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                                 THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                                     A Letter From Bunter! 

HENRY SAMUEL QUELCH, master of the Remove at Greyfriars School put his head out of his study window. He glanced—or, to be more exact, glared— into the sunny quad. 
  “Wharton!” 
  The name shot from Mr, Quelch like a bullet from a rifle. 
  Five fellows were standing in a group, at a little distance. They were talking cricket, while they waited for the bell for class. But they forgot cricket as Mr. Quelch barked the name of the captain of the Remove. All five of them spun round, at once, towards the study window. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” murmured Bob Cherry. “Henry looks waxy this morning!” 
  There was no doubt that  Henry did!  The expression on his face was a very good imitation of the “frightful, fearful frantic frown” of the Lord High Executioner. 
  “Oh! Yes, sir!” answered Harry Wharton. 
  “Come to my study at once!” barked the Remove master. 
  “Oh! Certainly, sir!” 
  Mr. Quelch’s frowning face disappeared from the study window. Harry Wharton blinked at that window, and then at his friends. 
  “What the dickens is up!” he murmured. “Anybody know why Quelchy has got his rag out?” 
  “The old scout’s been rather shirty ever since Bunter started playing the giddy ox.” remarked Frank Nugent. 
  “The shirtfulness has been rather terrific,” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “But—”
  “But that’s no reason why Quelch should bark at me!” said Harry, “I’m not responsible for Bunter’s actions.” 
  “Hardly Even Bunter isn’t!” remarked Johnny Bull. “Better cut, old bean—Quelchy didn’t look as if he would like to be kept waiting.” 
  Harry Wharton nodded, and left his friends and walked away to the door of the House. It was clear that something serious was “up”; but he couldn’t begin to guess what it was. Quelch could not possibly know who had put the gum in Loder’s inkpot, so it couldn’t be that. He might know who had knocked off Coker’s hat in the quad—but a little harmless fun like that would not have brought such a frightful, fearful, frantic frown to Quelch’s brow. It was quite a puzzle—for it was evident that the Remove master was in a towering “wax”. 
  The captain of the Remove arrived at his Form-master’s study door, and tapped. 
  “Come in!” cane a bark from within. 
  Wharton entered. 
  Mr. Quelch was seated at his study table. On that table lay a pile of letters. 
  It was one of Mr. Quelch’s duties to give the correspondence addressed to members of his Form the “once-over” before the same was put up in the rack to be taken in break. Evidently he had been engaged on that task when he stepped to the window to bark at his head boy. 
There was a letter in his hand— crumpled in angry fingers. It dawned on Harry Wharton that it was a letter addressed to him that was the cause of that angry bark. 
  But that only deepened the mystery. So far as he knew, he had no correspondents to whom his Form-master might object. Fellows like Skinner and Smithy had acquaintances outside the school who might injudiciously have written. Wharton hadn’t! 
  “Wharton!” Again the name came like a bullet. 
  “Yes, sir!” said Harry. 
  “You are well aware, Wharton, that Bunter of my Form, has been missing from the school for some days. You are aware that efforts to trace him have failed, and thus his present whereabouts are unknown. You are aware that his extraordinary conduct has caused his headmaster and myself great trouble and anxiety! You are perfectly aware of this, Wharton!” 
  The captain of the Remove was well aware of it. So was every other fellow at Greyfriars. The amazing antics of Billy Bunter had been the talk of the school for days. Wharton was also aware that Billy Bunter’s antics had had a deteriorating effect on Quelch’s temper! But really, he could not see that he was to blame in any way. He stared, 
  “You are aware of all this, Wharton!”barked the Remove master. 
  “Certainly, sir!” 
  “Now it appears,” went on Mr Quelch,  “that you, my head boy, could have thrown light on the matter had you chosen. You are in touch with the foolish boy who has run away from school.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Wharton. “No, sir!”
  “You are not?” barked Mr. Quelch. 
  “Nothing of the kind, sir!” 
  Mr. Quelch gave his head boy a grim and searching glare. Harry Wharton bore it with all the equanimity he could muster. 
  Nobody at Greyfriars knew where Billy Bunter was, or what he was up to. But Harry Wharton & Co., in point of fact, had a strong suspicion, which almost amounted to a certainty. 
  Their belief was that Billy Bunter was at Muccolini’s Magnificent Circus, which was camped on Courtfield Common, a couple of miles from the school. 
  Still, they were not sure. 
  Even had they been sure they would not have felt entitled to pass on what they knew to the “beaks,” 
  And certainly the captain of the Remove was not in touch with the fat and fatuous junior who had run away from the school. He had seen and heard nothing of Bunter since the Owl of the Remove had bolted. Wharton could not even guess what had put such an idea into his Form-master’s head. 
  “You have not seen him?” rapped Mr. Quelch. 
  “No, sir!” 
  “You have not heard from him?” 
  “No, sir!” 
  “He has not told you how he is occupied during this extraordinary and unexplained absence from school?" 
  “No, sir!"
  “Then how do you explain the fact that he has written to you, Wharton?” 
  “Oh! Has he, sir?” ejaculated Wharton. 
  “He has!" barked Mr. Quelch. 
  Wharton could guess now the source of that letter, crumpled in Quelch’s angry hand! Evidently the Remove master had recognised Bunter’s “fist” on the envelope. 
  “Well, if he wanted to write, I couldn’t stop him, sir!" ventured Harry. 
  “You were not expecting a letter from Bunter?” 
  “Oh, no, sir!" 
  “Then you are not in touch with bim?” 
  “Not at all, sir?’ 
  Mr. Quelch’s brow cleared a little.  The frightful, fearful, frantic frown perceptibly diminished. 
  “Very well, Wharton,” he said, “I accept your word, of course. If you have no part in that stupid boy’s rebellious and reckless proceedings---" 
  “Certainly not, sir.” 
  “Very well! You nay take this letter, Wharton! But I must ask you to open it in my presence and hand it to me for perusal. It is clear, from the postmark that it was posted in Courtfield, and that proves that Bunter is not very far away. No doubt a clue to his present whereabouts is contained in this letter. Open it!"
  The Remove master passed the letter to Harry Wharton. The junior took it, and slit the envelope rather slowly. Why the missing Owl of the Remove had written to him was a mystery, especially as Bunter was very keen to keep his whereabouts a secret. Even a fathead like Bunter might have remembered that letters for Remove fellows passed through the Form-master’s hands, and that Mr. Quelch would certainly spot his fist. 
  Very slowly Wharton drew the letter from the envelope. 
  He did not want to give Bunter away. Had that letter reached him, unseen by Mr. Quelch, certainly it would never have met the eyes of the Remove master. But there was no help for it now. Quelch was going to see that letter. 
  “Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Harry suddenly, as he glanced at the epistle from the missing Owl. 
  “What? What did you say, Wharton?” snapped Mr. Quelch, 
  Wharton did not answer. 
  He stood with the letter in his hand, staring at it, blank dismay written in his face. 
  Mr. Quelch’s eyes fixed on him grimly. 
  “You have read that letter, Wharton?" 
  “Oh, yes, sir!" stammered Harry. 
  “Now hand it to me.” 
   “I---I---I----"
Grimmer and grimmer grew the brow of Henry Samuel Quelch. Once more the frightful, fearful, frantic frown predominated. 
  “Wharton, have you any showing to showing me that letter, which you have received from a junior who has run away from school?  he barked. 
  “Oh, I—I—I’d rather not, sir!" stammered Wharton. 
  Mr. Quelch rose to his feet. The fabled Gorgon had nothing on Quelch as he glared at his head boy across the table. 
  “Wharton, give me that letter!"
  “If—if you please, sir——” stuttered Harry. 
  “Hand me that letter at once!" thundered Mr. Quelch. He stretched out his hand. There was no help for it. Harry Wharton handed him the letter, and then stood waiting for the thunderstorm if. 

                         THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                   Artful Bunter! 

MR. QUELCH breathed hard through his nose. 
Seldom had the Remove master been so intensely angry. He had been, as Frank Nugent remarked, “shirty “ ever since Billy Bunter had cleared off from Greyfriars without leave. A fellow was likely to be “sacked” for such a performance— and Quelch hated the idea of an expulsion in his Form. But he was keen— awfully keen—to see a lesser punishment administered unto Bunter. A flogging—the severest flogging in the history of Greyfriars—was due, and it would have given Quelch real pleasure —though its effect on Bunter, of course, would have been far from pleasurable. Now there was, apparently, a clue to the missing Removite, and his head boy wàs unwilling to let it come into his hands, No wonder Quelch towered in wrath!
  “Wharton, I shall read this letter! I have no doubt that it will enable me to lay hands on that incredibly stupid boy Bunter. Your unwillingness to let me see it, Wharton, causes me to suspect that you have been hand-in-glove with Bunter in his reckless defiance of authority
  “Oh, no, sir!" gasped Wharton. 
  “Then why,” thundered Mr. Quelch, “do you desire to keep the information contained in this letter from my knowledge?” 
  “There—there’s no information in that letter, sir.” stammered Harry; “but—but I—I’d rather you didn’t read it, sir—"
  “I shall certainly read every word of it!" barked Mr. Quelch. “And if I find that it contains clues to Bunter’s whereabouts, Wharton, I shall know what to think.” 
  “It——it doesn’t, sir---" 
  “I shall satisfy myself on that point.” 
  “But, sir————” 
  “Silence!" barked Mr. Quelch. 
  Harry Wharton stood silent. He watched his Form-mater with fascinated gaze as Mr. Quelch started to read that letter from William George Bunter.  There were reasons—good reasons—why he did not want Mr. Quelch to read that letter. But Quelch was reading it now. 
The expression that came over his face as he read was extraordinary. The letter ran—in Billy Bunter’s almost illegible scrawl: 
  “Deer Wharton,—I thort you and my other pals at school wood like to know what has bekum of me. I feel shore you’ve been ankshus. 
  “But its allrite. I’m dun with school for the pressent. I may come bak after the summer hols, but I’m not shore about that. The fakt is that I’m waisted at Greyfriars, and I can tell you I’m fed-up with that old ass Quelch. 
  “As I dare say you kno, I cleered off because that bcest Loder was after me, and I wasn’t going to be wopped. Loder as a beestly booly. You can tell him so from me, and tell him that if I mete him I’ll punch has knose. Fat lot I care now for prefects! No moar than I doo for old Quelch. 
  You needn’t think that I’m anywhere neer the school now. At the pressent moment I’m hundreds of miles from here. I don’t mind telling you that I’m going to see!  A life on the oshun wave, and a home on the roling depe. 
  “That old fathead Quelch cort me in Courtfield the other day, but he won’t have a chance of katching me again. I am going to poast this letter in Southampton just before I take the steemer. So you can tell old Quclch, if he asks you, that I’m dun with him —and jolly glad to be dun with him too And you can tell him to go and to eat coak! 
                                                                               “Yore old pal, 
                                                                                   “W. G. BUNTER.” 

  Mr. Quelch uttered no word as he read that precious epistle through from beginning to end, but his face was fearfully expressive. 
  No doubt after the perusal he realised why Wharton had not wanted to show him the letter. It contained no clue to Bunter’s whereabouts—but several clues to Bunter’s opinion of his Form-master. 
  Harry Wharton stood dumb. 
  He could hardly imagine what the effect of that letter was going to be on Henry Samuel Quelch. If Remove fellows in reckless moments ever alludcd to their Form-master as an ass or a fathead, they were never reckless enough to do so in Quelch’s hearing. Now Bunter had done it! Those awful words stared Mr. Quelch in the face. 
  Quelch laid the letter on the table; he seemed to be choking. 
  “The—the—the young rascal!" Quelch almost gurgled. “The—the disrespectful young rascal! So that is how he alludes to---" He broke off. “You may go, Wharton!"
  The captain of the Remove left the study. He was glad to get away.  Certainly he was not to blame for Bunter having written him that idiotic letter. But in Quelch’s present mood he was rather dangerous at close quarters. It was a relief to get safe away. 
  The Co. were waiting for him when he came out of the House. Several other Remove fellows had joined them, wondering what was up. Six or seven voice is greeted Wharton at the same time as he came out into the quadrangle. 
  “What’s the row ?"  
  “Licked ?” 
  “What’s up with Quelch?" 
  “Whopped?” 
  “It’s Bunter,” said Harry. 
  “ Bunter!" 
  “He’s written------"
  “The silly ass!" exclained Vernon-Smith. “He might have known that Quelch would spot the letter!"
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “I fancy he did” he answered. “He’s called Quelch a lot of fancy names, which looks as if he doesn’t expect to fee him again; and he’s mentioned that he’s taken a steamer at Southampton.” 
  “Southampton!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. 
  “Yes. He says he’s going to sea, and posting the letter in Southampton before he takes the steamer.” 
  “Gammon!" said Johnny Bull. 
  “The gammonfulness is terrific.” 
  “Well, nobody knows where he is.” remarked Smithy “He’s fathead enough to do anything, if you come to that. Still, if he says he’s in Southampton I suppose that means tbat he’s somewhere else.  Bunter couldn’t tell the truth if he tried.” 
  “And it’s not on record that he’s ever tried.” remarked Bob. 
  “I suppose he knew that Quelch would see the letter, and put in Southampton to shift him off the track,” said Nugent. 
  “That’s it.” said Harry, laughing. “Only he forgot that it would be post-marked Courtfield when he posted it there.” 
  “Wha-a-at!” 
  “Oh crikey!"
  “Ha, ha, ha !"
  The juniors yelled. 
  Evidently Billy Bunter, sagely foreseeing that Mr. Quelch would read that letter, had put in it a false clue to his whereabouts for the Remove master to fasten on. That was why he had written—to put Quelch on a false scent. 
  It was like Billy Bunter to forget the trifling matter of a postmark! 
  As the envelope was post-marked Courtfield, Mr. Quelch was not likely to believe that it had been posted in Southampton. It was, in fact proof that the missing Owl was only a few miles from Greyfriars. Such was the outcome of Billy Bunter’s deep artfulness.
  “Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the Removites. 
  “Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry. “The blithering owl—Bunter all over!” 
  “Ha, ha ha!"  
  “The howling ass!"
  “The burbling cuckoo !" 
  “Ha, ha, ha!" 
  The Removites were still chuckling when the bell called them into class. It was rather a relief to find that Mr. Quelch was not taking that class. Considering the probable effect of Bunter’s letter on the Remove master’s temper, class with Quelch would not have been enjoyable. 
The Remove were handed over to Mr. Lascelles for extra maths. Few Remove fellows liked mathematics; but they all agreed that maths were better than Quelch that morning!
  They could guess why Quelch had left them to Lascelles. The clue of the postmark had set him on Bunter’s track again, and they had no doubt that he was spending the morning in another search for the elusive Owl. Certainly, he was not likely to go as far as Southampton to look for him. That letter, intended to give Quelch the impression that Bunter was hundreds of miles away, had demonstrated that Bunter was only a few miles from the school— though where, was still a mystery. 
  Whether Quelch would “get” him or not was quite a thrilling question in the Remove. That was a doubtful point; but one point there was no doubt at all—if Quelch did get him, Bunter would be sorry for the fancy names he had put in that letter. On that point there was no shadow of doubt—no possible, probable shadow of doubt, no possible doubt whatever. 

