knows. He won’t mind.’

‘Hee, hee, hee!’ tittered Bunter. Although he wasmused at the thought of an
afternoon with Quelch, the idea of pedalling aél thay to Highcliffe and arriving at
much the same time as his cousin struck him asfuaryy.

‘Bunter! It was Mr. Quelch’s voice, and he soundbspleased. ‘I told you to go to
your study and fetch your Virgil and then to retimmmediately. Don'’t let me have to
speak to you again.’

‘Oh, lor’’ The snigger was wiped off Billy Buntes’face, and he scuttled off.

‘Let’s get our things together,” suggested Harlywon't be long before the coach
turns up.’

Bob Cherry sighed. ‘Bang goes our hope of a thundegreat victory,” he said.
‘Never mind. We'll give them a run for their moneMarry Wharton sounded rather
more cheerful than he felt.

They put their gear together and joined their suigpe who were already waiting in
the coach, ready for the short journey to Higheliffhey put the thought of Bunter to
the back of their minds and settled down to enleydrive through the shady woods
dappled with patches of bright sunshine.

‘Not long now,” announced Bob, as the drive of Hiljiie School came in sight.
‘And there’s Frank Courtenay waiting for us,” s&ldrry.

The coach pulled up at the gates and he clambétd ‘| must say I've never seen
anyone pelt down the drive like that before,’ thghtliffe captain said to Harry



Wharton as he sat down. ‘He must be bursting witrgy.’

‘Who?’

‘We’re just about to overtake him. There he is.’

The Greyfriars team pressed their faces to the eviscbf the coach, and Bunter, a
broad grin on his

face, gave them a cheery wave as they passed him.

‘Bunter!

‘It's the fat man himself!

‘But how on earth—?"’

Bob turned round in his seat, and looked backalt the fat Owl all right. He was
pedalling along at a tremendous lick, and his smées, gleaming in the sunlight,
were worn low on his fat little button of a nose.

‘So Quelch did let him off!

‘But how could he have got here before us?’

‘He must have taken a short cut across the fi¢ldst it was a rough ride.

‘| didn’t know he could ride a bike for more thamenty yards without falling off,’
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

‘I wonder whose bike he’s ruined?’

‘It's Smithy’s!” shouted Johnny. ‘I recognised ttaight away.’

‘That'’s all right as long as it isn’t mine,’ saicB.

The coach drew up and the Greyfriars crowd tumbl&dand Frank Courtenay led
the way to the pavilion. They had hardly reachdukfore there was the screech of
tyres, and the loud ringing of a bell. Bunter haidvad.

‘Well done, you fat chump! shouted Bob, excitedly.

‘How did you get round Quelch?’

‘Oh!" said Bunter, cheerfully. ‘Ways and means.’

‘Who cares?’ said Harry Wharton, happily. ‘I'm glgdu’re here, you fat freak.
Wally grinned. ‘Me too.’ He turned to Skinner whasvstanding at the back of the
crowd. ‘You don’t mind, do you, Skinner?’

‘No. We want to win, don’t we?’



IT WAS THE FAT OWL ALL RIGHT.

‘I am right, aren’t I? You do want me in the teaton’t you?’ Wally asked Harry.
‘Didn’t yesterday’s scragging make it clear enoudddb said, and they all burst out
laughing.

There was no doubt that Bunter, this particulartBymreally was wanted. It would
have been different if it had been the other Bumteo, just at that moment, was
chewing the end of his pen, trying to make somse®ent of that beastly old Virgil.
As the umpires walked out, Frank Courtenay producedin. Harry won the toss.
‘Okay,” he said, ‘we’ll bat. Are you ready, BunteY®du and | will open the innings.
It's a pity Smithy isn’t here. We'll just have t@aur best without him.’

There were smiles from the Highcliffe team as theyt to the wicket. Why
Greyfriars was playing Bunter was a mystery to thielies fame as a duffer had spread
far and wide.