                               THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                                      Two of Them! 
BILLY BUNTER smiled. 
  He smiled with satisfaction. 
  On that bright susny morning in July, Billy Bunter was– feeling that life was really worth the trouble of living. 
  He sat on the step of Marco’s van and blinked over the circus ca:np through his big spectacles. 
On his fat knee was a bag of bulla eyes. From that bag he extracted bullseye after bullseye, and disposed of the same in the customary manner. 
  If this was not better than grinding Latin with Quelch in the Form-room at Greyfriars, Billy Bunter would have liked to know what was. 
  No wonder he smiled. When he thought of fellow after fellow in the Remove standing up to hand out his “con,” under Quelch’s gimlet-eye, while he, William George Bunter, sat at his ease and devoured unlimited bullseyes. 
  Bunter could really have felt grateful to Loder of the Sixth for being the cause of this change in his conditions and prospects. It was to dodge the bully of the Sixth that Bunter had cut in the first place. Now he was glad of it. Loder was very small beer, in his eyes, now. He was a Sixth Former and a prefect; but, after all, only a dashed schoolboy, if you came to that—while Billy Bunter was—or was going to be—a star of the circus. Was he not billed as Bunto the Boy Tamer? Was not Marco, the King of the Lions, glad to engage him as his boy assistant? Was he not having the time of his Life? 
  He was! 
  Sitting on the step of Marco’s handsome van, Bunter was lazy and sticky and happy. He had a view of the morning activities of the circus camp.  Some of the hands were rubbing down horses. Others were busy in the big tent, preparing it for the next inroad of the British public. Signor Muccolini; proprietor of the circus and ringmaster, stood talking to Marco, the lion-tamer— every now and then glancing towards Bunter, not admiringly. 
  The fat, swarthy, greasy-complexioned Italian, with his silk hat and eyeglass and gorgeous waistcoat looked, in Bunter’s opinion, the very last word in bounders. He did not think much of Bunter—but Bunter thought less of him.  The rugged Marco stood like a tower of bone and sinew, over-topping the signor by a head. They were talking about him! Bunter guessed that—but it did not worry him. That fat dago could say what he liked, but Marco knew a good man when he saw one. 
  Nearer to Bunter was Mr. Tippity Tip, the circus clown. Mr. Tip was engaged in an occupation that brought a fat sneer to Bunter’s face. He had a ventriloqial doll on his knee, and was practicing ventriloqial back chat. 
  Mr. Tip did business with ventriloquism in a side-show of the circus. It was the usual stuff, a sqeaky voice apparently proceeding from a doll. Billy Bunter sniffed with contempt. The number of things that Billy Bunter could not do was almost unlimited. But there was one thing that he could do, and do well; and that was ventriloquism.  Some peculiar gift of Nature made the fat Owl a past-master in that art. 
  That it was a gift, all the Greyfriars Remove agreed. Had it required brains Bunter could not have done it.
  But there was really nothing in the ventriloquial line that Bunter could not do, and do well. So Mr. Tip’s poor little efforts made him sniff. 
  “What did you have for supper, John?” asked Mr. Tip, addressing the doll on his knee. 
  “‘Am!" squeaked a reply. 
  “Ham! Now, what generally goes with ham?" asked Mr. Tip. 
  “Shem and Japhet!" answered the squeak. 
  “Speaking of Ham, Shem, and Japhet, what did Noah say when he heard the rain on the roof?” asked Mr. Tip.
  “Ark!" replied the squeak. 
  “Good! Very good! You know a lot, John. Now, what would you say if I threw you into a reservoir?” 
  “Silly ass!” 
   Mr. Tip jumped. 
   He almost fell off the bench he was seated upon. 
  He had been about to make the reply, in his ventriloquial squeak “Tanks.” But before he could squeak, the doll answered of its own accord—or, at all events, appeared to do so. 
  That there was a fat ventriloquist seated within a few feet of him, Mr. Tip was not aware. He was not taking any heed of Bunter at all, as he put in his back-chat practice for the sideshow. 
  “What the poker—” ejaculated the astonished Mr. Tip, staring blankly at the figure on his knee. 
  “Oh, shut up!" said John. 
  “Eh?"
  “You talk too much!"
  Tippity Tip jumped up from the bench, dropping John. He stood staring at the doll on the earth with an expression on his face that made Billy Bunter chuckle. 
  “I’m dreaming this!" gasped Mr. Tip. “If I’d been down to the Peal of Bells this morning, I should think— But I ain’t! Wot’s it mean? That’s what I want to know. The blessed thing’s speaking—"
If
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  “Pick me up!" came from John. 
  “Oh cripes!" gasped Mr. Tip.
  “You clumsy ass, dropping a fellow about!"
  “It’s a dream—a ‘orrid dream—a fearful nightmare!" stuttered Tippity Tip.  “ ‘Ere signor—’ere, Mr. Marco— you hear this!" 
  Signor Muccolini and Marco were coming across towards Bunter’s van. They stopped, and stared, as the clown called to them. 
  “What’s up, Tippity?" asked Marco. 
  “That bloomin’ doll---" gasped Tippity. 
  “What do you mean?” snapped Signor Muccolini. The podgy circus-master treated Marco with tact, as a valuable member of his company, and a great draw with the public. But Tippity Tip was only a clown, and his manner to Tippitv was quite different. 
  “I say, he’s talking!" gasped Tippity. “I was practising making him talk, and he started speaking of his own accord. I tell you. " 
  “Don’t be a fool!" snapped the signor. 
  “Draw it mild, old man." said Marco, with a grin. “Keep your funny tales for the ring, Tippity. " 
  “I tell you he did !“ gasped Mr. Tip. “You could have knocked me down with a motor-jack! Speaking of his own accord---"
  “You’ve been drinking!" grunted the signor. 
  “Not a drop!" protested Mr. Tip. “I tell you it’s days since I’ve pushed one back. I tell you that doll was speaking—that kid must have heard him— he’s near enough.” Mr. Tip glanced round at Bunter for confirmation.  “Say, young Fatty, didn’t you heat that doll speak?"
  “Rot!" said Bunter cheerfully. “The doll never spoke! How could it ?” 
  “I don’t know how it could but I tell you it did, and you must have heard it same as me!" hooted Mr. Tip. 
  “I never heard the doll speak!” said Bunter. “Only that fatheaded squeaking that you call ventriloquism. You can’t ventriloquise for toffee.” 
  “It’s chucked it now." said Mr. Tip, staring at the doll again. “But I tell you, it was speaking—"   
  “Rubbish!" snapped the signor. “Dio mio!  Why do you talk such nonsense?” 
  “Fat lot you know!" came a voice from John, in the grass. “You go and wash your neck!"   
  Signor Muccolini glared at John, and then glared at Mr. Tip. His fat, swarthy face was red with rage. Whether the signor ever washed his neck, nobody in the circus could have undertaken to say; but it was an undoubted fact that he did not look as if he did. But washed or not, the signer did not relish personal remarks of that sort. 
  “Tip! You impudent rascal!  How dare you!" exclaimed the signor. He was not likely to believe that John the doll was speaking!  Naturally, he attributed John’s remarks to Tippity. 
  “I never spoke!" gasped Mr. Tip. “Why, I couldn’t ventriloquise like that, to save my life! I never said a word!" 
  “Gammon!" came from John.
  “Hear him!" gasped Mr. Tip, “Hear him!" 
  “Tell that dago to go and wash his neck!" said John. “He hasn’t washed it since he left Italy!"
  “Hear him!" stuttered Mr. Tip, while Signor Muccolini glared. 
  “They never wash in Italy!" went on John. “Ice-cream is in their line, not soap and water!"     
  “Chuck it, Tippity, you ass!"  exclaimed Marco, alarmed by the fury gathering in the circus-master’s face. He, like the signor, had no doubt that this was a new ventriloquial effect of Mr. Tip’s. He knew nothing of Billy Bunter’s peculiar gift. 
  “I tell you, I never said a word!" howled Mr. Tip, “I tell you that there doll is speaking of his own accord. It’s blooming magic!" 
  “You—you—you dare!” gaspad Signor Muccolini, red with fury. “You dare to insult me—to insult my country, my great and glorious country, the conquerors of Africa—the great nation lcd by our illustrious Duce Mussolini---" 
  “I—I never—" gasped Tippity, “I never——"
  “Rascal! Fool! Farfante!" roared the signor. 
  “Shut up!" came from John. 
  “Tippity---" gasped Marco. 
  “I—I never—yaroooh!" roared Mr. Tip, as the circus-master, spluttering with rage, suddenly grasped him. 
  The little clown whirled round in the signor’s podgy hands, and the Signor’s boot was planted on his trousers. Signor Muccolini was a heavy, beefy man, and all his weight and beef were put into that kick. Tippity Tip flew two or three yards before he sprawled. 
  “Yoo-hoop!" yelled Tippity.
  “Well, you asked for that, Tippity!" said the astonished Marco. 
  “Yow-hoop! I never—"
  Signor Muccolini stooped, grabbed up John, and taking the doll by its feet, rushed at Mr. Tip. Using John as a weapon, he swiped at the hapless clown. 
  Swipe, swipe, swipe! 
  “Take that—and that—and that!" roared the signor. “I will sack you—I will kick you out—animale—furfante—matto—sciocco---take that—and that---" 
  “Oh, holy smoke! Yaroooooh! Chuck it—ow! Wow! Oooogh!" spluttered Tippity, as he scrambled wildly away. 
  He scuttled off round a van, and the enraged signor hurled the ventriloquial doll after him. A wild yell floated back from Mr. Tip as John crashed on the back of his head. 
  “He, he, he!" chortled Billy Bunter. 
  Signor Muecolini stood gasping with rage. Marco stared after the fleeing Tippity, amazed at the audacity of the circus ventriloquist. It did not occur to him that, there were two of them! 

                             THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
                                       Taken for a Ride! 

BILLY BUNTER resumed his operations on the bag of bullseyes. He had had to suspend those operations while he produced his ventriloquial effects. Now he made up for lost time. 
  Marco came towards him, followed by the Signor, whose swarthy face was still dark with anger. It was rather fortunate for Bunter that the Signor never dreamed of guessing the real source of John’s voice All he knew of Bunter was that he was a fat schoolboy, who looked, in the signor’s eyes, a fat fool! He did not suspect that there was more in Bunter than met the eye. 
  “How’d you like a turn with the elephants, kid?” asked Marco. 
  Bunter ceased to chew bullseyes. 
  “The eliphants!" he repeated. 
  “You’re not afraid of them? " said the lion-tamer. 
  “Oh!" gasped Bunter, “No!” 
  The Signor sneered. Marco believed that Bunter was plucky—remarkabIy plucky.  He would never have taken him on, as an assistant in a lion-taming act, had he believed otherwise. But the signor, bullying and aggressive as he was, was a keen judge of character, and he did not agree in the least with the lion-tamer’s estimate of Bunter. 
  “It is useless, Marco!” he snapped. “You are mistaken in the boy! I have told you so many times. He can deal with old Caesar, a lion that is as tame as a house cat! He is afraid of the other lions! He has no pluck! He has pulled you the leg.” 
  “Oh, really, you know—” protested Bunter. 
  Marco grunted. Owing to circumstances, which had given him a mistaken impression, he believed that Bunter was plucky. Having formed that opinion, he had no idea of changing it, at least, unless Bunter gave him cause, 
  Hitherto, Bunter had played up quite well. The fact that the lion-tamer, brave as a lion himself, believed in him, helped the fat junior to play up. Not if he could possibly help it, was Billy Bunter going to let himself down in the eyes of the only person in the wide world who believed in his courage! 
  Bunter’s turn, so far, had only been with Caesar, the tame old lion with whom he had made friends, and with whom he was careful to keep friendly by feeding him. Marco’s other three lions, Brutus, and Pericles, and Apollo, were fierce and intractable, and needed all the trainer’s firmness and courage to handle them. 
  Not on any account would Marco have allowed Bunter to handle them if he had wanted to.  Not that Bunter wanted to! Had he been expected to deal with Brutus & Co., Billy Bunter would have preferred to Quelch in the Remove Form Room at Greyfriars. 
  “You see, kid,” went on Marco, in his kind, deep voice, “my last boy used to take a turn with Rajah, the big elephant.  You’ve seen Rajah--- he’s a quiet as old Caesar! You have to ride round the ring on his pack—” 
  “Oh !” 
  “And let him take you up in his trunk——” 
  “Ow!” 
  “And walk round the ring with you—” 
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  “And then put you down and ver you—” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  The signor gave a scoffing laugh. He was still angry and irritated from the scene with Tippity Tip, but at the best of times, his temper was not a pleasant or agreeable one. Billy Bunter gave him an inimical blink through his big spectacles. He disliked Signor Muccolini intensely, and never so much as at that moment. 
  The prospect of a “turn” with the big elephant almost made Bunter’s blood run cold. He had seen Rajah step over men lying in the tan, in the circus ring, and though certainly no accident had ever happened, it was only too clear what would be the result if the elephant made a false step! The barest possibility of being turned into a pancake was horrifying to Bunter. 
  “The ragazzo is afraid!” sneered the Signor. 
  “Ragazzo yourself, and be blowed!” retorted Bunter indignantly. “ Who you calling a ragazzo, I’d like to know?” After the torrent of abuse the signor had hurled at Tippity, Bunter supposed that “ragazzo “was an Italian swear-word. 
  Marco chuckled. He was not an Italian, except so far as his professional name went, but he had learned some of the Italian language for use in the ring. 
  “Ragazzo means ‘boy,’ he said soothingly. “The signor isn’t swearing at you.” 
  “Oh!” said Bunter. 
  “The boy is a fool!” snapped Signor Muccolini. “ Also he is afraid! I have told you so.” 
  Marco regarded Bunter a little doubtfully. He had a kind, simple, and on suspicious nature, and he believed in his new assistant.  But certainly, Bunter’s look, at that moment, did not encourage a belief that he possessed boundless pluck. Bunter, at that moment, was wishing that he was safe back in the Remove Form Room. Even Quelch was better than Rajah! 
  “If you don’t like the idea, kid---” said Marco, very slowly. 
  “Pah!” snapped the signor. “He’s a coward—he is useless, he’s afraid.” 
  Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind his spectacles. It was true that he was afraid of the elephant—horribly afraid. But afraid or not, he was not going to be sneered at by this greasy foreigner. Somewhere within Billy Bunter’s fat circumference, there was a germ of British pluck. He was not going to let himself down to Marco—and he was not going to let a greasy dago score over him. 
  “Who’s afraid?” he yapped. “I’m no more afraid of elephants than I am of lions!”
  Which was a strictly accurate statement; Billy Bunter was equally afraid of both!” 
  Signor Muccolini shrugged his podgy shoulders. 
  “Adiamo!” he snapped. 
  “Look here, don’t you jolly well call me names!” exclaimed Bunter. 
  The signor stared at him, and Marco gave another chuckle. 
  “That only means ‘ let’s go.’ kid,” he said. “ Come on, Skipio’s got the elephant ready if you’re going to try it on.” 
  “Andiamo !” repeated the signor impatiently. 
  Billy Bunter reluctantly followed the signor and the lion-tamer into the big tent. The great space of the ring, and the endless tiers of circling seats, were unoccupied now—except for Rajah, the big elephant, and Scipio, the black man in charge of the animal.  Scipio, a big brawny negro, grinned, with a flash of white teeth, as Billy Bunter approached in a very gingerly manner, blinking dubiously at the towering quadruped through his big spectacles. 
  “Him quiet, sar!” said Scipio reassuringly. “Him very quiet. You no be ‘fraid of Rajah.” 
    “Who’s afraid?” snapped Bunter, who was very much afraid. “Don’t you be cheeky. You jolly well shut up, see? !” 
  That was Bunter’s way of expressing thanks for a well-meant word of encouragement. The good natured grin faded off the black man’s face, and his dark eyes glinted. 
  “Come, come, kid.” said Marco. “but a civil word costs nothing, you know. Scapio is used to the elephant, and he will put him through his tricks,” 
  “I don’t want cheek from a nigger!” grunted Bunter. 
  “That will do!” said Marco, more curtly than he had ever spoken to Bunter before. “Don’t mind him, Scipio; the kid isn’t used to our ways. 
  The negro made no answer. 
  “Get on with it!” said Signor Muccolini. “ If the boy is afraid we do not want him to display it before the people in front to-night. Let him show now what he can do.” 
  “The kid isn’t afraid!” grunted Marco. “Now, then, Bunter!”
  Billy Bunter seemed rooted to the tan. The vast bulk of the elephant, towering over him, gave him a freezing chill. But Marco dropped a hand on his shoulder and twirled him directly in front of the elephant. 
  Bunter’s fat heart thumped. 
  At that moment he would have given all his prospects as a star of the circus to be sitting at his desk in the Form- room at Greyfriars, grinding Latin with Quelch. 
  But there was no help for it now. 
  Scipio made a sign to the elephant, and the sinuous trunk wound round the fat form of the Owl of the Remove and lifted him from his feet .
  Billy Bunter would have uttered a howl of apprehension, but terror froze him and he was dumb. 
  Up he went in the elephant’s trunk, his fat brain spinning. Bunter’s weight was considerable, but it was a featherweight to Rajah. With his eyes almost bulging through his spectacles, Bunter was lifted in the trunk, and the circus tent swam round him. 
  He could not speak. He could not utter a sound. It seemed to him a century before the elephant, at another sign from the black man, set him on his feet again in the tan. Then he gurgled 
  “Oooooogh!” 
  “A bit out of breath?” smiled Marco. “You’ll soon get used to it.” 
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  “Down!” rapped Marco, and the great elephant sank on his knees to take a rider on his huge back. 
  “Jump on, kid!” said the lion-tamer encouragingly. 
  “I—I—I---” gurgled Bunter. 
  “Help him on, Scipio!” 
  The negro grasped Bunter and heaved him on to the elephant’s back. Up rose Rajah again, higher and higher, till it seemed to the wretched Owl, clinging on his back, that he would never step rising. 
  “Urrrrggh!” gurgled Bunter. 
  “Take him round the ring “ said Marco. 
  Scipio prodded the elephant, and Rajah lumbered away, making the circuit of the ring, with Bunter high on his back. The fat junior held on for his life. A fall from that height would rather have damaged Bunter; but it was easy enough to hold on to the elephant’s trappings, and Bunter clung on like a limpet to a rock. 
  Marco and the signor stood in the centre of the ring, watching him. Round lumbered Rajah, prodded from behind by Sciplo, keeping on round the ring till he had made the complete circuit. 
By that time billy Bunter was able to breathe again. He realised that he was safe on the elephant’s back. 
  “Stop!” called out Marco. 
  The elephant stopped. 
  “Take him home, Scipio!” said the lion-tamer. “You can ride him to his quarters, Bunter.” 
  “I—I think I’ll get down!” gasped Bunter. 
  Scipio prodded the elephant. 
  The huge animal turned to the staff entrance of the tent, and lumbered out. Marco and the signor remained in the tent, dicussing Bunter’s turn, while Rajah lumbered out into the open air, 
  “Stop him now!” gasped Bunter. 
  Scipio did not seem to hear. He gave the elephant another prod, and the quadruped lumbered on, past the annex where the animals were parked. 
  Bunter blinked down at the negro with an infuriated blink through his big spectacles
  “ Stop him!” he howled. “ You silly black beast, stop him! Do you hear me, you blinking nigger?” 
  Scipio grinned—not a good-natured grin this time. Perhaps he did not like being called a black beast and a blinking nigger! 
  “You no ‘fraid Rajah.” he said sarcastically “You tell dis child shut up! Dis child shut up!”
  “Tell the brute to stop!” spluttered Bunter, as the elephant marched onward. “Will you tell him to stop?” 
  “Me shut up, like you say.”  answered Scipio obstinately.
  “You black beast, I can’t get down unless he kneels!” shrieked Bunter. “Make the brute stop! Stop him!”
  “You say shut up: me shut up!” answered Scipio obstinately. 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. 
  Some of the circus hands were staring at the fat junior on the elephant’s back and grinning. Rajah lumbered on, leaving the circus camp behind. Scipio came to a halt, watching him as he went. 
  Bunter, clinging on to the towering bark, cast a desperate blink behind. 
 “Stop him, you black beast!” he howled. 
  Scipio grinned. 
  “You stop him! You no ‘fraid Rajah! Me shut up!” he called back. 
  “Oh jiminy!” 
  Billy Bunter could no more have stopped the elephant, than he could have stopped a runaway car. Perhaps he realized just then the truth of Marco’s remark that civility costs nothing. Having put the black man’s back up, he had no help to expect from the elephant’s keeper, and he could not help himself. Marco was still in the tent, unaware of what was happening. Rajah lumbered on, with Billy Bunter on his back, and hit the open spaces of Courtfield Common. The circus camp disappeared behind Bunter, and the hapless fat Owl, clinging to the towering back of the elephant, wished once more, and still more fervently, that he was safe back in the Form-room at Greyfriars. 

                                    THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

                                      A Surprise for Quelch!
“BUNTER!” 
  Mr. Quelch gasped out the name. 
  He was almost too astonished to speak, but he managed to gasp. Mr. Quelch was walking to Courtfield. 
  Billy Bunter’s letter, which had been intended to convince him that the fat Owl was hundreds of miles away, had given him indubitable information that Bunter was still in, or near, that town. Mr. Quelch was going to spend the morning in inquiring after that troublesome and elusive member of his Form. 
  But, as it lappened, no inquiry was necessary. He was not half-way to Courtfield, when he suddenly sighted the junior of whom he was in search. He was taking a short cut across a corner of the wide common when Billy Bunter suddenly dawned on him. 
  Mr. Quelch had been very much puzzled by Bunter’s absence from school, by his unknown reason for absenting himself, and by the mystery of his present whereabouts. He had wondered where Bunter could possibly be, and what he could possibly be doing. 
  But in his wildest surmises he had never even dreamed of finding Bunter riding an elephant on Courtfield common! That really was a thing that no one could have surmised or expected. 
  Yet that was what he saw. 
  The towering form of Rajah came in sight, trampling through a belt of hawthorns.  Glimpsing the elephant, Mr. Quelch guessed that the animal had wandered from a circus which he knew was located on the common. Then he saw the elephant’s rider. He gazed and he gasped. He stared at Bunter as if he could not believe the evidence of his eyes—as, indeed, he hardly could!
  “Bub-bib-Bunter!” he stammered. 
  Standing rooted to the ground, he gazed at the advancing elephant and its rider. 
  “It—it——it is Bunter!” almost gabbled the Remove master, “ It— is Bunter—riding an elephant! Bless my soul! Bib-bib-Bunter!”
  It was Bunter—there was no doubt about that. Squatting on the towering back of the elephant, holding on with both fat hands, blinking round him through his big spectacles—there was Bunter !  Bunter—at last! That which was lost had been found!
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter, as he suddenly spotted the Remove master standing in front of him looking like a man in a dream. 
  He almost fell off the elephant, in his surprise and alarm. What Quelch was doing there, when he ought to have been in the Form-room at Greyfriars was a mystery to Bunter.  Obviously, he couldn’t be looking for Bunter, as Bunter had so artfully led him to believe that he was hundreds of miles away! 
  But, looking for Bunter or not, he had found him. That was a dismal certainty! 
  “Bunter!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, recovering a little from his amazement. “You—you young rascal! What—what are you doing on that—that elephant?” 
  “Oh ! Nothing, sir!” gasped Bunter. Rajah lumbered on. Up to that moment Billy Bunter had been only anxious to escape from his elevated seat on Rajah’s back. Now his wishes were quite altered. The sight of Mr. Quelch reminded him of what awaited him at Greyfriars if he were caught and taken back. 
  The Remove Form Room would have been preferable, perhaps, to hitting the open spaces as an elephant rider—riding a huge, lumbering beast that he could not control or even dismount. But it was a Heads flogging for running away from school that awaited Bunter! The sight of Quelch brought that disagreeable prospect nearer—and the nearer it came the less Bunter liked it! On second thoughts—proverbially the best— Billy Bunter preferred elephant riding to bending over under his headmaster’s birch! 
  “I—I say, sir, get out of the way!” spluttered Bunter. “He—he may tread on you, sir!” 
  “Get down from that—that creature at once, Bunter!” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
  “I—I—I c-can’t, sir!”
  “Stop the animal immediately!”
  “I—I can’t!” 
  “Bless my soul!” Mr. Quelch dodged out of the elephant’s way, and Rajah marched on. 
Probably Rajah liked a walk in the fres+h morning sunshine, and was enjoying his unaccustomed liberty. He showed no sign of intending to stop. 
  Mr. Quelch walked by his side, glaring up at Bunter. Bunter blinked down at Quelch. 
  “You—you young rascal!” barked the Remove master. “How dare you absent yourself from school and play these absurd tricks! Get down at once, Bunter!” 
  “I can’t, sir!” squeaked Bunter. “He —he won’t stop!” 
  “What do you mean by this, Bunter?” shrieked Mr. Quelch. “How did you get on that elephant? I presume that it belongs to the circus near Courtfield.” 
  “Oh !” gasped Bunter. “I—I haven’t been at the circus, sir! I don’t know anybody at the circus.” 
  “I do not suppose that you do, Bunter! Don’t talk nonsense! How is it that I find you riding an elephant, you utterly absurd boy?” 
  “I—I—I found him, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I—I was taking a—a walk on the common, sir, and I—I found him.” 
  Bunter realised that his Form-master had no suspicion that he had become an inmate of Muccollini’s Circus. Really, no Form-master was likely to guess that one! 
  His one idea now was to keep that knowledge from Mr. Quelch. Marco, keen as he was to keep “Bunto, the Boy Trainer,” as his assistant in the lion-taming act, would certainly never have allowed him to remain had he known that Billy Bunter had run away from school. But it was all right, so long as Quelch did not know that Bunter had been at the circus! 
  Bunter was not trammelled by any regard for the truth. The truth and Bunter had long been strangers; and this, evidently, was not the moment for striking up an acquaintance. 
  “I—I found him, sir!” explained Bunter, blinking down at the Remove master, “He—he was lying down asleep, and—and I—I thought it would be rather a lark to—to sit on his back, sir! And—and then he got up, and I—I couldn’t get off again!” 
  “You utterly stupid boy!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. “The elephant must belong to the circus, and they have allowed him to wander.” 
  “Do—do you think so sir?” stammered Bunter. 
  “There can be no doubt of it. The animal appears to be quite tame” said Mr. Quelch. “You are in no danger, you stupid boy, fortunately. Jump down!”
  “I—I can’t, sir! He—he won’t stop!” 
  “I must stop the animal,” said Mr. Quelch. 
  “I—I say, sir, you keep clear!” gasped Bunter. “He—he’s awfully fierce—” 
  “Nonsense! He s evidently quite tame!” snapped Mr. Quelch. “The circus people would not be so careless as to allow him to wonder, if he were at all dangerous.” 
  “They—they didn’t, sir---” 
  “What?” 
  “I—I—I mean---” 
  “You can know nothing about the matter, Bunter !”
  “Oh! No, sir! N-n-nothing at all! But—but I—I think---” 
  “Nonsense!” 
  Mr. Quelch whisked ahead of the elephant. Rajah was proceeding at a slow and stately pace.  Quelch had found Bunter, but he was very anxious to get his grasp on the collar of the elusive Owl; and certainly he did not want to follow him in an elephant ride all over the county of Kent! 
Standing in front of Rajah. Mr. Quelch lifted his umbrella commandingly, and said: 
  “Shoo l” 
  Quelch did not know how circus people talked to elephants.  He addressed Rajah as if Rajah had been a chicken. 
  But Rajah stopped. That was satisfactory, as far as it went. What followed was less satisfactory. 
  A long, sinuous trunk reached out and wound about the Remove master. Before Mr. Quelch knew what was happening, he was plucked off his feet. 
  Mr. Quelch was not aware of it, but Rajah had taken his gesture as a signal to lift him in his trunk. Thinking that that was what was required, Rajah got on with his accustomed job. 
  “Oooogh!” spluttered Mr. Quelch, as he spun. 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Oh! Ow! Help!” shrieked Mr. Quelch. 
  His umbrella flew in one direction, his hat caught on one of the elephant’s tusks. Rajah strode on again, slow and stately, with the Remove master curled in his trunk! Mr. Quelch wriggled and roared. 
  It was his accustomed job, to Rajah— but it seemed like some fearful, awful nightmare to the Remove master of Greyfriars. Earth and sky spun round him. 
  “Oh jiminy!” gurgled Billy Bunter. Rajah proceeded onward—Bunter on his back, Quelch in his trunk! 
  “Ow !“ gasped Bunter suddenly. 
  The elephant passed under the branches of a beech. A bough caught Bunter under his fat chin. 
He grasped at it frantically, as he was swept from the elephant’s back. 
  Rajah passed on from underneath him, leaving Bunter hanging to the branch. 
  Hanging there, spluttering, Bunter was left behind—while Rajah stalked on, carrying the Remove master in his trunk, in such a state of alarm and bewilderment as Henry Samuel Quelch had never before experienced. 

                        THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                        Treed! 

BUMP! 
  “Ooooooooh !“ gasped Mr. Quelch. 
  He sat and stuttered, 
  His senses were spinning, and he hardly knew whether he was on his head or his heels. But he realised that the elephant had set him down, after carrying him a little distance. He sat down with rather a bump in the grass, Rajah towering over him like a mountain of flesh. He was too bewildered and breathless to move! But a thrill of horror passed through him, as the gigantic animal’s bulk towered right over him. For one awful instant it seemed to Mr. Quelch that he was going to be squashed like a pancake. 
  But Rajah had been trained to step carefully over persons in his path. Awful as it seemed to Mr. Quelch, he was in no danger whatever. 
  Having set him down, Rajah stepped carefully over him, as he was accustomed to do with performers in the ring.  Then he lumbered on his way, continuing his stroll, leaving the remove master rather wondering whether he were alive or dead. 
  “Ooooogh!”gasped Mr. Quelch. Oh! Ah! Ow!  Bless my soul! Oh! Oooogh!” 
  He recovered his breath a little, and tottered to his feet. His umbrella was gone, his clothes rumpled, and he was wildly flustered. Staring after the elephant, he discerned that Billy Bunter was no longer on the towering back. Rajah was strolling on riderless. 
  Mr. Quelch punted for breath, and his eyes glittered. He felt rather shaken up, but he was not hurt. And his thoughts turned to Bunter. He had found that elusive youth, only to lose him again. 
  Bunter, no doubt, had slipped from the elephant’s back while Quelch was curled up in the trunk. No doubt he was already in flight. Mr. Quelch set his lips hard. He wanted—he really
yearned—to be within whopping distance of Billy Bunter.  He would have found great solace in giving the fat Owl of the Remove the licking of his life. 
  The elephant had carried him no great distance. Mr. Quelch retraced that distance, looking for his umbrella. 
  He did not expect to see Bunter again.  He had no doubt that the runaway was in full flight. But it was the unexpected that happened. 
  He sighted his umbrella lying in the grass near a tall beech-tree. He sighted something else at the same moment. That was a pair of fat little legs swinging n the air, under a horizontal branch of the beech. 
  Mr. Quelch stared at those fat legs. 
  Then a grim smile came over his face—a smile that was very grim! 
  It dawned on him that Bunter had not dismounted from the elephant and fled. He had been brushed off by the branch as the quadruped passed under the tree. And he was clinging to the branch that had brushed him off. 
  Mr. Quelch was still breathless—but he broke into a run. He was in a hurry to get to Bunter, before Bunter got away. 
  But there was no danger of Bunter getting away! Bunter was treed.
  Left hanging on that branch, the fat junior had essayed to climb on it, in order to get along to the trunk and clamber down. But it was not easy for the fat Owl of the Remove to lift his weight..
  He struggled desperately, panting and gasping, streaming with perspiration.  He succeeded, at last, in getting his elbows over the branch. But it was a case of “thus far and no farther. ” Exhausted by his efforts, the fat junior lay there, gurgling. 
  He blinked downward. The grass was ten feet below his boots. He dared not drop! He dared not climb up! He hung suspended, like Mahomet’s cofflin, between the heavens and the earth. 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. “Oh lor’ ! Oh jiminy! Oh crumbs!”
  He made another tremendous effort. He gasped, and gurgled, and his fat little legs thrashed. But it was futile. He could not lift himself on the branch. He could only hang there and gurgle. There was nothing for it but to hold on with his hands and drop and chance it. 
  Luckily, the elephant had carried Quelch away: he was done with that beast! But was he? 
 “Bunter!” came a deep voice below. 
 “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter, as the well-known bark fell on his fat ears. “Oh jiminy!  Quelch!” 
  Instead of dropping, he clung desperately to the branch, trying to bunch up his fat little legs lest Quelch should grab them. 
  “Bunter! Come down this instant!” 
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  “Drop from that branch, Bunter !”
  “Oh scissors!”
  “Will you come down, Bunter?” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
  “Urrgh! Beast! Oh dear!” 
  Mr. Quelch glanced round him and picked up his umbrella. Umbrella in hand, he stepped back to Bunter. 
  “Now, Bunter, drop from that branch immediately!  It is quite an easy drop, and the grass is soft! You will not be hurt!” In any case, drop!” 
  “Ow! Oh dear! Ow!” 
  Instead of dropping, Bunter made another frantic effort to clamber on the branch. He might have dropped the distance, and rolled over in the grass without much damage. But he foresaw quite clearly that there would be damage, once Quelch’s grip had closed on his collar. Bunter would almost as soon have dropped into the jaws of a lion. 
  Mr. Quelch took a grip on the umbrella, swished it in the air, and whacked. Bunter was out of reach of his hands; but not out of reach of his umbrella. That umbrella came across Bunter’s trousers with a tremendous whop. 
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  Whack! 
  “Yaroooooh!” roared Bunter.
  Whack 
 “Yoo-hoop!” 
  Whack! 
  “Ow! Oh crikey! Stoppit, you beast!” yelled Bunter. “Oh lor’ ! Wow !” 
  Bunter, holding on desperately, wriggled wildly in the air. Mr. Quelch, with a glint in his eyes and a very firm set to his lips, stepped closer and whacked, and whacked, and whacked. 
  If ever a troublesome junior deserved to be whopped, Billy Bunter did. Mr. Qelch gave him what he deserved, and perhaps a little over. 
  Whack, whack, whack, whack !
  “Ow! Wow! Stoppit! Yaroooh!” 
  Whack, whack, whack! 
  Quelch laid it on hard and fast.  He was prepared to go on whacking till Billy Bunter dropped like a ripe apple from the tree. Every whack rang like a pistol-shot.  Quelch was bony; but he packed a good deal of muscle.  He could call his muscle into this.  He found satisfaction in it.  Billy Bunter did not. 
  Whack, whack, whack, whack! 
  It was more than flesh and blood could stand!  Bunter made one more wild effort to drag himself on the branch, and failed. Then, as Quelch, reaching up, delivered a terrific whack, he dropped. 
  Crash! 
  It was rather unfortunate for Mr. Quelch that reaching up to deliver that last ringing whack, he was standing just underneath Bunter. He expected Bunter to drops under the persuasion of the umbrella; but he did not seem to expect him to drop at that precise moment. Bunter dropped—suddenly— so suddenly that he crashed on his Form-master’s head, before Quelch knew that he was coming. 
  “Ooooh !” 
  One gasp escaped Mr. Quelch as he crumpled up under Bunter’s weight. He went over backwards, bumping in the grass, with Billy Bunter sprawling headlong over him. 
  Bunter sat up dizzily. 
  He sat up on something hard and bony, not realising for a moment, what it was. Then a suffocated gurgle apprised him what it was. It was Mr. Quelch’s face. 
  “Grrooooogh!”  came from Bunter
  Bunter bounded off.  He bounded away.  In terror every moment of Quelch’s clutch falling on his fat shoulder, he ran for his life. 
  But Mr. Quelch was not in pursuit. Mr. Quelch was in no state to pursue Bunter!  Stretched in the grass under the beech, the Remove master gasped and gasped, and gurgled and gurgled. Every ounce of wind been driven out of him ; and he could only gurgle and gasp. 
  A fleeing fat figure vanished among the course on Courtfield common.  Mr. Quelch did not heed it. 
  It was several minutes before he sat up.  Then he sat and spluttered for several minutes more. He was still breathing spasmodically, when at long last he tottered to his feet.  He stared round him dizzily.  Bunter had vanished
  “Bub-bub-bless my soul!” stuttered Mr. Quelch. 
  Dizzily he picked up his hat and umbrella.  He had found Bunter, only to lose him again. Only the memory of the thrashing he had given the fat Owl comforted Mr. Quelch as he tottered away. 