The bowler took the ball and Bunter, at the othwt, evatched steadily, awaiting the
first ball of the match. It was a good one, andldbeler confidently expected to see
Bunter’s stumps go flying, but there was a shaigkchnd the ball shot from the bat.
Harry Wharton made a movement as if to run, butt&uvaved him back.

‘Oh, my socks and sandals! shouted Bob. ‘A boupd@rhat a way to start an
innings!

‘Fantastic!’ cried Toddy.

‘Staggering!

‘Golly! There goes another?

‘Good old Bunter!” bellowed Bob. ‘Keep it up, fatam!’

Wally didn’t need any encouragement. He whacked#iearound the field, and he
did it with a grace and agility that stunned evemsyoHarry’s wicket fell at last, and



Bob Cherry went in.

‘What an innings!” said Harry Wharton, admiringyhey’ll have a job to take his
wicket. He looks as if he’s really stuck in now.’

Back at Greyfriars, Billy Bunter was stuck in tdte was stuck indoors under the
eagle-like gaze of Mr. Quelch, grinding his wayotingh his work. Even if he had
known about it, it wouldn’t have given him much sofation to know that his cousin
Wally was the hero of the day. He carried his hedughout both innings, and he
knocked up the highest number of runs ever scoyedjbnior in either school. It was
a great victory for Greyfriars, and it was all doaeBunter.

Chapter 29
Keeping it Dark!

‘| say, you chaps!’

‘Roll in, old man, roll in!" cried Frank, hospitapl

‘We wondered where you had got to.’

As soon as the Form was dismissed on Monday afterrtbe Famous Five had
charged up to study no 1, rustled up six plates,hed brought out the goodies for
tea.

As they had rushed off in one direction, a fat feghad hurried off in another.
Gosling, at his lodge, did notice Bunter hurtlihgaugh the gates, and some time
later he saw Bunter hurrying in again. Even if bd been hawk-eyed, he would have
been very unlikely to see any difference in thege figures. Only Smithy, loitering
by the gates, knew. He stood there, a faint snmlkis lips, the one person in the
whole school who knew that Wally Bunter had gong.days as a Greyfriars man
over, and that Billy Bunter had returned to takedid place in the Remove.

He watched Billy Bunter scuttle indoors, and agheered his own study, he heard
the Famous Five welcome the Owl. What they didntw was that although they
had issued the invitation to one man, it had beeeated by another.

It had been a reluctant Billy Bunter who had lefisMSmallbones and Marine Parade
for ever, his golden holiday over. He and Wally lchdnged clothes for the last time,
and he had been only partially consoled with thesithat he was to be an honoured
guest in study no 1.

As he entered, he blinked appreciatively at théetdbolly good, chaps,’ he said, a
look of eager anticipation on his face.

‘You're late, muggins,’ said Bob.

‘There’ll be heaps of time for you to get down be nets after tea,” said Johnny.
‘Tee, hee, heel’

The juniors sat up. ‘What'’s so funny about tha&nénded Johnny.

‘Hee, bee, hee! Nothing.” Bunter tittered agairsaly, I'm ready for tea. Sea air
doesn't half give you an appetite.’

‘Sea air?’ repeated Harry.

‘Is that what | said? Oh, no. Not that. | haveréeh near the sea. Not today. Not for
ages. Nothing of the kind. Don’t even like it.’

‘Of course you haven't been near the sea,” saiddéuJamset Ram Singh. ‘How
could you? You've been in school all day.’

‘That’s it! That’s where I've been. | didn’t catthe bus from Pegg. I—I went for a
stroll somewhere quite different. Didn’t go nowheear Pegg or Marine Parade.
Couldn’t, could 1?’ Billy Bunter drew a plate toves himself. ‘I say, that ham looks



good. Not quite as good as the ham in Marine Parade

‘What's all this about Marine Parade?’ asked Framkiously.

‘| didn’t say that, did 1?’ said Bunter, hastily—I meant Bunter Court, that's what |
meant.” He set to work with his knife and fork. &r't you fellows going to have
any?’ he asked, helping himself to the last slice.