                           THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                    Bunter’s Triumph! 

“Oh lor’ !” breathed Billy Bunter. 
  He listened in terror. 
  It was more than an hour since he had seen Mr. Quelch. Billy Bunter had run till his little fat legs had no run left in them.  In what direction he ran he neither knew nor cared: all he wanted was to gel clear of Quelch. Probably he had not covered more than half a mile; but a half-mile, on a warm July morning. was more than enough for Bunter.  Panting and perspiring, and feeling that he could not have run another yard if Quelch had been just behind him, the fat junior crawled out of sight into a thicket of hawthorn and lay there resting and recovering his breath. 
  But there was no sound of footsteps in pursuit—in no sound on the wide common save the sough of the wind in the branches, and the twittering of the birds.  He rested in comfort. There was no hurry to get back to the circus: and he felt that he could do with a great deal of rest after his uncommon exertions. 
  Then, suddenly, there came a sound of brushing in the thickets. 
  Somebody was coming !
  Bunter sat up, listening with all his fat ears!  His podgy heart jumped.  He had taken it for granted that Quelch would have given up looking for him by that time.  Had the beast rooted hum out?
  The hawthorns swayed and rustled. A heavy trampling came to the ears of the fat junior. He realised that this could not be the tread of his Form master. It sounded more like an elephant than a human being. 
  Then Bunter discovered that it was an elephant! Through the crackling hawthorns, towered the mighty mass of Rajah. 
  “Ow!” gasped Bunter. 
  He leaped up as if he had been electrified, and bounded out of the elephant’s path. Rajah looked at him and lumbered on. The fat junior blnked after the mighty form as it went. A sound of splashing and gurgling came to him. Rajah had stopped at the pond beyond the hawthorns, and was quenching his thirst. No doubt that was why the intelligent animal had traveled in that direction. 
  Bunter had not noticed that he was near the pond on Courtfield common.  But now that he knew, he knew where he was— a mile from the circus camp, which lay at that distance from him in the direction of the town. He had a mile’s walk ahead of him to get back— a dismaying prospect to a fat, lazy, and weary Owl.
  Rajah, having mopped up gallons from the pond, lay down on the margin. Perhaps, like Bunter, he wanted a rest after his stroll, or perhaps he was just taking life easily on a warm summer day. Bunter could see him through, which had been trampled down like reeds in the elephant’s passage. 
  The fat junior blinked at the elephant long and thoughtfully. Marco’s suggestion that he should go through circus tricks with the elephant had terrified the fat Owl of the Remove, though he had contrived to play up. But since then he had got rather used to Rajah. He had come to no harm riding on his back, and he realised that his fear had been unfounded. Certainly he was not keen on elephant-riding. On the other hand, he knew now that it was quite safe, and he did not want to walk a mile if he could help it. And the idea of riding into the camp on the elephant’s back appealed to Bunter. It would show that sneering dago, Muccolini whether he was afraid of elephants, or not!
  He rolled cautiously towards the great animal. 
  He had almost made up his fat mind, but he approached Rajah in a very gingerly way. Rajah gave him a sleepy glance. 
  After all, what was there to be afraid of? Nothing He had seen the elephant often in the ring, carrying Skipio, or Tippity Tip, or Zara the Queen of the Ring on his huge back— and he had carried Bunter that morning. When there was nothing to be afraid of Bunter could be bold. 
  Taking his courage, such as it was, in both hands, as it were, the fat junior clambered on the elephant’s back at last. 
  Rajah took no more notice of him than he might have taken of a fly. That was encouraging. Bunter was going to chance it. 
  “Up!” he barked. 
  At the accustomed word of command Rajah reared up his mighty bulk. Bunter clung on with both fat hands. 
  He repented him at that moment that he had uttered the command. But it was too late! He was for it now! Up went Rajah, and Billy Bunter was high in the air. 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter breathlessly. 
  But there he was, safe and sound, on the mighty elephant’s back. His fat confidence returned. 
“Go!” he barked. 
  Rajah got into motion. He lumbered away through the hawthorns, and came out on the open grassy common. Billy Bunter cast an anxious blink round through his big spectacle. But there was no sign of Quelch. Far in the distance fluttered the flag over the summit of the high circus tent. 
  Bunter hoped that Rajah would take that direction of his own accord, But Rajah, though he did not object to a rider on his back, seemed bent on taking a stroll on his own. Leaving the distant fluttering flag on his left, he lumbered on. But Bunter, now that he was no longer in a state of funk, recalled how he had seen the elephant guided in the circus. 
  Holding on with great care, he jammed his foot on the elephant’s left ear. He had seen Scipio guide Rajah by that means. Rajah answered to the accustomed signal, swung round to the left, and headed for the circus camp. 
  Billy Bunter grinned with satisfaction. Not only was he riding the elephant, but he was guiding him. 
  All his fears had left him now. Rajah had been a circus elephant for twenty years or more, and what he had learned in his training was second nature to him. An accustomed word or touch was enough, and the mighty animal obeyed at once. Once or twice he showed a desire to wander from the way, but Bunter found that he could steer him as easily as he had seen Scipio do it. 
  Grinning with satisfaction, Bunter headed him for the circus camp 
  A shout greeted him as he appeared in sight there. A crowd of the circus people gathered to see him come in. Skipio had expected the fat rider to tumble off before he had gone very far on Rajah. Billy Bunter did not look as if he had tumbled off. And he had no intention of mentioning his misadventures during his morning’s ride. Not Bunter!
  “Oh, here you are, kid!” Marco ran up to him, with evident relief in his face. “What the dickens did you ride the elephant out of camp for? I never knew you were gone till—”
  “What do you mean, fool of a boy?” exclaimed Signor Muccolini, angrily. “You should not have taken the elephant out of camp. Suppose he had caused some accident! Have you no sense?”
  “That’s all right!” said Bunter, blinking down at him. “You wanted to see whether I could ride the elephant, didn’t you? Well, I’ve ridden him!” 
  “Do you think that elephants are allowed to wander over the country?” bawled Signor Muccolini. “Where have you been all this time?” 
  “Oh, riding round!” answered Bunter airily. 
  “You have been riding the elephant all this time?” stuttered the signor. “How far have you been, then ?‘! 
  “Oh, about twenty miles—” 
  “You have taken that elephant twenty miles from the camp!”  shrieked the signor. 
  “Well, perhaps twenty-five or so.” said Bunter calmly. “I couldn’t be sure to a mile or two. You see, I was enjoying the ride, and hardly noticed the distance.” 
  “You young fool!” 
  “Oh1 draw it mild!” said Bunter warmly. “Did you want me to try my hand at elephant-riding, or didn’t you? I thought I’d better put him through his paces, if I’m to ride him in the ring. I’ve had a jolly nice ride—about thirty miles—” 
  “You shouldn’t have taken the elephant out for a ride, Bunter.” said Marco. 
  “I couldn’t help—” 
  “What?” 
  “I mean, I couldn’t resist the temptation.  It’s so jolly easy, you know. I’ve had a ripping ride! I haven’t bashed into a tree, or fallen off, or anything. Just ridden him like a pony !” 
  “If you had come upon a motor-car— ” gasped Signor Muccolini, 
  “I passed dozens of cars!” said Bunter calmly. 
  “Wha-at? ” 
  “Scores!  But it was all right! I’ve brought him back safe, haven’t I ?” demanded Bunter. “You wanted to see whether I could ride an elephant?  Well, now you can see. I’ve had a topping ride. But as it’s getting near dinner time, I thought I’d better be getting back.” 
  Marco grinned. 
  “You mutn’t take Rajah out for rides, Bunter.” he said. “ But I think you’ll have to own up. Mucky, that my new assistant isn’t afraid to handle an elephant—what?” 
  Signor Muccolini snnrted. He was puzzled and angry. Still, it was clear that Bunter had justified the lion tamer’s faith in him. The fat junior grinned down at the circus-master, enjoying his triumph. By luck, if not by pluck, Billy Bunter had proved that he was the goods! 
  “Down!” he barked to the elephant. He was getting quite in the way of it now!
Rajah lurched down to his knees obediently.  Billy Bunter slid off the huge back.  He blinked at Scipio. 
  “Take him away!” he said loftily. 
  Scipio, with a queer expression on his black face, led the elephant away. Billy Bunter, grinning, rolled off to his van. 
  He had justified Marco’s faith—and he had shut up that sneering dago! And that was that! Except for a few painful twinges that reminded hum of Mr. Quelch’s umbrella, Billy Bunter was feeling quite satisfied with his morning’s work! 

                             THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                                     Bessie Blows In! 

“NO luck!” murmured Bob Cherry. And the chums of the Remove grinned.  If if if
  The Remove were out of the Form-room when Mr. Quelch returned to Greyfriars. 
  The look on his face as he came in indicated that he had had no luck. As he came alone, it was clear that he had not recaptured the runaway.  He had a rather rumpled and dusty look, and the compression of his lips, the glint of his eyes, showed only too plainly that he was not in his bonniest mood. Billy Bunter’s antics, which afforded entertainment in the Remove, evidently did not amuse the Remove master. 
  The Famous Five grinned—but they were very careful not to let Mr. Quelch see them grinning. Quelch obviously, was near boiling-point, and they did not want him to boil over for their benefit !
  They rather hoped that Quelch would go Bunter-hunting again that afternoon. That hope was shared by all the Form. 
  But they were disappointed. Mr. Quelch took the Remove, as usual, that afternoon; and it is hardly necessary to mention that his Form did not enjoy it. 
  Mr. Quelch was a just man. He would never have dreamed of visiting Bunter’s offences upon unoffending heads. 
  Had the Remove been an absolutely faultless Form, no doubt they woult have got through that afternoon without trouble, deeply and intensely irritated as their Form-master was. 
  But they weren’t!  And Mr. Quelch was in no mood to pass lightly over faults in his Form. He would never have unjust; but he was fearfully just---strict1y and awfully just! 
  So the Remove had rather hectic time. Lord Mauleverer was given a hundred lines for yawning. Skinner was given a detention for projecting an ink-ball at Fisher T. Fish. Fishy was given lines for ejaculating “I swow!” when the ink-ball landed in his neck. 
  Bob Cherry had lines for shuffling his feet. Peter Todd had his knuckles rapped for dropping a book. 
  Then Smithy was whopped. 
  Of course, the Bounder asked for it. Even the most reckless ragger in the Form might have taken warning by Quelch’s speaking countenance.  Instead of which, Vernon-Smith let his desk-lid fall with a bang that rang through the Form-room like the report of a rifle. 
  “An accident, sir!”drawled Smithy .
  The Remove master’s gimlet eyes turned glitteringly on him. 
  The Removites, wondering at Smithy’s nerve, sat breathless. A fellow, of course, might let his desk-lid fall by accident. But Mr. Quelch was not in a mood for such accidents. 
  “Stand out before the class, Vernon-Smith he said curtly. 
  “It slipped from my hand, sir!” said Smithy. 
  “Quite so! But you must learn to be more careful, Vernon-Smith. Stand out before the class. Now bend over that desk !” 
  Whop, whop, whop! 
  Three of the best no doubt helped Smithy to learn to be more careful. At all events, his desk-lid did not drop again by accident that afternoon. 
  Ten minutes later Squiff was up for whispering.  He had whispered low, but Quelch seemed to have preternatural powers of hearing that day. 
  “Field!” You are talking in class !”
  “Oh I” ejaculated Sampson Quincy Iffey Field. “W-w-was I, sir?” 
  “You were, Field! What were you saying to Hazeldene?”
  “ Oh!” Squiff crimsoned. “Er— n-n-nothing special, sir!”
  “Repeat at once what you were saying to Hazeldene!” thundered Mr. Quelch, “I am waiting, Field!”
  “I—I—I said——” stammered the Australian junior, “I—I—I sai —” 
  “Well?” barked Mr, Quelch. 
  “I—-I said you were rather shirty today, sir!” gasped Squiff. 
  The Remove gasped. So did Mr. Quelch. He grabbed the cane from his desk. 
  “Field!  Stand out!  Bend over that desk!”
  It was “six” for Squiff. He did not whisper again in class. He sat wriggling, but very silent. Neither did any other Removite venture to remark, in even the faintest of whispers, that Quelch was shirty that day !
  “Fish!” barked Mr. Quelch suddenly. 
  “Oh! Yep!” gasped Fisher T. Fish. Fishy was lounging on his form, but he sat bolt upright as the Remove master barked at hin. 
  “The Form-room is not a place for careless lounging, Fish !” 
  “Oh! Nope! I guess not, sir.” 
  “Cannot you speak Englsh, Fish, you foolish boy?” snapped Mr. Quelch.  
  “During all the time you have been at Greyfriars you have utterly failed to benefit by the instruction you have received!” 
  Quelch, evidently, was getting a little unreasonable. Usually, the junior from New York was allowed to talk in his native language. 
  “Aw! Yep! Sure, sir !” stammered Fish. “I guess——” 
  “Is that intended for impertinence, Fish?” 
  “Oh! Nope! Not on your life!” gasped Fish. “I’ll surely say nope, sir.”
  “Take two hundred lines, Fish!” 
  The atmosphere in the Form-room was growing rather electric.  The juniors began to wonder whether that afternoon would ever end. 
  But it ended at last, and the Remove marched out, richer by a very unusual crop of lines. In the quad Bob Cherry fanned himself with his hat. 
  “Thank goodness that’s over!” he remarked. “Did anybody notice that Quelchy was rather cross?” 
  And the juniors chuckled. 
  “It’s that ass, Bunter’s, fault!” growled Bolsover major. “I’d jolly well kick him if I knew where he was. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. found consolation in cricket. After a turn at the nets they came along for refreshing ginger-pop at the school shop. The name of Bunter, uttered by two or three fellows, caught their ears as they were about to go in, and they looked round. For a moment they wondered whether the missing Owl had come back. 
  But it was not Billy Bunter. It was a Bunter—but another Bunter—to wit, Bessie Bunter, from Cliff House School. 
The plump schoolgirl blinked round through the big spectacles that made her look so like brother Billy, and came over to the Famous Five. These polite and nice-mannered youths lifted their hats. They were not, perhaps, for joint to see any member of the Bunter tribe, but their manners were irreproachable
  “Where’s Billy ?“ asked Miss Bunter.
  “Not here.” nswered Harry Wharton. “Haven’t you heard that Billy’s cleared off?” 
  “Of course I have,” answered Bessie. “That’s why I came over. What is the fathead up to?” 
  “Not knowing, can’t say!” answered Bob Cherry. 
  “The knowfulness is not terrific, esteemed and beauteous Bessie!” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “His Form-master ought to look for him!” said Bessie. 
  “He’s been hunting high and low,” said Nugent, “but he hasn’t been able to find him yet.” 
  “He must be an old donkey!” remarked Bessie. 
  “Hem!” 
  “I came over to see if Billy had come back yet.” said Bessie Bunter. “Are you sure he hasn’t?” 
  “ Oh, quite!” 
  “I was going to have tea with him, if he’d come back. Have you had tea yet?” 
  “Oh! No!” 
  “Then I’ll take tea with you, if you like.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Harry. “Do!” 
  “That’s all right!” said Miss Bunter graciously. “I will 1” 
  And she did. 
  Instead of refreshing themselves with ginger-pop after cricket practice, the chums of the Remove made rather more extensive purchases from the school shop and conveyed the same to Study No. 1 in the Remove. Bessie Bunter sat down to tea with a cheery smile on her plump face and the Famous Five, with their very best manners on, looked after their distinguished guest. 
  Bessie seemed rather to enjoy tea in Study No. 1. 
  She did not seem unduly anxious about the missing Billy. Indeed, she did not mention him again. 
  Her conversation was chiefly about Miss Elizabeth Bunter. She related how she had beaten Marjorie at Badminton, and Clara at tennis; how she was the only really good one at net-ball; how she knew more history than Miss Locke did; and how he could, if she liked, play Miss Bullivant’s head off at mathematics. To all of which the juniors listened with their politest smiles, realising that, there was a strong family resemblance between the different members of the Bunter clan. Really, they could almost have fancied that it was Billy in the study!
And then came a sudden interruption. 

                                           THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                                           A Little Misapprehension! 

MR. QUELCH started. 
  His eyes glinted. 
  He set his teeth hard. Indeed, in the gust of sudden anger that came over him, he would probably have actually gritted his teeth—but they were an expensive-set. 
  Seldom had the Remove master been so bitterly, intensely angry. Not even when Bunter had escaped him on Courtfield Common! His face became almost pale with anger. 
  And the cause of that sudden, fierce anger, was simply a careless remark from Bolsover major. 
  Bolsover did not see Quelch. The Remove master was walking under the old elms, thinking, in a very irritated frame of mind, over the peculiar problems of Bunter. Owing to the extreme artfulness of the missing Owl, Quelch had learned that he was still in the vicinity of the school. Then he had actually encountered him, only to see the elusive fat junior slip through his fingers again. Where was Bunter? How was he to be found? 
  The situation was most unpleasant for Quelch. Other be
aks, in Common-room, made remarks on the subject. Capper had been heard to say that nothing of that kind could happen in the Fourth. Hacker, the master of the Shell, asked Mr. Quelch every day if the missing member of his Form had returned, and raised his eyebrows expressively when told that he hadn’t. Prout, the Fifth Form master, boomed unwelcome advice on the subject. 
  Even the Head appeared to think that Mr. Quelch ought to have done something. Bunter was in his Form. But what could Mr. Quelch do? 
  Thinking over that knotty problem as he paced under the elms, Mr. Quelch heard the voices of boys of his Form. Squiff, with a bat under his arm, called to Bolsover major, who was leaning idly against a tree, with his hands in his pockets. 
  “Seen Wharton and his pals?” 
  Bolsover major chuckled. 
  “Oh, they won’t be coming down to cricket yet. They’re feeding the Bunter barrel in the study.” 
  “They were coming down to the nets to the nets and---” 
  “Too busy, I expect! You know what Bunters are when begin to feed.” chortled Bolsover. 
  Squiff laughed, and walked away with his bat. 
  Mr. Quelch did not laugh! Far from it! He stood quite still, as if rooted to the ground, quivering with anger.
  So Bunter had returned!
  Bolsover major’s words could mean nothing else. True, there was another Bunter at Greyfriars—Sammy Bunter of the Second Form. But a Second Form fag could not be feeding in a Remove study. The Second never tea’d with the Remove, Who could the “Bunter barrel” be, but Bunter? 
  If the missing Owl had blown in, certainly it was a real relief to Mr. Quelch. It solved his problem. 
  But that did not prevent him from feeling intensely angry. Instead of reporting himself to his Form-master, the young rascal had gone to tea in a Remove study, just as if nothing had happened. 
  And Wharton, his head boy, was entertaining the young rascal to tea, in stead of reporting his return, and relieving the anxiety under which he knew his Form-master to he labouring! 
  Mr. Quelch came very near gritting his teeth, expensive as they were! He was in a royal wax! 
  It did not occur to him for a moment, that there was a third member of the Bunter tribe; Bessie of Cliff House. He had not seen Bessie come in; he had not the faintest idea that she was at Greyfriars that afternoon; he did not even remember her existence. 
  Mr. Quelch was not thinking of Cliff House School, or Cliff House girls. He was thinking of Billy Bunter !
  For a long moment he stood as if transfixed. Then he strode rapidly round the big elm against which Bolsover major was carelessly leaning. 
  Bolsover was whistling.  The whistle stopped, suddenly, at the sight of his Form-master, and the expression on hi Form-master’s face. He blinked at Mr. Quelch, in great alarm. Seldom had he seen the Remove master looking so angry. He wondered apprehensively what was the matter with Quelch, and whether Quelch had heard anything of his bullying among the fags. 
  “Bolsover!” rapped Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yes, sir!” gasped Bolsover major. 
  “I heard what you said to Field.” 
  “D-d-did you, sir!” stammered Bolsover. He rapidly reviewed, in his mind, what he had said to Squiff.  There was no harm in it, so far as he could see. 
  He had alluded to Bessie Bunter as the “Bunter barrel.” But that only a jest. Certainly it was not in the best of taste. But surely it was no cause for the terrific wrath that he read in the countenance of Henry Samuel QueIch, 
  “I did, Bolsover!” barked the Remove master. “I heard you say distinctly, that Wharton and his friends were feeding the Bunter barrel—a very coarse and odious expression—in the study.” 
  “I—I shouldn’t have said barrel, sir, I—I know!” stammered Bolsover, quite scared by the Remove master’s look. “I—I never meant anything. I ——” 
  “It was a coarse and odious expression, Bolsover; but it is not of that that I am speaking now. I refer to your statement to Field. Is it true?” 
  “True, sir.” stuttered Bolsover. “Oh, yes, sir! No harm in having a visitor to tea in a study, sir, is there? It’s allowed—!”
  “You are well aware, Bolsover, that if that young rascal is in the House, it should have been made known to me at once.” 
  Bolsover fairly gasped.  Quelch was in a temper, certainly; but it was amazing to hear him speak of a girl as a young rascal! And he had said that “barrel” was a coarse and odious expression! So, undoubtedly it was— but did he think that “young rascal” was any better? 
  “However, you are not to blame, Bolsover—it is Wharton, my head boy, who should have reported this to me, at once. I can scarcely understand the negligence— indeed, the careless impertinence, in failing to apprise me of it.” 
  Bolsover major could only blink at him. It didn’t happen often, but it did happen, that the Cliff House girls came to tea with their friends in the Remove. Bolsover could not begin to guess why Quelch was making such a fuss about such a very ordinary incident. 
  “You were not, by chance, speaking of Bunter minor, of the Second Form? added Mr. Quelch. He was sure of that; but he wanted to make assurance doubly sure. 
  “Bunter minor!” repeated Bolsover, blankly. “Oh, no, sir!” 
  “It is not Bunter who is at tea in Wharton’s study?” 
  “Oh, no, sir!” 
  “Very well, Bolsover.” 
  Mr. Quelch started for the house with long strides. Bolsover major stared after him, as he went, utterly amazed, Quelch, it was clear, was in a towering temper; but why, was a mystery to Bolsover major. 
  Mr Quelch hurried into the House. He stepped into his study to pick up his cane. That cane would, of course, be wanted in Study No. 1 in the Remove. 
  A terrific whopping for Bunter—a record whopping! A whopping that the young rascal would remember for whole terms, and that would definitely cure him of any desire to run away from school And “six” for Wharton, for failing to report the missing junior’s return! That was the least he deserved for so carelessly neglecting his duty as head boy of the Form! As for Bunter, a head’s flogging was coming to him but that would come later. A whopping —a record whopping—from Quelch, would do for him to go on with!”
  Mr. Quelch gripped the cane hard, as he whisked up the stairs. His gown streamed out behind him like a thundercloud. 
  Fellows wlo saw him go, stared after him. Quelch did not heed them. He rushed up the stairs. 
He whizzed across the Remove lauding. He shot into the Remove passage.  He arrived almost breathless at the door of Study No. 1. 
  Generally, Quelch knocked at the door. He was quite punctilious in such matters. But he was too angry and exasperated now to be punctilious. 
  He grabbed the door-handle, and hurled the door wide open. It was a sudden interruption to tea in Study No. I. 
  Mr. Quelch tore in. 
  He fairly brandished the cane. 
  “Bunter! You young rascal! You incorrigible, insolent young rascal! So you are here!” thundered the Remove master.  “Bunter, I shall cane you, before I take you to your headmaster!  I shall———” 
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  Mr. Quelch broke off suddenly. 
  Five juniors, on their feet, stared at him, in blank wonder, as if hypnotised, dumbfounded. 
  A fat schoolgirl with a teacup in one hand and a jam tart in the other, stared at him through a large pair of spectacles. 
  Bessie was as amazed as the Famous Five. She was alarmed! It was enough to alarm any schoolgirl, for an angry man to rush into the study, brandishing a cane, and spluttering with wrath. 
  Bessie shrieked. 
  “Oooooooooooooh!” 
  Mr. Quelch blinked at her.  He had not had the remotest idea that there wasa girl in the study. 
  “Who—? ” he gasped. “What—” 
  “Oooooh!”shrieked Bessie. “Keep away! Keep him away! You’re not going to cane me!  I won’t be caned!” 
  “I’ll tell Miss Primrose! Ooooooooh!”
  “ Mr. Quelch—” gasped Wharton. 
  “ Keep away!” shrieked Besie. “Keep that cane away! I won’t be caned! You’ve got no right to cane me! t)oooooooooh !” 
  Mr. Quelch gasped helplessly. I[e lowered the cane—he put it behind him.  Obviously, he had no use for it in Study No. 1. 
  “Wharton!” he gasped. “Where— where is Bunter?” 
  “Bunter, sir!” stuttered the captain of the Remove. “He’s not here! Did—did you think Bunter was here, sir?” 
  “I—I—I—I heard—I—I understood—I—I—” Quelch’s face was crimson, and he stuttered wildly. “I—I certainly thought—” 
  “Bunter hasn’t been here, sir!” said Frank Nugent, in wonder. “This—this is Bunter’s sister, sir—” 
  “Oooooooooooh!” from Bessie. “You bad old man, go away!  Go away!” 
  “I---I regret—I—I am sorry—I—I was given to understand that—that Bunter was here!” gasped Mr. Quelch. “I—I had no idea that—that it was—was—was Bunter’s sister——” 
  “Ooooooh!  Go away!”
  “Bessie came over to inquire after her brother, sir!” said Bob Cherry. She—she stayed to tea, sir! No harm——”
  “No! No! Certainly not! I—I regret, Miss Bunter, if—if—if I startled you—I—I supposed—” 
  “Oooh! Go away! I won’t be caned!” shrieked Bessie. 
  “No! No! I had no intention—none whatever——” 
  “Ooooh!”
  “I—I thought—I—I understood—I—I —I have been—been deceived—I—I really regret—” 
  Stuttering, Quelch faded through the doorway. 
  Never, in all his career, had Henry Samuel Quelch felt, and looked, so complete an ass. He was thankful to get on the other side of the study door. Harry Wharton & Co. were thankful, too, for they could not laugh, till the door closed on Mr.Quelch; and they felt that their ribs would crack if they did not laugh soon. 

                                                    *   *   *   *   *

  Ten minutes later, Bolsover major was sent for, to his Form-master’s study. Mr. Quelch’s ludicrous mistake, of course, was entirely due to Bolsover, and the choice expression he had used concerning Bessie Bunter.  Mr. Quelch gave Bolsover six—thc toughest six Bolsover could remember—for having alluded to a plump young lady as a “barrel.” No doubt Bolsover deserved to be whopped—but it was very probable that Mr. Quelch gave him a little more than he deserved!

                                          THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                    Haunted! 

“GERROUT of the way!” grunted Billy Bunter. 
  . Tippity Tip breathed hard through the nose he was rubbing with grease-paint. 
  Dressing-room accommodation at Muccolini’s Magnificent Circus was some what limited. Magnificent, perhaps, the circus was, as the signor declared it to be, but the quarters of the staff were far from magnificent. It annoyed Billy Bunter to have to share a limited space with Mr. Tip, who was making-up in the same canvas-walled room for the evening show. 
  Perhaps it annoyed Mr. Tip, too, but Tippity was a good-tempered, good-natured little man, used to takind things as they came—even things like William George Bunter. So Tippity did not grumble. 
  Bunter did! Bunter was a far more important person than Tippity. “Bunto the Boy Tamer” was billed quite large. Perhaps it had got into his head a little. Tippity was only the circus Joey. Moreover, he was under the frown of Signor Muccolini, ever since the strange affair of the ventriloquist doll. Billy Bunter had a chance to throw his weight about.  He was not the fellow to let such chances, like the sunbeams, pass him by. Bunter was making up for the performance, as well as Tippity. There was one glass of a decent size, and Bunter wanted it. Any old bit of mirror was good enough for the clown, in Bunter’s opinion. So, as Mr. Tip was admiring his make-up effects in front of the glass that Bunter wanted, Mr. Tip was told to get out of the way.
  Which he did—breathing rather hard. Bunter ensconced himself in front of the glass, where he beheld a reflection much more pleasing than that of Mr. Tip—his his own belief at least. 
  Bunter’s fat form was encased in tights for the show. His ample figure showed to great advantage in that garb. Bunter could not help admiring that figure. There was really a lot of it to admire. 
  The fat Owl had had some practice at make-up, as a member of the Remove Dramatic Society. It came in useful now. Bunter was very careful in his make-up. With the circus camped so near Greyfriars School, almost every day Greyfriars fellows came to the performance. Every half-holiday, there was a swarm of the juniors, and often the evening performances were honured by the presence of Sixth Formers, and sometimes of Fifth Form men who had special leave from Prout. 
  Any Greyfriars fellow who had spotted Bunter would not, perhaps, have given him away to the powers, but certainly he would have related it at the school, and once it went the rounds of the school, it was pretty certain to reach the “beaks” sooner or later. 
  But when Bunter was made-up for the show, there was little likelihood of recognition. His costume was as unlike that of a Greyfriars Removite as could be imagined, and his fat face, when it was well daubed with grease-paint, was quite unlike Bunter’s own. Only his big spectacles gave a clue to his identity. 
  Dozens of Greyfriars fellows had seen “Bunto the Boy Tamer” in the ring with Marco. Not one of them had dreamed that he was Billy Bunter. Indeed, no fellow who knew Bunter would have expected to see him anywhere near lions or elephants! Even had he looked like himself, they might have doubted the evidence of their eyes! But he did not look anything like himself—and he was very careful about that. 
  “You’re a kind-hearted bloke, you are!” remarked Mr. Tip, as the fat junior smirked at the pleasing apparition in the glass. 
  Bunter blinked round at him. 
 “Eh! Wharrer you mean?” he asked. 
  “Stick it on!” said Mr. Tip. “Put it on thick! You can’t put it on too thick! Don’t let ‘em see your features.” 
  The fat junior gave a start. For a moment, he fancied that Tippity had guessed that lie was using grease-pant as a disguise, in fear of being recognised and marched back to school. 
  “Jest kind-heartedness, ain’t it?” said Mr. Tip. “You know it would spoil the evening for the people in front if they saw your features. What?” 
  Billy Bunter gave the sarcastic Mr. Tip a wrathful blink.  He realised that Tippity had not guessed that he had a secret to keep. Mr. Tip was only indulging in sarcasm. 
  “Look here, you cheeky ass!” exclaimed Bunter. 
  Mr. Tip shook his head. 
  “Ask me anything else!” he implored. “Anything but that! Wait till you’ve got that face covered up before you ask me to look there! My eyesight ain’t strong! It wouldn’t stand it!” 
  Bunter breathed wrath. 
  And how long are you going to stand in front of that glass?  ” went on Mr. Tip. “I want it when you’re through.” 
  “You can have it when I’m done with it!” snapped Bunter. 
  “The question is, can I?” retorted Mr. Tip. “I’m expecting every minute to hear it go crack!”
  Bunter’s fat face was red with rage, under his grease-paint. He was not, perhaps, the handsome fellow he believed himself to be. But even Bunter’s face would not have cracked a looking-glass. 
  “Do you know what happens to cheeky cads at my school?” he bawled. 
  “I don’t!” answered Mr. Tip. “But I s’pose you do! I s’pose you’ve been through it !” 
  “They get kicked !“ roared Bunter. “See! When a cheeky rotter cheeks his betters, he’s jolly well kicked!” 
  “They must have used up a lot of boot-leather on you!” remarked Mr. Tip thoughtfully. 
  Billy Bunter did not answer that. He was getting the worst of this war of words. W ords were wasted on this cheeky clown, and Bunter was going to proceed to action. 
  Cheeky cads, as he had said, were kicked at Greyfriars. He was going to kick Tippity. 
  As an important member of the company, dealing with an unimportant member, he considered that he might venture upon that drastic proceeding, especially as Tippity was under the frown of the circus-master, and not at all sure that the “sack” was not coming his way. 
  As Bunter did not answer, the clown turned to his little mirror, to get on with his making-up. 
  Then Bunter turned on him. 
  Mr. Tip’s back being turned, he was favourably placed for the kicking he deserved, and Bunter barged across the dressing-room behind him. 
  Mr. Tip grinned into his mirror. 
  In that mirror, he had a full view of the fat Owl, a circumstance that did not occur to Bunter at the moment. 
  But ho did not stir till Bunter was just behind him and his foot lifted to deal out the well-merited punishment. 
  Then Mr. Tip spun round swiftly. 
  A fat ankle was suddenly grasped, as Bunter’s foot swept the air, and Bunter gave a startled yelp, as he hopped on one leg. 
  “Ow!” is
  “Go it!” said Mr. Tip encouragingly. 
  “Ow! Leggo! Beast! Leggo!” bawled Bunter. 
  He hopped frantically on one leg. The other was safe in Tippity Tip’s grip. Mr. Tip grinned cheerfully at Bunter. 
  “Hop it!” he said. “Say, that turn would bring down the house!” Like to put this through in the ring ?“ 
  “Leggo!” shrieked Bunter. “I shall fall over! Beast! Leggo!” 
  Bunter hopped frantically. Only by a series of balancing tricks did he save himself from a fall. He hopped, and squeaked, and yelled. Mr. Tip, apparently deriving entertainment from this unrehearsed performance, walked round the dressing-room, taking Bunter’s foot with him under his arm. Bunter hopped after him on the other leg. 
  “Will you leggo?” shrieked Bunter. “I’ll have you sacked! I’ll make that dago sack you! You cheeky beast, leggo !” 
  Bump! 
  Bunter missed a hop and sat down. He sat down suddenly and hard. Mr. Tip, releasing his foot, grinned down at him. 
  “That’s not a bad turn!” he remarked. “Shall we rehearse it again!”
  “Urrrrrggh!” gasped Bunter. 
  Tippity, grinning, went back to his mirror. Billy Bunter sat and gurgled for breath. Tippity took no further notice of him. But Bunter was taking some further notice of Tippity. He gave the fat little cough which was the preliminary to his ventriloquial stunts. He had quite given up the idea of kicking Tippity. But there were other ways. 
  “Tip!” suddenly barked the aggressive, unpleasant voice of Signor Muccolini fron outside the doorway of the dressing-room. 
  Tippity spun round from hs mirror.  “Yes, boss ?” 
  “How dare you play such tricks! You’re sacked!  Do you hear? Sacked !” barked the signor’s voice. 
  “Oh, crimes!”gasped Mr. Tip. 
  “Don’t show up in the ring to-night! You’re not wanted there! Get out of the circus! You’re sacked !“ 
  “I—I say, boss—” stammered the dismayed Tippity. 
  “You’re sacked!” 
  Mr Tip stood staring in the doorway. The Signor had not appeared in sight there; but the barking, aggressive voice seemed to come clearly through the canvas partition from the passage, 
  “Oh, holy pokers!” gasped Mr. Tip. “I—I—I say, boss—” 
  There was no answer. Tippity looked at Bunter. Bunter was grinning. A minute ago Tippity had been grinning. Now he was extremely serious, and it was Bunter’s turn to grin. And the fat Owl grinned. 
  “That tears it!” said Mr. Tip dismally. 
  “Serve you jolly well right!” said Bunter. And he went back to the beautiful view in his looking-glass. 
  Tippity did not heed him. He went out into the canvas-walled passage, where Marco was standing, in talk with Wriggles, the contortionist.  Signor Muccolini was not to be seen. 
  “Has the boss gone?” asked Mr. Tip. 
  Marco looked round at him. 
  “The boss? He hasn’t been here!” he answered. 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass!” said the distressed Mr. Tip. “Ain’t he jest howled in at my door that I’m sacked? You must have heard him!” 
  The two circus men stared at Tippity. 
  “Leave it alone, Tippity!” advIsed Wriggles. “Give it up, and stick to pure, unadulterated water !” 
  “I ain’t pushed one back to-day!” hooted Mr. Tip. “Mean to say you didn’t see the boss, and hear him howl at me that I’m sacked?” 
  “Mucky’s in the ring, and he hasn’t been here, old man.” answered Marco soothingly. “You’re dreaming !”
  “He ain’t been here?” gasped Mr. Tip.
  He almost tottered back into the dressing-room. He blinked at Billy Bunter. Bunter chuckled. 
  “This here circus is haunted!” said Mr. Tip, with conviction. “It’s blooming well haunted!” First that there doll, John, begins to talk on his own the other day. Now there’s voices—yoonan voices! I ‘eard Mucky’s voice plain— plain as your face, and that’s saying a lot! And he wasn’t there! I tell your this blinking circus is haunted!”
  Billy Bunter grinned as he rolled out of the dressing-room. But Tippity Tip did not grin.  He was quite worried and perplexed about the mysterious voice that haunted Muccolini’s Magnificent Circus. 