His hosts gazed silently as he munched away. Tagginly had intended to have
some ham, but with Bunter there, they hadn’'t hadhmahance.

‘Tuck in, Bunter,” said Johnny, sarcastically.

‘Oh, thanks, old man.’ He stretched out a paw. ID#&s he said, surprised. ‘It’s all
gone,” and he flashed them a reproachful look.

They eyed Bunter’s plate. They had cooked six eglgee of them were on his plate,
and now he reached out for the rest.

‘Jolly good idea, ham and eggs,” he mumbled, heekhk bulging, and the hospitable
smiles of the juniors faded a little.

During the last few days, Bunter had shown anaghsr of his character, but they had
a feeling that the fellow they had grown to likedtfaded away, and that the old
Bunter was emerging again. They munched their Wegugh bread and butter while
Bunter polished off everything else.

Bob Cherry pushed back his plate. ‘Ready for a spoticket?’

‘You bet!" said Frank. ‘Coming, Bunter?’

‘Eh? What's that.” Bunter stopped scraping the oh

‘A spot of cricket,’ repeated Harry.

‘Ain’t compulsory, is it?’

‘What's that got to do with it?’ growled Johnnydlhave thought you’d have liked a
knock.’

‘Oh, really, Bull" mumbled Bunter, licking his fger and rubbing it round the edge
of his plate in case he’d missed a crumb or two.

‘Stagger up old man! urged Bob.

‘What? Me? Not likely. You can do what you jolly Ivike, but you won't catch me
messing around with a bat and ball.’

Five pairs of eyes focussed on that complacent tdeedless of their stares, Billy
Bunter examined the table. ‘I say, isn't there aalge?’

‘No! snarled Bob Cherry.

‘Well, you ought to have had one,’ the Owl saighraingly. ‘It's the proper thing to
do when you ask a chap to tea. Tain’t good forrasiosomeone, and not have cake.
What's tea all about if it isn’t about cake? We ay& had two to choose from at
Marine Parade.

‘There you go again,’ said Frank. ‘Marine Paradédevé is it?’

‘Oh, cripes! squeaked Bunter. He hadn’t meant emtion it again. ‘Where’s that?
I've never heard of it.’

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh gave him a sharp lookgi¥#®me, my dear Bunter, but
you have. You have already mentioned it more thareo

‘Not me! Couldn’t have been me.’ Bunter forgot grgevances over the cake. He
blinked anxiously around the table. He suspectatittie consequences might be
painful if his secret ever came out.

‘| say, don't you think I've been staying at MariRarade. Wouldn’t be seen dead
there,” he gabbled. ‘It's nothing but a boardingibe. We Bunters only stay at the
best hotels. I—I—haven’t been anywhere near itnRidven know it was in Pegg,
not that I've been there either. | never was tladirthe time | was here, and even
then—



‘Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Bob. ‘What are you yappaigout?’

‘While | wasn’t at Pegg, that is. Haven’t you allly well seen me every single day
while | was there? You can believe your own eyas;toyou? And it doesn’t matter
what Smithy says. He’s a sneaky toad—'

‘Smithy? What's he got to do with it?’

‘You can’t believe a word he says. Can't trust hiviot that he cares who gets a
whopping. But—Dbut still, he did promise Wally that'd keep it under—’

‘Who?’

‘Wally what? What Wally?’

‘You ought to know,’ said Harry. You mentioned hifthat about him?’

Bunter blinked in alarm. ‘Oh, nothing. | didn’t meaothing. Never heard the name
before.’

‘You have,’ said Frank. ‘He’s the cousin who lodike you.’

‘Oh, that Wally! Haven'’t heard or seen from himntonths and months—years
actually.’

‘Yes, you have,” Bob said. “You had a letter froormHast week.’

‘Did—did 1? Oh, yes, | remember. | never answetedid I?’ Billy Bunter could now
no longer remember what he had said.