                               THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                           Coker Makes a Startling Discovery! 

“THAT’s the new turn!” remarked Coker of the Fifth. 
  “Bunto the Boy Tamer!” remarked Potter, looking at his programme. 
  “He hasn’t been slimming!” observed Greene. 
  “Fat, if you like!” agreed Coker. 
  Coker & Co of the Fifth Form were patronising the circus. They had seen it before, but they were paying another visit, to see the new turn—Bunto the Boy Lion-tamer. Horace Coker had told has friends that it was worth a second visit to see the new turn, and as Coker was standing the seats, Potter and Greene agreed that it was, So there they were, sitting in the front row of the half-crown seats, and they gave special attention to the new turn when Bunto the Boy Tamer appeared. 
  “Fat as Bunter!” said Coker, with a grin. 
  “Fatter!” said Potter. 
  Marco the King of the Lions had been through his thrilling turn, with Brutus, Pericles, and Apollo. Now Caesar’s cage as wheeled into the arena, and Caesar’s deep roar echoed and re-echoed. To all appearance, Caesar was as truculent a beast as any of the other lions; but appearances were deceptive. Caesar was as tame as a rabbit; otherwise, there would certainly have been no “Bunto” turn starred on the circus bills, 
  Billy Bunter was quite used to Caesar by this time, and on the most friendly terms with the old lion. But to the “people in front” the turn looked thrilling enough, as the fat youth strutted into the lion’s cage, and the grated door was closed on him. 
 Marco stood at the cage door, with an iron bar in his hand, as if in readiness should his help be wanted. But that was only a theatrical effect, to give the audience an impression that there was a spice of danger, and let the public have its money’s worth. 
  All eyes were on the fat figure in the cage. There were rounds of applause. Billy Bunter’s eyes gleamed through his spectacles. Bunter was enjoying this.  He liked the limelight. In the lion’s cage he was getting it. 
  He commanded Caesar to stand up and the great lion reared up on his hind legs. He squeaked “Dammi la zampa,” and Caesar extended a huge paw, and shook hands with the boy tamer. 
Then “Bunto” sat astride of the lion’s back, and gambolled round the cage with him. Every now and then, unobserved by the audience, he gave the lion a touch that Caesar understood, and there was a deep roar. 
  “Wants some nerve.” remarked potter. 
  “Yes, rather!” agreed Greene. 
  “Oh, I don’t know!” said Coker. It was only necessary for any fellow to state an opinion for Coker to adopt the opposite one. “I believe that’s the lion that escaped from the circus the other day, and gave the girls at Cliff House a fright. He doesn’t seem to have done any damage while he was loose.” 
  “Like to meet him out of his cage?” asked Potter, with a wink at Greene. 
  “Well, I fancy he’s pretty tame!” said Coker. “If he’s the same lion that got loose, that kid Bunter of the Remove ran into him at Cliff House, and I’ve heard helped to capture him. S he can’t be very dangerous.” 
  “He looks it.” 
  “ Looks ain’t everything!” said Coker oracularly. 
  “That’s lucky for some people!” murmured Potter, with a glance at Horace Coker’s rugged countenance. 
  “Eh? What did you say, Potter?” 
  “I said you’re quite right, old chap!  I dare say that lion is awfully tame. Look here! They let people volunteer to go into the cage at this circus. You going to do it?” 
  “Bit undignified for a Greyfriars senior!” answered Coker. “Otherwise I’d do it like a shot!” 
  Whereat Potter bestowed another wink on Greene, and Greene grinned.  Both of them had rather a suspicion that it was not merely the dignity of a Greyfriars senior that kept Horace Coker on the safe side of the bars. 
  “Look at that!” said Potter. “Doesn’t that want nerve?” 
  Bunto the Boy Tamer had lain down on his podgy back, on the floor of the cage. Caesar laid a huge paw on his chest. 
  Standing over the fat figure, the paw on his chest, Caesar lifted up his head, and gave utterance to a tremendous roar that woke every echo of the circus tent. Even Coker was a little impressed. But he was not going to admit it. What he had said, he had said! 
  “Well, if he’s tame---” he remarked. 
  “Oh, if !” agreed Potter. “He doesn’t look awfully tame to me.” 
  “You’re rather an ass, Potter “ 
  “Well, I jolly well wouldn’t like to do what that fat kid’s doing!” said Potter. 
  “Very likely!” said Coker, shrugging his shoulders. 
  “And you jolly well wouldn’t, either!” said Potter tartly. 
  “Don’t be an ass, Potter!”
  “You jolly well---” 
  “Don’t be a cheeky ass, Potter! You’d better shut up!”
  “I jolly well think---” 
  “I said shut up!” Coker pointed out. 
  Potter, breathing rather hard, shut up. Coker was standing the seats, so it was up to his pals to stand Coker. 
  “Now that kid does an elephant turn.” said Coker, when Caesar’s cage was drawn out. “I don’t say he’s bad— but there’s not much in it.” 
  The circus audience, however, appeared to think that there was something in it. They gave Bunto cheers when he was taken up in Rajah’s trunk, and carried round the ring. 
  Then Bunto lay down in the tan, and thc gigantic quadruped stepped over him. That part of the “turn” always gave Billy Bunter an awkward moment; but with Marco’s eyes on him, he succeeded in playing up. 
  After which, Rajah knelt down, and Bunto clambered on his back, and Tippety Tip followed him up. Bunter faced forward;  Mr. Tip, behind him, faced the tail. 
  Rajah stalked round the ring amid cheers and laughter. This was part of the turn that did not please Billy Bunter. Tippity Tip introduced a comic element into the performance. quite superfluous, from Bunter’s point of view. 
  Moreover, Mr. Tip stood on his feet, and then on his hands, on the elephant’s back, as they paraded the ring, an acrobatic performance that Bunter could not have put up to save his fat life. Billy Bunter had not been a circus star long. but he already had his full allowance of professional jealousy, and liked to get the “hands.” 
  Mr. Tip, always remembering Bunter’s polished manners in the dressing-room, also had the cheek to play tricks on the fat Owl. Standing on his hands, he tickled the back of Bunter’s neck with his toe. 
  “Ow!” gasped Bunter, lurching in his seat. “What’s that? Bother your, you, silly ass, chuck it! Wharrer you up to?”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” came from the people in front. 
  The elephant towered past in front of the row of seats where sat Coker& Co. For the first time they had a close view of Bunto the Boy Tamer, and his squeaking voice reached their years.
  Mr. Tip, instead of chucking it, as Bunter requested, persisted in being playful. Still upside down, on his hands, he tapped Bunter on the back of the head with his foot. 
  “Stoppit!” yelled Bunter. 
  “Oh!” roared Mr. Tip. “I’ve hurt my toe! I’ve banged my toe on a lump of wood! Oh!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” chortled the audience. 
  “You cheeky beast!” howled Bunter. 
  “You wait till get off this beastly elephant, and I’ll jolly well punch your cheeky head !” 
  “You’ll have to get on the elephant again to reach it!” retorted Tippity. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  The elephant lumbered on. Coker of the Fifth stared after it and its two readers with a fixed, astonished stare. 
  “Did you fellows hear that!” he gasped, “Did you hear that fat kid’s voice? Did you hear it? Don’t you know it ?” 
  “Blessed if it didn’t sound—” said Potter, equally startled. “But—but it couldn’t be---”
  “It couldn’t—” said Greene. 
  “Haven’t you heard that squeak often enough at Greyfriars?” exclaimed Coker excitedly. “Bunter’s missing— he’s somewhere near the school, and nobody knows where or what he’s up to! That’s Bunter!”
  “It can’t be!” gasped Potter. 
  “It is!” said Coker, with conviction. 
  “But it can’t—” said Greene. 
  “I’ve said that it is!” hooted Coker. After which, of course, there was nothing more to be said. If Horace Coker of the Greyfriars Fifth said that it was, it was, whether it was or not !

                         THE TWELFTH CHAPTER 

                                     Nothing Doing! 

“OUR knock!” said Harry Wharton. 
  It was the following afternoon. That afternoon the Remove were booked to play the Shell, and both junior teams were now on Little Side. The captain of the Remove had performed that first duty of a skipper—winning the toss—and elected to bat first. 
  Hobson & Co. of the Shell went into the field. Harry Wharton was bidding Bob Cherry and Vernon Smith, who were opening the innings, to pull up their socks and knock the Shell bowling sky-high, when a Fifth Form man appeared on the scene. 
  “Here, Wharton!” called out Coker of the Fifth. 
  Harry Whartondid not even look at him. 
  The Fifth Form at Greyfriars had a good opinion of themselves, and agreed that the Lower Fourth were very small beer. But no other Fifth Form man, probably, would have had the neck to interrupt a junior Captain just at the start of a cricket match. 
  Bob and Smithy took up their places at the wicket, and Smithy got the bowling from Stewart of the Shell. Harry Wharton, carefully ignoring Coker, had his eyes on the Pounder as he wielded the willow. But a grab at his shoulder jerked him round, and he had to turn his eyes on Coker of the Fifth instead. 
  “I called you!” snapped Coker. “Didn’t you hear me, you young ass? ” 
  “Get out!”
  “What?  ”
  “Buzz off, fathead!  Do you want to be kicked out?” demanded the captain of the Remove.    
  “Here, you men, prod him!” 
  The waiting batsmen were all ready to prod Coker. They were prepared to give him as much prodding as was required to hasten his departure. HalF a dozen of them circled round Coker with willows to the fore. 
  “Don’t play the goat, you fags!” said Coker, frowning. “I want you, Wharton!”
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “Can’t you see we’re playing cricket?” he asked. 
  “Never mind that!”
  “Oh, my hat!  Look here, are you going, or are you waiting to be prodded off?  Say which!” 
  “Oh, prod him!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “The prodfulness is the proper caper!” declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  Coker, with an effort, restrained his wrath. 
 “You’re head boy of the Remove, Wharton.” he said. “You’ve got to attend to this. It’s about Bunter,” 
  “Blow Bunter!”
  “Will you listen to me?” hooted Coker. “Keep those bats away, you young rotters! I’ll jolly well—” 
  “Hold on, you men!” said Harry. “If the fathead’s got anything to say let him get it off his chest. But buck up, Coker—we’re busy.” 
  “I don’t want any cheek, Wharton!” 
  “Cut it short!”
  Coker breathed hard. He was tempted to smite that cheeky mob of juniors hip and thigh. But even Coker realised that a crowd of fellows with cricket bats would put in most of the smiting, if smiting began. With an effort he controlled his wrath, and went on; 
  “I’ve found Bunter!” 
  At which statement the Remove cricketers began to take a little interest in Coker’s remarks. True, Billy Bunter was of absolutely no consequence in comparison with cricket. Still, he had been missing from school for a week or more, and it was an intriguing mystery what had become of him, 
  “You’ve found him!” exclaimed Peter Todd. 
  “Yes, I have. I spotted him last evening.”
  “Well, if you have, you needn’t shout it out all over the school.” said Tom Redwng. “No business of yours to give Bunter away.” 
  "You shut up, Redwing! Now, look here, Wharton.” said Coker impressively. “I’m speaking to you as head boy of Quelch’s Form. Bunter’s got to be fetched back. I suppose you know that. A Greyfriars kid can’t be allowed to run away from school and mix up with all sorts of riff-raff. You can chuck this and go and get him— see?” 
  “I can see myself doing it!” said Harry. 
  “It’s rather an awkward position for me!” explained Coker. “If the Head had the sense to make Fifth Form men prefects it would be different. If I were a prefect I should report Bunter. But I’m not. Well, if a fellow who isn’t a prefect reports a fellow at would look a bit like—like—” 
  “It would look like sneaking,” said Harry” and it would look like sneaking because it would be exactly that!”
  At the same time,” continued Coker, I can’t let this go on. Knowing where the young ass is, I can’t let him stay out of school.” 
  “ Why not mind your own business?” asked Harry. 
  Coker glared at him. That resource, evidently, had not occurred to Coker. 
  “Don’t be cheeky, Wharton. I’m telling you this as head boy of the Form. You can go and fetch Bunter in. Then it will be all right.” 
  “Is that all ?“ asked Harry, with one eye on the batsmen, who were running. 
  “Yes, that’s all.” 
  “Thank goodness! Now run away and play!”
  “You’d better go at once—” 
  “Fathead!”
  Coker clenched his hands. It was very hard for Coker to tolerate cheek like this from the Lower Fourth. 
  “But where is Bunter?” asked Squiff. “Have you really seen him, or did you only dream it?” 
  “Don’t be cheeky, Field. Bunter’s at the circus---Muccolini’s Circus.” 
  “Rot! The performance isn’t on yet.” 
  “You young ass, I mean he’s joined the circus.” 
  “Wha.a-at ?“ 
  Coker had attention now! Astonished stares were fixed on him. 
  Harry Wharton and his chums exchanged a quick look. They had suspected—more than suspected—that Billy Bunter had found refuge at the circus. It looked as if Coker really had discovered something. 
  “I dare say you kids have seen a name on the circus bills.” said Coker. “Bunto the Boy Tamer---” 
  “I’ve seen him in the ring.” said Squiff. “What about him?” 
  “He’s Bunter.” 
  “What?” 
  It was quite a yell of astonishment. Even the batsmen making the running were forgotten for a moment. 
  “Surprised you, I dare say!” said Coker, “Well, I was at the show last evening with Potter and Greene. We all saw him. I never knew it was Bunter till I heard him talking. Then I knew. The young ass has joined the circus, and he’s doing a turn with Lions and elephants——” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “It’s not a laughing matter!” snapped Coker. “A Greyfriars chap can’t be allowed to carry on like that. Potter and Greene don’t believe that it was Bunter---” 
  “Then they’re not so potty as you, old bean!” said Peter Todd. 
  “Don’t be cheeky! I’m absolutely sure of it!” said Coker. “I thought of telling Quelch when I came back, but— but—well, I can’t very well tell Quelch. At the same time I can’t let it go on. I’ve heard, too, that the circus is moving on soon, and Bunter will have to be fetched away before it goes. As head boy of Quelch’s Form, Wharton, it’s up to you.  You see that?” 
  “Not quite,” said Harry. 
  “Well, I’m telling you so,” said Coker, as if that settled it. “I can’t allow it to go on, of course.” 
  “Is it any bizney of yours?” 
  “I’ve told you not to be cheeky!” Cut off and get it over!” said Coker. “As it’s a half-holiday this afternoon, you can get away, and bring Bunter back, and that’s that! But don’t waste time. 
“Haven’t you noticed that we’re playing cricket this afternoon?” inquired the captain of the Remove, 
.  “Your fag game doesn’t matter!” snapped Coker. “That young ass has got to be fetched back. I’ve told you where he is. Now---”
  “You’ve said your piece, Coker.” remarked Frank Nugent. “Now run away!”
  “You’re sure you’ve got it right, Coker?” asked Peter Todd. “Sure he’s Bunto the Boy Tamer? He’s not Marco, the King of the Lions, or Signor Muccolini, or Tippity, the clown, or Zara the Queen of the Ring, or—”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Evidently the Remove fellows regarded Coker’s startling information rather as a joke. 
  Coker glared. 
  He, at least, was quite certain of it. Potter and Greene doubted. And they had pointed out to Coker that, anyhow, it did not concern Fifth Form men. But that was not good enough for Coker. Attending only to his own concerns had never been one of Coker’s weaknesses. 
  “Bob’s got the bowling,” said Tom Brown; and the Removites turned away from Coker to watch the game. 
  “Look here, Wharton!”
  “Well hit!” shouted Wharton, as Bob Cherry steered the ball cleverly past second slip, and the batsmen ran. “You young sweep—” 
  “That’s two—three!” exclaimed the captain of the Remove. Good old Bob!” By Jove he— Yaroooh!” 
  Wharton gave a yell as a grip on his shoulder spun him round. He glared at Coker’s wrathful face. 
  “You silly idiot, chuck it!” he roared 
  “You cheeky young ass, I’ve told you what you’re to do! Are you going to do it?” hooted Coker. 
  “Buzz that silly ass out!” yelled the captain of the Remove. 
  Evidently it was a case for prodding. Words were wasted on Coker of the Fifth. Squiff lunged with his bat, under Coker let go Wharton’s shoulder with a wild howl. 
  “You young--- whooop!” Peter Todd lunged, as did Tom Brown and Johnny Bull, and Frank Nugent. Bats lunged at Coker on all sides. They lunged hard. “You young sweeps! You---You—you— Yarooh!” 
  “Go it!” 
  “Kick him nut!” 
  “Cut off, Coker!” 
  “Give him a few more!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Will you stoppit?” yelled Coker, retreating before the prodding bats. “I tell you— Yoop! I say—— Yarooogh!  I’ll smash you! Ow! I’ll spiflicate the lot of you! I’ll—— Whoop!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Coker of the Fifth retreated.  He was not a fellow to retreat, if he could help it. But a fellow, prodded by six or seven cricket bats, all at once, had no choice about it. The willows clumped on Coker, and they clumped hard. He roared, he raved, and he rallied; but he was driven before the prodding bats, and he had to retreat. Back went Coker, raging, and the chuckling juniors followed him up, prodding and lunging till his retreat became a flight. 
  Horace Coker was feeling rather damaged by the time he got off Little Side. 
  “Come back and have some more, Coker!” said Johnny Bull, brandishing his bat. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  But Coker did not come back for more.  He seemed to have had enough. And the Removites turned back to the game, and in a few minutes forgot the existence of Coker of the Fifth, important as he was. 

                         THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                              An Unwelcome Visitor! 

“SIT up!” commanded Billy Bunter. 
  Caesar sat up in the sawdust. 
  Bunter placed a biscuit on his nose. 
  "Bunto the Boy Tamer” was teaching the old lion a new trick—sitting up to beg for biscuits Caesar, who liked biscuits, was not unwilling to learn that trick. 
  The fat junior was so used to Caesar by this time that he was as easy and confident in his presence as in that of a cat or a dog. Old Caesar was as tame as either, fierce as he looked. Moreover, he had taken a liking - perhaps because Bunter always fed him.  That was the way two Bunters own fat heart, and he had found it a success with Caesar. 
  So tame was the cheery old lion that he was often allowed out of his cage, and followed at Marco’s heels about the circus like a dog.  At the present moment Bunter had him in the ring.  There was no performance due yet, and Bunter and the lion had the circus tent to themselves.  
  Remove fellows would have found it hard to believe that Billy Bunter had complete control of a fierce looking lion, and that Caesar would follow him at a call, and obey every order he gave.  But so it was, and the fat Owl of the Remove thought himself no end of a lion tamer.  He was even prepared to put in a little work at the job he had taken on, which the Remove fellows might have found it still harder to believe.  
  Caesar sat up on his haunches, with the biscuit balanced on his nose. He wanted that biscuit, but he did not think of gobbling it till he received the sign from his trainer. 
  “Go!” said Bunter. 
  The biscuit dropped into the mighty jaws, and vanished. 
  Parker, the animals’ keeper, came in by the staff entrance, and looked round. 
  “Oh. here you are sir!” he said.  “I’ve been looking for you!” 
  “Oh, I want you, Parker!” said Bunter. “Lie down in the sawdust here.” 
  “But——” 
  “Do as 1 tell you!” snapped Bunter irritably. 
  Parker gave him a look. He did not think very much of the fat star of the circus. But Marco did, so Parker had to toe the line. 
  “But, sir,” he said, ‘ I came to tell you—”
  “Don’t jaw!” said Bunter. “Lie down here I’m teaching Caesar a trick. Shut up, and do as you’re told —see?” 
  Parker resisted a temptation to take the fat junior by the scruff of his fat neck, and give him the shaking of his life. He did as he was told. 
  He extended himself on his back in the tan. Old Caesar blinked at him, and waited for a sign from his master. 
  Bunter raised a fat hand. 
  “Guard him!” he said. 
  Caesar crept towards Parker, and placed a huge paw on his chest. The keeper was not, of course, alarmed, though to a stranger’s eyes it would have been rather a thrilling sight. 
  Bunter made another sign with his hand.  Caesar opened his great saws and roared 
  “Now—” Bunter was going on. 
  “I came here to tell you---” said Parker. 
  “Don’t interrupt me, Parker!” 
  “Oh, all right!” said Parker. “But there’s somebody called to see you—” 
  Bunter jumped. 
  “Somebody to see me!” he ejaculated. “Who?” 
  A vision of Mr. Quelch, with a cane in his hand, floated before Bunter’s eyes. At that terrifying vision the star of the circus beanie the runaway schoolboy again. 
  “A young gentleman, sir, came and asked to see you.” 
  “Oh, a young one!” exclaimed Bunter, in great relief. Mr. Quelch could not, by the widest stretch of imagination, have been described as a “young” gentleman. “Do you mean a schoolboy?  ”
  “Yes.”
  “Beast!” hissed Bunter. 
  Parker stared at him. 
  “You can get up!” snapped Bunter. “Go and tell him I’m not here.” 
  “What?” 
  “I—I mean---” stammered Bunter. 
  “Well, what do you mean?” naturally inquired Parker, as he picked himself up out of the sawdust. 
  Bunter paused. The terrifying vision of Quelch with a cane vanished. But it was almost as alarming to hear that a schoolboy had called and asked to see him. It was sure to be a Greyfriars fellow, and he had no doubt that it was one of the Famous Five. 
  He knew that the chums of the Remove suspected his hiding-place. They had looked in at the circus camp one day for him, and he had got rid of them by playing a ventriloquial trick, and landing them in a row with the circus people. Now one of the beasts had looked in again—he had no doubt of that. 
  “Look here, go and kick him out!” said Bunter. “Tell him I don’t want to see him, and kick him out, see!” 
  “I’ll tell him you don’t want to see him!” answered Parker, going towards the exit.
  “Hold on, though!” exclaimed Bunter. 
  Parker held on. 
  Billy Bunter wrinkled his fat brows in worried thought. It was easy enough to turn away a Greyfriars fellow who wanted to see him, But if that fellow knew he was there, and chose to talk about it at the school, Bunter’s game was up. He knew that the Famous Five could have said nothing, so far, about what they suspected, or Quelch would have looked in at the circus already. After all, they were not the fellows to give a fellow away. Still, it was certainly wiser to be civil, in the circumstances. 
  “Look here, tell him I’m very busy, and I’m sorry I can’t see him now.” said Bunter. “Tell him any day next week will be all right.” 
  “We shall be gone on to Wapshot next week!” Parker reminded him. He thought Bunter must have forgotten that. Bunter hadn’t! 
  “Tell him what I’ve said, and don’t jaw!” snapped Bunter. —
  “Oh, all right!”
  Parker left the ring. 
  Billy Bunter gave an angry grunt. He was rather anxious for the circus to move on and get away from the perilous vicinity of Greyfriars. So far, he had carried on undiscovered; but he was uneasy so near the school. He would have been still more uneasy had he known of the discovery Coker of the Fifth had made the previous evening. 
  Parker came back in a couple of minutes, and Bunter gave him an angry blink through his big spectacles. 
  “If you please, sir, the young gentleman says he wants to see you.” 
  “Rot!” snorted Bunter.
  “He told me to ask you if you’d rather see Quelch, sir !“ 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  Parker stared at him curiously. Nobody at the circus knew that Bunter had run away from school. They knew that he belonged to Greyfriars, but it was understood he had leave of absence from his Headmaster. But the fat junior’s obvious unwillingness to see one of his schoolfellows made Parker very curious. 
  Bunter blinked at him in suspicious alarm. He wondered if Parker knew who Quelch was. But the circus man, of course, had never heard the name of a Greyfriars Form-master. 
  Parker did not know how alarming his message was. But it filled Billy Bunter with the deepest alarm. It was a threat! It meant that if he did not see the schoolboy who had called at the circus, that schoolboy would send Quelch after him.  He had to see the unwelcome visitor. 
  “T-t-tell him—” stammered Bunter. 
 “Yes, sir!” said Parker.  
  “Tut-tut-tell him—” Bunter paused. “Look here, take him into my dressing room. Tell him I’m coming.” 
  “Yes, sir!”
  Parker went out again. The fat junior knitted his podgy brows. That message about Quelch, of course, meant that the caller knew who he was—knew that “Bunto” was Bunter! He had to see the beast and prevail on him to keep it dark. He wondered which of the Famous Five it was—Wharton, most likely. No doubt the beast had come there to persuade him to return to school, blow him!
  He had to see him! A malicious glimmer came into the little round eyes behind the big round spectacles. He called to Caesar! He was going to see that unwelcome visitor—and take the lion with him, and jolly well give the beast a fright! 
  “Caesar! Follow!” barked Bunter. 
  And the lion walked at his heels as he left the ring and headed for his dressing-room. 
  At the doorway he made a sign to Caesar, who crouched outside as Bunter went in. It only needed a call from Bunter to cause the big lion to charge into the room with a fierce roar— which, Bunter considered, .would make that schoolboy sorry he had called! 
  So, leaving Caesar crouching outside the doorway, Bunter rolled into the room, expecting to see one of the Famous Five.  He jumped in surprise at the sight of the big Fifth Former standing there waiting for him. 
  “Kik-kik-kik-Coker!” gasped Bunter. It was not Harry Wharton. It was not one of the Co. It was Coker of the Fifth, and Bunter blinked at him in rage and astonishment. And Coker with a grim smile, remarked; 
  “So I’ve found you, you young rascal!” 
  “Beast!” gasped Bunter. 
  “And you’re jolly well coming back to Greyfriars with me!” said Coker. 
                         THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                 Coker is Sorry He Called! 

BlLLY BUNTER blinked at Coker of the Fifth in utter dismay. He was discovered—there was no doubt about that. He was not in his circus rig now—and Coker knew him at a glance. Not that his circus rig would have helped him, as Coker evidently knew already that “Bunto” was Bunter. How he knew, Bunter had no idea, but it was clear that he did know. 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. “You —you silly ass! What the dickens are you butting in here for, I’d like to know?” 
  “Don’t be cheeky!” said Coker warningly. “If you want me to whop you, you’ve only got to ask for it.” 
  “Look here, you beast!” hissed Bunter. “I—I thought it was one of the Remove chaps, or I wouldn’t have come.  What are you butting in for?” 
  “I spotted you in the ring last night.” said Coker. “I dare say you noticed me, in the front seats—” 
  “As if I should notice you!” said Bunter disdainfully. 
  “I’ve warned you not to be cheeky!” said Coker, frowning. 
  “Have you told Quelch?” howled Bunter. 
  “No. I’ve told—” 
  “Not the Head?” shrieked Bunter. 
  “No, you young ass! I’ve told Wharton---” 
  “Oh!” but Bunter gasped with relief. “That’s all right.  Wharton won’t give a chap away. Besides, he jolly well knew already. Look here, Coker, you keep this dark—see? You’re not going to sneak about me?” 
  “Don’t be a young ass ! Do you think that you can carry on here, with the whole school wondering what’s become of you, and your beak hunting for you high and low?” demanded Coker.
  “No business of yours, is it?” hooted Bunter. 
  “Isn’t it?” said Coker. “Well, I’m jolly well making it my business. I can’t allow it, Bunter.” 
  “Mind your own business, blow you!”
  “I’m giving you a chance?” explained Coker “I told Wharton to come and fetch you back—it’s up to him, as head boy of Quelch’s Form. He was cheeky, and refused. So I’ve come myself.”
  “Beast!” 
  “Blessed if I know how they’ve allowed you to stay here.” said Coker. You can’t have told them you’ve run away from school. Anyhow, you’ve got to go back, and I’m going to take you. I suppose you’d rather me take you than Quelch.” 
  “I’m not going!” hissed Bunter. 
  “You are going!” said Coker calmly. “I’m going to see that you do. I can’t allow this to go on!”
  “It’s not your business, you cheeky dummy!” howled Bunter. Can’t you mind your own business, you silly fathead?” 
  “You’re coming back with me!” said Coker. “If you don’t---” 
  “I jolly well won’t!”
  “Then I shall march you off by your neck!” explained Coker. 
  “I’ll call Parker to chuck you out, you beast!” hissed Bunter. “I’ll call half a dozen of them, and have you chucked into the ditch!” 
  “I fancy some of them would get hurt first.” said Coker calmly. “But it won’t make any difference, you fat young ass. I can’t allow this. If I don’t get you back to the school, I shall be bound to report to Quelch where he can find you. I don’t want to do that. Better come quietly.”
  Billy Bunter glared at him, with a glare that almost cracked his spectacles. No doubt Coker was right—that a run-away schoolboy ought to be rounded up and taken back to school. Still, it was no special business of Coker’s. Really and truly, his headmaster had never requested Coker of the Fifth to manage Greyfriars for him! But it was one of Horace Coker’s little ways, to manage the affairs of others without waiting to be requested so to do. 
  “Are you coming?” demanded Coker. 
  “No!” howled Bunter. 
  “Then I’ll jolly well take you!”
   Coker made a stride at Billy Bunter, with a large hand outstretched to grasp a fat shoulder. 
  “Caesar!” shouted Bunter. 
  Coker stopped suddenly, his outstretched hand touching Bunter. He stopped quite still, as if petrified. His eyes almost started from his head at the sight of a terrifying form that appeared in the doorway of the dressing-room. It was a huge lion, with bristling mane and open jaws.
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A roar pealed from Caesar. It echoed and boomed through the circus. Coker stared at the lion transfixed. 
  He did not speak. He could not. His jaw dropped. Open-mouthed, but speechless, he gazed at Caesar. 
  Coker had plenty of pluck—heaps of it! But it all deserted him at that awful moment! 
His blood almost curdled as he found himself standing face to face with a lion’s open jaws. 
Had those huge jaws closed on Coker, the Greyfriars Fifth would have lost its most important member!” One smashing blow of that huge paw, and Horace Coker would only have been a memory in the Fifth Form at Greyfriars! 
  The previous evening, Coker had told Potter and Greene that that lion was, most likely, jolly tame, and that there was nothing much in “Bunto’s” performance. He did not think so now. Only a yard or two from the cavernous jaws from which a fearful roar was pealing, Coker did not feel like relying on the tameness of that lion!  
  “Guard him!” barked Bunter. 
  Roar from Caesar! The majestic beast made for Coker’s direction. Horace Coker staggered back, pace by pace. 
  His knees knocked together, his legs sagged under him. In utter horror, he gazed at the lion as he tottered back and back. Backing across the dressing-room, he stumbled backwards over a stool that was in the way, and unintentionally sat down. He bumped and gasped. 
Bunter yelled to the lion.
  “Guard, Caesar!”
  A mighty paw tapped on Coker’s chest. With a suffocated yelp of horror, Coker collapsed on the floor. 
  Over him stood the mighty lion, a paw resting on Coker’s chest, while a deep roar pealed from his throat. 
  This was a performance to Caesar! He was performing with Coker, as he had performed with Parker, in Bunter’s rehearsal in the ring. But Coker realised, only too clearly, that that mighty paw could have torn him into shreds; that those immense jaws could have bitten him into halves    
  The idea of being thus reduced to a fifty-fifty state was awful. 
  Billy Bunter grinned. 
  He had the upper hand now!  Caesar had been brought there to give his visitor a scare! The visitor was an unexpected one; but he was getting the scare! That was a cert!
  “Oooooh!” moaned Coker faintly. 
  Roar from Caesar. It boomed and pealed. It seemed to Coker that it must alarm the whole circus, and bring a crowd rushing to the room, to round up he escaped lion. But there was no such rush. Nobody came. Everybody in Muccolini’s Magnificent Circus was too used to Caesar and his roaring, to take any special heed. 
  “Guard him!” grinned Bunter. 
  Coker, white as chalk, felt the perspiration running down his face in streams. He dared not move a finger. 
  He hardly dared breathe. 
  With dilated eyes he stared up at the lion. For a full minute he expected instant destruction. But the lion seemed satisfied with pinning him down with a paw on his chest. Then it dawned on Coker’s confused mind that Bunter was standing there grinning, and he remembered that “Bunto” was the “Boy Lion-tamer.” 
  “Kik-kik-kik---” stuttered Coker. “Kik-kik-call him off, Bunter! You can do it, you little beast! Kik-kik-call him off!” 
  “No fear!” grinned   Bunter. 
  “Get him away!” breathed Coker. “Get him away and lemme gerrup! Get him away before he does any damage, you horrid little fat toad!”
  “I don’t think!” chuckled Bunter. “Better not try to get away, Cokcer. If you move he will nip your head off !”
  “Oh crikey!”
  “Right off, at one bite!” grinned the fat Owl. “I couldn’t stop him if I tried! He’s jolly fierce!” 
  “You little beast!” groaned Coker. “You can handle him—I’ve seen yu do it. For goodness’ sake call him off !” You know you can do it !“ 
  “He, he, he!” 
  Coker lay gasping. The paw on his chest felt like a ton weight. Suppose it gripped him. He shuddered. 
  “Bunter, you little fat beast—” 
  “He, he, he!” 
  “I—I’ll get out if you’ll call him off!” gasped Coker. “I—I will, really! I—I won’t take you back to the school!”
  “You jolly well won’t!” agreed Bunter. “You’re all right if you don’t move, Coker! If you stir, I’m afraid he will tear you in pieces—little pieces! Not my fault! I’ve warned you!”
  “I—I—I’ll smash you!” hissed Coker. 
  “You don’t look like doing it!  He, he, he! I can jolly well tell you that if I wasn’t here, keeping him in control, you’d be chewed up already. Only my presence restrains him !” said Bunter loftily. “Merely that! If I stepped out of the room you’d be in small pieces—”
  “I—I say—” 
  “Little pieces---rags and tatters— shreds and patches!” said Bunter, with relish. “They would have to sweep up what was left of you!”
  “L-l-look here—”
  “I’m sorry I can’t waste any more time on you, Coker! I’ve got a lot of things to see to. I’ve got to get back to the ring” 
  “D-d-don’t go!” gasped Coker. 
  “It’s my busy day!”explained Bunter. “You’ll be all right, so long as you keep perfectly still—that is, until his feeding-time. When he gets hungry, I can’t answer for what will happen !” 
  “I—I—I—  Did-did-don’t go!” stuttered Coker. “I—I say, let me get out of this. For goodness’ sake—” 
  “And let you go back and tell Quelch where to look for me?” grinned Billy Bunter. “ Not half !” 
  “I—I—I won’t mention it to Quelch! After all, it’s not my business if you play the goat!” gasped Coker. “It doesn’t matter to me.” 
  “Just thought of that?” grinned Bunter. 
  “You little beast---” 
  “He, he, he!” 
  For the first time in his career, Coker of the Fifth regretted that he had not attended wholly and solely to his own business. But he seemed to realise nw that it was no concern of his if Bunter played the goat!” Caesar was helping him to realise it! 
  “WiIl you call him off?” panted Coker. “I—I’ll get out— I—I--- Oh crikey!” Coker broke off with a gasp as Caesar gave a roar. For an awful moment he fancied that the jaws were going to snap on him. However, they didn’t! “Will you kik-kik-call him off, you fat toad! Ow!” 
  Bunter chuckled, He had Coker where ho wanted him now. 
  “I’ll call him off if you’ll promise, honour bright, not to give me away to Quelch!” he said coolly. “You can think it over if you like. I’ll leave you to it—” 
  “D-don’t go!  I—I—I—” Coker choked. “I—I promise! I—I won’t say a word! Now kik-kik-call him off!” 
  “Honour bright?” grinned Bunter. 
  “Honour bright!” gasped Coker. The fat Owl gave another chuckle. 
  “Right-ho!” he said. “ Keep still, you know! Don’t move till I’ve got him under control! He’s fearfully savage. If you excite him, I can’t possibly save you!” 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Coker. 
  “Caesar!” barked Bunter. “Caesar! Here!”
  Prompt to obedience, Caesar withdrew his mighty paw from Coker’s chest, and walked across to Bunter. 
  Coker staggered up. He gave Bunter a look—an expressive look. But he did not stay for more. Coker got out of the dressing-room at great speed. 
  But he turned back at the doorway.
   “You little beast! You wait till you come back to Greyfriars, and see if I don’t smash you—” 
  Bunter gave the lion a touch.  Caesar stalked across to the door, roaring. 
Coker broke off quite suddenly.
  “Run!” yelled Bunter. “I can’t stp him now! Run!” 
  Coker bolted. 
  He was out of the tent in a split second. In two or three more, he was out of the circus camp. He disappeared across the common, going strong. Not till he was half a mile from Muccolini’s Magnificent Circus did Coker venture to slacken speed. 
  Billy Bunter, chuckling, gave Caesar a biscuit. 
  Tippity Tip came into the dressing-room. 
  “Friend of yours from your school?” he asked. 
  “Oh! Yes! An old pal!” said Bunter. 
  “He left rather suddenly. said the clown. “Anything the matter?” 
  “A bit scared of the lion.” said Bunter carelessly. “They haven’t all got my pluck, you know!”   
  “What are you grinning at? Don’t snigger at me! Get-out!”
  Mr. Tip got out, still grinning. 