‘What do you mean, you burbling beetle? Is Wallyuard?’

‘N—n—no. He never came to Pegg for half term, ameheaf he had | wouldn’t have
had anything to do with him. Goes to some awfulestghool—oh!” The Owl
cowered as Johnny shook his fist under his nosan’tRhink I've got anything
against them, or Wally come to that. Tain’t hislfais it? Anyway, what's that got to
do with anything. We were talking about Marine Fiaraveren’t we? Oh!" He
clapped a paw to his mouth. He'd said that nameaga

The Famous Five weren't interested in Marine PaeddiBat moment. ‘We were
talking about Wally,” said Frank.

‘The one who looks like you,’ said Bob, determinechammer the point home.
‘No, he don’t. Anyway, no one would take Wally fore, not even if we did change
clothes—

‘Oh, my best Sunday titfer!

‘Besides,’” babbled Bunter, ‘we never did. Why sldowe? It was me all the time,
wasn't it? And let me tell you, if Smithy says amiyig different, it’s just spite because
Wally gave him a hiding behind the gym.’

‘Eh? What did you say?’ asked Johnny.

‘1 mean when | had that scrap. It was me all tinretiLook, don’t you go saying
anything different. Quelch would go off at the desyl if he knew—not that there’s
anything to know.’

‘What about?’ asked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

‘Nothing. There’s nothing to know. Wally hasn'’t lbekere, and | haven't been at
Marine Parade, and | haven't just got back frommaghe

‘By gum! * exclaimed Johnny.

‘You ought to be able to take a fellow’s word, d&unter, warmly. ‘I haven't been
near Marine Parade and | haven't just got back umec&Vally’s got to go home.
Never thought of changing places to get out ofdesdor a bit. Wouldn't.’

‘Oh, no?’

‘Besides, | never done it for that. Nothing to dibhwQuelch or Tubb or Coker or
lessons. | like lessons. Can't get enough of tHém.l was just doing Wally a
favour,” Bunter said, virtuously. ‘Did it out of ¢hkindness of my heart—my usual
generosity. After all, it’s the least you can do &opoor relation, and he was jolly



keen to put in a bit of time here, especially ds be keen on cricket, poor multt,
and—’

‘You—you—you—' Harry was almost lost for words. ‘& Your cousin—here at
Greyfriars?’

‘That’s not what | said,” said Bunter, quickly.said he wasn’t here in Pegg while |
was in Marine Parade—"’

‘So you were—?’

‘Don’t you keep on saying that!" yelled Bunter. $imithy can keep it dark, so can
you. Quelch could hear about it. Crikey! | don’'twany more trouble from Quelch.
You know what he’s like, the suspicious beast!’

Five angry faces glared at Bunter. Although thegtswere furious with him, they
were almost mesmerised as he babbled on, complatelyare of the fact that he’'d
given the game away. In fact, he thought he’d gtod another spot of bother rather
well. He glanced around the table to make surestivas nothing more to eat, and
then decided to move on to some other study—Mauylgihaps.

He hovered in the doorway of study no 1, and gheeFamous Five an anxious blink.
He thought he’d make things quite clear for the timse.

‘Now don’t you get it wrong,” he said, earnestlyou can take my word for it. | was
here all the time and Wally never came to Peggnéier had a holiday and if he did,
he went to Greyfriars—no, not Greyfriars—Grimslhatts where he went. Not that
he did, but you know what Quelch is like, so youn gdly well shut up about it.’

He turned away, well satisfied with himself, bubgk few words had the most
extraordinary effect on the Famous Five. They wered from their trance- like
state, and they moved as one. Five feet shot ondtihey landed at exactly the same
moment on the best filled and tightest trousers sgen in Greyfriars School.

There was a mighty yell. ‘Yarooo! echoed up anevddhe Remove passage, floated
down the stairs, and rolled around the quad. Blyter shot like a bullet from a gun,
and disappeared from sight.