                            THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                            Too Late! 
LODER of the Sixth came up the Remove passage from the stairs —and paused. 
  There was a buzz of boyish voices from Study No. 1. 
  It was not yet time for prep, and four members of the famous Co. were chatting in that study. Harry Wharton had not yet come up. 
  The name of Bunter’s came to Loder’s cars through the haif-open door. 
  That was why he paused. 
  He cast a quick glance up the passage. No one was in sight—and Loder stopped where he was, by the door of Study No. 1. 
  It was a couple of days since Coker had made his startling announcement to the Remove cricketers. 
  Hardly a fellow in the Remove doubted that Coker had made one more of his idiotic mistakes. Even the Famous Five, who guessed that Billy Bunter was at the circus, found it hard to believe that he was appearing in a lion-taming act there. 
  But Coker’s statement, whether right or wrong, was certain to be talked of far and wide. And it was! So it was not surprising that are of it had reached the ears of a prefect. 
  Coker, wrathy as he was after his visit to the circus, was a fellow of his word. He had said nothing since, as he had promised Bunter.  But that really did not make lot of difference, as he had already let the cat out of the bag. 
  It was, of course, a prefect’s duty to get information if he could, and round up the runaway. Loder was very keen to perform that duty. 
  He owed Bunter a whopping. Not only was that whopping overdue, but it would be a feather in his cap if he succeeded in tracking the runaway junior where everybody else had failed. 
He had little doubt, after the snatches of talk he had heard, that Bunter’s Form-fellows in the Remove could “put him wise” if they liked. Now he was going up to Study No. 1 to question Wharton and his friends.  He had thoughtfully brought his ashplant with him. 
  But as he heard the voices from the study, he stopped—and listened. It was by no means sure that, even with the aid of the ashplant he would be able to extract the information he wanted. Now it looked as if the ashplant would not be needed.  There was nobody in the passage at the moment. And the fellows in Study No. 1 were discussing Bunter—just now the reigning topic in the Remove. 
  The headmaster of Greyfriars expected his prefects to be keen on duty.  But certainly he would never have expected any of his prefects to adopt Loder’s present methods.  He would have been distinctly shocked at the idea of a Sixth Form prefect listening at a door. But Loder was not particular.
  “Bunto—Bunter!” Bob Cherry was saying. “The name’s rather like, that’s a cert! But fancy Bunter a lion tamer!”
  “Too jolly steep!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “The steepfulness is terrific.” 
  “Well, I’m not sure!” said Frank Nugent. “Bunter knows the lion tamer at the circus—we knew that. And you remember how he tackled that escaped lion at Cliff House.  We’ve heard since that he was tame and harmless.
  “ Might have guessed that one at the time!” grunted Johnny Bull.  “ Of course, Bunter knew that.” 
  “Well, if a lion’s tame, even Bunter wouldn’t be afraid of him.” said Frank. “And from what I hear, this chap Bunter at the circus is short and fat, and sports a big pair of specs---” 
  “That sounds like jolly old Bunter! But—” 
  “But lots of fellows have seen Bunto in his lion taming act!” said Johnny Bull. “And nobody but Coker fancied he was Bunter.” 
  “It seems that Coker heard him speaking, and recognised his voice. Anybody would know Bunter’s squeak.” 
  “Coker’s dropped the subject since.” said Bob. “A dozen fellows have asked him about it, and he’s only told them to shut up.” 
  “Lucky for Bunter, if he’s really Bunto!” chuckled Nugent. “That bully Loder would be glad to get on his track. And if Quelch heard---!” 
  Loder’s eyes glittered. 
  He was after information, and there was no doubt that he was getting information now. He moved a little closer to the door, which stood ajar, and listened intently. 
  Having, naturally, no eyes in the back of his head, Loder did not see a junior rise into view on the Remove staircase. But Harry Wharton, as he came up and glanced across the landing, saw Loder. 
  He could scarcely have failed to see him. Loder was big enough to be seeni. He did not recognise him, as Lodcr’s back was to him, and one senior was very like another from a back view. But he saw, of course, how he was occupied. 
  Wharton stared at Loder’s back. 
  The sight of a senior man obviously listening at a study door, was rather startling. 
  Wharton’s face set grimly. 
  Instead of walking up the passage with his ordinary tread, instead he tiptoed along behind Loder. Whoever that eavesdropper was, he was going to get a surprise— which might be a valuable lesson to him not to listen at study doors. 
  “If Quelch heard,” went on Bob’s voice, he would be down at the circus like a shot! If Bunto’s Bunter, Quelch would spot him all right, if he had the faintest idea---” 
  “Well, nobody will tell Quelch!” remarked Nugent. “The fact is, I’m pretty certain that we know now what that fat ass is up to!” I’d bet any man ten to one in doughnuts, that if Quelch went down to see Bunto at the circus he would meet jolly old Bunter! Still, nobody will give the fat duffer away.” 
  Loder grinned. 
  “That unguarded talk in Study No. 1 had given the fat Owl of the Remove away pretty effectually, with Loder listening outside. 
  But the next moment the grin faded from Loder’s face.  Harry Wharton, silent but swift, had reached him. 
  Wharton’s right foot was drawn back. It landed on Loder’s trousers with a terrific thud. 
  Loder gave a gasping yell. 
  That tremendous kick pitched him headlong forward.  He crashed on the door of study No. 1, hurling it wide open with his weight
  There were startled exclamations in the study as the door crashed open and Loder pitched in headlong, sprawling full length on the floor. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. 
  “What the thump—” 
  “What the dickens—”
  “Oooooooh!” spluttered Loder dizzily. “Oooooooowwwww!”
  “Loder!” gasped Nugent. 
  “Great pip!” 
  Harry Wharton looked in at the door.  His chums stared at the sprawling Sixth Former, and stared at Harry. 
  “That cad was listening at the door!” explained Wharton. “ I gave him a lift with my boot, as a hint that that sort of thing won’t do in the remove.”
  “Oh crumbs!” 
  “It’s Loder!”
  “Loder!” exclaimed Wharton. “A prefect! Oh crikey!”
  Loder struggled to his feet. He was hurt. No fellow could have captured that kick without getting hurt. And he was infuriated. It was not pleasant to be caught eavesdropping, It was still more unpleasant to be kicked for the same!  Loder wriggled with pain and gurgled with rage. 
  “You— Wharton—you—” 
  “You---you---you---” he gasped. 
  Harry Wharton looked at him steadily. He had not been aware that the eavesdropper was a prefect, but it would have made no difference. A fellow who listened at doors had to take what was coming to him. 
  “You—you kicked me!” gasped Loder. 
  “I did!” assented the captain of the Remove. “And if I catch you listening at my study door again, Loder, I’ll kick you again!” 
  Loder gasped with fury. His ashplant had fallen to the floor, and he stooped and clutched it up. 
  “You—you young rascal!” he panted. “I’ll thrash you so you can’t crawl! I—I’ll—— Bend over that chair!” 
  “I won’t!” said Harry Wharton coolly. “You can’t come the prefect, Loder, after being kicked for spying at a study door. I’ll go to the Head with you if you like, and I’ll tell him I’ve kicked you and why.” 
  Loder glared at him.  He dared not go to the Head, as Wharton was very well aware. The headmaster was the last person in the world whom Loder would have wanted to acquaint with his peculiar methods of getting information. 
  “Will you bend over, Wharton?” he panted. 
  “No!”
  “Then I’ll —!” Without wasting time explaining what he would do, Loder proceeded to do it. He jumped at Wharton, lashing with the cane. 
  “Back up!” shouted Harry. 
  But he did not need to call. Loder was a prefect, and it was against all laws, written or unwritten, for prefects to be handled by juniors. But, as Wharton had said, Loder could not “come the prefect” in the peculiar circumstances. 
  Five pairs of hands grasped Loder of the Sixth all at once. Wharton got one swipe from he ashplant.  Then the ash was wrenched away, and Loder, struggling wildly in the grasp of the Famous Five, went whirling out of the study. 
  “ Kick hin out!” roared Bob Cherry. 
  “Boot the cad!”
  “Boot the rotter!”
  Loder of the Sixth hardly knew whether he was on his head or his heels, as he went whirling along the Remove staircase.  He went down that staircase rolling. 
  And he did not come up again. The Famous Five were ready, if he did, to give him some more of the same.  But Loder, it seemed, did not want any more, and he went gasping down the lower stair, and the chums of the Remove returned to Study No. 1. 
  “That’s that!” said Harry Wharton. “ But what the dickens was he listening at the door for? You fellows talking about anything special?” 
  “Bunter.” said Bob. 
  “Oh, my hat !” 
  “He’s heard the whole thing.” said Bob. “Of course, we never dreamed he was there. He knows now.” 
    Harry Wharton whistled. 
  “Then that’s why. That means that Bunter’s number’s up!”
  There was no doubt on that subject. Loder knew now as much as the Remove fellows knew, and it was certain that he would not be long in making his report to Mr. Quelch. If Billy Bunter of the Remove was in fact, Bunto the Boy Tamer of the circus, as the juniors hardly doubted that he was, his number was up—right up! The only consolation was that Loder of the Sixth had been kicked. And Wharton was glad to remember that he had put all his beef into that kick. 

                                       *     *     *    *     * 
  “Impossible!”. 
  “Certain, I think, sir!” said Loder. 
  Loder was making his report. 
  He was not explaining how he had gained the information.  Neither was he reporting the kicking episode. Thosc details were better left in oblivion.  According to Loder, he had been making industrious investigations, and this was the result.
  “It seems impossible!” said the Remove master. “Yet the foolish boy is certainly in the neighbourhood somewhere. He must have found a refuge of some sort. I recall, too, that he was riding a circus elephant the day 1 saw him, though he declared that he had found it asleep on the common. Upon my word, Loder, I begin to believe that you must be right.” 
  “I’ve no doubt of it, sir!” said Loder. —
  “I am much obliged to you, Loder.” 
  “Not at all, sir!” said Loder, with a smirk. 
  He left the Remove master’s study, happily convinced that Billy Bunter was booked now for recapture, and a Head’s flogging. Quelch had only to call at the circus for him, now that he knew where to lay hands on the elusive Owl. 
  Mr. Quelch remained in deep thought. It seemed improbable—almost impossible—and yet—and yet--- Mr. Quelch was not convinced, but he was going to ascertain the facts. At the thought of laying hands on the runaway Owl, a glint came into Henry Samuel Quelch’s eyes. He was keen, very keen indeed to give that member of his Form a lesson on the subject of running away from school. 
  He left his study, donned hat and coat, and walked out of Greyfriars. He expected the evening performance to be on by the time he reached the circus. He would watch the performance of “Bunto” with the eye of a hawk, and if he saw any resemblance—the faintest resemblance—to the missing Owl, he would see that “Bunto” never performed again in the company of Signor Muccolini. 
  Mr. Quelch covered the ground with quick strides. 
  He turned off the Courtfield road at the spot where he remembered that the circus had camped. Rather to his surprise, no flare of lights, no blare of music, greeted his eyes or ears. 
  All seemed dark and deserted. Mr. Quelch peered round him in the dusk, 
  He was sure of the spot. But he did not behold the big circus tent, the parked caravans and lorries. He beheld nothing but trampled grass and odds and ends lying about, showing that a camp had been there. He peered, he stared, and he blinked! 
  “Bless my soul!” said Mr. Quelch. Muccolini’s Circus had been there, but Muccolini’s Circus was no longer there! Trampled grass and rubbish indicated where it had been, but it was gone   
  The circus had moved on!
  “Bless my soul !” repeated Mr. Quelch.  
  There was nothing doing! The circus was gone, and the fat junior who had changed over from school to circus was gone with it 
THE END. 
—
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